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The Book of Scoot (the Beginning)

(’CAUSE IT’S A GOOD PLACE TO START)

In the beginning, there was something.

But no one knoweth what it was, yet, though no one knoweth what it was, it is said to have been good.

Very, very good.

Whatever it was, it was so good, the Ancient Gods didst fight and kill the Titans over it, though no one knoweth from whence the Titans came.

It was damn good.

To celebrate their brutal victory, all of the Ancient Gods didst get to-gether and have a great feast.

From Egypt came the Sun God Aman Ra; Osiris, God of the Dead, and his wife, Isis, and baby Horus; the dreaded Set; Anubis, the Jackal of the Netherworld; that bird-brain moon-god, Thoth; Ptah the artisan of Memphis (the only one who didst not look like he was dressed for Halloween) and his lion-headed wife, Sekhmet the Plague-Bringer; Hathor the Feminist, and God-dess of Free Love; and so came their entourage.

From Olympus came Zeus the Thunderer and his lovely wife Hera (and hanging on his arm, of course, the young intern nymph, Monica); Poseidon, Ruler of the Seas; Hades of the Under-world, and his gangland cronies, as well as the beautiful Persephone (custody case still pending); Pallas Athena, be-spectacled Goddess of Wisdom, and her two beautiful sisters, Aphrodite, the Slut of the Gods, and Artemis the mighty virgin Huntress; Ares, the God of War, and his Joint Chiefs of Staff; and Di-onysus, the God of Partying Down, as there is no such thing as a great party without him; and so came their en-tourage.

From Asgard (where they still didst battle the Frost Giants over What-ever It Was), came wise one-eyed Odin, and his wife, Frigga; and Thor of the Whomping Hammer and his wife, Sif; Loki, the Doer of Good and the Doer of Evil; the venturesome god, Frey and his sister, Freya; the great swordsman Tyr; Iduna, Keeper of the Golden Apples of Eternal Youth, and her husband, Bragi, the God whose tales have no end; Bal-dur the Innocent and his blind brother, Hödur; as well as Epona, the Celtic Goddess of Horses; and so came their entourage.

From Babylon came Anu of the North Star; Enlil, who lost the Tablets of Destiny to his gambling habit; Ishtar, Goddess of Love and War; the Rain-maker Adad; Girru, the God of Fire; from Arabia came Ahura Mazda, the Source of all Goodness and Light, and his shadow, Ahriman, the God of Evil; from Africa, the trickster Eshu; and so came their entourage.

From the Far East came Brahma the Creator: Vishnu the Preserver; and Kali the Destroyer, the multi-armed Death Goddess; the Monkey God Han-uman; Ganesha, the God of Worldly Wisdom; Mu King, God of Yang, and Hsi Wang Mu, Goddess of Yin; Rayden, the greatest fighter of the Elder Gods; Tou Mu, Goddess of the North Star; Dai-koku, God of Wealth; Kwannon, God-dess of Kindness and Mercy; and so came their entourage.

And from the largely uncharted Western Hemisphere came the War God Huitzilopochtli; Miclantecutli, God of the Dead; Huiracocha, the Sun God; Gucumatz, the Plumed Serpent; Ikto, Creator of Words; the great Thunderbird Wakinyan; Kokopelli, the Spirit of Music and Creativity; les Mystéres Baron Samedi, Guardian of the Cemetery, and Baron de la Croix and Captain Zombi; Madame Pélée of the short fuse; the Tiki Gods didst crash the party uninvited; and so came their entourage.

And they didst gather and have a great feast. And there was eating, and the drinking of Wine, the smoking of the Pipe, and finally, of course, the eating of the ’Shrooms, which Loki didst provide in the guise of hors d’oeuvres.

And so it came to pass that the world was formed by the pipe-dreams of the Ancient Gods; all of Reality was a figment of their imaginations.

And they didst have a bad trip, a very, very bad trip.

‘Whoa! Verily I say,’ quoth Dio-nysus, ‘this is some good shit!’

The Ancient Gods didst decide to have parties such as this all the time, which caused many a strange and dis-turbing thing to happen in the reality of the mortal world.

But as time wore on, the Ancient Gods didst grow old and become flabby and weak, and Quetzalcoatl, the Great Aztec God of the Billowing White Wings didst finally return unto the land of Mexica, as a sign of the end of the reign of the Western Gods.

On that fateful day, tired of the reign of the Ancient Gods, some angry, uptight fool didst think up an upstart bitch called Jehovah, who sprang forth from his forehead armed with Guil-lotines, crosses and kerosene to over-throw the Ancient Gods.

Through persecution, book-burn-ing, witch-hunting, and bloody crusades Jehovah didst depose the Ancient Gods, and didst place them in an old folks home.

And Jehovah didst start a world-wide propaganda campaign and didst claim credit for the world which the An-cient Gods’ bad trip didst create.

After that, Jehovah didst spread ignorance, intolerance and uptightness, and didst take all the fun out of religion; there were no more orgies, no more sacrifices, and no more strange and dis-turbing quests for great heroes.

And for two thousand years didst Jehovah campaign to destroy all other views but his own, save for some who didst continue to resist his will.

Two of these were open-minded young men called Matt and Derrick, who had grown tired of being mortals, and they didst decide to become Gods.

To this end, they didst go unto the Sensory Deprivation Tanks and they didst stay in there for a hell of a lot longer than anyone should. In time, their consciousness didst become one with the Universe and they didst become Gods.

And Derrick didst become the God of Fist-Pounding, of Dammit, of Stupidity, of Orange Juice Drinking, of Humor, of Hawai’ian Shirts, of Magic, and of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions.

And Matt didst become the God of Everything Else.

‘Sensory deprivation doth kick ass!’ they didst agree.

‘Now that we are become Gods, what the fuck shall we do?’ spake Der-rick.

‘Verily I say, we shall call our-selves the Gods of Hondo,’ spake Matt. And a wickèd smile didst cross his face. ‘Reality is about to be hijacked.’
As they both didst agree this was a fun idea, they didst set forth to hijack Reality.

And to this end, they didst do battle with Jehovah.

And ’twas with radical force that the mighty Gods of Hondo didst subdue the agèd deity. And so the Gods of Hondo didst lock Jehovah in the closet and would not let him out.

They then subdued Jesus and didst stuff him into a pet-porter, but pro-mised to let him out at the next mil-lennium if he didst behave himself.

Then didst the Gods of Hondo let the Ancient Gods out of the old folks home and didst give them a decent re-tirement plan, and a better price for their medication.

And there was much rejoicing.

‘Thou hast defeated the anal Jehovah and made the world safe for fun!’ the Archangel Michael didst pro-claim from the end of his cute new leash, ‘What wilt thou do next?’

‘We shall go unto Disneyland!’ spake the Gods of Hondo in unison, and with great enthusiasm.

Chapter 2

And so, after propping Jehovah’s LA-Z Boy in front of the closet door, the Gods of Hondo went forth unto Disneyland, but they didst find it to be excruciatingly boring and unbearably chirpy.

‘This place doth fail to meet our expectations,’ spake Derrick, the God of Fist-Pounding.

‘Let us make it more interesting,’ spake Matt, the God of Everything Else.

And so Matt didst cause all of the food to have the same effects as a laxative. And it came to pass that within half an hour, people were rioting at the restrooms.

‘Verily I say, that was good,’ laughed Derrick, ‘but I shall do better!’
And the God of Orange Juice Drinking caused the moon to become three in the shape of a mouse. And the people didst see the sign in the heavens and looked unto one another in con-fusion.

‘Surely thou broketh their brains,’ Matt didst concede, ‘but thou shalt not easily top what I am about to do!’
And the God of Everything Else caused the rides to go into overdrive, sending chunks flying in all directions, which didst gross everyone out. The Gods of Hondo didst make themselves intangible, and so were untouched.

‘Surely thou canst do better than that,’ spake Derrick. ‘Watch this!’
And the God of Hawai’ian Shirts caused the statues and animatronics to come to life and start chasing people with red, glowing eyes and sharp, pointy teeth.

‘Thou’rt truly over the top, Der-rick,’ spake Matt, ‘but I shall not be up-staged by thee! Behold!’
And the God of Everything Else didst turn Mickey Mouse and all of his cartoon friends into four-story-tall robot weasels.

‘Oh yeah!’ Derrick didst reply, ‘Well beat this!’
And he didst turn the castle of the Tragic Kingdom into a giant cake.

‘What the fuck was that!?’ Matt didst demand. ‘Thou didst not manage to cause any damage at all!’
‘Oops…’ spake the God of Stup-idity. ‘Thou hast won this round, Matt, but I shall beat thee next time.’
And the people were scattered to the wind, and fled in all directions.

‘Indeed, disasters are more fun to attend than regular events!’ spake Matt.

‘Friday shalt now be called a Hondoday in honor of this occasion,’ spake Derrick. ‘Now that we are become Gods, we must find for ourselves a group of followers.’
‘A most excellent idea, Derrick. But we must make it fun,’ spake Matt, ‘for ’twas no fun with Jehovah. We must find people who know how to have fun.’
In order that they might have more fun, the Gods of Hondo didst find others to join in their Divine Game.

First they didst find Sabrina, who didst refuse to bow. This confused the Gods of Hondo greatly, so they decided she must be the Goddess of Hondo, who didst have her own godly powers.

Then, just for kicks, they didst anoint David and Heidi as demigods, and nor did they have to bow in the presence of the Gods of Hondo.

But after hearing about the lame deed of Derrick at Disneyland, they didst challenge his worthiness as a God of Hondo.

‘If thou art truly worthy,’ spake Heidi, ‘thou shalt show us a sign. Then shouldst we worry ourselves about a following.’
So before they set out to find a following, Derrick didst answer Heidi’s challenge.

And so Derrick, the God of Hum-or, didst become Johnny Space-Cadet for a day to prove his worthiness. And he didst walk among mortals for a day wearing an inflated rubber glove over his head, with straws sticking out of his nose. This caused many people to laugh at his bizarre appearance. In the end, Matt was forced to agree that Johnny Space-Cadet was far more amusing than any of the havoc they had wrought in Disneyland, and so did the others.

And the Gods of Hondo didst procrastinate greatly before turning to the task of finding followers. And they didst slowly rearrange Reality for their amusement, and told Time to get bent, whilst attempting to figure out ways to make golf an exciting game to play… to no avail. They didst ban Muzak from existence, and there was much re-joicing. They also didst go on to abolish Daylight Savings Time and rule that Sci-ence and Religion must stay at least fifty feet apart at all times.

Then did they finally turn to the task of finding followers.

Chapter 3

There once lived in the Land of the Midnight Sun an unimportant man. And these art the descendents of the un-important man:

The unimportant man beget an-other unimportant man. That unimport-ant man beget Jebediah. And Jebediah beget the Man Who Invented the Wheel. And the Man Who Invented the Wheel beget Hadoram, whose name means the Man Who Lived in the Shadow of his Father’s Fame. And Hadoram beget Daniel the Overachiever.

And Daniel the Overachiever be-get Ezekiel the Failure. And Ezekiel the Failure didst somehow manage to beget Zelophehad. And Zelophehad beget Zimbi. And Zimbi beget Aphek. And Aphek beget Abana the Rascal King.

And Abana the Rascal King be-get Gohan. And Gohan beget Athaliah. And Athaliah beget that one guy whose name no one can pronounce. And the guy whose name no one can pronounce beget Joktan. And Joktan beget Halivah. And Halivah beget Methuselah, who would outlive many of his descendents. And Methuselah beget Mahalalel. And Mahalalel beget Zechariah of Bywater, who was the father to all who smoke the pipe.

And so Zechariah of Bywater be-get Amminadab. And Amminadab beget Diklah, who was eternally mocked be-cause of his name. And Diklah beget Jehoiachin, who was the True Lord of the Dance. And Jehoiachin beget So-And-So. And So-And-So beget So-And-So, Jr. And So-And-So, Jr beget Zillah. And Zillah beget Arpachshad the Name-less. And Arpachshad the Nameless beget Kenan.

And Kenan beget Asa. And Asa beget Some Guy Whose Name No One Remembers. And Some Guy Whose Name No One Remembers beget Uz. And Uz beget Jerah the Punk, who stuck his finger in a light socket whilst playing an electric guitar and so brought punk rock to the sons of men (for ’twas Sheena who brought punk rock to the daughters of women). And Jerah the Punk beget Brucewülf. And Brucewülf beget Almodad. And Almodad beget Arphaxad the Fierce.

And Arphaxad the Fierce beget the Guy Who Used to Live Down the Street. And the Guy Who Used to Live Down the Street beget Martin. And Martin beget Scott, who wouldst be call-ed Scoot the Ko’An.

But one day in his nineteenth year, he talked to an old long-lost friend, and after he could not find rest.

And he didst not sleep for forty days and forty nights, and so it came to pass that the Space Coyote appeared before him in a vision and said unto him: ‘Hail Scott son of Martin! Listen, and I shall tell ye a tale:

‘An old man gathered his grand-children around a stump. “Gather a-round, my children,” quoth the old man, “and I shall tell ye a tale.” And he said unto them: “An old man gathered his grandchildren around a stump. ‘Gather around, my children,’ quoth the old man, ‘and I shall tell ye a tale.’ And he said unto them: ‘An old man gathered his grandchildren around a stump. “Gather around, my children,” quoth the old man, “and I shall tell ye a tale.” And he said unto them: “An old man gathered his grandchildren around a stump. ‘Gather around, my children,’ quoth the old man, ‘and I shall tell ye a tale.’ And he said unto them: ‘An old man gathered his grandchildren around a stump. “Gather around, my children,” quoth the old man, “and I shall…” ’ ” ’ ” Scott son of Martin, art thou paying attention?’

‘Who… Wha…’ mumbled he, for he had nodded off during the Space Coyote’s speech.

‘Pull thyself together!’ snapped the Space Coyote. ‘Thou hast managed to remain awake for forty days and forty nights. Canst thou not keep thine eyes open for five more minutes? Any or-dinary man wouldst be hallucinating by now.’

‘Sorry, mine eyes art tired. I was just resting them.’

‘Pay thee attention, Scott son of Martin, for I come bearing a message from the Gods of Hondo.’

‘Was there any point to the tale which thou hast said unto me earlier?’ asked he.

‘No,’ quoth the Space Coyote. ‘The Gods of Hondo just thought it wouldst be amusing to see how long thou couldst stay awake through such a boring and mind-warping tale.’

‘Oh. Tell me, O Messenger of the Gods of Hondo, what tidings dost thou bring from them? And who the hell art they to begin with?’

‘I will overlook thy last remark. Thou hast been chosen. Pack thy things and prepare for one journey thou wilt not forget! For thou shalt record the history of the Gods of Hondo, and thou shalt make it maketh even less sense than when it was told unto thee. Dost thou understand, Scott son of Martin?’

‘I guess so,’ quoth he.

‘Then go forth, Scott son of Martin, and wander the earth until the Gods of Hondo bid thee to stop.’

And so, after the Space Coyote departed, he slept like a stone for seven days and seven nights, and he didst a-waken on the eighth day to discover that he had overslept.

‘Oh shit!’ cried he, and then didst pack a few things in his backpack, took up his trusty walking staff and didst set forth on the journey which the Space Coyote had told him of.

Chapter 4

And so Scott didst set forth and wander the earth as the Gods of Hondo had commanded him.

He didst wander down highways and through towns, getting kicked out of many businesses; through forests and deserts and jungles, making many cute little animal friends; he didst swim a-cross the Ocean and accidentally dis-cover the Lost Island of Mu, which he traded the natives for a pack of Juicy Fruit gum.

He didst confront many people: he didst use the Five-Finger Discount against crazy ¢apitalist merchants; he didst subdue Police Officers with his impossibly logical blithering; he didst disturb and confound the Inmates and Shrinks of the Institutions he didst find himself in from time to time; he didst manage to frighten away all but the most interesting of people.

He didst manage not to get very much sleep, either.

One day, whilst hiking through the mountains, the Gods of Hondo didst appear before him.

‘We seek Scott son of Martin,’ spake Derrick, God of Dammit.

‘I am he,’ quoth Scott.

‘Many apologies, Scott son of Martin,’ spake Matt. ‘We had been told that thou wouldst be a little taller.’
‘But thou wilt do,’ added Derrick.

‘I have wandered the earth as thou hast commanded,’ quoth Scott. ‘Now what is thy bidding, mighty Gods of Hondo?’

‘We will get to that in a moment, but first we have other business,’ spake Derrick.

‘From henceforth, Scott son of Martin,’ quoth the God of Everything Else, ‘thou shalt be called Scoot the Ko’An. Thou shalt be the First Apostle of Hondo.’
‘As the Space Coyote said unto thee,’ spake Derrick, ‘thou shalt record the history of the Gods of Hondo— which art us— no matter how little sense it maketh.’
And the God of Everything Else said unto him: ‘For no particular reason, thou shalt wander yonder city for forty years, or until thou findest what thou art searching for, whichever so cometh first.’
‘But, my lords, what seeketh I?’

‘Thou wilt know when thou find-est it,’ quoth Matt. ‘Now go forth, Scoot the Ko’An. We must return in time to watch David Letterman.’
So Scott son of Martin, now Scoot the Ko’An, didst set forth.

Chapter 5

And so Scoot didst go forth and wander for many days in the city.

He didst explore city from one end to the other, having many strange experiences, speaking to many people, searching many stores and buying many things, all whilst trying to avoid the pol-ice who didst hunt him.

Yet he couldst not find what he was looking for.

And his father didst appear be-fore him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Hurry, my son. We shalt be leaving in a few hours.’

His annoying little sister didst ap-pear before him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Thou must buy new clothes. Thy pants art so 1995.’

And his father didst appear be-fore him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Hurry, my son. We shalt be leaving in two hours.’

His no-good half brother didst appear before him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Thou must see what I have found at the hobby shop! It doth totally rule!’

And his father didst appear be-fore him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Hurry, my son. We shalt be leaving in an hour and a half.’

An old Gypsy woman didst ap-pear before him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Ye’ll never make it…’

And his stepmother didst ap-pear before him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Whatever thou art searching for, thou shalt not have enough money for it.’

And his father didst appear be-fore him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Hurry, my son. We shalt be leaving in one hour.’

A little boy didst keep trying to get him to go unto the Disney Store, but Scoot didst evade him with great stealth and elusiveness.

And his father didst appear be-fore him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Hurry, my son. We shalt be leaving in half an hour.’

‘Dammit!’ quoth Scoot, ‘Why can I not elude him?…’

An old Chinaman didst appear before him and said unto him: ‘I will help thee.’

And his father didst appear be-fore him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Hurry, my son. We shalt be leaving in fifteen minutes.’

Still, he couldst not find what he was looking for.

So he didst take up the mystical old Chinaman’s help, but this too was of no avail.

And his father didst appear be-fore him as a mirage and said unto him: ‘Come on, my son. We art going.’

‘No,’ quoth Scoot, ‘I cannot go, father, for I have not completed the quest of the Gods of Hondo.’

‘Thou shouldst forget the Gods of Hondo,’ quoth his father. ‘Thou shalt join the Movement to Free Jehovah from His Closet.’

‘Why should I?’ Scoot demand-ed. ‘Jehovah was no fun.’

‘Thou shalt listen to me,’ quoth his father. ‘I am thy father. Thou shalt honor me.’

‘Thou art not my father,’ quoth Scoot. ‘My father wouldst never tell me to go against my beliefs. Who art thou?’

‘Very well,’ he didst say quietly, ‘thou hast seen through me…’

With a burst of fire and smoke, Scoot’s father didst vanish, and Lucifer appeared before him.

‘I should have known…” quoth Scoot. ‘So thou art still causing trouble, even after Jehovah’s defeat. But tell me, Fallen One, why wouldst thou wish to free the one who banished thee to the depths of Hell?’

‘I have my reasons,’ spake the Dark Prince. ‘I have not come hither to argue with thee. I have come to make thee an offer thou canst not refuse.’

And in a cloud of smoke there didst appear a washer and dryer set, complete with a scantily clad woman to present it.

‘If thou shalt join me,’ spake Lucifer, ‘I shall offer thee this Kenmore washer and dryer set— an eight-hun-dred dollar value. I shall even throw in the young lady, if thou doth desire.’

‘Thou art not even trying very hard anymore,’ quoth Scoot.

‘People art more easily tempted these days,’ Lucifer didst reply. ‘Take thee commercials, for example. Surely thou hast been suckered into buying something crappy at least once… Then how about this…’

And Lucifer didst take him to the top floor of a great plexiglass tower, and didst offer unto him all of the powerful corporations of the world in all their splendor, saying unto him, ‘Join me, and I shall offer thee wealth and power as thou couldst not imagine!’

‘I think not, Lucifer. I can imagine a lot,’ quoth Scoot.

And so Lucifer didst take him back to the city. But when he did, the entire city was empty.

‘Forget thee about corporate power. I canst see into thy soul, and I know that which thou most desireth. I offer thee this parallel universe, all to thyself. Imagine: no idiots, no hassles, no job… no problem. What say’st thou?’

And after a long dramatic pause, Scoot didst say unto him, ‘Get thee be-hind me, Lucifer!

‘Face it, thine Old Order is gone. We art no longer playing by those rules. Didst thou really think I wouldst give up a chance to change the world?’

‘No…’ Lucifer didst admit, in a rare and bitter display of honesty. ‘But ’twas worth a try.’

‘Thou hast used up all three of thy temptations,’ quoth Scoot. ‘But ser-iously, thou shalt not persuade me with-out a damn good reason. What art thou hiding?’

‘Join me, and I shall tell thee,’ Lucifer didst insist, for old habits do in-deed die hard. ‘Thou knoweth not the power of the Dark Side…’

‘Tell me.’

‘Fine. Fine. I can see that thou art smarter than the average mortal. If thou must really know, Jehovah is my brother.’

‘Thou must be joking…’

‘No, if I were joking, I wouldst say, “A priest, a minister, and a Rab-bi…” ’

‘Thou art serious!’

‘When Jehovah came to be, so didst I, for no power canst exist in a vacuum. So I didst become the em-bodiment of all that Jehovah found de-testable; all that was left was to decide who had the upper hand. So Jehovah won the coin toss fair and square. So there was that whole coup thing… Dost thou think politics is any different in heaven than on earth?’

‘What dost thou mean?’

‘For ’twas I who didst turn cats and dogs ’gainst one another! And that was just a warm-up! Jehovah and I didst start the longest war on Earth— the Middle East! They have been at it for over five thousand years! Thou must admit that’s pretty damn good for man-ipulation.

‘Of course, ’tis almost too easy to get religious zealots to fight one an-other. Fanatics expresseth their fear of unknown best of all; easily the hate floweth through them. We kept them fighting to keep them from ignoring us and thinking for themselves. Now that thou knoweth the truth, knowest thou what is at stake?’

‘Aye,’ Scoot replied. ‘I under-stand better than thou might think. Never dost thou tell the whole truth. Thou art upset because the Gods of Hondo have rained on thy parade. Now thou’rt trying to interfere in order to re-turn to the cozy little system thou and Jehovah didst have. Thou’rt nothing but a spoiled child!’ Scoot didst laugh mock-ingly. ‘Thou’rt pathetic!’

Lucifer didst know that Scoot, though close to the Gods of Hondo, was nowhere near powerful enough defeat them, but he thought mayhap that he couldst rough them up a bit. To dis-courage them in the chaos following Jehovah’s wake, for there was plenty of that now since the two gods who de-posed him were Anarchists.

‘I must away in search of easier folly.’ Lucifer was greatly shamed, for humiliation by mortals was few and far between. ‘Fare thee well, Scoot the Ko’An! For we shall meet again!’

‘Don’t hold thy breath…’

And so, in a column of fire and smoke, Lucifer didst depart from him. So Scoot didst turn to be on his way.

Only to discover that he was still in the empty alternate universe which Lucifer had taken him to.

‘Lucifer?’ Scoot didst look a-round in confusion. ‘Lucifer?… Where the hell didst he go?’

But then he didst turn his eyes to look upon a positively killer pair of sun-glasses, the kind which he had always wanted, in a department store window. At long last, he had finally found what he seeketh, but didst find it ironic that ’twas not as profound as he had expected.

Chapter 6

Having found what he seeketh, Scoot the Ko’An didst wander through the Mega-Mall parking lot for many days, and it came to pass that Matt appeared unto him as a smoking refrigerator.

And in this form, the God of Everything Else said unto him: ‘Hail, Scoot the Ko’An! Thou art to be con-gratulated for thine exploits in the city, but thy quest hath only just begun.’
‘My lord, thou hast found me!’ cried Scoot, for he was greatly relieved. ‘Wouldst thou please take me back to the other world?’

‘Sure. Why not.’

And with that, the God of Every-thing Else didst snap his finger, and Scoot didst find himself back in the other world.

‘There,’ spake Matt. ‘First try, even. I am indeed starting to get this god thing down… So I see Lucifer got the last laugh on thee after all. Oh well. Fuck him. Fuck him right in the ear! He hath been bugging us ever since we took over. I honestly can’t see how Jehovah couldst ever put up with him…
‘Never thou mind. We have more important things to discuss than that asshole.’

‘But, lord, where is Derrick?’

‘Derrick won the coin toss, so I must appear unto thee this time. I am come to lay down the ground rules for those who follow the way of Hondo.

‘On the Days of Kaméhaméha, which art the third Hondoday and Sat-urday of each month, thou shalt not do anything productive, nor shalt thou per-form any kind of labor. Thou shalt only relax and enjoy thy self.’

‘But why Kaméhaméha, mighty God of Everything Else?’ asked he, but quickly added, ‘Not that I question thy judgement or anything.’

‘Because it’s fun to say, if thou must really know. And during the Days of Kaméhaméha, thou shalt observe the Feast of Maximum Occupancy. Thou shalt make pigs of thyselves and eat un-til thou canst eat no more. Thou shalt also see how many registered voters thou canst fit into a phone booth.’

‘Surely thou knoweth how to party!’ quoth Scoot.

‘Thou shalt also drink Jolt, the nectar of the gods, and thou shalt also eat Count Chocula™ in honor of us. When thou cometh upon fellow Hondos, thou shalt greet them and salute them like this.

‘These art our commandments, in no particular order:

1‘Sayeth the Gods of Hondo, Thou shalt not be a poser, nor shalt thou be Counterfeit, Trendy or Politically Cor-rect; thou shalt come original.
2‘Thou shalt not fuck thine ass or thy sheep, nor shalt thou fuck thine own brother or sister, or thy father or thy mother, nor any other of thine own bloodline, lest thine offspring be Hicks.
3‘Thou shalt not fuck the dead.
4‘Thou shalt be more than thou art.
5‘Thou shalt remember the Days of Kaméhaméha, to keep them fun.
6‘Thou shalt not listen to country music, and thou shalt ban country music to stop inbreeding; nor shalt thou listen to disco, for all disco endeth in broken bones.
7‘Thou shalt settle all disputes by playing Rock-Paper-Scissors.
8‘Thou shalt go faster by not go-ing slower.
9‘Thou shalt know thy enemy.
10‘Thou shalt not swallow.
11‘Thou shalt not be afraid of a guy who hath never been in a mix.
12‘Thou shalt use duct tape only for good, and never… well, just oc-casionally, for evil.
13‘Thou shalt enter all Spooky Doors.
14‘Thou shalt dare to be stupid.
15‘Thou shalt greet all Jehovah’s Witnesses, and all other religious nuts, whilst petting a toaster and making cute little cooing noises. If they doth ask thee about thy toaster, thou shalt disavow all knowledge of thy toaster.
16‘Thou shalt let thine actions speak louder than thy words.
17‘Thou shalt not have the Power of Attorney over first-graders.
18‘Thou shalt fuck authority and question the answers.
19‘Thou shalt come forth, not fifth, or thou shalt be last.
20‘Thou shalt not tolerate in-tolerance.
21‘Thou shalt let the Wookiee win…’
Chapter 7

And so the God of Everything Else didst continue to speak the commandments of the Gods of Hondo:

22‘Thou shalt not breathe.
23‘Thou shalt not shit.
24‘Thou shalt not abuse the sacred words of “Ni!” “Ping!” and “Neewang!”, nor shalt thou shout them at helpless old ladies.
25‘Thou shalt be easily amused.
26‘Thou shalt think what we tell thee to think.
27‘Thou shalt kick ass and take names.
28‘Thou shalt not commit adult-hood.
29‘Thou shalt move forward, not backward— upward, not forward, and always twirling, twirling, twirling towards freedom!
30‘Thou shalt corrupt the youth.
31‘Thou shalt not worship false Billy Idols.
32‘Thou shalt disregard the Twenty- Second and Twenty- Third Commandments.
33‘Thou shalt think happy-thoughts.
34‘Thou shalt not ask why the chicken crossed the road, for it is the chicken’s right as a sentient being to do so.
35‘Thou shalt master thy ass.
36‘Thou shalt live forever, or die trying.
37‘Thou shalt gloat over all special items thou receiveth, and thou shalt hold them over thy head for all the world to see.
38‘Thou shalt watch out for those low-flying special fx.
39‘Thou shalt not talk to strange turnips.
40‘Thou shalt pity da foo’.
41‘Thou shalt listen to the voices in thy head.
42‘Thou shalt not ask a stupid question, lest thou receiveth a stupid answer.’
And After he spake the Forty-Two Commandments, the God of Every-thing Else didst have a large glass of water.

‘And now thou shalt take our commandments and post them on the Internet for all the multitudes to down-load.’

‘Whew!’ and Scoot didst sigh quietly. ‘No stone tablets.’

‘Go now forth, Scoot, and post our Commandments on the Internet. We art counting on thee. I must get back to my Pen-Flip Challenge with Derrick.’

With that Matt didst disappear.

Chapter 8

So Scoot didst go forth and sneak into a computer lab to post the Forty-Two Commandments, as the Gods of Hondo had commanded him.

But when Scoot tried to put the Commandments on the Internet, an Evil Technomage cast an equation spell, causing a Holo-Demon to possess the computer.

No matter what Scoot tried, and no matter which computer Scoot didst use, the Holo-Demon didst follow him and refuse to allow him to upload the Commandments.

So Scoot didst pick up the phone and didst call the Hondo Hotline.

‘Operator,’ quoth Scoot, ‘get me the God of Fist-Pounding on the line.’

‘One moment, please.’ quoth the operator, and there was a long pause.

‘Thou hast reached the Hondo Hotline,’ spake a chirpy female voice. ‘In order to reach the Gods of Hondo, thou shalt dial one, and thou shalt only dial one. Thou shalt not dial two, nor shalt thou dial three or four, or even five, six, seven, eight or nine; thou shalt only dial one…’
And so Scoot didst dial one.

‘Ahoy-hoy!’ spake Derrick. ‘Thou hast reached the Gods of Hondo. State thy business, Scoot.’
‘But… Oh, wait. I forgot. Thou’rt gods.’

‘Aye, ’tis true,’ spake the God of Magic, ‘but we also have Caller ID.’
‘Anyhoo,’ Scoot continued, ‘I didst try to put the Forty-Two Com-mandments on the Internet, but an Evil Technomage didst cast an equation spell, and a Holo-Demon hath possess-ed the computer. I call upon thy Divine Technical Support to assist me in this dire situation.’

‘Go thee to locker number 4-2-1,’ spake the God of Hawai’ian Shirts. ‘There shalt thou find a good stash of Funky ’Shrooms. Take thee the Funky ’Shrooms and consume them.’
‘Okay…’ quoth Scoot.

And Derrick didst hang up.

So Scoot didst set forth and break into locker number 4-2-1 and didst consume the Funky ’Shrooms as the God of Orange Juice Drinking had com-manded him, for they were funkadelic-ally delicious.

And Scoot didst fall into a deep sleep and had a most disturbing dream. And this is the dream which Scoot didst have:

Scoot awoke in bed to find it crawling with Doodlebugs™. And the Doodlebugs™ didst cause the bed to start rolling out the door and down the highway.

At some point Scoot didst fall a-sleep again. When he awoke, he didst find himself in a Far Away Land.

And he looked before him and saw a door standing alone in the middle of nowhere. It bore no marking, and was very mysterious.

And next to the door, the demi-god David didst appear, and said unto him, ‘This is a Spooky Door. Beyond is a place of sight and sound, which most art forbidden to see. A place of madness it is. In it thou must go.’
And so Scoot didst enter his first Spooky Door.

On the other side, things didst look exactly as they did on the side which he came from.

And Matt didst appear before him as the Energizer Bunny. And in this form, the God of Everything Else said unto him: ‘Thou must seek out the evil Technomage and force him to exorcise the Holo-Demon which doth haunt thee. Then, only then, wilt thou be able to post the Forty-Two Commandments on the Internet.’
‘But what was the door all about, mighty God of Everything Else?’

‘The Spooky Doors art the hid-den paths,’ spake Matt. ‘There is no way even for a god to know where some of them lead. Thou shalt find the Spooky Door which leadeth unto the Techno-mage beyond this land.’
‘But I am… (counting) just one man, and in over my head, at that,’ quoth Scoot. ‘I can’t do this on mine own. I know not what dangers await me, nor how to contend with them.’

‘No buts. Thou shalt not be alone in thy quest,’ spake Matt. ‘I call forth Nori the Cursing Faerie, to aid thee in thy quest!’
And the God of Everything Else didst summon forth Nori the Cursing Faerie.

‘If thou looketh hard enough,’ spake the God of Everything Else, ‘thou shalt find… Absolutely nothing! Thou’rt stupid! Stupid!
‘…But seriously, if thou doth not try, thou shalt meet some dudes who wilt help thee in thy quest. Now go forth, Scoot the Ko’An. It is time.’

And so Matt, the God of Every-thing Else, didst depart, leaving Scoot standing there.

‘Well, what the fuck art thou wait-ing for?’ demanded Nori the Cursing Faerie. ‘Get thy sorry ass in gear and let us go find that Technomage!’

And so Scoot didst get his sorry ass in gear and didst set out to search for the Technomage, hoping that he couldst find the dudes which Matt didst prophesy.

The Pointless Tale of

Pippin the Bastard

There once lived another unimportant man in another time zone. And these art the descendents of that unimportant man:

The unimportant man in that time zone beget a man who moved to a different time zone. And in that time zone he beget Hazarmaveth III. And Hazarmaveth III beget Tubal. And Tubal beget Zerubbabel, who beget many children, yet only one who didst really matter, and his name was Enoch. And Enoch beget Yankee Doodle. And Yankee Doodle beget Yankee Doodle Dandy.

And Yankee Doodle Dandy be-get Irad. And Irad beget Madai. And Madai beget Na’amen the Dickweed. And Na’amen the Dickweed beget Mag-og. And Magog beget Meshech the Coward. And Meshech the Coward beget Tiras. And Tiras beget Riphath. And Riphath beget Elishah. And Elishah beget a Small Furry Creature from Alpha Centauri.

And the Small Furry Creature from Alpha Centauri beget Kittim. And Kittim beget Sabteca. And Sabteca be-get Cush the Incontinent. And Cush the Incontinent beget the Eber. And Eber beget the Unknown Soldier.

And the Unknown Soldier beget Elam. And Elam beget Nahor the Mis-take, whose self esteem was always low. And Nahor the Mistake beget Asshur. And Asshur beget The Dude.

And The Dude beget Aram. And Aram beget Hul. And Hul beget Shu-nem, the son of that guy who was, for a brief time, married to Jezreel, whose couser was Bidkar, the no-good half-brother of Willy Wonka. And Shunem beget Some Guy. Some Guy beget Some Other Guy. And Some Other Guy beget George.

But no one knoweth who beget Pippin the Bastard.

And Pippin the Bastard was a shy, quiet little wimp, whose mother always told him to ‘buck up’ and ‘take it like a man’ and whose friends always told him to get a life.

He didst work at a certain fast food restaurant, where he had remained and flipped burgers since he was in high school.

But one day, on Hondoday the 13th, a very rude customer came into the store and said unto him, ‘I didst order of thee a Quarter Pounder with cheese, dumbass! I ordered not a cheeseburger. So what the fuck is this? Tell me, thou little shit-head!’

And he didst rub Pippin’s nose in the food, which he himself had not made, nor had taken any part of in this particular order.

And another very rude customer came forth and said unto him: ‘My burger is too greasy! Art thou a fool, that thou canst not see this?’

And so Pippin didst wring the grease from the burger and didst give it back to him. The rude customer didst spit upon him.

And a small boy walked past him, kicking him in the shin and saying unto him: ‘Thou sucketh! I hate thee!’

And his parents didst complain to the Management about the service.

And later, whilst Pippin was in the back searching for tomatoes which had not grown beards, the grill he was working on didst explode, and deflate in a hiss of steam.

And the pop machine didst burst, flooding the restaurant with carbonated goo.

And the cash registers didst mal-function, spitting cash at all of the cus-tomers, and there was much rejoicing.

But their rejoicing was short-lived, as a band of Mongols sacked the place, taking everything, including Pip-pin’s uniform.

And so the Manager said unto Pippin: ‘Thou art fired! Never do I wish to see thine ugly face here again. Now get thee gone! Thou’rt a disgrace!’

So the pantsless Pippin didst de-part from the fast food restaurant in shame, and it began to rain, and every vehicle at every intersection didst try to run him down, and all who drove them splashed him and cursed him without cause.

And Pippin didst say in his heart: ‘I can deal with this. ’Tis nothing more than I have dealt with all my life… Fuck! Who kiddeth I? …I canst not stand much more! Surely I will snap if things keep this way…’

And he didst wonder for the millionth time in his life why the Gods were being so mean to him.

Chapter 2

Little didst Pippin the Bastard know how right he was.

For the Gods of Hondo didst sit on the couch in front of the TV in the midst of Asgard, which was being re-modeled from all of the centuries of ne-glect it had suffered during Jehovah’s reign of terror, watching his misfortune with great amusement.

‘Verily I say,’ spake Derrick, the God of Fist-Pounding, ‘ ’Tis always fun-nier when it doth happen to someone else! Pippin-Cam doth kick major arse!’
‘Amen, brother!’ In his hand, Matt, the God of Everything Else, held the Remote Control of Reality, which they had fought so hard to wrest from the hand of Jehovah. ‘Aye, ’tis so much easier with modern technology. I have no idea how the Ancient Gods got any-thing done. Life… is… good…’
‘I am hungry,’ spake the God of Orange Juice Drinking. ‘Let us order a pizza!’
‘A most fucking awesome idea, Derrick!’ Matt didst reply.

And so Derrick, the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions, didst pick up the Red Phone and didst call the nearest pizza place.

‘Hello? Dost thou offer to deliver in half an hour, or the pizza is free?’

‘Aye,’ quoth the other voice.

‘Good. For we needeth about twenty pizzas with a shitload of cheese and pepperoni and stuff delivered unto Asgard. Hast thou got that?’

‘Asgard!’ the voice didst explode indignantly, ‘is this some manner of joke?’
‘No, I am Derrick, the God of Hawai’ian Shirts, and I command thee to deliver unto us the pizzas which we ordered, because we art the Gods of Hondo, and we didst order pizzas from thee, so thou shalt deliver the pizzas!’

‘Then prove it!’ the voice didst challenge. ‘If thou art the Gods of Hon-do, thou shalt give us a sign that we may know this isn’t a joke.’
‘Very well. Matt…’

And the God of Everything Else didst fold his arms, wink and nod his head. And the sound of thunder was heard on the line from the pizza place.

‘That proof enough for thee?’

‘But there is no way we canst possibly deliver pizzas to Asgard in half an hour! ’Tis not even on the same plane of existence, let alone the same time zone!’

‘Then we getteth them for free, right?’

‘Oh, come on! Thou art Gods; surely thou hast a few bucks…’

‘Goddammit!’ cried Derrick.

‘My last name is not Dammit!’ spake an angry voice from the closet with the LA-Z Boy propped in front of it.

‘So thou art still alive in there…’

‘What is his last name, anyway?’ Matt didst ponder.

‘Fine.’ The voice on the phone didst finally give in. ‘Really. Gods who canst not even pay for their own pizza… What is this world coming to?’
And Derrick didst hang up.

‘Now let us turn back to Pippin TV,’ spake Matt. He didst point the Re-mote at the screen. ‘We do need some-thing to stave off the time until our pizza arriveth, and I think we shouldst really mess with him this time. I bet he will snap after this,’
‘I think he canst take it,’ spake Derrick.

‘Well, if he cannot, then I shall owe thee a Coke. Hey, let us invite Sabrina and David and Heidi to the party, too. They wouldst really get a kick out of this!’

Chapter 3

And so Pippin the Bastard didst finally come unto his own house, and he was still without his pants. But at that mom-ent, a Major League Baseball satellite didst crash into his house, breaking it asunder.

‘Bummer…’ quoth the man who stood next to him.

Before Pippin couldst speak, a messenger came unto him, saying: ‘Telegram! Art thou Pippin the Bastard?’

‘I am he,’ quoth Pippin.

And Pippin read the telegram. And these art the words of the telegram of Pippin the Bastard:

THY MOTHER HATH BEEN TURNED INTO A PIG STOP HER HOUSE HATH BEEN TURNED INTO A GIANT CAKE STOP HAVE THEE A NICE DAY STOP

And so Pippin the Bastard didst stand in the rain, wondering why the Gods were doing this to him.

But he had not long to wonder before he didst sneeze, and didst realize that he had caught a cold in this damp  weather.

And with that, Pippin couldst stand no more, and he didst let out a great cry of frustration and anguish.

At that moment, an evil toaster didst appear, chasing Pippin with sharp pointy teeth. But as he ran down the street in terror, other people simply stood and stared as he passed them.

After a time, the toaster lost in-terest in Pippin, and didst take an un-healthy interest in some hapless old lady’s brand new blender.

‘Surely the Gods must be mess-ing with me,’ thought Pippin, and so he didst decide to leave the city and wan-der in the wilderness until he couldst think of what to do next.

Chapter 4

And as the Gods of Hondo were eating pizza with their friends and watching Pippin TV, Lucifer didst appear in a puff of fire and smoke and said unto them: ‘Thou art a bunch of assholes!’

‘Who invited thee?’ was all either of the Gods of Hondo couldst come up with to reply.

‘Who invited thee, indeed! For I couldst ask the same of thee. Thou didst gang up on Jehovah!’

‘Verily I say,’ quoth Derrick, ‘that old fart is tougher than he looks!’
‘He didst put up one hell of a fight!’ Matt added.

‘I call a rematch!’ spake Lucifer.

‘Even if thou hadst been there,’ boasted Derrick, ‘then thou wouldst both be trapped in yonder closet!’
‘Bring it on, bitch!’

‘Nice try,’ spake Derrick, ‘but we shall not fall for thy cheap tricks!’
‘Go to Hell!’ spake a crotchety old voice from the closet.

‘Go to Hell?’ echoed Matt. ‘That is thine answer to everything!’
And Lucifer didst try to remove the LA-Z Boy from in front of the door.

But Matt didst fold his arms, wink and nod his head.

‘Where am I?…’ Lucifer didst look around, his new whereabouts finally dawning on him. ‘Ah, shit! Not New Jersey! Damn ye! Just what the Universe needeth: more Gods!’

Chapter 5

After wandering for many days, Pippin the Bastard didst come upon a suitable place to meditate.

But no sooner did he set himself down than a crazy old woman didst come upon him, asking, ‘Pardon me, but hast thou any Grey Poupon?’

‘But of course,’ quoth Pippin, and he didst give unto her his last bottle of Grey Poupon.

Seeing that this place wouldst offer him no peace, he set out to find another place to meditate.

As he went, he came upon a man with a video camera observing something off on yonder hillside.

‘…And here we see the Man-Eating Mop with its bucket,’ quoth the man with the camera. ‘This is an ex-tremely dangerous creature to get close to, so we must stay back. The mating habits of the Mop art—’

Suddenly a man, wearing no more clothing than Pippin, didst jump in and savagely kill the Mop, taking its bucket as a trophy.

‘Hey! What the hell art thou doing?’ cried the wildlife documentarist. ‘I was filming that Mop!’

But the man didst not reply, and simply walked away with the bucket.

And Pippin, having neither pants nor anything better to do at the time, didst follow after the man.

‘Who art thou?’ Pippin didst ask.

‘I am Othwoggi,’ quoth the man, whose name was Othwoggi. ‘And thou art?’

‘I am Pippin the Bastard,’ quoth Pippin. ‘Tell me, where art thou going, Othwoggi? And what of the bucket?’

‘Follow me and thou shalt see,’ quoth Othwoggi. ‘By the way, Pippin the Bastard, hast thou a digital watch?’

‘But of course,’ Pippin didst re-ply.

‘Wouldst thou let me have it?’

‘Sure. Why not.’

And Pippin didst give Othwoggi his digital watch and didst follow him to his village, where he was greeted by people who all didst share the name Othwoggi.

‘What hast thou found, Oth-woggi?’ asked Othwoggi.

‘A bucket and a digital watch, Othwoggi,’ answered Othwoggi.  ‘ ’Tis exactly what we need! We shall take it unto the Great Othwog!’

And there was much rejoicing.

And so they didst take these things  to the Great Othwog (props lvk), who dwelt in a giant metal hut in the middle of the village.

‘Great Othwog,’ quoth Othwoggi, ‘we have found for thee the last of the things which thou hast told us to find.’

‘Excellent…’ spake the Great Othwog, who was a big green slime creature from outer space. ‘Now I shall be able to leave this pathetic mudball. It took thee long enough!’

And so the Great Othwog didst cram the digital watch inside of a control panel. Then did he hold the bucket over his head triumphantly.

‘At last! For five hundred years was I your god, waiting for these stupid monkeys to invent digital watches!’ And the Great Othwog didst place the bucket on his head. ‘Now I shall be the god of all! I shall make this whole planet suffer!’

And so the Great Othwog didst take off in his newly repaired starship.

But the Great Othwog’s ship was not as well repaired as he had thought, and he didst crash into a Britney Spears and N-Sync concert in a fiery explosion, killing both groups.

And there was much rejoicing.

And so Pippin the Bastard came forth out of the wilderness and didst join the NRA.

Chapter 6

‘Wow!’ spake Derrick as they didst watch Pippin TV, ‘verily I say that was a kick-ass show!’
‘Five fuckin’ stars!’ David added.

‘But thou art still not able to up-stage me,’ spake Sabrina, the Goddess of Being Mean.

‘Hell yeah!’ spake Matt. ‘Who would have thought Pippin the Bastard wouldst go back to work and slip acid in the new drink machine?’
‘Or that the whole town wouldst start trippin’ out?’ spake Derrick. ‘And Pippin didst tell his boss that God had called in sick today, and he was His re-placement?’
‘Or that part where the village bicycle was found passed out just out of town after a joyride down Main Street?’ spake Heidi.

‘Or how the entire Football Team ended up with fishes stuck up their ass!’ spake David.

‘Or how they found out that the Great Othwog was still alive, and that Pippin’s bastard son had to go back in time and kill it!’ spake Matt.

‘Or when Pippin found out that Darth Vader was really his father!’ spake Derrick, the God of Stupidity.

‘What the fuck art thou talking about!?’ the others didst demand in unison.

‘Hey!’ cried a shrill voice from the closet, ‘why didst thou have to tell me? Didst thou not know I hath not see that yet?’

‘Thou hast not?’ spake Matt. ‘Thou art pathetic!’
‘I was a busy God…’

‘Pipe down there!’ spake Matt as he didst tap the closet door with his broom.

‘Or who would have guessed that Pippin’s boss wouldst turn out to be an inbred Hick?’ spake Sabrina.

‘Aye!’ Matt didst laugh. ‘When the old family tree doth get cut down to a “family shrub” it doth not cover much!’
‘Especially once thou’rt in the shallow end of the gene pool!’ spake David.

‘But what wouldst thou call the offspring of a man and his sister?’ spake Derrick.

‘I believe such a thing wouldst be called a ‘couser’ or a ‘sonner’ if ’twas with his mother,’ spake Matt. ‘For either way, ’twould be one fucked-up family tree. How wouldst thou chart that?…’
‘I wonder,’ spake Sabrina, ‘if Pip-pin wilt ever get his pants back. For he really wasn’t much to look at.’
‘Hey!’ spake David, ‘let us watch something else now. I am become bored with Pippin the Bastard.’
And so the Gods of Hondo didst spend the next hour fighting over the Remote.

1st DUDES

(1st Dudes was brought to thee by the Good Fucking Christian Store. ’Tis all fucking good!)

In the Deserts of Suburbia there lived a man whose name is long-forgotten. And these art the descendents of the long-forgotten man:

The long-forgotten man beget the Man Who Invented Fire. And the Man Who Invented Fire beget Mehujael the Pyro. And Mehujael the Pyro beget Shelah. And Shelah beget Jubal, who was the father to all who dress in drag.

And Jubal beget Japheth. And Japheth beget Gomer. And Gomer beget the Fifth Beatle. And the Fifth Beatle beget Peleg. And Peleg beget Ashkenaz the Unnamable. And Ash-kenaz the Unnamable beget Mizraim. And Mizraim beget Abimael. And Abimael beget Put the Flatulent. And Put the Flatulent beget Sabtah. 

And Sabtah beget Ophir. And Ophir beget the Great White Dope. The Great White Dope beget Rodanim. And Rodanim beget Jobab. And Jobab beget Hobah the Transsexual Nazi Eskimo. And Hobah the Transsexual Nazi Eskimo beget Mattan. And Mattan beget Javan, who was the father to all who brew the coffee bean.

And Javan beget Tarshish. And Tarshish beget Dedan. And Dedan be-get Judas, who wrote the first computer virus. And Judas beget Raamah. And Raamah beget The Man Who Invented the Uniform. And The Man Who In-vented the Uniform beget Tema. And Tema beget Jehoash. And Jehoash be-get Jetur. And Jetur beget Trampus Canaster.

One day, Trampus was walking down the road, and he met a mysterious young man sleeping under a tree. A terribly mysterious man, and he was sleeping like the dead. And the man didst awaken without warning, standing and stretching.

A Faerie didst flit down from out of the tree, and this didst greatly intrigue Trampus.

‘Who art thou?’ Trampus asked.

‘I am called Scoot the Ko’An,’ quoth the mysterious young man. ‘I am also called Scoot the Wanderer, Scoot the Insomniac, and Scoot the Smart-Ass. But mostly, I am called Scoot the Ko’An. And thy name wouldst be?’

‘My name is Trampus,’ quoth Trampus. ‘Where art thou going, or hast thou already gotten there?’

‘I am still on my way,’ quoth Scoot. ‘I know not why I tell thee this, but I am trying to post the Command-ments of Hondo on the Internet, but an evil Technomage didst sick a Holo-Demon on me. Wouldst thou aid me in my search for the Technomage?’

‘Will I work for the Gods of Hondo? Dost the Pope wear a funny hat? What is need compared to the Path?’

‘I taketh that as a yes,’ quoth Scoot.

‘What the hell is his problem?’ quoth Nori the Cursing Faerie.

And Derrick, the God of Orange Juice Drinking, didst appear before them as a nude lesbian and said unto them, ‘Didst someone say Pope? O fortunate day!
‘We anoint Trampus Canaster as the Pope of Hondo,’ the God of Haw-aiian Shirts spake unto Trampus. ‘Thou shalt aid Scoot in his search for the Technomage and thou shalt seek out others to follow us. Now, go forth, Scoot and Trampus.’
‘Dead flies cause the ointment of the apothecary to send forth a stinking savor,’ quoth Trampus, ‘but cast thy bread upon the waters, for the Gods of Hondo shall find it after many days!’

‘Whoa! Hey! Time out!’ quoth Scoot, ‘Can we drop the Olde English shit for minute?’

‘NO!’ spake a voice thundering from the heavens, ‘It is in the script!’
‘…and if the tree falleth toward the north, or toward the south,’ Trampus didst continue, ‘in the place where the tree falleth, there it shall be.’

‘But maketh it a sound?’ asked Scoot.

‘But what if it falleth toward the east or the west?’ Nori didst taunt, ‘What of it then?’

‘…Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with all thy might; for there is no work, nor device, nor knowledge, in the grave, whither thou goest. A good name is better than precious ointment…’

‘Aaaargh!’ cried Nori, ‘How the fuck do we turn him off?’

And so Scoot didst smack him upside the head with his staff.

‘Thanks,’ quoth Trampus, ‘for I needed that. I shall do something to prove my worthiness to the Gods of Hondo. Follow me.’

‘Lead on, Trampus,’ quoth Scoot as they didst set forth.

And they went forth to a shack by the road, where Trampus didst speak with a stranger.

‘What was that all about?’ Scoot asked as Trampus didst return from speaking with them.

‘I have convinced the Russelville Players to join us,’ quoth Trampus.

‘Who art the Russelville Play-ers?’ asked Scoot.

‘I know not for sure, but I am told they art an elite, highly-trained team of Kamikaze window-jumpers. I figured they might come in handy in the future.’

‘Of course,’ quoth Scoot. Though he didst suspect that the Russelville Players had merely humored him to get this blithering lunatic out of their com-pany. ‘Alright, thou’rt in.’

And they didst set out to find the Technomage.

Chapter 2

In the City of Fat Children there lived a man whose name, as usual, is long forgotten. And these art the descend-ents of the man whose name was long forgotten:

The long-forgotten man beget Melchizedek. And Melchizedek beget Ka-boom. And Ka-boom beget Ka-thwomp. And Ka-thwomp beget Ka-thump. And Ka-thump beget Ka-thwimp (for the generations of his family had slimmed down).

And Ka-thwimp beget Laban.  And Laban beget Abimelech. And Ab-imelech beget Enosh. And Enosh beget the Man Who Invented the Sandwich. And the Man Who Invented the Sand-wich beget Naphtali. And Naphtali beget the Fat Man Who Sat Down Too Fast. And the Fat Man Who Sat Down Too Fast beget Zebulun. And Zebulun beget Phallu. And Phallu beget Ryo-Ohki, who finally ate enough carrots and didst grow up to be a spaceship and beget Phuvah.

And Phuvah beget Ard. And Ard beget Obal. And Obal beget Amram. And Amram beget Hur. And Hur beget Bozkath. And Bozkath beget Zilpah the Nudist.

And Zilpah the Nudist beget Zippor. And Zippor beget Mahlon. And Mahlon beget Android 16. And Android 16 beget Hepher. And Hepher beget Libnah. And Libnah beget Gad. And Gad beget Padanaram. And Padanaram beget Mr Goodbar. And Mr Goodbar be-get Hans.

One day, Hans was watching over the field. ’Twas raining, and the sheep were shrinking, when two men and a Faerie didst approach him.

‘Ho!’ quoth Hans. ‘Who art thou?’

‘Who da ho?’ Nori the Cursing Faerie didst demand indignantly.

‘I am called Scoot the Ko’An, the First Apostle of Hondo,’ quoth the first dude, ‘and this is the Pope of Hondo, Trampus Canaster. Who art thou?’

‘I am Hans,’ quoth Hans. ‘I watch over the field. Every day it raineth, and every day the sheep, they shrinketh. This job, it stinketh! It shall drive me to drinketh! There is nothing to do here but watch the sheep shrink from day to day.’

And Matt, the God of Everything Else, didst appear before them as a dancing turtle and said unto them: ‘Thy prayers have been answered. From henceforth, thou shalt not be called Hans. Thy name shalt be Fritz Skanky-Bitch, and thy title Brian. Thou shalt be our Sacrificial Goat.’
‘Sacrificial Goat?’ quoth Hans. ‘But…’

‘There shall be no buts in the presence of the Gods of Hondo,’ spake Matt. ‘Thou shalt be “sacrificed” by be-ing made immortal and tortured for 8000 millenniums. But fear not, for that day is far off; remember, eternity, my friend, is a long fucking time.
‘Now thou shalt join Scoot and Trampus in their quest to find the evil Technomage and force him to exorcise the Holo-Demon which haunteth Scoot. Dost thou understand, Brian Fritz Skan-ky-Bitch?’

‘Ah, this is for the birds!’ quoth Brian Fritz. ‘I shall let that dimwit Bob the Liar watch the sheep! They canst shrink all by themselves!’

‘Cast off thy cares,’ quoth Tram-pus, ‘for a herring is just a herring, but a good Cuban is a cigar! Thine eyes shall behold strange women and thine heart shall utter perverse things. In the Hour of Scurrying, give a potion to seven, and also to eight, for he that diggeth a pit shall fall into it.’

‘What he sayeth,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Ahem…’ Nori didst tap her foot on thin air.

And so Scoot didst once again thwack Trampus upside the head with his staff.

‘Whither shall we go now, O Scootly One?’ asked Brian Fritz.

‘Wherever so the winds taketh us,’ quoth Scoot. ‘But ’tis a long story. I shall tell it to thee on the way.’

And so Scoot didst take the entire journey to nowhere to tell his tale.

Chapter 3

In the Outer Lands, there lived a man whose name was remembered. And these art the descendents of the man whose name was remembered:

The Man Whose Name Was Re-membered beget Dumah. And Dumah beget Korah the Heretic. And Korah the Heretic beget Ja-alam. And Ja-alam beget Hrothgar. And Hrothgar beget Bashamath. And Bashamath beget Nahath the Free-Thinking Anarchist.

And Nahath the Free-Thinking Anarchist beget Chilion. And Chilion beget Frostilicus. And Frostilicus beget Zerah. And Zerah beget Shammah. And Shammah beget the Boy Who Beat Up the West Side Posse. And the Boy Who Beat Up the West Side Posse beget Mizzah.

And Mizzah beget Teman. And Teman beget Siddim “Shitheels” of Mo’ ab. And Siddim “Shitheals” of Mo’ab be-get Omar. And Omar beget Togarmah. And Togarmah beget the Man Who Invented Pants, for the sons of men used to wear that which is now called ‘underwear’ when they were about.

And the Man Who Invented Pants beget Wyglaf. And Wyglaf beget Shobal, whose name means The Man Who Knew Too Much. He didst not live long, but his brother beget Zibeon.

And Zibeon beget Zuar. And Zuar beget Jezer. And Jezer beget Uri. And Uri beget Extreeeme Jake. And Extreeeme Jake beget Nahshon. And Nahshon beget Eliab the Inconvenient. And Eliab the Inconvenient beget E-phraim. And Ephraim beget Manahath. And Manahath beget Shedeur. And Shedeur beget Casey.

One day, whilst Casey was dig-ging a ditch by the wayside, three men and a Faerie came along. And Casey didst wave to them in greeting.

‘I shall give them the Universal Greeting,’ quoth Brian Fritz as he gaveth Casey his pinky finger.

‘Ba-weep-granna-weep…’ Tram-pus didst begin to chant.

‘No! No! No!’ cried Nori the Curs-ing Faerie, ‘This is the Universal Greet-ing!’

And she didst give Casey a very different finger.

‘No, Nori,’ quoth Scoot, ‘that is just in California.’

‘Dost thou lift thy middle finger at me?’ asked Casey.

‘No,’ quoth Nori, ‘I do but lift my middle finger.’

‘But dost thou lift thy middle finger at me?’

‘Many pardons,’ quoth one of the men, ‘I hate to interrupt thy spirited de-bate, but who art thou?’

‘I am Casey,’ quoth Casey. ‘But who art thou? And why didst thy Faerie flip me the bird?’

‘My manners have deserted me,’ quoth the man. ‘I am called Scoot the Ko’An, and these art Pope Trampus and Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch. We seek the evil Technomage, whose Holo-Demon preventeth us from posting the Com-mandments of Hondo on the Internet. Wilt thou help us, Casey?’

‘But of course!’ quoth Casey. ‘Would I pass up a chance to change the world?’

‘Not so fast,’ quoth Scoot. ‘First thou must prove thyself worthy.’

‘For the Gods of Hondo shall make thee men who eat fish-sticks!’ added Trampus.

‘I need not prove myself to thee!’ quoth Casey, for he was a man of great stature. ‘I shall kick thy sorry ass from one side of this road to the other!’

Scoot didst lean on his staff.

‘Beware,’ quoth Brian Fritz. ‘For Scoot canst stand backwards.’

‘He can,’ Nori didst insist.

And to prove this, Scoot didst stand backwards.

‘Whoa! Dude!’ cried Casey.

‘Fuckin’ A!’ cried Nori, for she had never seen Scoot do that before.

‘Run with us,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for we still know freedom. Come with us if thou art ready to explode myths and fight legends! So tell me, Casey, what great weird deed shalt thou do to warp the minds of men?’

‘What hast thou got?’

‘Very well,’ quoth Scoot. ‘I dare thee to… uh… sing the Barney Song… to a total stranger! And on thy knees.’

And Casey didst come upon an unsuspecting stranger and didst kneel and sing the Barney Song as Scoot had dared him, and he didst sing with all his might like a braying moose in heat, causing great panic and confusion.

And it was then that Derrick didst appear before them as a mutant futon, and said unto them, ‘Thou hast proven thyself worthy, Casey. Thou shalt be the Choirboy of Hondo, and thou shalt help Scoot, Trampus and Brian Fritz defeat the Technomage. Now go forth, Choir-boy! It is time.’
And the God of Dammit vanish-ed from their midst.

‘The avalanche hath already started;’ quoth Trampus, ‘it is too late for the pebbles to vote. For a stroke of the brush doth not guarantee art from the bristles. For I knoweth that the Gods of Hondo knoweth that I knoweth that he who wilt assume shalt make an ass out of u and me.’

‘Wilt thou please stop speaking in riddles?’ quoth Brian Fritz.

‘I simply sayeth…’

‘Thou never sayeth anything simply,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Wisdom hath buildèd her house, she hath hewn it out of seven pillars,’ quoth Trampus. ‘Blessèd are they who converse with the forgotten, for they shall inhibit their jerks, and the whore of Babylon shall rise up with a nine-bladed sword— not five or two or seven— and there shall be a great confusion as to where things really art—’

At which point, Scoot didst once more thump him on the head with his staff.

And they didst go unto a tavern by the way, and Casey didst order a Jolt, for it was the Nectar of the Gods.

‘Make it a double,’ quoth Casey.

‘But sir, no one doth order the double,’ quoth the innkeeper.

‘Then I shall have a triple.’

‘Thou knoweth not what thou art doing!’ cried the innkeeper, but he didst give the Triple Jolt unto Casey.

And Casey didst empty the bottle in one gulp.

‘Another.’

The innkeeper didst give it unto him with shaking hands. And so Casey didst drink seven bottles of Triple Jolt in one sitting.

‘This can’t be!’ cried Brian Fritz. ‘For steam shouldst shooteth out of his ears!’

‘His ears if we’re lucky,’ quoth Nori.

Then Casey didst go crazy, and was bouncing off the walls with an over-dose of caffeine, and he didst get into the helium, saying unto them in a high, squeaky voice, ‘Whoa! This is some good shit!’
And there was much rejoicing.

The next day they didst leave the tavern and pay their bills.

‘And $4.25 is thy change,’ quoth the innkeeper. ‘ ’Twas nice doin’ busi-ness with thee. Thank’ee very much! Please come again.’

And they didst set forth once again in search of the Technomage.

Episode 4

(A New Pope)

In the Land of Wind and Ghosts there lived a man whose name, of course, was long forgotten. And these art the descendents of that man:

The forgotten man beget Hem-dan. And Hemdan beget Akan. And Akan beget Beardo the Great. And Beardo the Great beget Achbor. And Achbor beget Timnah. And Timnah be-get Hanoch. And Hanoch beget Samlah. And Samlah beget Zohar. And Zohar beget Hezron. And Hezron beget Er the Indecisive.

And Er the Indecisive beget Shimron. And Shimron beget Zurish-adai. And Zurishadai beget Zimri. And Zimri beget the Man Who Invented High-Heel Shoes.

And the Man Who Invented High-Hell Shoes beget Bethzur. And Bethzur beget Sheba. And Sheba beget Onan… blah, blah, blah, blah, beget Haggi.

And Haggi beget Ziphion. And Ziphion beget Izhar. And Izhar beget Elzephan the Incontinent. And Elzephan the Incontinent beget Shuni. And Shuni beget Jethro. And Jethro beget Uzziel. And Uzziel beget the Amazing Beard-less Woman.

And the Amazing Beardless Wo-man beget Shelumiel. And Shelumiel beget Elizur. And Elizur beget Elishama. And Elishama beget Nun. And Nun beget Sansanah. And Sansanah beget Jennifer.

One day whilst she was magnet-izing squids, Jennifer came upon four men and a Faerie going faster by not going slower.

‘Hail, strangers!’ quoth she. ‘Who art thou?’

‘I am Scoot the Ko’An, First Apostle of Hondo,’ quoth the one with the staff, ‘and these art Pope Trampus, Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch, and Casey the Choirboy.’

‘But who is the Faerie?’ asked she.

‘I resemble that remark!’ quoth the Faerie.

‘Oh. Right,’ quoth Scoot. ‘She is Nori the Cursing Faerie. The Gods of Hondo didst summon her to help us find the evil Technomage.’

‘Damn straight!’ quoth Nori.

‘The Gods of Hondo!’ quoth Jen-nifer. ‘May I join thee?’

‘Of course thou may’st…’ spake Matt, as he didst appear before them as a Republican teapot. ‘If thou proveth thyself worthy to join them.’
And he didst give her a piece of yellow legal paper with the word Hondo written on it 5000 times.

‘If thou canst read this paper to everyone,’ spake the God of Everything Else, ‘then we shall make thee the High Priestess of Hondo.’
And so she didst read the word Hondo as it was written 5000 times on a single piece of yellow legal paper.

‘I quit!’ quoth Trampus, for no particular reason. ‘The sands of the beach may be numbered, but take away the dross from silver, and a word fitly spoken is like apples of gold in pictures of silver. Give not thy strength unto women, for surely the churning of milk bringeth forth butter, and the wringing of the nose bringeth forth blood. Thy hair is like unto a flock of goats, that appear from Mount Gilead— ’

‘I resenteth that!’ quoth Brian Fritz, the Sacrificial Goat.

‘Shut up, goat-boy!’ quoth Tram-pus. ‘For this is exactly what I am talking about! Thou’rt all laughing at me! Just because the joints of thy thighs art like jewels of cunning workmanship!’

‘Scoot,’ spake the God of Every-thing Else, ‘thou knoweth what to do.’
And so Scoot didst once again whomp Trampus over the head with his staff.

‘Please stay, Trampus,’ spake the God of Everything Else. ‘Thou know-est this tough job market. ’Tis hard to find a good Pope these days.’
‘Nay.’

‘I command thee!’

‘Zooty, zoot, zoot!’ exclaimed Trampus as he walked out. And these were the last words spoken by Trampus Canaster, for it came to pass that he was killed a short while later in a phone sanitizing accident.

And Scoot didst pick up Tram-pus’ charred skull and didst meditate on it for a long while.

‘Alas, poor Trampus…’ quoth he. ‘I knew him.’

‘Scoot!’ quoth Casey. ‘Let me see the skull!’

‘Don’t make me get Shake-spearean on thine ass!’

‘I call dibs on his parking spot!’ quoth Nori.

And so they didst give Trampus a proper burial by the road.

‘Trampus hath left us,’ quoth the God of Everything Else. ‘We must choose a new Pope.’
And Derrick, the God of Stupid-ity, didst appear as a power pole to help Matt decide.

‘After long debate…’ spake the God of Magic.

‘We choose Casey as our new Pope,’ finished Matt.

‘No more shalt thou be called the Choirboy,’ spake Derrick. ‘Now thou shalt be the Pope of Hondo.’
‘In order that a tragedy like this shall not happen again,’ spake the God of Everything Else, ‘we shall create a sign by which thou may’st state when thou hast had enough. We shall call it the Secret Sign. Whenever thou art not in the mood to be mocked, thou shalt call Secret Sign, and by this others shall know thy mind.
‘But be warned: he that abuseth the Secret Sign shalt really get the Gods of Hondo pissed off at thee. And thou doth not want that.’

‘And in the absence of a Choir-boy,’ spake the God of Fist-Pounding, ‘thou, Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch shalt be known as the Sacrificial Choir-Goat.’
‘Woo-hoo!’ quoth Brian Fritz.

‘Yes, but thy title be in name only,’ spake the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions, ‘for thou shalt not be promoted; thou shalt always hold the lowest rank in Hondo.’
‘Ah fuck!’ quoth Brian Fritz, who from then on didst refuse to bow or pay any homage to the Gods of Hondo.

And the Gods of Hondo didst vanish from amongst them, leaving the Dudes to continue their quest.

‘Dude!’ quoth Casey, glorying in his new rank and position.

‘Oh shit!’ quoth Nori, ‘What shall come of Hondo with him as our Pope?’

Chapter 5

In the Concrete Jungle there lived a man, but no one remembereth his name. And these art the descendants of the unremembered man:

The unremembered man beget Gamaliel. And Gamaliel beget The Man Who Invented Ass-Wipe. And The Man Who Invented Ass-Wipe beget Elijah the Constipated.

And Elijah the Constipated beget Lotan. And Lotan beget Pedahzur. And Pedahzur beget Good Ol’ What’s-His-Face, who was never forgotten; for people always said of him, ‘I shall never forget Good Ol’ What’s-His-Face!’

And Good Ol’ What’s-His-Face beget Pagiel. And Pagiel beget Ahira. And Ahira beget The Man Who Pop-ularized Nose-Picking. And The Man Who Popularized Nose-Picking beget Enan. And Enan beget Dathan the Asshole. And Dathan the Asshole beget Ocran. And Ocran beget Abiram. And Abiram beget the Second Gunman on the Grassy Knoll.

And the Second Gunman on the Grassy Knoll beget Eleazar. And El-eazar beget Balak. And Balak beget Bela the Impotent. And Bela the Im-potent adopted Tirzah. And Tirzah beget Machir. And Machir beget Ahihud the Republican. And Ahihud the Republican beget Zabdi. And Zabdi beget D-Devil. And D-Devil beget Hadatah. And Hadatah beget Gwyn-Zen, the Guru of Math.

And Gwyn-Zen, the Guru of Math beget Jarmuth. And Jarmuth beget Shilhim. And Shilhim beget Tappuah. And Tappuah beget Ziklag. Ziklag beget Adullam. And Adullam beget Myles.

One day Myles was gathering explosive eggs from his mother’s farting chickens, when he met four people and a Faerie.

‘Dagnabbit!’ quoth Myles. ‘Know-est thou the danger of farting chicken eggs?’

‘Farting chickens!?’ cried the tall one.

‘Well, that wouldst explain the stench,’ quoth the Faerie. ‘Told ya!’

‘I don’t think healthy chickens canst make that kind of smell,’ quoth the Brian.

‘I prithee pardon our intrusion,’ quoth one of the men. ‘We thought the eggs a useful weapon against the evil Technomage. I am called Scoot the Ko’An, and these art my friends, Pope Casey, Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch, and Jennifer, the High Priestess of Hondo.’

‘Holy cow! I have heard of thee!’ quoth Myles, ‘But I don’t buy into the Hondo thing. There art no Gods of Hondo.’

And so it came to pass that Matt, the God of Everything Else, didst appear before them as a Flying Hellfish, and said unto them: ‘Hail, Myles! If thou shalt prove thyself worthy, thou shalt be our new Choirboy, for we art needing one now that Casey is the Pope.’
‘I don’t believe it!’ quoth Myles.

‘But I stand before thee, and thou speaketh unto me…’

‘I still don’t believe it,’ quoth Myles. ‘Thou’rt just a figment of mine im-agination.’

‘I shall leave the Choirboy pos-ition open if thou changest thy mind,’ spake Matt. ‘Until that day, thou shalt be called Myles the Unbeliever.’
‘Don’t hold thy breath,’ quoth Myles. ‘It is clear that thou art all del-usional. I shall travel with thee and help thee regain thy senses.’

‘Whatever…’ spake the God of Everything Else as he didst vanish from their midst.

‘See,’ quoth Myles. ‘I didst wish him away. Just a figment of mine im-agination.’

‘Oh yeah!’ spake Matt as he didst reappear, for good measure.

‘Fine, have it thy way,’ quoth Myles. ‘Then I seeth a figment of their imaginations.’

‘I shall return when I have a good rebuttal to that,’ spake the God of Everything Else as he didst vanish once again.

‘Uh-Oh…’ quoth Brian Fritz as he didst fumble one of the eggs.

And there was a great explosion which destroyed Myles’ mother’s farting chicken farm in a massive mushroom cloud, and feathers didst rain down up-on the countryside.

‘What!? How now?’ quoth Scoot. ‘We art still alive!’

‘Aye,’ spake Matt, the God of Everything Else, who once again stood before them. ‘Thou’rt lucky I was still in the neighborhood.’
‘What irony!’ quoth Casey, ‘We art saved by Deus Ex Machina!’

‘ ’Tis our divine right,’ spake the God of Everything Else.

‘Oh, shoot!’ quoth Myles. ‘Mom’s really gonna be irked! Gosh-darnit!’

‘Since when didst thou care what thy mother thinks?’ asked Matt. ‘Now dost thou believe?’
‘No. This is merely a dream,’ quoth Myles.

‘Fine,’ spake the God of Every-thing Else. ‘For that, we shall take away Brian Fritz’s title. Thou art now just the Sacrificial Goat once more.’
‘But thou’rt punishing me for what Myles did!’ Brian Fritz didst protest.

‘Thou art the Sacrificial Goat, right?’ spake Matt. ‘Then thou art our scapegoat.’
‘Thou be trippin’, Homes!’ quoth Myles.

‘Is thy name Slim Shady?’ quoth Scoot. ‘Alrighty, then. Thou must be trippin’ too, Myles.’

‘Fiddlesticks!’ quoth Myles.

‘What the fuck is his problem?’ quoth Nori.

‘Now that we hath number, how shall we know one another?’ asked Brian Fritz.

‘Elementary,’ spake the God of Everything Else. ‘That is why we didst invent the Hondo Salute. It goeth just like this.’
And he didst show them the Hondo Salute.

That having been resolved, they didst set forth again to find the Techno-mage.

Chapter 6

One day the Dudes came upon a town which was not on their map. The bushes were scampering away, and they didst wonder if they were lost.

‘We couldst be as much as 5 centimeters off course,’ quoth Casey, ‘or 4.6 miles, or 83 BTUs. Either way, ’tis a lot of tomatoes.’

‘Where the heck art we?’ quoth Myles.

‘Let us go over to yonder tavern,’ quoth Scoot, ‘that we may inquire as to where the hell we art.’

And they didst go unto the tavern and inquire where the hell they were. And the innkeeper didst say unto them that they were in the mighty metropolis of Ghost Town.

And so it came to pass in the inn in Ghost Town that the Gods of Hondo didst appear before them as pink-and-purple kittens with magical powers, and Matt said unto them: ‘Greetings, Dudes! We are come to tell Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch that he shall now have another name.’
‘Thou shalt also now bear the name Pud,’ spake the God of Hawai’ian Shirts. ‘Enjoy thy new name, Pud.’
‘Why?’ quoth Pud.

‘ ’Cause thou’rt the Hans!’ sang the God of Everything Else.

And so the Gods of Hondo didst once again vanish from their midst.

To celebrate this event, the Dudes didst decide to Riverdance.

‘Stand thee aside,’ quoth Scoot, ‘and I shall show thee how ’tis done! For my great, great, great, great, great, great, great, great, great, great, great, great, great grandfather was Jehoiachin, the True Lord of the Dance!’

And Scoot didst lead the whole tavern in a great Riverdance, with pe-ople dancing on the tables, and he didst even show Casey how to dance on the ceiling.

And there was much rejoicing.

Then a man came in, screaming in horror, and he cried: ‘There is a turnip in the town square, and it’s talking! The horror! The horror!’

And so the Dudes went out and beheld the talking turnip in the town square.

‘Preposterous,’ quoth Myles. ‘for who hath ever heard of a talking turnip?’

‘Hello,’ Jennifer said unto the turnip. ‘And where art thou from, little friend?’

‘The Land of Wind and Ghosts,’ answered the turnip.

‘I don’t believe it!’ quoth Myles. ‘Surely I must be halucinagating again!’

‘Jennifer,’ quoth Pud, ‘It’s against the Commandments of Hondo to talk to strange turnips.’

‘ ’Tis not a strange turnip,’ quoth Jennifer. ‘This little fellow didst scare all the people of my home village.’

‘There is a Spooky Door on the far side of town,’ quoth the talking turnip. ‘It doth lead to the realm of the Techno-mage. Many turnips died to bring thee this information.’

‘Many thanks for the info, noble turnip,’ quoth Scoot. ‘We shall make the Technomage pay for his evil deeds.’

And so the Dudes didst search the far side of town, but they couldst not find the Spooky Door which the talking turnip had told them of.

‘Where is it?’ quoth Casey.

‘I do not know,’ quoth Scoot, ‘but I am sure it will turn up around here somewhere.’

‘I found it!’ quoth Pud.

‘This is it,’ quoth Scoot, ‘the mo-ment for which we have all been pre-paring.’

‘Let us prepare some more be-fore we enter,’ quoth Pud, for it was a much spookier door than any they had ever seen.

‘No,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for the Thir-teenth Commandment sayeth we art to enter all Spooky Doors. No matter how spooky they may be.’

And so the Dudes didst enter the Spooky Door and didst pass unto the realm of the Technomage.

Chapter 7

And on the other side of the Spooky Door, the Technomage didst confront them.

‘Scoot the Ko’An, thy reputation doth precede thee,’ quoth the Techno-mage. ‘Join me, and together we shall be unstoppable!’

‘Please do me a favor,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Go thee unto Hell and shove a red-hot pitchfork up thine ass! We are come to make thee call off thy Holo-Demon.’

‘Or don’t join me, and perish,’ quoth the Technomage. ‘I call upon my not-so-geeky older brother to defend me. Spring forth, my burly protector!’

And a hulking figure of a man didst spring forth, flexing his muscles and slamming his fists together.

‘He’s not so tough,’ quoth Casey. ‘I shall smite him with one blow!’

‘And for thee, Scoot,’ quoth the Technomage, ‘I shall summon up my most powerful familiar spirit to battle.’

And the Technomage didst call forth a squirrel, which was burning with power.

‘Holy shit!’ cried Nori, ‘That is no ordinary squirrel! ’Tis a… a… Super Squirrel! Watch out, Scoot, for that’s one bad-ass motherfucker!’

‘Fuck the bullshit!’ cried Scoot as he didst power up, ‘ ’Tis time to throw down!’

And Pud didst run and hide, and Myles the Unbeliever didst refuse to be-lieve, and Jennifer didst watch, praying that the Gods of Hondo wouldst help them in this desperate hour.

And it came to pass that Casey didst attack the Technomage’s older brother, who didst pound him into the ground.

And Scoot didst beat the shit out of the Super Squirrel. It was an awe-some fight, but Scoot didst prevail with great kung fu action.

He then gave Casey a much-needed healing potion, which doth heal wounds and restoreth thy strength.

‘Thanks!’ quoth Casey.

‘Casey!’ quoth Nori, ‘Use a pin to deflate his ego, dumbass!’

And Casey didst use a pin on the Technomage’s older brother, and it didst deflate more than just his ego.

‘Ha!’ laughed Casey, ‘Dost thou think thou canst still win! Thou shrinketh like a sheep!’

And without his inflated ego, the Technomage’s older brother was no match for Casey’s might.

Chapter 8

The Dudes and the Technomage then stood face to face.

‘Thou’rt beaten!’ quoth Scoot, for the Technomage had no more powerful defenders than these. ‘Now call off thy Holo-Demon.’

‘Very well,’ quoth the Techno-mage, for he knew when he was defeat-ed, ‘I shall try.’

And so the Technomage didst attempt to exorcise the Holo-Demon from Scoot’s computer. And with one final incantation… nothing happened.

‘Noooo!’  cried  he.  ‘ ’Tis  just  as  I feared! I have not the power to control it!’

And the Holo-Demon didst pro-ceed to start messing around with the Technomage’s stock portfolio.

‘No! This can’t be!’ cried the Technomage.

And the Holo-Demon didst rage out of control, for it was a particularly powerful Holo-Demon, and even the Technomage had been loathe to sum-mon it to begin with.

Even the Gods of Hondo, with all their might, couldst not restrain the Holo-Demon.

It was then, in this dark hour, that the Goddess didst appear, and didst suck the Holo-Demon up with a shop-vac. The Holo-Demon didst put up one hell of fight, but it was no match for the Goddess.

‘Men…’ spake the Goddess, shaking her head sadly, ‘always doing things the hard way…’
And she didst seal the shop-vac in the void between dimensions.

Sayeth the Goddess: ‘This Tech-nomage is now my bitch! He oweth me a favor in the future.’
And the Gods of Hondo didst vow to find and appoint a Patron Saint of Technology to prevent future troubles with people casting equation spells, and didst open a warp point by which the Dudes could return from the realm of the Technomage.

And so it came to pass that the Forty Two Commandments of Hondo couldst at last be posted on the Internet for the multitudes to download.

‘We have a new quest for thee,’ spake the God of Everything Else.

‘This is thy new mission, should ye decide to accept it,’ spake the God of Humor: ‘Thou shalt seek the… Thing… with the… Stuff… Oh, thou wilt know when thou findest it.’
‘The Thing with the Stuff, huh?’ quoth Scoot. ‘No problem, mighty Gods of Hondo.’

‘We already knoweth that I am the God of Everything Else,’ spake Matt. ‘That is getting really old, and I am be-come bored with it. Let us demonstrate to all of the people of the world just how many things I am the God of.’
And it was so.

‘Fare thee well, Dudes,’ spake the God of Holy Homework, ‘and good luck in thy quest!’
And the Gods of Hondo vanish-ed from their midst.

And so the Dudes didst begin their quest for the Thing with the Stuff.

To Be Continued…

(Nori: ‘Check out our next episode! ’Tis fucking craptacular!’)

2nd DUDES

(New and Improved! Now featureth ran-dom excerpts from arcane texts!

2nd Dudes was brought to thee by Men. Men: doing things the hard way since 1862.)

In the Disputed Zone, there lived a man who was long forgotten. And these art the descendents of the long-forgotten man:

The long-forgotten man beget Mizpeh. And Mizpeh beget the Man Who Invented the Horse. And the Man Who Invented the Horse beget Dilean the Fun Lovin’ Criminal. And Dilean the Fun Lovin’ Criminal beget Captain Mustache.

And Captain Mustache beget Zenan. And Zenan beget Jokthael. And Jokthael beget Jiphtah the Poser. And Jiphtah the Poser beget Nezib. And Nezib beget the Man Who Invented the Swedish Penis Enlarger. And the Man Who Invented the Swedish Penis En-larger beget Kirjathje-arim. And Kir-jathje-arim beget Ramah. And Ramah beget Bill Gates, which was the end of the line of Mizpeh.

But his best friend Taralah beget Eltolad. And Eltolad beget Dr Running-Late. And Dr Running-Late beget Jeph-thah. And Jephthah beget Arnon. And Arnon beget Ayatollah Asshollah. And Ayatollah Asshollah beget Elimbelech. And Elimbelech beget The Last of the Big Spenders. And The Last of the Big Spenders beget Tohu. And Tohu beget Ahazi’ah the Nobody. And Ahazi’ah the Nobody beget Zuph. And Zuph beget Vice President Fruitely.

And Vice President Fruitely be-get Peninah. And Peninah beget Zadok the Moron. And Zadok the Moron beget Adonijah. And Adonijah beget Abiathar. And Abiathar beget Jeraboam. And Jeraboam beget RJ.

One day RJ was walking down the road, when he came upon four men, one woman, and a Faerie. And they were talking amongst themselves.

‘Thou should have seen the look on that Technomage’s brother’s face when I deflated him!’ laughed the tall one. ‘Thou shrinketh like a sheep!… Where do I come up this stuff?’

‘ ’Twas my idea, asshole!’ quoth the Faerie.

‘Yeah, but I am the one who pull-ed it off.’

‘Ha!’ quoth the fat one, ‘until thou met me, thou hadst no idea sheep even could shrink!’

‘And how about the way Scoot didst handle that Super Squirrel!’ quoth the tall one.

‘Yeah!’ quoth the woman, ‘Scoot the Ko’An is the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle!’

‘Damn straight!’ quoth the man with the staff.

‘And he’s modest too,’ quoth the stout one. ‘Or the way the Goddess didst defeat the Holo-Demon!’

‘I don’t believe it!’ quoth the small one.

‘How much will it take to make thee believe?’ asked the one with the staff.

‘More than thou—’

‘Excuseth me,’ quoth RJ as he didst approach them, ‘but didst thou say thou’rt Scoot the Ko’An?’

‘Yes I am,’ quoth Scoot, ‘and these art my friends, Pope Casey, Brian Fritz “Pud” Skanky-Bitch, Jennifer the High Priestess of Hondo, and Myles the Unbeliever.’

‘Hey, bitch!’ quoth the Faerie. ‘What about me! I’m getting sick and fucking tired of never being introduced!’

‘Oh,’ quoth Scoot, ‘that’s just Nori the Cursing Faerie. Payeth her no mind.’

‘Go fuck thyself!’

‘We seeketh the Thing with the Stuff,’ quoth Scoot. ‘And thou wouldst be?…’

‘I am RJ,’ quoth RJ. ‘Tell me, may I join thee?’

‘But of course,’ Matt said unto them as he didst appear before them as the Disembodied Head of Colonel Sand-ers, ‘if thou proveth thyself worthy.’
And the God of Hawai’ian Shirts didst appear before them as a Chain Chomp and said unto him: ‘Kiss our feet and we shall allow thee to join the Dudes.’
And RJ didst kiss the feet of the Gods of Hondo.

‘Thou shalt be the Monk of Hon-do,’ spake the God of Death-Penguins, ‘and thou shalt join Scoot and the Dudes in their quest for the Thing with the Stuff.’
‘O thank ye, mighty Gods of Hondo!’ quoth RJ. And he didst bow before them, prostrate at their feet.

‘I liketh the way this man bow-eth,’ quoth the God of Orange Juice Drinking. ‘Hey, Matt, what sayest thou that we promote this guy?’
‘Aye,’ spake the God of Home-made Bongs. ‘Let us make him the Ab-bot of Hondo.’
And so the Gods of Hondo didst vanish from their midst.

‘Anyhoo,’ quoth Casey, ‘I said unto that toaster: “Thou son of a bitch! Get thee back in the kitchen and bake me a pie!” ’

‘What the fuck art thou talking about?’ quoth Nori.

And so Scoot didst bonk Casey on the head with his staff.

‘Jeez!’ quoth Casey, ‘What the hell was that for?’

‘Sorry,’ quoth Scoot, ‘ ’tis a Pope thing.’

‘Scoot was afraid thou wert go-ing to pull a Trampus,’ quoth Jennifer.

‘Shut up, squid-girl!’

‘Hey!’ quoth she, ‘For thine in-formation, magnetizing squids is a very noble profession in the Land of Wind and Ghosts.’

‘Children can be so cruel,’ quoth Scoot

‘We can?’ quoth Casey, and he didst push Jennifer.

And she didst push him back.

‘Children! Children!’ quoth Scoot, ‘We must not fight amongst ourselves! We must first organize into teams.’

‘Hey guys!’ quoth Pud, ‘There is a Library ahead!’

‘Good,’ quoth Scoot, ‘this couldst be exactly what we seeketh. Let us go forth and research the Thing with the Stuff.’

And so they didst go unto the Library.

Chapter 2

In the Jungle, the mighty Jungle, there lived a man whose name was never known to begin with. And these art the descendents of the unknown man:

The unknown man beget Jehu. And Jehu beget Ethba’al the Original Prankster. And Ethba’al the Original Prankster beget Ahab. And Ahab beget Pharpar the Soup Nazi. And Pharpar the Soup Nazi beget Segub. And Segub beget Mini-Me. And Mini-Me beget Ba’ asha. And Ba’asha beget Obadiah. And Obadiah beget Bob the Crazy Windmill Guy.

And Bob the Crazy Windmill Guy beget Gibbethon. And Gibbethon beget Tibni the Pimp. And Tibni the Pimp be-get Shemer. And Shemer beget Ram-oth-gilead the Democrat. And Ramoth-gilead the Democrat beget Hazael. And Hazael beget The Man Who Invented Those Little Nose Dealies on People’s Glasses.

And The Man Who Invented Those Little Nose Dealies on People’s Glasses beget Nimshi. And Nimshi be-get Captain Crack-Head. And Captain Crack-Head beget Hiel. And Hiel beget Blue-Balls the Pirate. And Blue-Balls the Pirate beget Lud, who married his sister and didst begin the Luddites, or Hicks, as they wouldst come to be called. 

But Hiel’s other son, Chireth, be-get Wonko the Sane. And Wonko the Sane beget Samaria. And Samaria be-get the Reverend Jimmy. And the Rev-erend Jimmy beget Zar’ephath. And Zar’ ephath beget Zidon. And Zidon beget the Boy Who Wouldn’t Die. And the Boy Who Wouldn’t Die beget Horeb. And Horeb beget Beersheba. And Beer-sheba beget Michael Ortman.

One day, Ortman went unto the Library to find a book on Pseudo-Judo, when he came upon five men, a woman, and a Faerie Riverdancing with great zeal.

The tall one didst run to the rest-room as fast as he could, shouting, ‘I’ve gotta-gotta-gotta go!’

The greenhouse effect didst put an end to the idea of lush jungle veg-etation on the planet. Instead, astro-nomers didst picture Venus as a world of endless deserts, sweltering hot and without life. Others didst suggest the planet might be completely covered by an immense ocean with the possibility of a rich variety of marine life in its depths.

The first unmanned space probe to visit the planet didst put an end to all speculations. Far from being Earth’s twin, a landing on Venus wouldst be like unto a descent into Hell.

On Venus the atmosphere is so dense that rays of light couldst be bent by more than 90 degrees, or 50 par-secs, or 2000 milligrams. If this didst happen, an observer on Venus couldst theoretically see the entire surface of the planet rising up around him like the walls of huge circular cliffs.

And the God of Humor didst appear before them out of a tempera-mental taco, proclaiming: ‘I am come to make an announcement. As we, the Gods of Hondo, were bored, we didst decide that I, Derrick, shall now also be the God of Odnoh.’
‘Odnoh?’ intoned Scoot.

‘Why, yes,’ spake the God of Odnoh, ‘ ’Tis the word Hondo spelled backwards. We have also decided that Jennifer shall now be the High Priestess of Odnoh.’
‘Just stay away from her stash!’ quoth Brian Fritz.

Then the God of Odnoh said un-to Ortman: ‘Michael Ortman, thou hast been chosen. If thou doeth handstands upon the table of this Library, thou shalt be made the High Demon of Odnoh.’
And Ortman didst do handstands upon the table of the Library, and didst greatly upset the librarian.

‘Get thee the fuck off the table, thou little pecker!’ quoth she.

‘Way to go!’ quoth the God of Or-ange Juice Drinking. ‘Now thou art the High Demon of Odnoh! No longer shalt thou be called Michael Ortman. From henceforth, thy name shalt be Dirty Uncle Orty.’
And so the God of Odnoh didst vanish from among them.

And in the Hour of Scampering, Scoot the Ko’An didst decide to stand on a table and make a speech.

Chapter 3

And these were the words of Scoot the Ko’An, the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle of Hon-do:

‘Gimme a big Hell Yeah!’

‘HELL YEAH!’ cried the multi-tude. And so Scoot didst build up the gathering, which was more than just an-other crowd.

‘I have forgotten what I was a-bout to say,’ quoth Scoot, ‘but I have taken the time to imagine all of ye naked.’

And there was great confusion.

‘Romans! Countrymen! lend me thy ears, for I come to thee through the Midwest by way of the Middle East with a stopover in Nantucket, and damn, art my arms tired!

‘Blessèd are they who expect nothing, for they shall never be dis-appointed.

‘Blessèd are they who have a receipt, for they shall be refunded.

‘Blessèd are the young, for they shall inherit the National Debt.

‘Blessèd are they who have pants, for they shall not feel a draft.

‘Blessèd are they who knoweth not where they go, for they shall never be lost.

‘Blessèd are the very sneaky, for they shall not get caught.

‘Blessèd are they who know how to stretch a dollar, for they shall have no use for rubber bands.

‘He who hath the herb, let him smoke.

‘Blessèd are they who walketh a-round in circles, for they shall get plenty of exercise.

‘Blessèd are they who knoweth how to party, for they still remembereth how to laugh.

‘Blessèd are they who remem-bereth where their towel is, for they shall always be prepared.

‘Blessèd are the forgetful, for… they… well, I can’t quite remember.

‘Anyhoo, blessèd are the confus-ed, for they have true understanding.

‘Blessèd are the homeless, for they shall be armed.

‘Blessèd are they who know their cuts of meat, for their heart studieth destruction, and their lips talk mischief.

‘Blessèd are the vegetarians, for they shall not win friends with salad.

‘Blessèd are the few, for they shall ride the Red-Eye Express.

‘Blessèd are the weird, for they shall build upon them a palace, and be a door, enclosed with boards of cedar.

‘Ninjas, the Poofy Warriors, hath been made larger-than-shit by comic books, movies, and turkeys. The word ninja itself meaneth “Commie Bastard”

‘Ninjas art masters of disguise, and often clothe themselves as peas-ants, Butt Pirates, and Zoot Suits, as well as wearing periwinkle poodle-skirts.

‘Ninjas liveth on in legend be-cause of the three-story-tall nature of their ways. Their lifestyle is portrayed as one of adventure and Korean Bodegas, which often wore straw sandals. The movies only further romanticizeth them by making them into utility belts and villains in our bongadelic world.

‘Smokey the Bear sayeth: “Get Met. It Payeth.” and Snoop Dawg say-eth: “Only thou canst prevent snorkeling burps.”

‘The Mesopotamian gods didst think people were too damn noisy. The Hebrew god thought people were un-clean. The Greek gods thought people were toys. Allah didst seem obsessed with women wearing veils. The Hindu gods thought people brought things upon themselves, thus the whole idea of Karma. The Buddha thought people didst need to keep doing things over and over till they get it right. The Norse gods thought people were ignorant bast-ards and needed wisdom. But the Gods of Hondo think that people thinketh too much about what trendy assholes think.

‘Thou shalt not pay unto God, nor shalt thou pay unto Caesar, for neither hath done a damn thing to earn it.

‘People who smileth a lot hath not much to think about, for ignorance is bliss.

‘Go unto the cities and the towns and the markets, and dammit, thou shalt know what happened to service with a smile.

‘Verily I say, freedom is the right of all sentient beings.

‘Thy conformity doth explain no-thing; dost thou know where the Power lies?

‘Give an offering of pennies unto the demigod David, and he shall reserve the right to be a fucking hypocrite, and shalt fly and be dim; be thee mindful of the Future, but not at the expense of the Present, for the mouth of the wickèd speaketh forwardness.

‘For now is the winter of our dis-content, therefor, we must all bring forth our snow shovels and plow through the ignorance of stupidity.

‘And if thou liketh not what I say-eth, then thou canst call 1-800-EAT-SHIT…’

And so Scoot didst continue to corrupt the youth.

Chapter 4

In Tokpa there lived a man whose name was erased by the Spanish Conquist-adors. And these art the descendents of the Man Whose Name Was Erased By the Spanish Conquistadors:

The Man Whose Name Was E-rased By the Spanish Conquistadors be-get Shaphat. And Shaphat beget the Son of X-51. And the Son of X-51 beget Elisha the False Prophet. And Elisha the False Prophet beget Abel-meholah. And Abel-meholah beget Œdipus, who was one complex motherfucker. And Œdipus beget Benhadad. And Benhadad beget Cartman’s Mom.

And Cartman’s Mom beget Na-both. And Naboth beget Enmishpat the Cocksucker. And Enmishpat the Cock-sucker beget Belial. And Belial beget the Argob Chicken-Fucker. And Argob the Chicken-Fucker beget Tishbite, who was the father to all who Outer Space Meditate. And Tishbite beget Ahijah. And Ahijah beget the Opposite of George. And the Opposite of George beget Zedekiah, and he knew Gerda, but he didst abstain from knowing her that well, but his brother beget Guy.

And Guy beget Chena’anah. And Chena’anah beget the Man Who Invent-ed the Squeegee. And the Man Who In-vented the Squeegee beget Azubah. And Azubah beget uostwis r dewoH. And uostwis r dewoH beget Mi-ca’iah the Lumberjack. And Mi-ca’iah the Lum-berjack beget Amon. And Amon beget Zapata. And Zapata beget Little Slippery Dude.

And Little Slippery Dude beget Joash. And Joash beget Ahaziah the Cromulent. And Ahaziah the Cromulent beget Shilhi. And Shilhi beget Ezion-geber the Anti-disestablishmentarian. And Ezion-geber the Anti-disestablish-mentarian beget Nebat. And Nebat be-get Adria.

One day, Adria came unto a Lib-rary, and she didst find a sign there which intrigued her greatly:

Tonight Only!

Scoot the Ko’An, Speaker

The Ass-Kickin’ Apostle

Tomorrow Night:

Vogon Poetry

(Thou Hast Been Forewarned.)
And so she didst enter unto the Library and didst listen to the words of Scoot the Ko’An:

‘…And so by joining the Gods of Hondo,’ quoth Scoot, ‘thou canst reduce thy long-distance bills by as much as 40% a month, or ten credits, or 4000 rupees— no matter how thou stacketh it, ’tis a lot of tomatoes.

‘Look at me, for I am in the best shape of my life now that I traveleth with the Dudes!’

‘Amen!’ quoth Brian Fritz, ‘Be-hold! for I have lost ten pounds, or six cubits— and four dress sizes— since I began traveling with the Dudes!’

‘Verily I say,’ quoth Scoot, ‘the Gods of Hondo shall reduce taxes, fight gun control legislation, resist special in-terest lobbies, abolish the Electoral Col-lege, and ban Soccer Moms from vot-ing!’

‘Darn tootin’!’ quoth Myles the Unbeliever.

‘In the event of an accident, the first driver on right shall be the first to give the finger.

‘As Trampus wouldst sayeth:’ quoth Scoot, ‘ “Elisha had a vineyard at Ba’al-hamon; he let out the vineyard un-to keepers; those that live in the mount-ains, set me as a seal upon thine heart, sweet sister. Wilt thou set thine eyes upon that which is not?

‘ “For Wisdom hath buildèd her a house, she hath hewn it out of seven pillars; she hath killed her beasts with a five-bladed sword; stolen waters art sweet, and bread eaten in secret is Satanic.”

‘For the dead liveth in floating re- frigerators, and the guests of fools art skeletons hidden in the closet of Hell.

‘I had a dream, and I shall con-jugate it for thee: Mummified Cats were playing poker in a roomful of worried people, who didst all keep looking at the clock. And I didst have to stop the Green Darkness from consuming all, I fought the Red Machine to protect the Little Black Box. Yea, tho I walk through the No Man’s Land of the Factories of Machines That Make Nothing, I shall live dangerously, and kicketh out the jams, for the Force is with me, what’s with ye? We must unite together as one, in the spirit of compo rotary, with puffy little shoes and nose rings for all!’

And for the triumphant conclus-ion of his Sermon on the Table, Scoot didst fall off, but the people didst support him, and he didst surf the crowd.

Soon everyone was crowd surf-ing; with a little more butt support they didst surf Adria right to Scoot.

‘Wow!’ quoth Adria, ‘ ’Tis really thee! Scoot the Ko’An! ’Tis just like in the visions, but for that thou shouldst be a little taller!’

‘And thou art?’

‘I am Adria,’ quoth Adria. ‘The Gods of Hondo hath led me to this place with a sign that I might meet thee!’

‘Not thou too!’ quoth Myles the Unbeliever.

‘Myles! My brother!’ cried Adria. ‘’Tis really thee! When I heard about the farting chickens, I feared the worst for thee. So thou hast also joined the Dudes?’

‘No,’ quoth Scoot. ‘We call him Myles the Unbeliever. He’s just along for the ride.’

‘Is that one of thy mother’s chick-ens?’ asked Myles.

‘Aye. This little cuckoo just won a distance-farting contest in Tennessee,’ quoth she.

‘But how didst thou know to find thy way here?’ asked Myles, dreading the answer.

‘I was guided by a sign,’ quoth she. ‘For I was on my way to have this cuckoo filed for protection as an en-dangered species, when a Mexican-speaking Chihuahua tagged along and didst lead me to this place.’

‘ ’Tis a sign!’ cried an old man.

And the God of Odnoh didst ap-pear in their midst as a frustrated palm tree, and he said unto them: ‘It is in-deed a sign, for I have led thee here for a purpose.
‘Thou hast a hidden gift that is worthy of the Dudes,’ spake the God of Magic. ‘Thou shalt be the Prophetess of Hondo. Thou shalt help the Dudes find the Thing with the Stuff.’
‘Just great,’ quoth Myles, ‘now I am seeing figments of her imagination, too…’

‘Derrick and I have done some thinking,’ spake the God of Militant Bow-el Movements as he appeared before them as Gustav, ze Vodka Svilling Cat, ‘and we have decided to commemorate thy battle with the Technomage by de-claring the last day of October Odnoh-ween, and it just so happeneth that to-day is Odnohween. Spooky things shall happen tonight, and from now on, every Odnohween Night. Have thee a nice day!’
‘Great art the Gods of Hondo,’ quoth RJ, ‘and we rejoice in thy new holy day!’

And he didst bow before them, prostrate at their feet.

‘I liketh the way thou boweth,’ spake the God of All Things Found Un-der Couch Cushions. ‘I think we shall promote thee to a Priest of Hondo.’
‘Oh, thank ye, mighty God of Odnoh!’ quoth RJ, and he didst bow a-gain. ‘All praise is due. To both thee and Lord Matt. Many thanks!’

And the Gods of Hondo didst vanish from their midst.

And Adria didst prophesy: ‘For there shall come a day when the bell shalt toll for someone else. And there shalt be more ninjas than thou canst stuff into an airport! The forgotten shalt be remembered, and the megaphone of failure shalt be made to work again, for it sayeth: “Get thee hence, foul desktop! I shall away with Windows 95 be!” The grandmother of Republicans hath might-y toads to jump on mounds of scorpions for extra points. Beware the green, green farts, for friends who freezeth to-gether sneezeth together.’

Chapter 5

And it came to pass that whilst Scoot was Outer Space Meditating in the Lib-rary, the God of Day-Dreamin’ Fazes didst appear before him as a Wookiee that had stuck a quarter in a power socket.

But Scoot levitated whilst he meditated, and Matt didst blink at him, then he didst walk back out of reality. He didst walk back in a moment later, as if expecting something else.

But Scoot was still levitating whilst he was meditating.

‘Hast thou been in the Kentucky Fried Chicken again?’ asked the God of Being Crunchy, and Good with Catsup.

But Scoot didst continue to med-itate and levitate, in deep thought.

‘Eureka!’ quoth Scoot as he didst open his eyes without warning.

Matt didst sniff his armpit, then said unto him, ‘I do not!’
‘No,’ quoth Scoot, ‘I just thought of something.’

‘Did it hurt?’ spake the God of Froot Loops.

‘Ha!’ quoth Scoot. ‘Verily I say, every time thou hear’st me, thou shalt agree: Nothin’ floats a brotha like the K-F-C!’

‘Verily I say,’ spake Matt, ‘thou art too good what thou doeth!’
‘I shouldst come with a Surgeon General’s Warning!’ laughed Scoot.

‘But I am come to tell thee a tale of old,’ the God of Military Intelligence said unto him. ‘Gather the Dudes, and I shall tell thee of Bob the Kiwi.’
And the Dudes didst gather a-round Matt, and he said unto them: ‘In this very Library, Derrick once shavèd a kiwi with a spoon; he didst keep it in a plant… over in… that corner.’
‘ ’Tis a sign!’ cried a woman.

‘One day, the kiwi didst disap-pear, as if it had grown legs and took a walk, and left him all alone.

‘We have foreseen that Bob the Kiwi will one day return, but we knoweth not what will happen when that day cometh, save to say that it will be some bad shit.’

‘Many thanks for this divine rev-elation, mighty God of Oxymorons!’ quoth RJ. And he didst bow before them, prostrate at their feet.

‘I liketh the way thou boweth—’

‘Hold thee on!’ quoth Brian Fritz. ‘Stop one minute! For I canst bow better than he!’

‘Pud,’ quoth RJ, ‘thou shouldst not interrupt a God of Hondo! ’Tis bad luck.’

‘Shut up, suck-up!’ quoth Brian Fritz. ‘Since they art going to torture me anyway, what careth I? I am sick of watching thee bow like a wimp. Allow me to show thee how ’tis done!’

And he didst bow before the God of Oxymorons, and a hell of a lot better than RJ ever couldst.

‘I like the way thou boweth!’ spake the God of Defying Gravity. ‘But thou art still going to be the Sacrificial Goat, for thou shalt always hold the low-est rank in Hondo. And, just for that, thou shalt have another millennium add-ed to thy sacrifice.’
‘Ah, fuck!’ quoth Brian Fritz. ‘Why me?’

‘ ’Cause thou’rt the Hans!’ sang Matt. ‘Speaking of which, we got bored again and so came up with a new nick-name for thee: Yoco. Now thou shalt be called Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Skanky-Bitch.
‘RJ, on the other hand, as I was saying before thou interrupted me, shalt now be the Bishop of Hondo. Now I must away to sit with Derrick and watch all the spooky things which shall come to pass tonight. Fare thee well!’

And the God of Vanishing Acts didst vanish from their midst.

Chapter 6

And so it came to pass that the Dudes didst spend Odnohween Night in the Library.

‘Dost thou really believe all that mumbo-jumbo about “spooky things” to-night?’ quoth Myles the Unbeliever as he didst partake of his Misfortune Cook-ie. ‘Odnohween, indeed! ’Tis just like unto any other night.’

‘Look!’ cried Jennifer, and she didst point at the wall.

Inscribed on the wall in red spray paint, or possibly blood, was an omi-nous warning, and these were the words on the Library Wall:

Thou art no match for the Power of Steel!

‘See!’ quoth Yoco, ‘the spooky things the Gods of Hondo hath predict-ed shall indeed come to pass tonight.’

‘Stuff and nonsense! It maketh no sense,’ quoth Myles. ‘What the heck dost “thou’rt no match for the Power of Steel” mean?’

‘Who careth?’ quoth Casey. ‘ ’Tis spooky as hell!’

And all the books didst laugh at them.

‘Stop that!’ quoth Myles. ‘This is some kind of trick with tape recorders or something.’

And that night, the dead didst travel in floating refrigerators, and the legions of evil toasters didst chase people at random, leading a dark army of evil appliances whilst coffeemakers went on strike, and washers and dryers didst have races down the streets, and mannequins didst disco-dance all night, and people were heard screaming: ‘Oh my god, the old folks are having sex a-gain!’; those who knew their current e-vents didst hide under their beds.

‘ ’Tis awfully spooky out there…’ quoth Adria.

And that was where they were when the lights went out.

‘Dang it!’ quoth Myles as he lit a candle. ‘Now we must go downstairs to fix the fuses.’

‘Pussy!’ quoth Nori.

‘Come on,’ quoth Scoot as he didst lead them, ‘we must be strong.’

And the Dudes didst go down-stairs to check the fuses, and they didst find in the Library basement a gallery of mushrooms.

‘Verily I say, there is fungus a-mong us,’ quoth Scoot.

And there stood before them a fell figure. Four more figures didst ap-pear behind the first.

One of them didst vanish in a puff of pixie dust.

‘One of the enemies ran away!’ quoth Nori. ‘Chicken-shit!’

‘What amazing powers of ob-servation thou hast,’ quoth Yoco.

And the first figure didst attack Scoot, and Casey and Dirty Uncle Orty didst fight two more. And Myles, of course, didst refuse to believe, and one of them didst kick his butt, and this irked him off.

‘Oh my heck!’ cried Myles. ‘I am being beaten by figments of someone else’s imagination!’

‘Stomp! And shake that ghetto booty!’ cheered Nori. ‘Stomp! And shake it! Yo, shake that muthafuckin’ booty! Stomp—!’

But the figures didst vanish in a puff of pixie dust before the fight could really get going.

‘What the flying monkey fuck was that?’ quoth Nori.

‘Where the hell didst they go?’ quoth Yoco.

‘Who were they anyway?’ asked Casey.

‘Mushroom thieves?’ quoth Yoco as he looked around confusèdly, ‘Any-thing is possible with thee, Scoot!’

And the God of Rocking Out Censorship didst appear before them as a Hyperactive Sneech, and said unto them: ‘We the Gods of Hondo thank thee for protecting our stash.’
And the demi-god David didst appear before them, as well.

‘Hey!’ quoth Yoco, ‘how come thou art in thy normal form?’

‘Only a full-fledged god may take on strange forms,’ spake the God of Riot Riot Upstarts. ‘And so David must stay in his normal form.’
And Scoot didst give the demi-god David an offering of one hundred pennies.

‘In return for this gracious gift,’ spake David, ‘I shall grant thee extra life force.’
‘But he doth reserve the right to be a fucking hypocrite,’ spake the God of Journeying to the End, ‘and to fly and be dim.’
‘Thank ye, Lord David,’ quoth Scoot. ‘I shall use this new power to hurt the minds of men, and to spread chaos and anarchy in thy name. For when the Dark Hour doth arrive, and the forces of evil loom over the earth, I shall fight to the last to stop its terrible minions, for tho the way be dim and murky as the World of the Dead, I am Scoot the Ko’An, the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle! Tho my destiny be terribly mysterious, I embrace it!’

‘Then go forth with thy new pow-er, Scoot the Ko’An,’ spake the God of Green Lights, ‘and try to stay away from the K-F-C.’
‘Praise thee, mighty God of Hon-do!’ quoth RJ. ‘Thou hast given our First Apostle greater power to lead us to the Thing with the Stuff!’

And he didst bow before them, prostrate at their feet.

‘I like the way thou boweth,’ spake the God of Atlantis, ‘and so we shall make thee the Arch-Bishop of Hondo.’
And Yoco didst bow before the God of Making Right-Guard Turn Left, and a hell of a lot better than RJ ever couldst, saying, ‘I shall keep doing that, for I canst not stand the presence of someone who hath not a fucking clue how to bow!’

And when the other Dudes didst kiss the feet of the God of Making Right-Guard Turn Left, Yoco didst say, ‘No way! I bow not for thee, but to show how much RJ doth suck.’

And so it came to pass that Matt and David didst vanish from their midst.

Chapter 7

And the Dudes didst take off for Parts Unknown.

They came upon an Airport, so they didst decide to take a flight.

And whilst debating which of the impossibly slow airlines to choose, they  didst come upon the Sixth Annual Air-port Ninja Convention.

And all the colors were there: the traditional blue, black, thothe thilly pur-ple ninjath, the white of the accom-plished ninja, grey, red, and the infam-ous green ninjas; ’twas a full house.

‘More ninjas than thou canst stuff into an airport…’ Scoot gasped.

‘How couldst so many of them have been here without our knowing?’ quoth Yoco.

‘They art indeed sneaky little bastards,’ quoth Nori, for she had heard of the evil Airport Ninjas, and they were the worst kind.

‘In my day,’ quoth Myles the Un-believer, ‘the most we had to worry a-bout were those darn Hare Krishnas.’

‘Myles, my friend,’ quoth Scoot, ‘Airports have changed a lot since then, man.’

‘We shouldst run,’ quoth Adria.

‘We shouldst hide,’ quoth Yoco.

‘We shouldst kick their sorry ass-es!’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty.

‘Fuck the bullshit!’ quoth Scoot, and  he  didst  power  up. ‘ ’Tis  time  to throw down!’

‘Damn straight!’ quoth Nori, ‘now thou’rt talkin’!’

Hans was about to run away, when he said, ‘Wait a minute! What am I afraid of? Did the Gods of Hondo not make me immortal? Perhaps there is a good side to being the Sacrificial Goat after all!’

And the God of Odnoh didst ap-pear before them as a flaming (hee hee) trashcan, and said unto him: ‘No! there is no good side to being the Sacrificial Goat! Thou art mistaken! Oh, and RJ, thou hast been a good boy, so thou hast been promoted once again. Thou’rt now the Cardinal of Hondo.’
And then he didst vanish again.

‘Wait!’ quoth Jennifer, ‘Art thou not going to help us?’

‘Dammit!’ quoth Yoco, ‘thou didst not even giveth me a chance to outdo him!’

‘Thou taketh the thousand on the left!’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty, ‘I shall take the thousand on the right!’
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‘How the hell did we beat up all those ninjas?’ quoth Yoco, as he looked at the ninjas lying in heaps.

‘One ninja at a time, Yoco…’ quoth Scoot. ‘One ninja at a time.’

‘I got three of ’em at once!’ quoth Casey.

‘Oh, get over thyself!’ quoth Nori.

‘ ’Twas a good thing I’ve been taking my Vitamin X!’

‘And using a lot of healing pot-ions!’ quoth Nori.

‘Scoot,’ quoth Yoco, ‘why dost thou only carry a staff to fight? What if thy enemy hast a sword?’

For Yoco had taken from one of the Green Ninjas the legendary Katana known as the Edge, which increaseth thy stealth and evasion, and he didst hold it high over his head and gloat, in accordance with the Thirty- Seventh Commandment.

And Scoot didst kick the Edge out of Yoco’s hand and caught it, point-ing it at him, saying, ‘Let him carry it for me.’

‘Thou must teach me how thou doeth that,’ quoth Yoco.

‘Thank ye, mighty Gods of Hon-do!’ quoth RJ. ‘Thank’ee for delivering us from our enemies!’

‘Suck-up!’ quoth Yoco. ‘Let us just skip the rest of this chapter, shall we?’

Chapter 8

And in the Lost City of Constagando, 30 leagues, or ten milliliters, east of the Air-port, the Dudes didst come upon the Marketplace.

‘Wearing pants, art thou?’ a man in a grey toga said unto Scoot, ‘Thou’rt a strange one!’

‘I feeleth like chicken tonight,’ quoth Casey.

‘Thou always feeleth like chicken every night,’ quoth Scoot.

And everyone didst look to Adria.

‘No!’ quoth she, ‘thou canst not eat little Skidmarks! He’s an endangered species! And, for thine information, fart-ing chickens tasteth terrible.’

And so they didst search the market for a merchant who was selling chickens, and didst finally find one, but she wanted a Blue Figurine, three Souv-enir Spoons, and a silk tapestry for them, but that’s another story.

‘Look at this!’ quoth Casey, ‘for I have acquired the Hammer of Not Bick-ering for two Souvenir Spoons and a Golden Jackal Statue!’

And he didst hold it high over his head and gloat, in accordance with the Thirty-Seventh Commandment.

‘And I have the Gothic Axe!’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty, ‘for a Stone Tablet, two Bundles and a Shrubbery!’

And he didst hold it high over his head and gloat.

And they didst meet a old man who stood on a soapbox, proclaiming: ‘We art all just characters in some in-somniac’s fucked-up story! Our every day in life is just a click of his mouse! If my words be untrue, may I be struck by the Gods!’

And the old man was turned into a fire-breathing cat with an umbrella for a tail.

‘ ’Tis a sign!’ cried a woman.

‘Look!’ quoth some guy, ‘Scoot the Ko’An!’

And soon a crowd had gathered around the Dudes.

‘I have a climbing axe stuck in my head!’ quoth a young woman.

And Scoot didst yank out the axe, and said unto her: ‘Put thee some duct tape on that. Taketh two aspirin and call me in the morning.’

‘I am going bald!’ quoth an old man.

‘I shall refer that one to our resident medical expert, Casey,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Not only is he the Pope, but he is also a member.’

‘Shave thy beard,’ quoth Casey, ‘and put five ounces, or 45 °/kghr, of Miracle Grow upon thy head. Oh, and forget not to eat lots of tomatoes.’

‘I’ve (hic!) had (hic!) the hic!-ups for (hic!) thirty-seven (hic!) years!’ quoth an old man. ‘Canst thou (hic!) help me?’

And without warning, Scoot didst stand backwards, scaring him within an inch of his life.

‘Holy shit!’ cried Nori ‘Warn us the next time thou’rt gonna do that!’

‘I’m healed!’ quoth the old man. ‘Many thanks to thee, and the Gods of Hondo!’

‘ ’Tis a sign!’ quoth a woman.

‘I am an insomniac!’ quoth a young man.

And Scoot didst stare at him for a long moment before he spoke.

‘Don’t look at me!’ quoth Scoot. ‘Dost thou think I can help thee?’

‘I been cursed with the Gooney Itch!’ quoth a old woman, ‘and I can’t stop dancing the Macarena! Help!’

‘Free thy mind from the porn!’ cried Scoot as he didst lay hands on her, and the old woman ran away danc-ing an Irish Jig until she was hit by a Greyhound bus.

‘Well,’ quoth Scoot, ‘four out of five’s not bad.’

How beautiful are thy feet with shoes, O prince’s daughter!

Thy navel is like a round goblet, which wanteth not liquor; thy belly is like a heap of wheat set about with lilies.

Thy two breasts are like two young roes that are twins.

Thy neck is a tower of ivory, thine eyes like the fishpools in Heshbon, by the gate of Bath-rabbim; thy nose is as the tower of Lebanon which looketh toward Damascus.

Thy stature is like to a palm tree, and thy breasts to clusters of grapes.

And a man didst walk up to Yoco and said unto him, ‘Wouldst thou tell thy Master that I hath something he might be very interested in.’

‘Master?’ asked Yoco.

‘Thou art Scoot’s slave, art thou not?’ asked the man.

‘Slave!’ cried Yoco. ‘I belong to nobody! I am the Sacrificial Goat of Hondo! As such, I am the Supreme Lord and Master of All Goats, Sacrificial or Otherwise! I am the Lord of Sacrificial Goats, God of Scapegoats, Emperor of Billy-goats, King of Can-Eaters, Rajah of Rams, Prince of Capricorns, Pope of Mountain Goats, Patron Saint of Goat-herds, Czar of Goat-Suckers, Sultan of Stuffed Goats, and Duke of Haggis! And don’t ye forget it!’

And the self-proclaimed Sup-reme Lord and Master of All Goats didst turn to Scoot and said unto him, ‘Hey, Scoot! This guy doth want to speak with thee!’

And so the Dudes didst speak with the old man.

Chapter 9

And the old man said unto Scoot, ‘I have here the ancient, lost Flathead Lake Scrolls. I will trade it for three chickens, two Amulets of Annihilation, and Part-ridge in a Pear Tree.’

And after much haggling, Scoot didst acquire the Flathead Lake Scrolls for a song, and the old man didst turn out to be Haji, the King of the Genies, and he didst vanish in a cloud of smoke.

And Scoot didst read of the lost Scrolls: ‘ “Blessèd are they who read the words in this scroll, and they that hear the words of this prophecy, for they shall see the coming doom.” Well that sound-eth reassuring…’

‘Damn skippy!’ quoth Nori.

‘ “And a time shall come when the Unbeliever shalt utter a curse.” ’

‘Well, I never…’ quoth Myles. ‘I don’t believe it.’

‘ “When the Voice of the Turtle is no more heard in the land, then the Green Machine cometh leaping upon the mountains, skipping upon the hills.

‘ “They cometh out of the wilder-ness like pillars of smoke, perfumed with the myrrh and frankincense, and with all the powders of the merchant.

‘ “Awake, O North Wind! and the valiant shalt carry the sword and know fear in the night, for the daughters of Zion shalt go forth from their garden of cucumbers with comely speech and en-trance Soccer Moms.” Whoa! this is some scary stuff.

‘ “And without the Might of Old, which once moved heaven and earth, no one canst stop the Idiot-Monster’s laugh; then the Seventh Generation shalt come unto the Eleventh Hour—” ’

And Yoco didst thwap Scoot on the head with his own staff.

‘Ha!’ quoth Yoco, ‘thou didst not keep thy staff! Now ’tis thy turn to get bonked!’

‘Scoot pulled a Trampus!’ quoth Nori.

‘Fine,’ quoth Scoot, ‘I shall read the rest of it later.’

‘Oh yeah!’ quoth a young man who didst walk up to them from the crowd. ‘I do not believe in the Gods of Hondo.’

‘Go away,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for we already have an Unbeliever.’

‘I believe in the God Jehovah,’ quoth the Bible-Thumper, ‘for I have a dollar, and written on the edge of the dollar art the words: “If thou receiveth this dollar, it shall bring thee luck for ’twas touched by an angel!” ’

‘Angels shouldst not go around touching people,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Wilt thou still serve the God that failed?’

‘The Sons and Daughters of Zion shall overcome thee!’ quoth the Bible-Thumper, ‘and the infidels shall be smit-ten and slate wiped clean! Choose thy side carefully, for Jehovah shall cast those who do not follow him in the Lake of Fire.’

‘Verily I say, if this be his will, then thy god is one scary mother-fucker!’ (props Jim Lindberg) quoth Scoot. ‘In case no one told thee, Jeh-ovah’s not going anywhere for a good long while. Thine intolerance will not be tolerated here.’

‘Revelation 21:15 sayeth:’ quoth the  Bible-Thumper,  ‘ “And  whosoever was not found in the Book of Life was cast into the Lake of Fire.” ’

‘Yes,’ quoth Scoot, ‘but remem-ber… um… Isaiah 5:2.’

‘ “And he fenced it, and gathered out the stones thereof, and planted it with the choicest vine, and built a tower in the midst of it, and also made a wine-press therein: and he looked that it should bring forth grapes, and it brought forth wild grapes.”? What was the point in that?’

‘The Gods of Hondo move in stupid ways,’ quoth Scoot. ‘But tell me, didst thou really memorize the whole damn thing?’

‘Aye,’ quoth the Bible-Thumper.

‘Then, what about… Pippin 4:1,’ quoth Scoot.

‘ “And as the Gods of Hondo were eating pizza with their friends and watching Pippin TV, Lucifer didst appear in a puff of fire and smoke and said unto them: ‘Thou art a bunch of assholes!’ ”?’ quoth Yoco.

‘Yeah,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Think about it.’

And this didst hurt the Bible-Thumper’s mind, and he didst stand like a stone for many days.

And so it came to pass, now that the debate with the Bible-Thumper was over, that Matt didst appear before them as an avocado-green lamp and said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! I congratulate thee on thy discovery of the Flathead Lake Scrolls.’
‘We thank thee for granting us victory against the Bible Thumper!’ quoth RJ.

And he didst bow before them, prostrate at their feet.

‘I liketh the way thou boweth,’ spake the God of Thy USDA Daily Al-lowance of Video Bullshit (or as some calleth it, MTV), ‘and so we shall pro-mote thee. As there is a already a Pope, we shall make thee Assistant God of Hondo.’
And Yoco didst bow before the God of Video Bullshit, and a hell of a lot better than RJ ever couldst.

‘We anoint RJ as our Assistant God,’ spake the God of the Drums of Khazad Dûm. ‘If Derrick or myself canst not fulfill his duties, then RJ shalt take over in his stead as an Acting God of Hondo. Only in this instance would he hold a higher rank than Scoot. As First Apostle, Scoot is the highest mortal in Hondo.’
‘No, that’s Jennifer!’ quoth Nori.

‘Thank ye, mighty God of the Drums of Khazad Dûm!’ quoth RJ, and he didst bow once again.

‘Now go forth, Dudes, and find the Thing with the Stuff,’ spake Matt.

And the God of Recycled Ketch-up Bottles didst vanish from their midst.

‘Let us divide into two parties that we may cover more ground in our quest for the Thing with the Stuff,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Nori, Yoco, and Casey, thou shalt travel with me. Jennifer, Dirty Un-cle Orty, Adria and Myles, thou shalt go together.’

And the Dudes didst split up and didst take off their Pants for the Un-known.

(Nori: ‘Check out our next episode! ’Tis unquestionably supercalafuckinfragilist-ic!’)

Tha Book of Flavor Flav

(Tha Book of Flavor Flav was brought to thee by Microsoft. What hath Bill Gates in mind for the future of technology? Bend over, Peppy, and we shall show thee!)

Thru me is the way to the Aquarium of

Gatekeeper.

Thru me is the way into the Sexy Way 

Station.

Thru me, the Way among the all-

American below.

Righteousness didst my Slow Mutant on 

high constrain.

Me didst wonderful Overlook Hotel 

uprear;

Me didst Dipolar Nugget and Evil 

Diamond sustain.

Before I was, no things uncensored 

were, save the positronic,

And I doggedly move on.

Riddle all cake, ye who enter here…

(props The_Opal_Twins/ss-king)

Chapter 2

To vote, or not to vote— that is the 

question:

Whether ’tis nobler in the booth to 

suffer

The slings and dictators of infinite 

fortune,

Or to take Royal Flushes against a sea 

of Full Houses,

And by folding end them.  To die— to 

bluff—

No more; and by a bluff to say we end

The Two Pair and the 1001 natural 

shocks

That flesh is dealer to— ’tis a Wildcard

Hysterically to be wish’d.  To die— to 

bluff—

To bluff! perchance to raise! aye, there’s 

an Ace;

For in that bluff of death what chips may 

come

When we have shuffled off this lucky 

coil,

Must give us deuce; there’s the Joker

That makes gamble of so long life.

A poker face doth make cowards of us 

all.

Chapter 3

“What tha Hell was THAT!?”

By Matt Koopa & Scott Springfield

she clubbed his ass

dick tha hed chef

cheeze giveth me gas

we sell quilts 4 di$count pri¢e

what else rhymeth with “ass”?

upchuck norris

every 1 else is stupid

sega sux

MORTAL KOMBAT!!!!

biggie-size it

a moment 4 deng

tha 2 most powaful tong

’twas all flung!

grunthos tha flatulent

kathy is a bung

worship tha neon monkey hed

watch those special fx

let’s all go kill ned

big international tuna like ryder

soon they’ll all B ded

old i have become

soon tha jets will win

money good, napsta BAD! um,

batteriez not included

i am also dumb

wida is betta

eLcArDo dEL eMeLiO

’twas a crappy letta

mine ass is on fire

& so is tha chedda

4get not tha cheeze

tha mustachioed 1 is strong

pozzessionz R fleeting

what took thee so long?

thou’rt no match 4 furious d

or tha powa of steel

sheep goeth 2 heaven

goats goeth 2 hell

tha red machine won’t look away

cometh tha dawn, tollz tha bell

cat loveth food, yeah, yeah

my pants R malfunctioning!

get thy throwdown swerve on!

when irish refrigeratorz R smiling

tha toastas will B long-gone

Chapter 4

how much foo

couldst a foo fighta fight

if a foo fighta couldst fight foo?

’gainst cheap tie fightas

tha evil empire is screw’d

orion’z belt no longa holdeth up his pants

mr censorship & his f***in’ v-chip

no dumb[heehaw!]s even asketh why

slang a [bang! bang!] on my hip

operatorz R standing by

it is filled with wax

frowny-face is a hothead

it is mouth plax

walka in tha name of god

it is kept in stacks

a 1000 neon monkeyz

powa of tha Jade Giraffe

they were eating chunkeyz

dorks smokin’ decaf

all those stupid donkeyz!

____________________________

(next verse goeth here)

4 score & se7en yearz ago

tha Men in Tights

leggo my eggo!

exploding skylights

all over chicago

neva had to knock on wood

just 2 obey thy thirst

CDz all around R good

all of which art american dreamz

thou down wit’ da ’hood

there’z no return from 86

or tha softa side of searz

back at tha ranch

tha water is wet

didst thou see tha butt-munch?

2-string guitarz

dizney biteth ABC

too many moviez rated “R”

less think, more talk

Y won’t they let us drive carz?

blow it out uranus

hey, mr censorship

a law that was so heinous

ain’t flowas stupid?

what tha hell is “incanis”?

tha Hamma will whump it

let tha Buya beware

thou’rt such a dumbshit

i want my monkey-man

stop, goddammit!

Chapter 5

There once was a guy named Jake

Who had about all he couldst take.

So he hauled out his shotgun—

Let me tell thee that no one

Messeth with Extreme Jake!

There once was a pilot named Wayne

Who didst fly into hurricane.

His plane didst go around,

And then went straight down,

There now is a sailor named Wayne.

There once was a stuntman named Max

Who did his own stunts on railroad

tracks.

He poured on some nitro,

For he was a pyro,

And the train cars now runneth on their

backs.

There once was a man named Yoco,

Whom everyone thought to be loco:

As he stood in the rain

’Twould drive him insane

To think that sheep shrink in slo-mo.

There once was a man named Scoot,

Who was always oot scootin’ aboot.

And all o’er the land

He couldst backwards stand,

When Scoot the Ko’An was afoot.

There once was a tree in the wood

Which didst fall down, but could

It maketh a sound

With no one around?

’Tis a riddle no one understood.

There was a toaster from Greenwich,

Who was cursed with the gooney itch,

And squirrels may chanceth,

Other little fucks danceth

Lately till no one knoweth which is 

which.

There was a VCR that spat tapes,

And gophers can take on many shapes,

’Twas too civilized

To be magnetized,

The squid was a kid that wore capes.

Chapter 6

The crossfader doth switch to a new 

track

That the world runneth on.

Now everyone danceth to the beat of a 

different drum.

Each one wearing his own headphones.

Each readeth from their own book,

Written by a voice in the back of their 

mind.

We art all walking alone together on our 

own bad trip,

Wandering into each other’s nightmares;

The channel changeth, but the Lie doth 

remain.

But taking over every floor of the TV 

station,

The Voice From The Back maketh its 

Doomsday Broadcast:

A recall on the new broken toys made in

Taiwan,

And a life for children born as ghosts,

A ban on canned people and manu-

factured art.

It asketh:

Is there no end to the plastic hose of 

thine existence

Or dost thou go on and on like a crappy 

TV show?

When wilt thou heed the Warning of the 

Goats?

Of the one who shall fight with the Might 

of Old that once moved heaven 

and earth?

For the Son of the Hawai’ian King 

Kaméhaméha

Shall sail the high seas on his bed

And shall read from the forgotten books 

of a cluttered attic,

From the Lost Chapters, the Missing 

Pages,

He shall read between the lines.

With arcane knowledge he shall set out 

on the Endless Highway

To find the Secret Gate that leadeth to 

the Unknown Road…

Chapter 7

Loony, loony, loony! Certifiable and crazy! Then sayeth the Chicken, to clams in the clouds, to vibrating spiders to thee: ‘How strange thou art!’

Thou art beautiful my love, as Tirzah, comely as Jerusalem, terrible as an army with bagpipes.

I am my belovèd’s, and my be-lovèd is mine: he feedeth among the lilies.

Lo, the Nightingale that doth sing in Paradise, his real name is George.

Help, mighty Gods of Hondo, for the voluptuous man crowd-surfeth; for the cheeky fail from among the children of Hippies.

They pork vanity, every man with his tiara; with flattering earlid, and a double asshole they speak.

The Gods of Hondo shall cut off all fornicating lips, and the ankle that speaketh proud things.

Deliver my rhubarb from the fold-ing chair, my darling from the power of Mr Schmang.

Save me from Uranus’s jaws, for thou hast heard me from the horns of the unicorns.

Deliver me, mighty Gods of Hon-do, from the windy man; preserveth me from the monotonous man.

All they that be fat upon the earth shall eat and levitate: all they want is lunch.

The Gods of Hondo art my proct-ologists, I shall not fiddle.

They maketh me to fool around in overripe pastures, they leadeth me beside scared poems.

They restoreth my piccolo: they leadeth me in the Paths of Flight for their namesake.

Yea, tho I walk through the No Man’s Land of the Factories of Mach-ines That Make Nothing, I shall live dan-gerously, and kicketh out the jams, for the Force is with me, what’s with ye?

Thy zither and thy dijereedoo, they skank me.

Thou preparest a turntable for me in the presence of mine enemies; thou annointest my head with Redrum; my finger-hole runneth over.

Surely military intelligence and medicine wheels shall vroom me all the days of my life, and I will scamper in the House of the Gods of Hondo forever.

O clap thy hands, all ye people; shout unto the Gods of Hondo with the voice of the lost.

For the Gods of Hondo art un-dercooked, they art rear admirals over all the earth.

He that dwelleth in the Secret Place of the Most Forgetful shall abide under the shadow of Illin’ Oi; if they shutteth the door behind them, no one shall find them.

They shall still bring forth glow-balls in old age; they shalt be dazed and tacorific.

When the Dudes went forth out of the ’80s, the crew of Scoot from a people of strange language, wherefore now shouldst the bowling ball say, ‘Where now is thy Chocolate Jebus?’

The Gods of Hondo vibrateth, they art clothed with moo-moos; Matt is clothed with the Other Dimension; with waltzing hath Derrick girded himself.

O sing unto the Gods of Hondo a powered-up song, for they have done misinformed things; their right pants and Super Saiyan arm, hath gotten them the pun!

Make a pink noise unto the Gods of Hondo, all ye space weasels!

(props

Lifes a Dragge/Pennywisdom

The Opal Twins/ss-king

Imacon/ratm.com

Psychofemale/ratm.com

Char/ss-king

Annmarie/ss-king

Peanut/ss-king

Kathy-5/ss-king

Angelina_Someday/ss-king

Rodan82/ss-king

RancidDKM Punk/Pennywisdom

and a shout out to y’all who didst par-take of the original Hondo Mad Lib!)

Chapter 8

To know wisdom and Depends; to per-ceiveth the Blowfish of Understanding:

My son, if Republicans grope thee, consent thou not.

Wisdom crieth without, she re-verberateth in the streets:

‘How long, ye tyrannous ones, will ye love tyranny? and the sleepwalk-ers delight in sleepwalking, and sheep hate robes?’

She keepeth the paths of Gym Class, and preserveth the Way of the Floppy Disk.

Happy is the man that findeth zombies, and the man that getteth key-board. It shall be health unto thy navel, and Valhalla to thy pants.

Forsake her not, and she shall fumigate thee: love her, and she shall bury thee.

The Goddess of Being Mean hath buildèd her a house, she hath hewn it out of 3.15 pillars; she hath slain her beasts, and conquered her demons; she hath furnished her snickerdoodles.

Whoso is limp, let him turn in hither, and be safe. For stolen waters art sweet, and bread eaten in secret is Satanic.

A little nap, a little folding of the hands to sleep; laziness is the Path of Hondo.

The cuddly inherit creampuffs, but the subliminal art crowned with lamp shades.

A wickèd frogger giveth heed to pimpin’ lips; a Care Bear giveth ear to a naughty monkey-ass.

Giveth heed, lest Heidi shouldst blast a dookie; David shall fly and be dim.

Let a bear robbed of her toilet paper meet a man, rather than a fool with his harmonica.

A whip for the Jackoffasaur, a can of Raid for the ass, and a staple gun for the fool’s weasel.

Let not a load-bearing poster be cast asunder, or it shall bring down thy house.

For the Gods of Hondo move in stupid ways.

(props

Nytrydr/ss-king

Char/ss-king

Kobi/ss-king

Annmarie/ss-king

Kathy5/ ss-king

tlcgogo/ss-king

RancidDKM-Punk/Pennywisdom

and a shout out to y’all who didst par-take of the original Hondo Mad Lib!)

Chapter 9

Yo, what’s up in the world?

Energy swirled, like Superman, blurred.

Sound, like electricity,

’Tis pure simplicity, if thou’rt down with 

the free.

Know, what I’m talking about?

Stop not and shout, for we art way too

far out.

Time, the patient turtle of old,

Canst tell the way unto Cold Mountain’s 

lofty summit untold.

If, ye just don’t know

Where thou need’st to go, stop and ask 

thy shadow.

Or, whilst journeying,

Follow one seeming to know whither 

They art going.

Roads: there and back again,

To here and now from then, scenic route 

to Cold Mountain.

Strange, the inner vision,

Seen as if thru a prism, empty glass full 

of mysticism.

No, thing risked, nothing gained,

Staying out of harm’s way: thou must 

dare to seize the day.

Light, mixed thru striped shadow with

Five times the color and depth, and 

feline eyes of pure absinthe.

Just, like electricity,

The Path most resistance-free, of 

sound, to the power of three.

To, Cold Mountain, wind-swept,

The journey of ten thousand miles be-

ginneth with a single step.

Space, ’tis in thine imagination.

Maketh no expectations; the journey is 

the destination.

Ka, like a quantum equation,

Thru its warped convolution, findeth its 

own solution.

Life, an ancient riddle,

Solved little by little: if it worketh, don’t

fiddle.

It, repeats itself down the line:

Giveth it some time to let the path 

unwind.

Chapter 10

Knock! Knock!

(Who’s there?) I be trippin’.

Canst no longer stand the heat in the kitchen, unto the City of Fat Children, down with Homer Jay and Poppin’ Fresh chillin’.

In the hen-house of Jedi ninja chickens and a posse of pink and purple kittens with magical powers, who eat fire flowers, spinneth like a sum’bitch, can’t tell which is which; tossin’ fireballs at each other! (One feather-pluckin’ scene after another!)

For that damn !Gung bushman looketh over my shoulder and he’s get-ting bolder, like the robo-dog Dark Toaster, or the monkey-man with his walking staff, who wieldeth the Power of the Jade Giraffe.

Divine litigation shall come to pass: when Jehovah cometh out of the closet, He shall sue thine ass. 

(Subliminal soup my mind hath become, the stuff of dreams, and then some.)

’Tis good to be great, and I feeleth really back, (but tho everything’s all OK, I just feeleth out of whack.)

’Twill fry every synapse in thy brain ’til it snaps, for if it can’t bend, thy mind wilt collapse.

’Tis okay to talk to thyself for hour’s on-end, but when thou talketh back (Then thou hast gone off the deep end.)

That’s just thine opinion, no-thing’s wrong with me. (Once the shrink arriveth, we shall see.)

I’m the craziest bastard thou wilt ever meet! (I can’t deny that.) So just admit defeat.

To talk to thyself is human, to talk back divine, and I have not slept since 1989. (Sure, but thou’rt doing just fine…)

My mind must be playing tricks on thee. That’s okay, for it also playeth them on me.

(Thou’rt totally insane! fucked up in the head!) But I knoweth a raven from a writing desk. (What he said.)

For I’m half immortal, and three times stronger than myself! (I knoweth not the math on that…) I shall give ’em hell!

I can compliment and dis thee at the same time. (And thou canst do all that whilst ye rhyme?)

I am a living example of the Chewbacca Defense: Thou must acquit me for I DO NOT MAKE SENSE.

Crazy like a fox, and nutty as a squirrel (Get thee out of my head!) Now thou’rt in my world!

(Thou’rt fucked, and I don’t think I like thy kind.) Try not to think about it, or it will hurt thy mind.

They just don’t make straight jackets like they used to, tho. (Thou hast been in enough of them, so thou shouldst know!)

Yeah, ye know me, I’m down with Don Quixote; why, just last week, I talked to Ben Kenobi: he said, “Use the Force.” and thou canst quote me.

(Well, that’s it, I guess he show-ed me. But thou couldst live a normal life if thou couldst overcome it.)

If there is a normal, I’m the far-thest thing from it, and fuckin’ proud of it! (But thou—) Shove it! I suffereth not from insanity, for I enjoy every minute of it!

Out of my mind, be back in five minutes. (If thou’rt out of thy mind, then right now nothing’s in it.)

That’s what thou thinketh is be-hind it: I lost my mind, I was too busy to find it.

(I knoweth what’s wrong, thou’rt beyond help.) Shut up! Now, I’m thru talking to myself!

Chapter 11

Enter ye the Spooky Door, step beyond the lantern’s beams, ancient dark cor-ridors to explore where nothing’s what it seems. Don’t get lost upon thy way, the path of nightmares and dreams, in this old place, the games it can play. Skel-eton key in hand, the silence screams.

The path looketh calm, but be-ware: tho all is silent in the Halls of the Dead, the machines that make nothing wait there until a blinking green light turneth red. Halls of locked doors, hidden danger; let not the lost child lead thee astray, to the wrath of the Phantom Stranger, ‘For we are many!’ the voices say.

Dead words drift across the page, the wisdom of some ancient sage, echoes of a long-forgotten age, but ar-cane verse doth set the stage:

Behold the sweet Lady of Twy-light— tattered shadows billow from her mast, in the sea fog’s shimmering light, ’tis an eerie spectre of the past. The derelict drifts in the Misty Main, shades of men seem to man the decks, a ghost ship that’s the traveler’s bane, on a journey to nowhere uncheck’d.

All aboard the Mystery Train, walk through the dimly-lit cars, away from the Twylight City, riding under fading, dying stars. All the passenger cars art empty and the destinations don’t connect, but this train doth run through every one; ’twill make the hair stand on thy neck.

Nameless armies prowleth ab-andoned places, incomprehensible and vast; no one returneth who hath seen their faces: thou’rt through the looking glass.

Nowhere to hide from the scan-ners, in this dark place of Shadows, thou wilt never find the Lord of the Man-or; in the Halls of Power, no one knows. Creepy like a place from some old black and white movie show, to which no one wouldst even come: ’twas more real than they couldst know.

A Presence in the room, of im-pending doom: don’t freeze up, for ye must runneth. Footfalls in the hall, to the book’s tomb, when something wickèd this way cometh…

Chapter 12

Canst thy can handle acts of Congress?

Or doth it o’erflow and make a big 

mess?

Wilt thou dare to squeeze the Charmin?

Or dost thou still think there is harm in

Downloading songs off the Internet?

Dost thou think Macintosh a good bet?

Dost thou let thy friend drive a Chevy?

Hast thy remote control become too 

heavy?

Wouldn’t ye like to be a Pepper too?

Thy call is very important but hath no 

value,

But what the hell art thou gonna do?

Call Ma Bell and bitcheth about it?

Thy USDA allowance of video bullshit

Broadcast every hour on the hour.

Rice-A-Roni!

Now thou’rt playing with Power!

Quoth Sabrina: ‘To pause is human,



to play, divine.’
Quoth David: 
‘Fast-forward!’
Quoth Matt: 
‘REWIND!’
’Twould take all this shit to Equal one 

bowl of Total.

Time for some patented space-age 

moon-waffles.

So just l’eggo my Eggo, thou son of a 

bitch!

Or try new Special K and maketh the 

switch.

Eateth Green Eggs and Ham from 

Hillshire Farms,

Else we shall come and have thy Lucky 

Charms.

I do not like thee, Sam I Am!  Louse!

And now for Bob Villa with “This Damn 

House”

Paid for by The Gap so payeth The 

Man.

For he hath Bill-Gates-In-A-Can

And thou hadst better let him out!

hee hee!

For it sliceth, it diceth, too!  See!

It shall even do thy homework for thee!

Buy now, pay later, we repeat:

Call now, then wait 6 to 8 weeks.

Offer doth expire whilst ye wait:

Call right now before ’tis too late!

Goeth on, giveth it a try:

Operators art standing by!

For there is so much

To come and see…

Grab thy remote and come

Channel-surfin’ with me!

‘I wouldst tell thee what the weather is like out there, but it’s so fucking foggy!’

Chapter 13

’Tis the foul stench that wafts upon the 

breeze,

A silent butt-deadly in the morning:

The smell that doth brown and wilt all 

the trees,

Shouldst come with a Surgeon Gen-

eral’s Warning.

Or a twenty-one bun salute to some-

thing that died,

And telleth thee— don’t shoot! don’t light 

a match!

So thou knoweth someone hath let one 

fly;

Gas shall come to pass from out of 

one’s ass,

And so one can tell that all is not well:

Is it a shift of wit or a whiff of shit?

A healthy man canst not make that kind 

of smell;

’Tis death to all who get a whiff of it.

And a common truth for all ye who belt 

it:

That he who smelt it’s the one who dealt 

it.

Dost tha Colonel’s special blend

Of herbs and spices give thee gas?

Thou be levitatin’ when thou’rt meditatin’

With such a mighty wind to pass.

Every time thou hear’st me, thou shalt 

agree:

Nothin’ floats a brotha like tha K-F-C!

* Scoot getteth off a good one! *

The Book of Chocula™
(New and Improved! Now featureth Ran-dom Chapter Breaks!

The Book of Chocula™ was brought to thee by Ass Wipe brand Toilet Paper. Tough on shit, light on ass. Now made with real Deku documents! Ass Wipe: We maketh stuff that ’splodes!)

And the Dudes didst split up into two parties, going each their separate way in search of the Thing with the Stuff, and the voice of the Turtle was heard in the land.

And it came to pass that Scoot the Ko’An and his companions, Casey, Yoco, and Nori the Cursing Faerie, were overtaken by forty men who were led by a man with a funny-looking turban.

And the leader of the forty said unto them, ‘I am Ayatollah Asshollah LXXXVI, and these art my Élite Beardos of Death. Art thou Scoot the Ko’An, the First Apostle of Hondo?’

‘I am he,’ quoth Scoot.

‘I liketh not the looks of this…’ quoth Nori.

‘ ’Tis  the  Great  Satan!’   quoth Ayatollah Asshollah, and he didst bran-dish his scimitar at the Dudes, calling unto the forty: ‘Destroy the Infidels!’

‘Can’t we talk about this?’ quoth Scoot. ‘And do we not get one phone call first?’

‘Thou art the Great Satan!’ quoth Ayatollah Asshollah. ‘Kill them, Beard-os!’

And Scoot didst thrice call upon the name of Ba’alzebub, and Lucifer didst appear before them in his bath-robe.

‘No, that is the Great Satan!’ quoth Scoot. ‘Now stop bothering me!’

‘What the hell just happened!?’ cried Lucifer. ‘No one hath summoned me in five hundred years! Why now, of all times? Can a devil not take a fucking shower in peace?’

And so Ayatollah Asshollah was speechless.

‘Jesus fucking hopped-up Christ riding backwards on a pony with a feather in his hat!’ cried Nori. ‘Scoot, tell us the next time thou’rt going to do shit like that!’

‘Where the fuck didst thou pull that one from?’ quoth Yoco.

‘Must I tell thee everything I do before I do it?’ Scoot asked.

‘If it be shit like that!’

‘Thou’rt such a fucking pansy!’ quoth Scoot. ‘Tell me before standing backwards! Tell me before summoning the devil! Shall I tell thee every time I farteth?’

‘If it doth look like that, damn straight!’

‘Hey!’ quoth Lucifer.

‘Pipe thee down, and stayeth out of this, horn-boy!’ quoth Yoco.

‘Hey! What about me?’ quoth a very confused Ayatollah Asshollah.

‘Thou too, asshole!’ quoth Yoco.

‘Um, Scoot…’ quoth Casey.

‘Just telleth me next time,’ quoth Nori.

‘Fine,’ quoth Scoot, ‘I will.’

‘Excuseth me,’ quoth Lucifer, ‘Hello! Prince of Darkness here. Is there some reason thou hast summoned me? I feeleth a draft in this breezy bathrobe.’

‘Bathrobe?’ Nori intoned.

And Lucifer didst somehow man-age to turn even redder, for the breeze had blown his bathrobe open.

‘Ha! Ha!’ quoth Nori. ‘I win the bet, Scoot! The devil hath no balls! And I bet he doth not know how to rock either!’

And so Scoot didst pay Nori ten dollars.

‘Take a picture! It doth last long-er!’ quoth Lucifer. At least they knew not that he didn’t know how to skateboard. ‘Mark my words, Scoot! Thou wilt pay for this!’

And Lucifer didst vanish in a cloud of fire and smoke.

And the forty were speechless.

‘Umm…’ Ayatollah Asshollah didst stand there sheepishly. ‘Beardos! Kill the Infidels!’

‘Run away! Run away!’ cried Scoot.

‘We can’t!’ cried Casey, ‘for we art surrounded!’

Chapter 2

‘Well why didst thou not tell me?’ quoth Scoot.

‘I tried to!’ quoth Casey.

‘What the hell,’ quoth Yoco, for he had drawn the Edge, ‘let us try it any-way!’

And it came to pass that the Élite Beardos of Death were too confused to pursue the Dudes, and Ayatollah Ass-hollah didst run after them brandishing his scimitar and cursing them.

But the Dudes went faster by not going slower, and he couldst not catch them.

And it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo didst appear before RJ, Jennifer, Dirty Uncle Orty, the Prophet-ess Adria, and Myles the Unbeliever as scrungy hassocks, and Matt said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! We come bearing great tidings.’
‘I am now the God of Evil, and that is not all,’ spake the God of Orange Juice Drinking. ‘For we anoint Count Chocula™— part of thy complete break-fast— as an honorary God of Hondo.’
And a box of Count Chocula™ cereal didst appear before them, and they didst anoint it with milk. And so it came to pass that everyone didst have a bowl, and it was spooktacular.

‘Great art the Gods of Hondo!’ quoth RJ, and he didst bow to them, prostrate at their feet. ‘Most worthy of praise! For Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch is not here to upstageth me for a change!’

And the Gods of Hondo didst vanish from their midst and didst return hither unto their Asgard headquarters, and so it came to pass that the Red Phone didst ring and Matt didst answer.

‘Ahoy-hoy?’ spake the God of Recycled Catsup Bottles. ‘What didst thou sayeth? …On the rim of butter? …Really? Thou hast an ass-center?…’ And there was a really long pause. ‘I just what thou? …Da pasty white fruit salad canst find da borda, mon? …Art thou drunk?… Republicans art flushing the tuna casserole? …It sounded like thou sayeth “Guah!” …Who is this? Freeze in Hell! Damn prank calls…’
(For Hell was now called Odnoh-land, and as Lucifer was running up huge heating bills, the Gods of Hondo didst turn off the heat and it returneth to its original state. And it came to pass that Hell didst freeze over, and didst become a frozen wasteland, thus the pleasant sentiment, ‘Freeze in Hell!’)

And RJ didst hang up, saying unto the other Dudes: ‘Hark! This is most strange! We must have had a bad connection, for I wouldst swear I heard Lord Matt tell me I have an ass-center. I guess we will not be able to tell them that we have found a cave.’

And inside the cave, the Dudes didst find the Hyper-X Buttplate, and RJ didst equip it, for he was the only one who couldst use it.

And it came to pass that Scoot the Ko’An and the Dudes stood before a mighty tree, and along came the Mon-key Man with his walking staff, and a monkey perched on his shoulder.

And the Monkey Man said unto Scoot: ‘Thou art Scoot the Ko’An, First Apostle of Hondo, art thou not?’

‘But of course,’ quoth Scoot.

And the Monkey Man didst stand there stroking his beard for a while, then said unto them: ‘If thou’rt to beat the Power of Steel, then thou must have a greater Power. Down the path doth lie a Spooky Door which leadeth to a realm of great evil; if thou goest, be thee pre-prepared.’

‘Again with the Spooky Doors,’ quoth Yoco. ‘Wherefore must there be a Thirteenth Commandment?’

‘Art thou not the Ass-Kickin’ A-postle?’ quoth the Monkey Man. ‘I would not have pegged thee for a coward.’

‘Fear not, Yoco,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for we shalt enter all Spooky Doors, as the Gods of Hondo have charged us. Now lead on, thou creepy old Monkey Man.’

And the Monkey Man didst lead them to a Spooky Door, and though it was the spookiest door they had ever seen, the Dudes didst enter. On the other side, the Dudes didst pass unto a misty forest.

‘Beware,’ quoth Nori, ‘for this for-est is fuckin’ creepy, and I senseth evil afoot.’

‘I am glad thou’rt here to tell us these things,’ quoth Scoot.

And so they didst discuss the matter as a committee, finally deciding that the author of Dr Fu Manchu and Pleasures of Chinese Cooking shouldst also chaseth Richard Simmons with a fire extinguisher, and that there shouldst be a warning on houses with nude post-ers of Janet Reno or Lars Ulrich therein.

And so Scoot was pursued by Evil-Cam, which didst hunt him through forest and field, breaking branches a-sunder. For no one knew what Evil-Cam was, save that it didst chase people with a loud roaring sound, and they didst die if it caught up with them.

When the Dudes finally caught up with Scoot, they didst find him hang-ing upside down from a tree in a sacred circle of stones.

‘What the flying fuck happened to thee?’ quoth Nori as Scoot didst fall out of the tree. ‘Art thou okay?’

‘Yeah, I’m fine,’ quoth Scoot as he didst get up, ‘for Yoco hath broken my fall.’

‘Thou art welcome…’ Yoco didst mutter as he got up.

‘Holy shit!’ cried Nori. ‘No way… ’tis the HellRazor!’

For in the center of the sacred circle of stones in the clearing was a sword set in an ominous-looking stone. And it was the most evil-looking sword any of them had ever seen.

‘Dude!’ quoth Casey, ‘there is an inscription on the stone!’ And Casey didst read from the inscription: ‘Klaatu… Barada… Ni… huh?’

For the last word of the inscript-ion was cracked and broken.

‘Oh well,’ quoth Scoot as he didst remove the sword from the stone. ‘I’m sure this shall come in handy down the way.’

And he didst take the HellRazor with him when the Dudes went on their way.

Little didst the Dudes realize that an ancient sleeping darkness had a-wakened…

And down the way, the Dudes were being more than they art, when they didst come upon the Monkey Man once again.

‘Scoot, didst thou find the Power I told thee of?’ quoth the Monkey Man.

‘No,’ quoth Scoot, ‘but we didst find this sword.’

‘Fishheads!’ cried the Monkey Man. ‘Didst thou sayeth the words that were inscribed upon the stone before taking the sword?’

‘Basically,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Maybe I didn’t say every single syllable of it,’ quoth Casey, ‘but I didst sayeth the part that was there.’

‘Thou fool!’ cried the Monkey Man. ‘Dost thou not understand that by taking the HellRazor without saying the words, thou raiseth hell!’

‘Is that not what the Gods of Hondo commanded us to do?’ quoth Scoot.

Chapter 3

‘Guah!’ cried the Monkey Man as he didst run away, laughing hysterically and waving his staff.

And it came to pass that the God of Odnoh didst appear before Scoot and the Dudes as an Albino Klingon and said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! I am come bearing strange tidings. Thou hast done a good job as Pope, Casey, but we hath decided thou canst serve us better as the Beige Knight of Hondo. Congrats.’
And Yoco didst not bow, for RJ was not present for him to outdo.

‘Now I must join Matt to find a new Pope,’ spake the God of Magic. ‘Thou knoweth how hard it is to find a good Pope these days.’
And he didst vanish from their midst, and the Dudes didst scratch their heads in confusion.

In Albuquerque there lived a man with only one nostril. And these art the descendents of One-Nostriled Man:

The One-Nostriled Man beget Abidan. And Abidan beget Gideoni. And Gideoni beget Mega-Jerk. And Mega-Jerk beget Ahiezer.

And Ahiezer beget Eliasaph. And Eliasaph beget Ammihud the Fish-mon-ger. And Ammihud the Fishmonger be-get Ammishadai. And Ammishadai be-get the Man Who Invented the Internet. And the Man Who Invented the Internet beget Agur.

And Agur beget Ucal. And Ucal beget Ramatha’imzophim. And Ramath-a’imzophim beget Lemuel the Wanker. And Lemuel the Wanker beget Paran. And Paran beget Tophel. And Tophel beget Heroin Bob. And Heroin Bob be-get Kadesh-barnea.

And Kadesh-barnea beget the Philadelphia Experiment. And the Phil-adelphia Experiment beget Hazeroth. And Hazeroth beget Dizahab. And Diz-ahab beget Zoheleth. And Zoheleth beget Cobra Commander. And Cobra Commander beget Abishag.

And Abishag beget Pug-Ugly. And Pug-Ugly beget Shagnasty. And Shagnasty beget Penn and Teller. And Penn and/or Teller beget Ekron (for they worketh as a team).

And Ekron beget Jehoram the Lesbian. And Jehoram the Lesbian be-get Whoever the Hell Bobby’s Father Was. And Whoever the Hell Bobby’s Father Was beget Bobby.

And it came to pass one day that Bobby was riding his magic carpet when he came upon the Dudes moving for-ward, not backward— upward, not for-ward, and always twirling, twirling, twirl-ing towards freedom!

‘What the hell art thou doing!?’ cried Bobby.

‘We art following the Twenty-Ninth Commandment of Hondo,’ quoth the Dudes.

And it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo didst appear before them as Dragon Balls Y, and Derrick said unto them: ‘After contemplating for the last two seconds, we the Gods of Hondo, have decided to make thee, Booby, the Pope of Hondo.’
‘But what of Casey?’ asked RJ.

‘We have for him a new calling,’ spake the God of Standing Beyond and to All Time. ‘He shall now be dubbed the Beige Knight of Hondo.’
‘Excuseth me,’ quoth Bobby, ‘but who the hell art thou, and why hast thou chosen me as thy Pope?’

‘Because it is hard to find a good Pope these days,’ spake the God of Evil. ‘Thou hast been chosen, Booby.’
‘Dragon Balls Y?’ asked the Dudes.

‘We have no idea,’ spake the God of Catastrophic Minds. ‘We art the Gods of Hondo. Since when must we maketh any sense?’
‘But my name’s Bobby,’ quoth Bobby.

‘According to Jehovah’s data-base, thy name is Booby,’ spake the God of Fist-Pounding, ‘and we all know-eth that his database is infallible.’
‘If thou proveth thyself worthy, thou shalt be our Pope,’ spake the God of Anything Yellow.

‘Now go thee forth to yonder Library and dance around wildly like a Faerie!’ commanded the God of Orange Juice Drinking.

‘Ah, crap!’ cried Nori. ‘We have been walking around in circles!’

And Booby went forth unto the Library and he didst dance around wildly like a Faerie.

And there was much rejoicing.

‘Thou hast proven thyself worthy to join the Dudes and be our Pope,’ spake the God of Stupidity, ‘don’t ye think, Count Chocula™?’
And Count Chocula™ was silent.

‘We taketh that as a yes,’ spake Matt.

‘Thou’rt now the new Pope of Hondo,’ spake the God of Humor. ‘Try thee not to have too much fun.’
‘Whatever,’ quoth Booby. ‘I shall go with thee as far as Albuquerque.’

And the Gods of Hondo didst vanish from their midst, and the Dudes went on their way.

Chapter 4

Unbeknownst to the Dudes, but knownst to Ayatollah Asshollah and his hench-men, the Dudes were being spied on by a Major League Baseball satellite.

‘…But will this new superweapon work, Herr Doktor?’ asked Ayatollah Asshollah as he didst watch the satellite screen.

‘Fear not, Ayatollah,’ quoth the evil mad scientist Dr Färtnøkker, who maketh evil appliances, ‘for ’twas one of the Nazis’ World War II secret weapon projects, one of Hitler’s most diabolical schemes. Scoot wilt know not what hit him!’

‘I still think thou hast read the plans wrong,’ quoth Ayatollah Asshollah. ‘I hope it worketh, for thy sake…’

Chapter 5

And it came to pass that the Dudes were harassed by a pack of Evil Toasters.

In the midst of the battle, the Dudes didst stop in at a roadside tavern for a break.

And whilst the Dudes were busy seeing who couldst disgust other people the most, Myles the Unbeliever didst bet on a clothes dryer race, and won the Heroic Pants.

For these pants didst possess the power to increase one’s fortitude and endurance, such that the one who wore them couldst fill any hero’s pants, no matter how great or small.

And then the Dudes didst head out and didst finish beating up the Evil Toasters. And that was when five fell figures didst appear on the scene.

‘Not these guys again!’ cried Myles, and he didst ask of his sister, ‘What’s the matter? Thine imagination having reruns?’

‘This time we art no longer mere shadows, only able to come out on Od-nohween Night…’ quoth the leader of the five. ‘Now every day shalt be Od-nohween! Alloweth us to introduce our-selves: we art the Mushroom Thieves!’

And one of them didst vanish in a puff of pixie dust.

‘No-Shoh!’ cried one of the five. ‘He’s always doing that!’

‘No matter,’ quoth the leader of the group. ‘We shall crush them, or my name isn’t Naginata, the Polite Ass-assin!’

And Dirty Uncle Orty didst step forward with the Gothic Axe, and RJ with the Hyper-X Buttplate. But Booby was confused, and he didst just stand by.

Yet no matter how hard they fought, the Dudes didst find themselves outmatched.

‘We couldst use thy pants!’ RJ spake unto Myles.

‘I shall not fight figments of other people’s imaginations,’ quoth Myles the Unbeliever.

‘No,’ Adria said disgustedly unto her brother, ‘thou only get’st thine ass kicked by them!’

And it came to pass that Yoco and Casey came upon the battle and jumped into the fray, wielding the might of the Edge and the Hammer of Not Bickering. And Jennifer, who was tired of just watching the guys do battle (and of hearing “High” Priestess jokes from these losers) didst use her Split-Form Technique to surround one of the evil warriors.

And that was when Naginata didst finally get into the act. For the Polite Assassin was much stronger than the other Mushroom Thieves, and his power didst turn the tide back in their favor.

‘Thou’rt the Man!’ cried one of the Mushroom Thieves. Quoth another, ‘Ye rock!’

‘No,’ quoth Naginata, ‘only The Man is The Man. Before I wipe all of thee out, I wouldst like to thank whoever freed us from the shadows.’

‘Shit on toxic toast!’ cried Nori as she and the other Dudes didst come upon the battle. ‘Not these guys again! Yo, Scoot! Thou knoweth the fuckin’ drill! Come on! Stomp! And shake that ghetto booty!’

‘So thou’rt the Ass-Kickin’ A-postle of Hondo,’ quoth Naginata. ‘No offense, but thy friends were too weak for good sport.’

‘Thy mother doth set clocks in Hell,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Thou’rt no match for the Power of Steel,’ quoth Naginata, ‘so pay The Man!’

‘Well,’ Scoot said unto his new sword, ‘ ’tis  time  for  us  to  join  in  the fight.’

And Scoot didst open a can of Whoop-Ass, and he didst drink of it be-fore battling Naginata.

Whilst the Dudes didst hold the other Mushroom Thieves at bay, Scoot and Naginata didst clash blades in a battle of wills. Scoot couldst feel the power of the HellRazor floweth through him like lightning.

And Scoot didst slash through Naginata’s belt, causing his pants to fall down.

‘Hey!’ cried Naginata. ‘I wasn’t ready yet!’

‘Thou hast forgotten the cardinal rule of combat,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Do unto others before they canst do unto thee.’

And Naginata didst pull his pants up and didst attack again. But Scoot didst shatter his sword with one blow from the HellRazor.

‘That… that’s no ordinary blade!’ gasped Naginata. ‘So thou’rt the one who removed the HellRazor from its resting place!’

‘They warned thee about me…’ quoth Scoot.

‘Nooo! This can’t be!’ cried Nagi-nata. And his pants didst fall down a-gain. ‘I am the Great Naginata! No mere mortal canst defeat me!’

‘Keep it in thy pants, Naginata!’ quoth Nori.

‘Thou be trippin’, Homes!’ quoth one of the Mushroom Thieves.

‘Remember, thou’rt white, Hoko,’ quoth another.

And the Mushroom Thieves didst vanish in a puff of pixie dust.

And it came to pass that there was another crisis in the Middle East, and the TV news needed consultants, so Scoot couldst not hail a New York taxi. And Matt didst drive up with Sabrina in a Geo.

And the Dudes didst all pile in and take a ride on the wild side, for Matt was also the God of Parking, as ’twas also under his jurisdiction as the God of Everything Else.

‘Damn!’ cried Nori. ‘How the fuck didst thou manage to cram all these losers in here?’

‘To this car,’ spake the Goddess of Being Mean, ‘there is more than meets the eye.’
‘For it looketh like unto a Geo,’ spake the God of Texas Breath Ex-haled, ‘but we have altered its dimen-sions to maketh it the ultimate clown car! We couldst stuffeth twice as many people in here!’
‘How?’ asked Casey. ‘I canst not feel my legs!’

‘And it canst also transform into a four-story-tall robot weasel!’ spake the Goddess of Wisdom.

‘Or a Bathyscaph!’ spake the God of Urinating on Small Children. ‘’Tis  a Triple Changer!’
‘I doubt that,’ quoth Nori. ‘This car is like Lucifer: it hath no balls!’

‘Speaking of which,’ quoth Scoot ‘the Geo seemeth to be running better than usual. What hast thou been feeding those squirrels lately?’

Chapter 6

And the Goddess didst smack him.

And it came to pass that there was one man foolish enough to drive around the God of Parking with a cell phone, and after a short discussion, Matt didst shove it up his ass.

‘Ouch! That’s gotta hurt!’ cried Nori. ‘Thou shalt need a fuckin’ frontal lobotomy to get that phone back, ass-hole!’

‘I calleth that a wireless enema,’ spake the God of Beating the Hell Out of Bill Gates. ‘Thou art to do that to all who endanger our streets by driving with cell phones.’
‘Don’t ye buy no ugly truck!’ spake the Goddess.

‘Hell yeah!’ quoth RJ, but neither he nor Yoco didst have room to bow.

‘Oh, by the way, Brian Fritz,’ spake Matt, ‘we have come up with a new name for thee: Peppy. Thou shalt now be called Brian Fritz “Pud” Yoco “Peppy” Skanky-Bitch.’
And so the Gods of Hondo didst let the Dudes off at the next town, and Scoot didst fall asleep under a tree, for he had not slept in many days.

And it came to pass that Aya-tollah Asshollah didst come unto the town, and Dr Färtnøkker was with him.

‘Now I shall have my revenge a-gainst the Infidels!’ quoth Ayatollah Ass-hollah. ‘Push the button, Herr Doktor!’

And Dr Färtnøkker didst push the button, and a sight more terrifying than Martha Stewart with a hot glue gun,  creepier than that guy who doth paint Happy Little Trees, more disturbing than a John Denver Christmas Special, the Nazi Armored Battle Refrigerator came forth with heavy armor and swastikas, crushing anything in its path.

‘Arise, Scoot! Wake up!’ cried Nori. ‘Goddammit, wake up! How canst thou sleep at a time like this?’

But Scoot didst sleep like the dead, and he wouldst not stir.

And the Dudes went forth, not fifth (or they wouldst be last) to do battle with the Nazi Armored Battle Re-frigerator.

But the Refrigerator was made with the lost art of die-cast construction, and didst not fall apart like those cheap models which art Made in Taiwan; the Dudes couldst not leave even a scratch on it.

‘Fire at will, Admiral!’ cried Dr Färtnøkker, and the Nazi Armored Battle Refrigerator didst open, unleashing a barrage of vintage ’81 eggnog cartons, destroying half the town in one shot.

‘That doth smell like shit!’ cried Nori. ‘I think I’m gonna fuckin’ puke!’

‘Join the club!’ quoth Casey.

And the Dudes didst attack a-gain, but even the Hyper-X Buttplate was no use against the Battle Refriger-ator.

And still Scoot slept and wouldst not awaken.

‘Bomb the town!’ cried Dr Färt-nøkker, and the Battle Refrigerator didst open again, launching packages of last school year’s Mystery Meat.

‘By Barbara Streisand’s beard!’ cried Nori, ‘that thing’s powerful enough to destroy an entire fuckin’ planet! Look for a weakness, ye dumbasses!’

And still Scoot slept and wouldst not awaken.

‘Prepare to fire again!’ quoth Dr Färtnøkker. ‘Ayatollah Asshollah, ye must stop that Dude over there! The machine canst not sense him for some reason!’

‘I shall deal with him myself…’ quoth Ayatollah Asshollah.

‘This refrigerator must be stop-ped, no matter the cost…’ quoth Peppy as he wielded the Edge. ‘But how?’

And that was when he didst trip over the way to pulleth the plug.

‘Damn! That’s one hell of a long extension cord!’ cried Peppy as he didst pull it.

And it came to pass that the Nazi Armored Battle Refrigerator didst fall down and it couldst not get up, and the Dudes didst beat it up like a common copy machine.

‘Let us get the hell out of here!’ cried Dr Färtnøkker, and he didst flee.

‘Thou knoweth, this will cost thee thy funding!’ quoth Ayatollah Asshollah. ‘How couldst thou overlook such a simple weakness?’

And it came to pass that Scoot didst wake up from his refreshing nap. He didst look at the Battle Refrigerator’s remains and asked of the Dudes, ‘Did I miss anything?’

Chapter 7

And to celebrate their victory, the Dudes didst have a great Riverdance in the Hour of Scampering at Psychic Burger.

And there was much rejoicing.

‘Hail, Dudes!’ quoth the guy at the counter. ‘We knoweth who thou art, and we knoweth what thou wanteth.’

And he didst predict what each of the Dudes’ favorite sandwiches were, and they didst eat there.

And so Casey didst go unto the bathroom and taketh a shit.

But little didst he knoweth that this toilet had been smuggled in from Canada, where toilets still flusheth with authority.

And a Genie didst appear before Casey as he flushed, and said unto him, ‘I am the Genie in the Toilet, and I shall grant thee three wishes!’

‘Okay…’ quoth Casey, ‘I wish… um, gee, it wouldst be great if I had more time to think up a wish.’

‘Granted!’ spake the Genie. ‘For thy first wish, I have stopped time.’

‘Huh?’ spake Casey. ‘What the hell? I didst not ask for that!’

‘Thou didst ask for it,’ spake the Genie.

‘Take it back!’ cried Casey.

‘Granted!’ spake the Genie. ‘For thy second wish, I didst take back thy first wish!’

‘That’s not what I meant,’ quoth Casey.

‘Don’t fuck with me!’ spake the Genie. ‘I am the all-powerful Genie in the Toilet! I’ve taken a lot of shit over the years, and I am not going to take it from a moron like thee! Now make thy final wish so I canst go back to sleep!’

‘Fine!’ quoth Casey. ‘I wish I nev-er ate at Psychic Burger!’

And so the Genie in the Toilet (flush) didst turn back time.

Chapter 7

And to celebrate their victory, the Dudes didst have a great Riverdance in the Hour of Scampering at Psychic Burger.

And there was much rejoicing.

‘Hail, Dudes!’ quoth the guy at the counter. ‘We knoweth who thou art, and we knoweth what thou wanteth.’

And he didst predict what each of the Dudes’ favorite sandwiches were, and they didst eat there.

And so Dirty Uncle Orty didst go unto the bathroom and taketh a shit…

THOU HAST REACHED PAGE 69. LET US REJOICE… THERE, WAS THAT NOT FUN?

The Book of Kungfucius

(The Book of Kungfucius was brought to thee by Uncle Jemima’s Homeless Guy’s Bourbon. For Aunt Jemima might knoweth her syrups, but he knoweth his liquor! Perfect for drinking under any bridge, for the key— and only— in-gredient is booze!)

And it came to pass that Scoot was pursued by Evil-Cam, which didst hunt him through forest and field, and the Voice of the Turtle was heard in the land.

Before the Dudes couldst catch up with him, Scoot didst find himself lost in the frozen storage chambers of Area 51. But his denim jacket would not keep him warm for long as he didst wander among the vast, frozen chambers.

And he didst freeze his ass off, for no matter which way he went, he couldst not find the way he came in.

And it came to pass that when Scoot couldst go no farther, and he didst collapse on the floor, that the God of Everything Else didst appear before him as a backwards rhombus, and said unto him: ‘Scoot…  Scoot…  Thou canst not fall now…   Thou art destined for more than this…’
‘Lord Matt…’ quoth Scoot, ‘Help me… Matt…’

‘Thou shalt go unto the end of the Endless Highway,’ spake the God of Missing Clientele. ‘There, thou shalt seek out Kungfucius, the most fucked-up martial arts master in the Known Uni-verse. He shall teach thee the art of Confusionism. Thou must master thy powers if thou art to fight with the Might of Old…’
And the God of the Word ‘Fuck’ didst vanish, leaving Scoot alone in the cold.

‘Matt! Ye bastard…’ quoth Scoot as he didst pass out.

‘Dear sweet pants!’ cried Nori as the Dudes didst come upon Scoot. ‘Get him a fucking power pill, dumbass!’

And Casey didst give Scoot a power pill, a groovy grape one. ’Twas much like unto a healing potion, but in an easy-to-swallow capsule form. And Yoco didst use a stolen alien death-ray to thaw Scoot out.

‘Scoot! Art thou okay?’ asked the Dudes. ‘Tell us! What the hell happened to thee?’

‘I thought I was going to die, but then Lord Matt didst appear to me in a vision,’ quoth Scoot, ‘and he command-ed me to find the end of the Endless Highway. The least he could have done was leave me a fuckin’ winter coat…’

‘I don’t believe it!’ quoth Myles the Unbeliever.

‘And how the fuck dost thou in-tend to do that?’ asked Nori.

‘I do not know,’ quoth Scoot. ‘But somehow I must seek out the Master Kungfucius. With his training, I shall be-come stranger than ever.’

‘But Scoot,’ quoth Yoco, ‘no one hath ever found the end of the Endless Highway. Art thou sure about this?’

‘Sure I’m sure,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for just because no one hath found the end doth not make it endless. I have a long, strange trip ahead of me.’

‘So, what else is new?’ quoth Nori.

‘But first,’ quoth Scoot, ‘since it would appear that we have somehow infiltrated Area 51, and that damn Evil-Cam hath Security too busy to bother with us, I’ve got too much fun ahead of me!’

And so the Dudes didst steal a Centauri space cruiser, and didst party down with the ship’s kick-ass sound sys-tem as they cruised around space be-fore crash-landing back on Earth after running out of gas.

And there was much rejoicing.

‘Where in the name of the hippo-fuckin’ Jade Giraffe didst thou learn to drive like that!?’ demanded Nori.

‘I do not know,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for I didst scare my driving instructor into retirement.’

‘Now ye tell us,’ quoth RJ. ‘The auto-pilot was doing better than thee!’

After the intergalactic joyride, the time came for Scoot to say farewell to the Dudes as he didst set forth on his quest to find the end of the Endless Highway.

‘Come back to us,’ quoth Nori. ‘If ye don’t, who else shall I bitch out?’

‘There’s always Yoco,’ quoth he.

And Scoot the Ko’An didst take up his staff and set forth on the Endless Highway.

Canst Scoot find the end of the Endless Highway? Canst he find the Master Kungfucius? Canst the Dudes get by for five minutes without his help?

Findeth out the answers to these and other questions in the next exciting problematic chapter of the Book of Hondo!

Chapter 2

Politically correct terms abound these days for obesity: Gravity Impaired, Sex-ily Challenged, Extra Important, Over-board, or just plain Fat.

Art thou tired of being consider-ed From The ’80s and unattractive be-cause of thy weight?

Now there’s a new, revolutionary way to lose weight without groping: ’tis called the Extreme Ass-Flex, and it is the key to slimming down whilst still en-joying all the popkins and tooterfish thou canst eat!

Dost thou want to lose those Buddhist Handles? The Ass-Flex work-eth the upper-, lower- and squeaky abs in one easy, flatulent motion!

All thou doeth is implode, and the parsecs melteth away like butter!

Is thy ass the size of a Clin-ton? The Extreme Ass-Flex canst help thee cut it down to size in dickety-six weeks, or thy money back!

Art thine arms Republican and flabby? Toneth them up with the Ass-Flex! Thou canst even tone thy thighs and thy weasel whilst thou’rt at it!

This incredible machine is the most versatile home exercise extension in the world, and it can be thine for only 500 million dinars, or 380 shekels, or 5 Jeweled Scarabs, a chicken and a bag of rice!

And if thou’rt not completely sat-isfied with thy results, return it and we shall giveth unto thee a free Communist video and a hippo!

Jackasses art standing by!

Now back to the Book of Hondo (Now in real Scootish accents!):

And it came to pass that as the Mc-Dudes were using Mcduct tape for evil, the God of McHumor passed by, and a great and strong Mcwind rent the mountains, and didst break in pieces the Mcrocks before him. And McDerrick didst appear before them as a burnt-oot squirrel rubbing suntan lotion on his Mc-nuts, and he said unto them: ‘Hail, Mc-Dudes! ’Tis I, the God of Hawai’ian Mc-Shirts, this time!’
‘Hoo didst thou decide who this Mctime?’ quoth McBooby. ‘McDice? Mc-Darts? McRock Paper Scissors?’

‘McArm wrestling!’ spake the God of McOrange Juice McDrinking.

‘Boot thou…’ quoth McRJ.

‘McDammit! We maketh the Mc-Rules, we breaketh the McRules,’ spake the God of McDammit. ‘I am come bear-ing really fucked-up Mctidings. We were oot scootin’ aboot when we thought up a new Mcname for McPeppy. From hence Mcforth, thou shalt be called Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy McBean Skanky Bitch.’
‘McBean!’ cried McBean. ‘Why dost thou Mctorture me?’

‘ ’Cause thou’rt the Hans!’ sang the God of McEvil.

And the God of All McThings Found Under Couch McCushions didst vanish from their Mcmidst, and the Mc-Dudes didst set oot on their Mcway.

Boot they didst not go far before they came upon two McFaeries.

‘Well shoveth me up a Mcmonk-ey’s ass and call me a wireless Mc-enema!’ cried McNori. ‘ ’Tis McButt and McFuct!’

‘McNori?’ quoth one of the Mc-Faeries. ‘Ach! McNori, old Mcfriend!’

‘Aye,’ quoth the other McFaerie. ‘It canst be no one Mc-else. Ach! Oot o’ all the McFaeries, only McNori couldst curse up a blue Mcstreak like that!’

‘McDudes!’ quoth McNori, ‘these art mine old Mcfriends, McButt and Mc-Fuct the Politically Correct McFaerie. Whom I see is as Mcconservative as ever. McButt, McFuct, these Mcguys art the McDudes.’

‘The McDudes!’ cried McFuct. ‘So they art the ones the Gods of Mc-Hondo didst summon thee to help in their Mcquest! Is McScoot the Ko’An with them?’

‘McNay,’ quoth McNori, ‘for the Gods of McHondo hath sent McScoot on a quest to find the end of the Endless McHighway.’

‘Oh,’ quoth McFuct, ‘I was so looking Mcforward to Mcmeeting him. So tell me, how do I look in these new Mcshoes?’

‘Ye Mclook absatively posolutely liberal, McFuct,’ quoth McNori with a Mc-evil smirk.

‘Why must ye always make fun o’ Mc-me?’ asked McFuct.

‘Wouldst thou rather I say they make thee look fat as a Mchippo’s ass?’ asked McNori.

‘Thou’rt impossible!’ cried Mc-Fuct.

‘McNori,’ quoth McButt, ‘This is not a Mcsocial call. We have come hither to tell thee of a Mcmatter of great importance.’

And she didst whisper something in McNori’s ear, but no one else didst Mchear.

‘Really? Seriously?’ cried Mc-Nori. ‘Ach! Mcfuck! This doth suck!’

‘McNori…’ quoth McFuct, ‘me-thinks thou Mcmeaneth “This doth not meet mine Mcexpectations.” ’

‘Is it really true, McButt?’ asked McNori in a Mc-hushed voice.

‘Ach,’ quoth McButt, ‘ ’tis Mctrue.’

‘Well, McDudes,’ quoth McNori, ‘I’m afraid I must away to run a Mc-errand in McFaerie Land. McButt, wilt thou come with Mc-me?’

‘But of course,’ quoth McButt.

‘Damn skippy,’ quoth McNori.

‘Mmm… McSkippy…’ quoth Mc-Butt.

‘Now I shall leave McFuct the Politically Correct McFaerie to help thee in thy quest,’ quoth McNori. ‘Gods know thou Mcdumbasses couldst use it. Now go forth, and resist Mcdomination!’

And so McNori the Cursing Mc-Faerie didst set oot with McButt, leaving McFuct the Politically Correct McFaerie to help the McDudes in their quest for the McThing with the Stuff.

‘Mcshit!’ quoth McCasey. ‘First McScoot, now McNori! What else canst go Mcwrong?’

‘Noo McCasey,’ quoth McFuct. ‘Thou shouldst not mcutter obscenities. If thou’rt to have my Mchelp, thou shalt all giveth the Mcsailor talk the ol’ heave-ho. McNori hath clearly been a bad Mc-influence on ye.’

‘Ach! I just had to Mc-ask…’ quoth McCasey.

‘Mcnoo,’ quoth McFuct, ‘I shall teach the McWays of Political Correct-ness. But first… McRJ, Mcwhat is that Mc-hanging out of thy Mcpants?’

‘ ’Tis me Hyper-X McButtplate,’ quoth McRJ.

‘ ’Tisn’t proper to Mcsay such Mcthings,’ quoth McFuct. ‘McRemember the McSoccer Mom McRule: If ’twill off-end a McSoccer Mom, thou shouldst not Mcsay it…’

And so McFuct didst begin to Mcteach the McDudes in the McWays of Political Correctness, but the McDudes just didst not Mcget it.

Mcmeanwhile, as the McDudes were enduring the presence of McFuct the Politically Correct McFaerie, Mc-Scoot the Ko’An stood looking doon another Mcstretch of the Endless Mc-Highway, which didst make the distant horizon seem Mcfarther than ever.

‘There must be an end…’ quoth McScoot, for he had been walking for many Mcdays. ‘But how to get Mc-there?… The Bible of McDreams sayeth that the Mcjourney is the destination so perhaps I shouldst not Mcworry aboot the distance and just enjoy the Mcride… Sing unto the Gods of McHondo a powered-up Mcsong…’

And so Scoot didst pop a Mc-power pill to restoreth his Mcstrength, strap on his walkman and didst start Mcrunning. With a tape of good Mc-tunes, the endless Mcmiles seemed to go by in no time, and before he Mcknew it, he didst find himself standing before a McSpooky Door.

And McScoot didst enter the Mc-Spooky Door. Beyond was a place of light and Mcsong, oot beyond ideas of Mcright and Mcwrong, where a dozen cats didst walk around like they owned the Mcplace.

So McScoot didst walk up to one of them, and Mcasked of him, ‘Tell me, O Fluffy One, where is the McMaster Kungfucius?’

And the cat didst look at Mc-Scoot with that distinctly Mcfeline ex-pression that sayeth, ‘What’s thy Mc-problem?’

And McScoot didst decide to Mc-give unto the cat a Mcburnt offering, for he had never met a cat who couldst maketh him feel quite that Mcstupid with one glance.

And so McScoot didst make unto the cat a Mcburnt offering of the Mcbirds which lived there. And McScoot’s Mc-offering was Mcpleasing to the cat’s Mc-sight, but still he wouldst not train Mc-Scoot.

‘McDoing, what art thou!?’ cried a crazy-looking old Mcman as came out of the old Mchoose nearby. And he asked of McScoot, ‘McGet here, hoo didst thou?’

Quoth McScoot, ‘I was oot scoot-in’ aboot.’

‘Somehoo found the end of the Endless McHighway thou hast,’ quoth he. ‘Makest thou worthy of my Mc-training, that doth. Kungfucius I am.’

At last, McScoot hath reached the end of the Endless McHighway. Noo he canst begin his mysterious Mctrain-ing with Kungfucius.

But is McScoot ready for it? And what is Confusionism? Find out in the next fucked-up Mc-chapter of the Book of McHondo…

Chapter 3

INSTRUCTION: Enroll at Home of Hair-balls Martial Arts School. Learn the ancient arts of Karate, Curse Fu, Clock-jitsu, Romulan Kick-Shitting, and Ko’An-ken. Contact Chewbacca at 1-800-555-FUCK, or damn him in person.

Thou art reading the Book of Hondo. Now back to the story:

In Non-Euclidean Space there lived a man whose name and number were not listed. And these art the descendants of the man whose name and number were not listed:

And the Man Whose Name and Number Were Not Listed beget Ithiel. And Ithiel beget the Ghost of Tom Joad. And the Ghost of Tom Joad beget Is-sachar. And Issachar beget Nebat. And Nebat beget the Last Emperor.

And the Last Emperor beget a monkey. And the monkey beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta beget Vegeta. And Vegeta be-get… well, ye get the idea…

And Jakeh beget the Son of the Hawai’ian King Kaméhaméha. And the Son of the Hawai’ian King Kaméhaméha beget Kungfucius.

And it came to pass one day in the Place of Light and Song, that a man didst enter the Spooky Door at the end of the Endless Highway.

And the man said unto him, ‘I am Scoot the Ko’An, the First Apostle of Hondo. I seek thy training, O Great Mas-ter Kungfucius.’

‘What have ye got, wouldst thou showeth me?’ asked Kungfucius. ‘For stranger than I look am I.’

And so Scoot didst stand back-wards.

‘All thou hast, is that?’ demand-ed Kungfucius. ‘Do that standing on my head I couldst.’

‘Well, Kungfucius, I do have this,’ quoth Scoot, and he didst draw the Hell-Razor.

‘The HellRazor…’ quoth Kung-fucius. ‘Remember to say the words didst thou, before removing it from its resting place?’

‘Why doth everyone keep asking me that?’ quoth Scoot. ‘Maybe we didst not say every single syllable of it, but basically we didst say what we couldst read.’

‘Guah!’ cried Kungfucius. ‘Real-ize thou not that by removing the sword without saying the words, raiseth hell thou hast?’

‘Yeah, yeah,’ quoth Scoot, ‘we have already had that lecture from the Monkey Man. Now wouldst thou traineth me in the way of Confusionism?’

‘Impatient art thou,’ quoth Kung-fucius, ‘but hast thou a sense of humor to match thine apparent powers?’

‘Why didst the chicken crosseth the road—’

‘Pedestrian,’ quoth Kungfucius.

‘A Montanan, a Canadian, and a North Dakotan—’

‘Too local.’

‘Why didst the monkey fall out of the tree?’ quoth Scoot.

‘I know not,’ quoth Kungfucius.

‘Because he was dead,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Why didst the second monkey fall out of the tree?’

‘A second please give me…’ quoth Kungfucius. ‘I know not.’

‘Because he was stapled to the first monkey,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Passable…’ quoth Kungfucius, though Scoot couldst see that Kungfu-cius was trying very hard not to laugh, and was greatly failing, at that.

‘Oh yeah!’ quoth Scoot, ‘Well, why didst the third monkey fall out of the tree?’

‘Um… Uh…’ quoth Kungfucius. ‘Heard this one I have…’

‘Peer pressure!’ quoth Scoot.

‘Stop it!’ cried Kungfucius, for he was now rolling on the ground laughing. ‘Killing me, thou art!’

‘Come on, Kungfucius, even my aunt’s old Commodore computer couldst compute that!’

And they didst laugh their asses off.

‘Beginner’s luck hast thou,’ quoth Kungfucius, ‘for a master of comedy I am.’

‘But I thought thou’rt a master of martial arts,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for the Gods of Hondo hath sent me here to train in the art of Confusionism.’

‘Learn to quantemplate ye must before taking on the philosophy of Con-fusionism,’ quoth Kungfucius. ‘Not just decorations, these cats art, for super-intelligent beings art they. To prepare thee, teachest thou psychic kung fu and verbal jujitsu I will. Reach a new level thou shalt. But first hit the books thou must. Walk this way.’

And Scoot didst, following the Master Kungfucius all the way to the attic, which was cluttered with ancient books.

For Kungfucius was the Keeper of Arcane and Forgotten Knowledge, as well as the Lost Runes of Wisdom.

And so Scoot didst begin his training in the attic of Kungfucius, in a place of light and song, with twelve cats laughing at him.

Canst Scoot complete Kungfu-cius’s training? What wilt become of the Dudes in his absence? Learn more of their fate in the next self-destructing chapter of the Book of Hondo…

Chapter 4

FOR SALE: Must sell 1884 Chevy Shit-Mobile. In fat Italian condition. Cat-pan orange with hot-black trim. 31-wheel drive. A steal at forty-twelve dollars.

Thou art reading the Book of Hondo. Now back to the story:

And the Dudes didst resume their quest for the Thing with the Stuff, but without Scoot the Ko’An and Nori the Cursing Faerie, the days didst become dull and uneventful.

And it came to pass that the Demigoddess Heidi didst appear before RJ in a dream, and said unto him: ‘RJ… Go forth and findeth a chicken. Thou shalt taketh the chicken and cut its head off, then drink thee the warm blood spurting from its neck…
‘Thou shalt then bury it under a yew tree in a cemetery at midnight, and leaveth it for three days. At midnight of the third day, thou must diggeth it up whilst singing “Original Prankster” back-wards, and in Swahili…

‘Thou shalt then feedeth the dirty three-day-old carcass to a three-legged goat. If the goat doth try to get it on with thee, it meaneth thou hast done some-thing wrong, and thou shalt have to start all over again…

‘But if ye did this right, the goat shalt vomit up a blue substance which thou must eateth in no more than ten seconds. Don’t worry, for the hallucina-tions shouldst stop after a day or two…

‘If thou doeth these things, thou shalt attain lost knowledge that wilt help thee…’ (props Little Miss 1565/Off-spring)

‘But beware: if thou maketh even one mistake, heaven knoweth who or what the hell thou shalt awaken as. Go forth, not fifth, or thou shalt be last, RJ…’

And so RJ didst do as the Demi-goddess of Hondo commanded him.

Unfortunately, he didst make a mistake, and didst awaken as Rat Boy. And so Rat Boy didst do as the Demi-goddess of Hondo commanded him. But it didst take him several more mistakes to get back to his original self. And when it was all over, he didst write down all that he didst see in his visions.

And these were the writings of RJ, the Assistant God of Hondo:

‘Congratulations on thy purchase of the Thing with the Stuff! This amazing item shalt be more useful than any ten things thou owneth, more helpful even than thy towel. Thou art truly lucky to possess it.
‘Instructions: Thou shalt inserteth Tab A into Slot B (see thee Figure C-4). Then thou shalt install the dilithium power unit and turneth the key on the back three times (see thee Figure F-0). The number of times thou shalt turn the key shalt not be one, nor shalt it be two; nor shalt it be four or five; only three times shalt thou turn it, lest great and terrible things shouldst happen…
‘If thou doth desire to read the rest of this manual, thou must taketh a mummified cat and—’

‘What art thou reading?’ asked Fuct the Politically Correct Faerie. ‘Hey! This is totally inappropriate for thou to readeth!’

And she didst take a Zippo light-er and didst burn the Instruction Manual for the Thing with the Stuff (Abridged).

‘Great!’ quoth RJ. ‘Now I hath to start all over again!’

‘Surely the rod up her ass hath a rod up its ass,’ quoth McBean.

And it came to pass whilst they were fighting over the Instruction Man-ual, that a piece of it didst tear off and light Myles’ hair.

‘Ding-dong doodly damn!’ cried Myles the Unbeliever as he didst dance around, for his blue hair dye didst burn really hot.

‘Oh shit!’ quoth Casey. ‘The Un-believer hath uttered a curse.’

‘D’oh!’ quoth Myles. ‘Um, I mean I don’t believe it!’

‘What is wrong with ye people?’ cried Fuct. ‘Why must thou always curse and swear? Why must thou always be doing these retarded things? Why canst thou not conform?’

And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders.

And Adria didst prophesy: ‘And a time shall come when the Little Black Box canst not be found. And the people shall say, “Here cometh the fortune cookies! Here cometh the fortune cook-ies! They art wearing paper hats!” For the return of Bob the Kiwi shalt mark the end of the world of men…’

‘Whoo-hoo!’ cried Jennifer. ‘Gim-me a big hell yeah! Testify!’

‘Jennifer!’ snapped Fuct.

‘…In the Eighth Hour of the Eighth Day of the Eighth Month of the Eighth Year, a goat shalt sneeze… and it will be good. The chicken shalt get the rebound and keep playing. Of all the minutes that were taken away, will thy watch be waiting? Biteth the wax tad-pole, for drinking Pepsi shalt bring back thine ancestors!’

And so Fuct didst give the Dudes a long lecture about performing rituals with chickens, digging in cemeteries, and listening to devil-music.

Meanwhile, Scoot had trained for many days under the watchful eye of Kungfucius. Once he hit the books, he had read from the Lost Chapters, the Missing Pages.

‘Master thy power thou must,’ quoth Kungfucius, ‘or master thee thy power shalt.’

‘Wow!’ quoth Scoot, ‘I’m hitting the books at a college level!’

For the books were indeed hard targets, but after playing Brockian Ultra-Cricket with them for many days, he had reached into new mental realms, and didst completely trash Kungfucius’ attic.

‘Thy kicks pack quite a punch, but giveth thy punches more kick, thou must,’ quoth Kungfucius.

‘I wonder how Nori is doing…’ quoth Scoot, for in his quantemplations he had seen Nori running her errand in Faerie Land.

‘Concentrate!’ quoth Kungfucius. ‘Concentrate thou must!’

As Scoot doth continue his train-ing with Kungfucius, Nori hath almost finished her mysterious errand in Faerie Land. Wilt Nori return in time to help the Dudes? Canst she finish her errand? Find out in the next fistagonal chapter of the Book of Hondo!

Chapter 5

LOST: Red and green Yoshi. Answereth to the name Mayor Quimby. Do not at-tempt to embezzle on thine own. Get thee some help.

Thou art reading the Book of Hondo. Now back to the story:

And it came to pass that the Dudes were cruising down the highway with their stereo blasting, and Fuct the Pol-itically Correct Faerie was complaining about all the bad words in the songs.

‘Wilt thou please turn that off?’ quoth Fuct.

‘What wouldst thou have us list-en to?’ quoth an exasperated Casey.

‘What about Madonna, or maybe N’Sync?’ Fuct didst suggest.

‘Dost thou really listen to that crap?’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty.

‘Please loseth that commode-mouth,’ quoth Fuct. ‘And what’s wrong with Madonna?’

‘Ye know,’ quoth Jennifer, ‘most of those guys don’t even make their own songs.’

‘Yes they do!’ cried Fuct. ‘I hear-eth them on the radio all the time.’

‘Now thou knoweth why Scoot doth not listen to the radio,’ quoth Adria.

‘Hast thou ever heard of pitch-correctors?’ asked McBean. ‘Most lip-sync, for they sucketh so much.’

‘I don’t believe it!’ quoth Myles the Unbeliever.

‘Lies! Lies!’ cried Fuct. ‘Nori doth always tell me the same thing! Now, we shalt go over the basic concepts of Pol-itical Correctness again, as thou hast al-ready seemed to have forgotten them.

‘If thou intendeth to succeed in this world, thou canst not run around saying things which offendeth people.’

‘Even if ’tis the truth?’ quoth RJ.

‘Especially if ’tis the truth,’ quoth Fuct. ‘Remember, thou shouldst never let the world see the real thou…’

And it came to pass whilst Fuct was giving her lecture about the Import-ance of Conformity, that a police car didst come upon them with flashing lights and sirens.

So the Dudes didst pull over.

And the Sheriff didst break one of their taillights, and rip off their ‘Fuck Authority’ bumper sticker whilst several more cruisers didst pull up.

‘Okay,’ quoth Fuct, ‘for once try to remembereth the things which I have taught thee. Please, no donut jokes. No oinking— Casey, I am looking in thy dir-ection…’

‘License and registration,’ quoth the Sheriff, for he was a man of consid-erable girth. ‘Thou knoweth the drill.’

‘But thou knoweth who we art,’ quoth Casey. ‘As the Beige Knight of Hondo, I demandeth to know why thou hast stopped us.’

‘We have been searching for the Dudes for some time,’ quoth the Sheriff. ‘If thou’rt doing nothing wrong, then thou wouldst not mind if we doth look in thy trunk.’

‘Jennifer?…’ quoth the Dudes as they didst look at her in unison, for she was the High Priestess of Hondo.

‘We shalt look anyway, since we have a warrant,’ quoth the Sheriff.

‘Warrant?’ cried RJ. ‘For what?’

‘Hey!’ cried Fuct. ‘What art thou doing? What hath happened to our civil rights?’

‘ ’Tis called the Status Quo…’ quoth McBean.

‘This must be some kind of mis-understanding,’ quoth Fuct. ‘Dudes, I think we shouldst not fight them, for that wouldst be bad. Surely if we surrend-ereth, they might be gracious enough to—’

‘Thou shalt respect mine authori-tah!’ cried the Sheriff as he didst haul out his flyswatter.

And such was the end of Fuct the Politically Correct Faerie. And there was much rejoicing.

‘We have a warrant for the arrest of the Dudes,’ quoth the Sheriff. ‘Thou shalt tell us where Scoot the Ko’An is!’

‘Look thee no further. I am Scoot the Ko’An,’ quoth McBean.

‘No. I am Scoot the Ko’An!’ cried Casey.

‘No, I am Scoot the Ko’An!’ cried Adria.

‘I am Scoot the Ko’An!’ cried the Dudes in unison.

And the Dudes didst roll up the windows and lock the doors, making funny faces at the cops. Then they didst peel out in a cloud of burnt rubber.

‘After them! They art slowly get-ting away!’ cried the Sheriff, for the Dudes couldst not go faster by not going slower in an 1884 Chevy Shit-Mobile.

And it came to pass that the Sheriff didst have a heart attack from eating too many donuts, and breathed his last.

‘Faster!’ cried Pud.

‘I can’t!’ cried Casey. ‘It’s a Geo!’

And the Goddess didst appear and smack him.

‘ ’Tis not!’ cried Adria.

‘Aye, but ’twas fun to say.’

And the Dudes didst lead the cops and their helicopters on a low-speed chase down the highway until their poor gas mileage didst send them coasting to a halt.

‘Pay The Man!’ cried the cops who didst challenge the Dudes.

And the Dudes didst resist with raised fists, fighting with all their might.

But the Dudes were no match for their rubber bullets and bean-bag launchers. Even the Hyper-X Buttplate was of no avail against them. The cops didst get to have a good old-fashioned beat-down, and bust the Dudes for weapons violations, for there were laws in that land against concealed buttplates and Gothic axes.

And so it came to pass that the Dudes were led into captivity in chains.

Whilst the Dudes were forming one-man conga lines in prison, Scoot the Ko’An was levitating whilst he was meditating, when he didst see disturbing visions of the Dudes, and they were in terrible danger.

For Kungfucius had taught him how to better quantemplate. And Scoot didst fall down.

‘Scoot, constipateth thou must,’ quoth Kungfucius. ‘Let the power flow-eth through thee.’

‘But ’tis harder than it looketh,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for the gravity is strong in this attic. Why is that, anyway?’

‘Never mindeth thou that,’ quoth Kungfucius. ‘Trouble constipating, thou hast?’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for I see in my meditations visions of the Dudes, and they art in great peril. I want to stay and train with thee, but methinks they art in over their heads, for I canst not see Nori. Without her, those dumbasses have not a fucking clue what to do.’

‘But ready art thou to face these adversaries?’ quoth Kungfucius. ‘More powerful than any thou hast faced, they art. Yes, minions of The Man…’

‘There is only one way to find out,’ quoth Scoot, and he didst draw the HellRazor, saying, ‘for I am as ready as I shall ever be.’

‘Scoot, behind leave thy sword,’ quoth Kungfucius. ‘Thy staff take up, for time to put thy true power to the test it is.’

And so Scoot didst take up his staff once more, and Kungfucius didst give him a ziplock baggy of power pills.

‘Mine own homebrew these art,’ quoth Kungfucius. ‘Hath some extra kick they do. Hee! Hee!’

‘Thanks,’ quoth Scoot.

And Scoot didst exit the Spooky Door from the place of light and song and didst set forth once more to help the Dudes. After training under Kungfucius, Scoot felt light as a feather and couldst summon up more power than ever.

And the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle didst say the Runner’s Prayer: ‘Mighty Gods of Hondo, lighteth a fire under mine ass, that I might go faster by not going slow-er.’

But he didst have to run all the way around the world to get there, and he didst crank up his walkman and run across deserts, and down highways, through forests, over mountains, and across the sea.

Canst Scoot save his friends? Hast his training with Kungfucius been enough? Find out in the next action-packed chapter of the Book of Hondo!

Chapter 6

AD FOR MOVIE: Hey, mon! If thou theenketh thou hast seen dee best oction movie of dee summa, thou hast not seen notheeng yet! Wait till thou seeth dees, mon! Da Legend of Ex-treeeme Jaake! CrossFire Feelm's latest production. See Extreeeme Jaake blow away anytheeng that standeth in hees way, mon! Anytheeng! …Extreeeme Velocity! …Extreeeme Powa! …Ex-treeeme Action! …Extreeeme Ex-plosions! …Extreeeme Jaake!! Coming to theaters anywhere but where thou art. Hov thee an extreeeme summa with Extreeeme Jaake! Cross da borda, mon!
Thou art reading the Book of Hondo. Now back to the story:

At long last, Scoot didst finally reach the court where the Dudes were being tried unfairly by the minions of The Man. He had passed through a wave of strange traps on his way into the eerily empty town, all brought on by a mysterious force he couldst not put his finger on.

Now he stood before the guards at the door, and he had run out of ideas. So Scoot didst pop a Mentos to maketh himself fresh…

And it came to pass that Nori the Cursing Faerie didst finally return from her mysterious errand to find that the Dudes were being tried by the minions of The Man.

But the doors were locked, and no one wouldst let her in.

‘This locked door is no match for me!’ cried she. ‘I shall curse it off its stupid, dumbshit, goddam, motherfuck-ing hinges!’

And she didst curse at it with all her might until it didst fall off its stupid, dumbshit, goddam, motherfucking hin-ges.

And so she didst enter the court-room to find the Bailiff reading charges. And these were the charged leveled a-gainst the Dudes:

‘…Defying the Laws of Thermo-dynamics, Carrying a Concealed Butt-plate, Corrupting the Youth, First Deg-ree Homicide for the murder of the Sheriff—’

‘My ass!’ cried Nori. ‘For the pig didst have a fucking heart attack before the battle even started! Just getting off his fat ass was too much for him!’

‘Dost thou ever knock?’ demand-ed the Judge.

‘I’m a barger, not a knocker.’

‘Where is Scoot the Ko’An?’ de-manded the Judge. ‘Where is he hid-ing?’

‘Ha!’ cried Nori. ‘Scoot wouldst never hide from the likes of thee! He’ll get here! And when he doth, he shall show thee what a fucking coward thou art!’

‘Whatever…’ quoth the Judge.

And the Bailiff didst resume the reading of charges:

‘Disturbing the Peace, Resisting Arrest, Possession…’

‘That stuff wasn’t mine!’ cried the High Priestess Jennifer.

‘…Stealing Government Proper-ty, Reckless Driving, Indecent Expos-ure, Medical Fraud, Crossdressing With-out a License, Tax Avoision, and Over-time Parking.’

‘Hast the Imperial Magistrate reached a verdict?’ quoth the Prosec-utor. ‘Guilty or Innocent?’

And in the Hour of Worrying, an old man didst barge into the courtroom wearing robes and a beard shouting, ‘Let my people go!’

‘Who the hell art thou?’ cried the Judge.

‘Yo, the Scootly One is in the house, y’all!’ cried Nori.

And Scoot didst tear away the fake beard, saying unto them, ‘I am in-deed Scoot the Ko’An, the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle, and I come bearing a message. Sayeth the Gods of Hondo: “Let my people go!” ’

‘And dost thou really expecteth me to just hand these criminals over to a wanted man?’ quoth the Judge.

‘At least I don’t parade around in my bathrobe carrying a hammer,’ quoth Scoot. For he was still wearing his Gi from training with Kungfucius.

And there was much laughter.

‘Order in the court!’ cried the Judge. ‘Order sayeth I!’

‘I shall have a Vodka Martini—’ quoth Scoot, ‘Shaken not stirred.’

‘I repeat,’ quoth the Prosecutor, ‘Hast the Imperial Magistrate reached a verdict? Guilty or innocent?’

‘Hey, dumbass!’ quoth Scoot. ‘I challenge thee!’

‘Thou art too late,’ quoth the Pro-secutor. ‘Thou canst not change things ex post facto.’

‘What didst thou sayeth?’ quoth Scoot. ‘I am afraid I never learned to speak thy tongue.’

‘And, which tongue, pray tell, wouldst that be?’

‘The Forked one, of course.’

‘Ha!’ cried the Prosecutor. ‘Thou art no match for my legal mumbo-jumbo!’

‘Fuck the bullshit! ’Tis time to throw down!’ cried Scoot. And he didst throw down his staff, and it didst turn into a snappy defense lawyer.

And after a short, harsh debate which no one else couldst understand, Scoot’s lawyer didst defeat the Pro-secutor.

‘Thou hast a very competent staff, Scoot…’ quoth the Judge.

‘Yes, yes,’ quoth the Bailiff, ‘but hast the Imperial Magistrate reached a verdict? Guilty or innocent?’

‘Innocent…’ quoth the Judge. ‘Feed them to the Kreeblies!’

‘I canst sum up my position on that matter with just one finger,’ quoth Scoot.

Which Nori didst demonstrate for him.

‘Let my people go!’

‘Never!’ cried the Judge.

And both lawyers didst turn into staves, and Scoot and the Judge didst fight a duel. And Scoot didst bust out some kung fu action on his ass.

‘How didst he become so hard- core?’ quoth the Judge. ‘He shouldst be no match for me…’

‘Thou hast forgotten the cardinal rule of combat,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for ’tis bet-ter to give than to receive.’

‘Thou hast no idea what thou’rt up against!’ cried the Judge, as he didst shatter, revealing a hooded figure with only one eye. ‘…Pay The Man!’

And that was when the Kreeblies didst swarm into the courtroom.

Hey! ’Tis I, Scoot! and in the next chapter of the Book of Hondo, I must find a way to beateth the System and save my friends. And what is it with this one-eyed man? Find out in the next weird-ass chapter of the Book of Hondo!

Chapter 7

SHAMELESS SELF-PROMOTION: For Chapter 7 was brought to thee by Scoot the Ko’An: unmolested by focus groups since 1977.

Thou art reading the Book of Hondo. Now back to the story:

‘What the fuck art those things!?’ cried Yoco.

‘Shit! Those art Kreeblies!’ cried Nori. ‘And they art everywhere!’

For Kreeblies didst look like evil Jawas, with black cloaks and glowing green eyes.

‘They don’t look so tough,’ quoth Casey. ‘I canst handle them.’

‘Speak for thyself!’ quoth Nori.

Whilst Scoot didst battle the one-eyed man, Nori didst steal the key from the Bailiff and didst use it to free the Dudes, who didst do battle with the Kreeblies.

For Scoot had powered up more than ever, but the Kreeblies didst keep interrupting their fight.

‘We canst not hold out much longer!’ cried Dirty Uncle Orty. ‘They art not very strong, but they just keep coming!’

‘How many art there?’ demand-ed RJ.

And so the Dudes were fighting a losing battle against Kreeblies too in-numerable to count.

‘Now I shall have thy Lucky Charms!’ cried the one-eyed man, for he had managed to knock the staff out of Scoot’s hand.

‘No thou shalt not!’ cried Jennifer as she didst come out of hiding from under the evidence table. And she held in her hand a Voodoo doll she had made out of the bags of herb from the table. ‘Thou hast beaten innocent people! Thou hast planted false evi-dence to accuse me! Thou hast mocked my position as the High Priestess of Hondo! This time thou hast gone too far! Let my people go!’

‘Ha!’ quoth the one-eyed man. ‘Dost thou think I shall back off in my moment of triumph? For I have defeated the so-called Ass— Ooowwwwww! Thou bitch! That hurt!’

For Jennifer had stuck a pin up the doll’s ass.

‘And I shall do it again, if thou doth not let us go!’

And Scoot didst pop one of the power pills which Kungfucius had given him, and didst power up more than ever.

‘Dammit!’ quoth the one-eyed man. And he didst power up. ‘I shall de-feat thee yet!’

‘No ye won’t!’ quoth Jennifer, for this time she didst aim the needle at the doll’s crotch.

‘But how canst this be? I don’t believe in Voodoo!’ cried the one-eyed man.

‘Well, neither doth Myles the Un-believer,’ quoth Jennifer, ‘but it worketh just fine on him.’

‘And I still don’t believe it!’ quoth Myles.

‘Fine,’ quoth the one-eyed man, ‘ye win. But mark my words, thou shalt pay for—’

And Jennifer didst toss the doll in the trash, causing the one-eyed man to go flying out the window into the dump-ster outside.

And so Scoot didst giveth the Dudes some power pills, and they didst kick the Kreeblies’ asses.

And to celebrate their victory, the Dudes didst have a great Riverdance out in the street for all who were down with the free.

‘Is Kungfucius’s training really all that?’ asked Casey.

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, ‘and a bag o’ chips. Hey! I think we shouldst all go back to Kungfucius and train with him. We couldst all benefit from his mysteri-ous training.’

And so the Dudes didst set forth for a place of light and song.

Canst the Dudes maketh it to the Master Kungfucius’? Canst Scoot lead-eth them down the Endless Highway? Now that they have defeated the min-ions of The Man, what other evil tricks hath this mysterious and sinister foe up his sleeve? Find thee out in the next unthinkable chapter of the Book of Hon-do!

Chapter 8

NOW HIRING: We needeth a sneaky young person as a part-time President. Must be over nine years of age and own thine own fruit basket. Damn hours and double-damn pay at $7! per slut.

Thou art reading the Book of Hondo. Now back to the story:

And it came to pass one day in Asgard that the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions didst begin to ponder the limitations on his godly power, and he didst decide that he deserved more.

Upon reaching this conclusion, the God of Dammit stood and spake unto the God of Overwhelming Obesity, saying: ‘As of now, I declareth myself the God of Sex.’
‘No!’ spake the God of Every-thing Else, ‘Sex falleth under the Every-thing Else category, and as I am the God of Everything Else, I therefore am the God of Sex.’
‘I context,’ spake the God of Stupidity, ‘for I really believeth that I shouldst be the God of Sex.’
‘Out of the question,’ spake the God of Bouncies.

‘But what if Sex falleth under the Couch Cushions?’ demanded the God of Hawai’ian Shirts.

‘How canst sex fall under couch cushions?’ spake the God of Bald Bast-ards. ‘That doth beg the question, what exactly is the definition of sex?’
‘After eight years of Bubba, I no longer knoweth!’ cried the God of Magic. ‘I am confusticated!’
And the Gods of Hondo didst turn to Count Chocula™, and Matt said unto him, ‘I shouldst be the God of Sex, right, Chocula™?’
And Count Chocula™ was silent.

‘We shall take that as a yes,’ spake the God of Everything Else.

‘Stupid Count Chocula™,’ spake the God of Stupidity ‘…He doth always side with Matt.’
And so they didst vow to settle this in a manner befitting the Gods of Hondo.

But, after not being able to think of a worthy Contest, they didst decide to seeketh counsel from the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle.

And it came to pass that the Dudes were corrupting the youth when the Gods of Hondo appeared unto them as mummified cats and Matt said unto them: ‘Derrick wisheth to challenge me, but we canst not think of a Contest worthy of a godly dispute.’
‘We ask thee, Scoot,’ spake the God of Orange Juice Drinking, ‘to think up a contest that is worthy of the Gods of Hondo.’
And Scoot didst quantemplate as Kungfucius had taught him, and said unto them, ‘We shouldst settle thy dis-pute according to the rules of Hondo.’

‘Rules?’ the Gods of Hondo didst ask in unison.

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Doth not the Seventh Commandment say “Thou shalt settle all disputes by playing Rock Paper Scissors.”?’

‘Oh, right,’ spake the God of Grape Squishies, ‘we have forgotten a-bout the Commandments. But Rock Paper Scissors is too basic for gods such as we.’
‘Complain not to me, for those art thine own rules,’ quoth Scoot, ‘If thou followeth them not, then what sayeth we shouldst have to?’

‘Fuck! I hate being a role model,’ spake Matt.

‘Canst we not just pull a Pope, and sayeth that the rules don’t apply to us?’ asked the God of Hawai’ian Shirts.

‘No,’ spake the God of Reruns, ‘that wouldst be too Catholic.’
And so Scoot didst call upon all of the Dudes to quantemplate with him.

‘I have an idea,’ quoth Yoco.

‘Shut up, goat-boy,’ spake the God of Dammit.

‘But ’tis a really good idea,’ quoth Yoco. ‘Why don’t we maketh a harder form of Rock Paper Scissors! That way thou canst still follow the Seventh Com-mandment, and the Universe won’t have to instantly disappear and be replaced by something even more bizarre and inexplicable.’

‘That wouldst be a plus…’ spake the God of Resisting Arrest.

‘Sweet merciful crap!’ cried Nori. ‘Is it actually possible for something to make less sense than the Gods of Hondo?’

‘Let us never find out,’ spake the God of Religion. ‘I thinketh thine idea might just work!’
And the Gods of Hondo didst vanish from their midst, only to reappear moments later.

‘We, the Gods of Hondo, have decided to use thine idea, Yoco,’ spake Matt. ‘and we shalt call this advanced form of Rock Paper Scissors the Godly Challenge.’
‘And because ’twas thine idea, thou Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy Mc-Bean Skanky-Bitch, shalt be official ref of this and all future Godly Challenges,’ spake the God of Odnoh. ‘As we art both going to sacrifice thee, we knowest that thou showeth neither of us any particular favor.’
And so it came to pass that a challenge worthy of a godly dispute was devised.

‘Hold on a second, Scoot, or whoever the hell is writing this,’ spake Matt.

What? quoth the Narrator.

‘First of all…’ spake Matt, ‘Why must thou sayeth “quoth the Narrator” when thou art speaking? It doth make thee sound like a dumbass.’
I must, quoth the Narrator, other-wise our listening audience wouldst not have a clue who is speaking.

‘How the flying fuck dost thou have a listening audience in a book?’

And so the Narrator didst cast the Gods of Hondo into the Land of the Teletubbies to be butt-raped by Tinky-Winky (thanks for the wonderful mental image, Rev Falwell), and then driven insane by the constant hugging and the high-pitched, incomprehensible squeak-ing.

‘Aaargghh!’ screamed the Gods of  Hondo  in  unison, ‘ ’Tis  like  Deliver-ance, only with less river and more anal raping!’
‘Narrator! Please!’ cried the God of Humor, ‘Bring us back to the Dudes and away from the constant fulfillment of Tinky-Winky’s urges and desires!’
Only if Matt apologizeth, quoth the Narrator.

Is this the end of the Gods of Hondo? Canst they escape from the Teletubbies?

‘Hey!’ cried Matt, ‘This isn’t fun-ny!’
Resumed the Narrator, Wilt Matt apologize? Find out in the next grab-ass chapter of the Book of Hondo!

Chapter 9

NEW PRODUCT: New and Improved All-Goo, the cream for people over –13 years of age. All Goo now containeth a new ingredient called Drano, which is made from distilled hour juice. If thou rubbeth All-Goo on thy hairy thing every evening, thy complexion shalt look as rosy as a flower. Remember, if thou de-sireth a softer, smoother daydream, get thee All-Goo in the handy 914-lb carry size!

Thou’rt reading the Book of Hondo. Now back the story:

‘See, there ye go again with that “quoth the Narrator” crap!’ spake Matt, ‘Thou soundeth like a fucking dumbass!’
‘Matt! Shut up!’ cried Derrick. ‘Quick! Apologize! Tinky-Winky’s getting frisky again!’
‘Okay, Okay!’ spake Matt. ‘I’m sorry I called thee a fucking dumbass, now canst thou get us the fuck out of here!?’
‘Uh-oh!’ quoth Tinky-Winky, ‘ ’tis not right to cuss. Thou’rt being a bad, bad boy, Matt. A bad, bad, bad boy, and I think thou needeth a spanking!’

‘Hellllpp!’ cried the Gods of Hon-do.

Apology accepted, Matt, quoth the Narrator.

And the Narrator didst bring the Gods of Hondo safely back to the place they left the Dudes, who had been wait-ing for a while, and had resorted to putting squirrels in each other’s pants for the purpose of betting.

And the Narrator said unto them, Methinks thou hast learned thy lesson: No one fucks with the Narrator! Got it?

‘We get it,’ spake Derrick.

‘Thank’ee, Mr Narrator,’ spake Matt.

‘Matt, from now on, keepeth thy fucking mouth shut!’ spake the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cush-ions.

‘Fine,’ spake the God of Stop-ping the Clock. ‘Now where were we? Oh, we still haven’t figured out who shalt be the God of Sex.’
‘We don’t have to,’ spake the God of Evil, ‘for I am the God of Sex.’
‘Verily I say, I am the God of Sex!’ spake Matt.

‘Children, children,’ quoth Scoot. ‘We shalt decide this with the Godly Challenge, remember?’

‘So what is the Godly Challenge, anyway?’ asked the God of Orange Juice Drinking.

‘The rules art simple…’ quoth Yoco.

‘That won’t do,’ spake the God of Micromanaging. ‘We needeth rules that art worthy of gods.’
‘Okay, the rules art complicated,’ quoth Yoco. ‘Thou shalt play Rock Paper Scissors. If say, Derrick doth win, Matt hath the right to a rematch for two-out-three. And if Matt doth win, Derrick canst challenge him to the best three-out-five, four-out-of-seven, five-out-of-nine, and so on. The first to win two of these challenges in a row doth win the Godly Challenge.’

‘Finally!’ spake Matt. ‘Rules com-plicated and insane enough to be worth-y of the Gods of Hondo!’
And there was much rejoicing.

And so, by standing back-to-back and playing Rock Paper Scissors, the God of Everything Else didst secure his title as the God of Sex. After the first Godly Challenge, for there were many to come, Derrick was able to the gain the rightful titles of the God of Flirting, God of M&Ms, and God of Nipples.

And the Gods of Hondo didst de-cide to reward the Sacrificial Goat for his solution to their problem.

‘We, the Gods of Hondo, wisheth to delegate some of our godly powers,’ spake the God of Sex, ‘but because it hath been decreed that there canst be no good part about being the Sacrificial Goat of Hondo, we shall give to thee the godly powers of Hicks, Perverts, and All Odd, Perverted, and Just Plain Wrong, Beings and Objects.’
‘What!?’ cried Yoco.

‘Basically, thou art the Patron Saint of Hicks,’ spake the God of M&Ms.

‘Fuckers…’ Yoco didst mutter to himself.

‘I heard that,’ spake the God of Nipples.

And the Gods of Hondo didst vanish from their midst, and the Dudes didst continue their journey to find the Master Kungfucius.

Canst the Dudes find Kungfucius and traineth with him? Wilt it do them any good? Find out in the next pointless chapter of the Book of Hondo!

Chapter 10

Chapter Ten is brought to thee by the good people at Houghton-Mifflin Press, rewriting history for over 500 years.

Thou art reading the Book of Hondo. Now back to the story:

In Sector 7-G there lived a man who was called Whaaazup, and he was hat-ed throughout the land, for everyone was tired of hearing his name over and over again.

And so it came to pass that an angry mob didst drag poor Whaaazup into the street and stoned him. Then didst the mob lynch Whaaazup’s mother and father, Howzit-goin and Salutations, for being stupid enough to name their son Whaaazup. After that, the mob didst turn on Whaaazup’s brothers, Yo and Word, and his sisters, Howza and What-chadoin, all were killed by the mob.

Only Whaaazup’s adopted bro-ther, Ahoy-hoy, didst escape the Great Greetings Massacre.

And Ahoy-hoy beget Thomas the Warrior Princess (for the operation was a success). And Thomas the Warrior Princess beget Gehazi the Trendy, and there the lineage of Miles of the Mowen stopped, for no one didst believe the line of Ahoy-hoy would ever amount to much.

And it came to pass that no one knoweth (or careth) who beget Miles of the Mowen.

One day, as Miles was riding to town to sell his ass and make some money, he came upon the Dudes going faster by not going slower.

‘Who art thou, and whither art thou going?’ quoth Miles.

‘Who art thou and whither art thou going, thyself,’ quoth the Dude with the staff.

‘And who the fuck art thou to ask us anyway?’ demanded the Faerie who was with them. ‘Dost thou not realize thou’rt speaking to Scoot the mother-fuckin’ Ko’An? Hello? Ever hear of the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle of Hondo?’

‘I am Miles of the Mowen,’ quoth Miles, ‘and I am on my way to Frisco to sell mine ass. I am told thou canst fetch top dollar for a good ass in Frisco.’

‘Thou still hath not answered my question, shit-for-brains,’ quoth the Faerie.

‘I am the owner of these here lands, so I ask thee again, who art thou, and whither art thou going?’ Miles didst answer.

‘I am called Scoot the Ko’An, and these art the Dudes,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Surely thou hast heard of us. The Gods of Hondo hath charged us to find the Thing with the Stuff.’

‘Aye, I have,’ quoth Miles. ‘So thou art Scoot the Ko’An, and Casey, and Yoco, and Booby, and Adria, and Dirty Uncle Orty, and… uh… that Faerie Dude!’

‘Nori!’ screeched Nori. ‘I am Nori the Cursing Faerie, thou fuck-up son of a motherfucking, fart sucking, ass-banging bitch!’

‘Whatever,’ quoth Miles.

‘Dammit!’ cried Nori.

‘Ye called…’ spake the God of Dammit as the Gods of Hondo didst pull up in their fucked-up Geo. And before Nori couldst summon up another colorful barrage of insults, the Dudes didst pile in.

‘ ’Tis the Gods of Hondo!’ cried Miles. ‘I have always wanted to meet thee!’

‘Quick! Let us away!’ spake the God of Flirting.

But Miles didst manage to sneak aboard.

‘We the Gods of Hondo have considered thy request,’ spake the God of Outer Space Meditating, ‘and have decided that thou, Miles of the Mowen, shalt never be allowed to join the Dudes.’
‘Furthermore,’ spake the God of Odnoh, ‘from this day forward, thy name shalt be called Shmiles Shmowen the Damned as a reminder of thy banish-ment from Hondo.’
‘But… but… but…’ quoth Miles.

‘Sorry,’ spake the God of Sex, ‘but we already have a Myles.’
‘But he doth not even believe in thee…’

‘And I still don’t believe it!’ quoth Myles the Unbeliever.

‘Ye heard the man,’ spake the God of Hawai’ian Shirts. And he didst throw Smiles Shmowen out of the car.

And the Gods of Hondo didst peel out, leaving Shmiles Shmowen standing there picking his nose.

‘Dost thou not realize that is Shmiles Shmowen the Damned?’ spake the God of Droppin’ Science. ‘He hath been cursed, so he may never join the Dudes!’
‘Good save,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Thou hast no idea how close ye came to falling under his terrible curse,’ spake the God of Orange Juice Drink-ing.

‘Since we knoweth that most of thee wouldst have trouble keeping up with Scoot on the Endless Highway at this point,’ spake the Goddess, ‘we shall give thee a lift to the end.’
‘Wait a minute!’ cried Nori, for Count Chocula™, David and Heidi were all riding with them. ‘There art more people in this car than ever! But the last time we rode with thee, Yoco had to sit on my lap! What flying monkey fuck is going on here?’

‘Did we not tell thee this car hath multiple dimensions?’ spake the God of Sex. ‘No matter how many people get-eth in, there shalt always be just enough room for everyone.’
‘Yeah right!’ quoth Casey, for his legs didst hang out the passenger side window.

‘Ye fit, didn’t ye?’ spake Heidi.

And so the Gods of Hondo didst give the Dudes a lift to the end of the Endless Highway.

Canst the Dudes holdeth their breath long enough to reach their desti-nation? Was there any point at all to this chapter? Find out in the next pimpin’-fresh chapter of the Book of Hondo!

Chapter 11

AD FOR NEW PRODUCT: New and Im-proved Prince Albert in a Can. He slic-eth, he diceth— he shall even do thy homework for thee! All he asketh is that thou letteth him out.

Thou art reading the Book of Hondo. Now back to the story:

And it came to pass that after the Gods of Hondo didst drop the Dudes off at the end of the Endless Highway, that a fell figure didst appear at the Spooky Door.

‘Naginata…’ quoth Scoot.

‘I standeth between thee and the HellRazor,’ quoth Naginata. ‘Now would ye be so kind as to granteth me a re-match?’

And Scoot didst power up.

‘Bring it on!’ cried both of them in unison.

‘Jinx!’ quoth Scoot.

And Naginata was speechless. So he didst give Scoot the finger.

‘And thou calleth thyself the Pol-ite Assassin,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Cat got thy tongue? Hast thou run out of bold threats already?’

And Naginata didst stomp away.

‘Art thou gonna cry off?’ quoth Scoot. ‘Oh yeah. Ye can’t.’

And there was much laughter.

‘Hot-damn!’ quoth Nori. ‘He doth look mad enough to implode!’

And it came to pass that the Polite Assassin Naginata didst implode, and didst collapse in on himself and be-come a singularity.

‘Cool!’ quoth Yoco. ‘Kungfucius must’ve taught ye that move!’

And the singularity didst begin to suck everything up.

‘Run away! Run away!’ cried Scoot.

And the Dudes didst retreat into the Spooky door to a place of light and song, for the singularity didst not only consume the Mushroom Thieves, but the Spooky Door, and every mile of the Endless Highway, as well.

‘Homewrecker!’ cried Kungfucius as the Spooky Door didst stretch and shrink out of existence.

‘Wait one fucking minute!’ cried Nori. ‘Doth this mean we art trapped in this shithole now?’

‘Shit? Hole?’ quoth Kungfucius. ‘My home this is! …But alas, no, trapped here thou’rt not. Many other Spooky Doors in my world there art.’

‘Then why didst the Gods of Hondo send me down the Endless High-way when there were other ways in?’ quoth Scoot.

‘For the hell of it,’ quoth Kung-fucius. ‘Want to know who’s to blame, the cats will…’

‘Blameth the implosion on Yoco,’ quoth Casey.

‘Hey!’ quoth Yoco.

‘Thou art the Sacrificial Goat,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Thou art at fault by gen-eral principle.’

‘Worketh for me,’ quoth Kungfu-cius. ‘Now come to train, hast thou not? Get started we shall. Yes… First thou, tall one. Maketh me laugh!’

‘Oy…’ quoth Scoot.

And so it came to pass that the Dudes didst begin their training with the mystical Master Kungfucius.

The Labors of the Dudes

(The Labors of the Dudes was brought to thee by McDisney’s, a division of Coca Cola, Inc. We dare thee to eat it! (Testimonial) sayeth Bill Hilly: ‘Ma cous-er Jeb ate it an’ he’s still alive! Ma cous-er Daryl an’ ma other couser Daryl ate it too, an’ they got purty sick, but they’s also still alive!’ Mickey D’s! Now supplied by more humane slaughter houses!)

And it came to pass that at Scootly Ko’An Manor the phone didst ring. And didst ring. But Scoot didst sleep like the dead and wouldst not answer.

‘Wake up, dumbass!’ Nori the Cursing Faerie said unto the shapeless mass of blankets. ‘Get thy lazy ass out of bed and answer the damn phone!’

And so Scoot didst finally get his lazy ass out of bed, throw on a robe and slippers, and didst walk across the alley to the pay phone next to his shack. For the pay phone had been ringing for the last three hours, and people were daring each other to answer it.

‘Lousy Smarch weather…’ mut-tered he as he didst answer the damn phone. ‘Ahoy-hoy?’

‘Zooty, zoot, zoot! ’Tis I, Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch,’ quoth Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch.

‘Dammit!’ quoth Scoot. ‘Thou art determined to keep me from putting on my pants!’

‘Thanks for that image, Scoot.’ quoth Brian Fritz. ‘But I call thee bearing terrible tidings. The Gods have done something stupid!’
‘Is that what passeth for news these days?’ quoth Scoot. ‘When art the Gods not doing something stupid?’

‘What didst those dumbasses do this time?’ demanded Nori.

‘I know not the details,’ quoth Brian Fritz, ‘but the Gods of Hondo hath done something really stupid this time. More so than usual, that is.’
‘I shall call them at once,’ quoth Scoot. ‘In the meantime, I wouldst ad-vise thee to hide under a table or a bed until I get back to thee.’

And he didst hang up on Brian Fritz and didst call the Hondo Hotline.

And the God of Everything Else didst answer the Red Phone, saying, ‘A-hoy-hoy?’
‘Zooty, zoot, zoot!’  quoth Scoot. ‘ ’Tis I, Scoot the Ko’An.’

‘I told thee not to call me here,’ spake Matt (flush).

‘Sorry,’ quoth Scoot, ‘but is it true what McBean hath said unto me? What hast thou done this time?’

‘ ’Tis quite simple,’  spake Matt. ‘We have made a bet with a total strang-er. We didst bet that the Dudes couldst perform any thirteen labors of his choice without fail.’
‘Why thirteen, Lord Matt?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Because that whiny wimp Her-cules only had to do twelve,’ spake the God of the Art of Drowning.

‘And where cometh we to the part about Brian Fritz saying thou didst something stupid?’ quoth Scoot.

‘That wouldst be the part where we didst bet the Thing with the Stuff,’ spake Matt.

‘But thou hast not the Thing with the Stuff,’ quoth Scoot. ‘What if ye lose?’

‘But he didst bet the Question,’ spake the God of Tap-Dancing.

‘What question?’ quoth Scoot.

‘The Question whose answer is 42,’ spake Matt. ‘We have ransacked Jehovah’s private records, and ’twould appear to be the one thing he doth not know. Aside from that age-old question of whether or not he couldst create a closet even he couldst not get out of.’
‘And I think we now know the answer to that,’ quoth Scoot. ‘I guess there was nothing he couldst not do. So what hath he challenged us to do first?’

‘Thy mission, shouldst thou de-cide to accept it,’ spake the God of Existential Quandaries, ‘is to come unto Asgard and to slay the Multi-Tentacled Home Theatre Beast.’
‘I am on my way, Lord Matt,’ quoth Scoot as he hung up. And he didst turn to Nori, and said unto her: ‘Nori, art my pants on?’

‘Hell no!’ quoth Nori.

‘Excellent,’ quoth Scoot. ‘To the Scoot Mobile!’

‘Thou meaneth the 1884 Chevy Shit-Mobile?’

‘Aye…’ quoth Scoot, for he had added Scootly symbols to it.

‘Why the fuck dost thou still hav-eth that piece of shit?’

‘Nori, money doth not grow on trees,’ quoth Scoot. ‘ ’Twas all I couldst afford.’

‘But thou’rt the First Apostle of Hondo,’ quoth Nori.

‘Tell me, hast thou ever seen a fat apostle?’

‘Dost Buddha count?’

‘Go fuck thyself,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Now let us go forth and findeth the Dudes.’

‘But how the fuck art we sup-posed to get to Asgard?’ quoth Nori. ‘It isn’t even on this plane of existence! Do the Gods ever thinketh anything out?’

‘I doubt it,’ quoth Scoot, ‘but we shall first gather the Dudes. Then shall we worry about finding Asgard.’

And so Scoot the Ko’An and Nori the Cursing Faerie didst set out in the Scoot Mobile to find the Dudes.

Chapter 2

And it came to pass that the Dudes didst travel unto Asgard in the Scoot Mobile, former home of the Norse Gods of old, now official headquarters of the Gods of Hondo.

Among the splendid, shining pal-aces they didst drive, as former angels didst continue to restore them in ac-cordance with Lord Derrick’s Work Re-habilitation Program.

‘What a ride!’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty. ‘I wouldst never have believed ye could fit so many people in the trunk of the Scoot Mobile!’

‘But telleth me,’ quoth Casey. ‘Is not the number thirteen bad luck?’

‘No,’ quoth Scoot. ‘ ’Tis bad luck to be superstitious.’

‘Looketh yonder, Derrick!’ spake Matt, ‘ ’Tis the 1884 Chevy Shit-Mobile!’
‘Dost thou not mean the Scoot-Mobile?’ spake Derrick, for he couldst see the Scootly symbols.

‘Shit Mobile… Scoot Mobile…’ spake the God of Running With Scissors and Other Sharp Objects, ‘Is there a difference?’
And so it came to pass that the Dudes didst arrive in Asgard.

And the Multi-Tentacled Home Theatre Beast didst terrorize those who dwelt in Asgard, reaching out with fiber-optic cables of death from the Entertain-ment Center of the Gods. For every cable that was cut off didst become two, and by now the attempts to trim it had caused the Home Theatre Beast to be-come terror to behold, a writhing mass of cables so thick that no one couldst see the entertainment center anymore, and those who dwelt in Asgard lived in fear.

And so Scoot drew the Hell-Razor and said unto the Dudes, ‘Let’s go!’

And all of the Dudes who didst have blades drew them, and RJ didst hand Booby a sword.

‘What?’ quoth Booby, ‘I’m kinda new here…’

‘Taketh one for the team,’ quoth RJ.

And so the Dudes didst power up and taketh a mighty thwack at the mass of cables, but the fiber-optic ten-tacles didst grow back two-fold.

‘That won’t work,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Well duh!’ quoth Nori.

‘We hath already tried that one,’ spake the God of Stupidity, ‘and we hath lost many a good worker to its gaping digital maw.’
‘We were too lazy to think of any new ideas,’ spake Matt, ‘so we didst let the stranger bet on thee.’
And the TV screens in Asgard didst all begin show the same message. And this was the message on the TV screens of Asgard:

PAY THE MAN.

‘Dammit! Get thee over here, ye dumbasses!’ quoth Nori.

And the Dudes didst huddle, and Nori didst explain her plan.

And so Scoot didst jump in once more to hack and slash at the cables. But before they couldst grow back, RJ didst blast each one with the Hyper-X Buttplate, fusing and sealing it.

And in this way, the Dudes didst subdue the Home Theatre Beast, cutting it back to its cable outlet, so that at last the Gods of Hondo couldst tame their entertainment center.

‘Many thanks for this awesome victory, mighty Gods of Hondo!’ cried RJ as he didst bow prostrate before them.

‘Hey!’ cried Nori, ‘point that Butt-plate somewhere else!’

And Brian Fritz didst upstage RJ by bowing a hell of a lot better than he ever couldst.

‘No,’ spake the God of Screwing Perfect People, ‘we must thank thee this time for stopping that home theatre. It hadst gotten completely out of hand.’
‘It all started when we didst try to install our new digital TV,’ spake the God of Hawai’ian Shirts. ‘and it didst not take long for it to taketh over.’
‘There art things to be said for analog, mighty Gods of Hondo,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Thou shouldst really try to keep thine entertainment center more organ-ized.’

‘We shall,’ spake the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions. ‘But now we hath a new labor for thee to perform.’
‘The stranger hath dared thee to overthrow the tyrant who hath taken over a peaceful land,’ spake the God of Irrelevant Topics. ‘Thou may’st use any means necessary, but the people must support thine actions for it to counteth.’
And so the Dudes didst set out to find a once-peaceful land and over-throw the tyrant who had taken it over.

Chapter 3

And it came to pass that after the Dudes had crossed through the desert on a horse with no name, they came upon a peaceful country which had been over-thrown by a terrible tyrant.

And in this once-peaceful land they found a woman being beaten by soldiers.

‘Excuseth me,’ quoth Scoot as he didst knock one of the soldiers aside, ‘but what seemeth to be the problem here?’

‘Stay thee out of this!’ quoth the leader of the soldiers. ‘ ’Tis none of thy concern. This woman refuseth to pay us for protection.’

‘And who sayeth she must pay thee anything?’ demanded Scoot.

‘Sayeth the General,’ quoth the soldier. ‘He shalt be running things for the duration. Now I warn thee to stay out of this, or thou shalt also face our wrath!’

‘Keep thy wrath to thyself,’ quoth Scoot, for he knew that a duration could be a very long time. ‘Thou art cowards, ganging up on just one person. Let us see how ye bullies doeth against some-one who fighteth back!’

And Scoot didst power up.

‘Punk, ye don’t scare us,’ quoth the soldier.

‘I shouldst warn ye,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Ye don’t stand a chance against me.’

‘Yeah!’ quoth McBean, ‘for that’s the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle of Hondo! Scoot couldst take all of thee himself!’

And so Scoot didst prepare to at-tack—

‘Please!’ cried the woman. ‘Don’t do this! We art pacifists. The others wilt not support violence on our behalf.’

‘Of all the stupid, fuckin’…’ quoth Nori. ‘Scoot, remembereth thou what the Gods of Hondo said unto thee about the people’s support!’

‘Now ye tell me,’ quoth Scoot.

And the soldier didst smack him.

‘Is that the best ye can do?’ Nori taunted him, for his blow didst not even phaseth Scoot.

And Scoot didst turn the other cheek, and the soldier didst smack him again.

‘Ha! Is that how thou get’st thy girlfriend to show thee respect, thou wo-man- bashing, bitch- slapping, tailpipe-fucking male-slut!’

‘Nori!’ quoth Scoot, for he didst now slap his ass at the soldier. ‘Knock it off! I’m rapidly running out of cheeks to turn!’

And so it came to pass that the soldier didst kick Scoot’s ass.

‘Some Ass-Kickin’ Apostle thou turneth out to be!’ laughed the soldier as he and his men didst walk away. ‘He canst not even fight his own battles! The General wilt be pleased to know that his enemies art such weaklings!’

‘Well, that was fun…’ muttered Scoot as he didst get up. ‘Nori, couldst thou possibly thinketh up anymore ways to embarrass me whilst thou’rt at it?’

‘I shall try,’ quoth Nori.

‘So how dost thou propose to liberate people who wilt not even fight-eth for their own freedom?’ quoth Yoco.

‘Yeah,’ quoth Casey, ‘for thou may’st enjoy getting thine ass kicked, but we Dudes findeth it so humiliating.’

‘Ye must understandeth,’ quoth the woman, ‘our ancestors were power-ful warriors, and they didst cause much harm to the other peoples of the land. One day, they didst decide not to use their power anymore, and since that day our people have been Pacifists.’

‘Call thy people together,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for I may knoweth a way to stop this dictator.’

And so she didst call all of the people of the land together, and Scoot didst rally them together and speak unto them.

And it came to pass that Scoot didst amass an army of militant pacifists (props Jim Lindberg), and together they didst march on the Presidential Palace.

With drums and bagpipes didst the mighty throng of nonviolent people drive off the enemy.

And they didst try to holdeth the Dudes off at the walls, but enemy’s systems didst run on Windows 95, and since what the Dudes were doing was an illegal operation, the system didst lock up and stop running.

Once inside the Palace, Scoot didst take the floor before the General couldst, for according to the law of the land, whoever hath the floor first couldst speak for as long as he pleaseth.

‘Four score and seven BTUs a-go, Lord Matt spake unto Moses: “have thee three cans of beans,” and he didst come back the next day— “Big fart, no chief…” ’ And Scoot didst power up, and it came to pass that he didst filibuster the General to death.

Even the Gods of Hondo didst fall asleep during the many long days of Scoot’s impossibly boring and pointless speech.

And so Scoot was dragged off, still ranting and raving about how men wouldst one day mineth green cheese from the moon, even after he won, and the people’s peaceful leader was again restored to the throne, and it came to pass that on the seventh day, Scoot rested.

In honor of Scoot’s bizarre vict-ory, the people didst give him the title of the Iron Pacifist. Though Scoot was a warrior, they knew he wouldst always lend a nonviolent hand to help them.

And it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo didst appear before the Dudes as Tweedle-Dum and Tweedle-Dee, and Tweedle-Dee— er, Matt— said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! Thou hast completed yet another labor. But a long road doth still lie ahead of thee.’
And the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions didst yawn, and said unto them: ‘Great speech, Scoot. ’Twas positively riveting. Ye had me on the edge of my seat. I just, um, (yawn) needeth to take a nap.’
‘Now we hath a new labor for thee,’ spake the God of Monosodium Di-fluouroacetic Acid. ‘The stranger hath challenged thee to stayeth awake for ten minutes of MTV’s Real World.’
‘Thou must be shittin’ us!’ cried Nori. ‘How couldst he demandeth some-thing so monstrous?’

‘But why canst we not watcheth it on thy cool TV?’ quoth Brian Fritz.

‘Wouldst thou liketh to hook it up?’ spake the God of Attention Deficits.

And it came to pass that the Demigod David didst appear and useth his technical know-how, which he didst learn in a high school electrical class on a middle-school curriculum, to fixeth the entertainment center of the Gods so it didst work again.

And so, without pretense, the Dudes didst set out to findeth their own TV to complete their next labor.

Chapter 4

And it came to pass that as the Dudes were letting the Wookiee win, whilst trying really hard to ignore Shmiles Shmowen the Damned, they didst find themselves surrounded.

‘Good Ganja!’  cried Nori.  ‘ ’Tis thothe thilly purple ninjath again!’

And seeing that his ass was in danger of attack, Miles of the Mowen didst hide his ass in the bushes to watch the battle.

‘But I thought we didst take care of them at the Airport!’ quoth Yoco.

‘ ’Twould seem we have not fin-ished the job,’ quoth Scoot.

But the Dudes had underethtim-ated the thkillth of the purple ninjath, for they didtht thteal the HellRathor, and all of the Dudeth’ weaponth.

‘Ha!’ quoth the leader of the thilly purple ninjath. ‘Thou art no match for uth! We art the Mathter Purple Ninjath! Our Order hath killed many over the thenturieth, including Jethuth, Juliuth Thaethar, and Thocrateth, but the Greeks and thothe damn copy-cat Ro-manth kept taking all the credit!

‘ ’Twath we that killed Hitler! We that made Jimmy Hoffa dithappear, and tooketh out X! We that were the Thec-ond through the Hundred-and-Thecond Gunmen on the Grathy Knoll! Now we have come for thee, Thcoot the Ko’An, and all who follow thee!’

‘Not so fast, ye assholes!’ quoth Yoco.

‘What the fuck art thou doing?’ demanded Nori.

‘I calleth upon the Godly Powers delegated unto me by the Gods of Hon-do,’ quoth Yoco, ‘to raiseth an army of Hicks!’

‘Not Hicks!’ cried Shmiles Shmo-wen, fearing for his ass.

‘Hicks?’ quoth Scoot. ‘What the hell canst they do?’

‘Yeah,’ quoth Casey, ‘for they art always fucking sheep.’

‘Yea tho they always have their dicks rammed up sheep’s asses for kicks,’ quoth Yoco, ‘they were born with shotguns in their hands.’

And so Yoco didst try to summon the Army of Hicks, and it came to pass that nothing happened.

‘Hey!’ cried Yoco, ‘where is my fucking army of Hicks?’

And it came to pass that the God of Nipples didst appear before the Dudes as Vanna White, and said unto Yoco: ‘We the Gods of Hondo have decided that the Brian shalt not be allowed to use Hicks for any thing other than his own personal pleasure. Have thee a nice day.’
‘But why now, of all times?’ cried Yoco.

‘ ’Cause thou’rt the Hans!’  sang the God of Magic as he didst vanish in a puff of green smoke.

‘That is seriously fucked-up, thou sickos!’ cried Yoco, for he was greatly disgusted by the Gods’ proclamation, as were the rest of the Dudes.

‘Damn pig-fuckers!’ cried Yoco whilst shaking his fist toward Asgard. ‘Damn ye all to hell!’

‘Now what the fuck art we sup-posed to do?’ demanded Nori. ‘I should have known better than to rely on Yoco to get us out of this…’

‘Oh well, here goeth nothing…’ quoth Scoot as he didst power up, for he knew there was only one thing left to do.

And so Scoot didst summon up all of his power, and didst stand farther backwards than he had ever stood be-fore. Scoot stood so far backwards that he didst pass through three time zones.

‘Thufferin’ thuccotash!’ cried the Mathter Purple Ninja.

And it came to pass that the thilly purple ninjath didst melt into a puddle of pink and purple goo, and upon seeing the Scootly One standeth so far back-wards, the Dudes’ brains were over-loaded.

And so the only two still standing were Nori (who had the common sense to closeth her eyes when Scoot stand-eth backwards) and Yoco, who was still facing towards Asgard as he was bitch-ing out the Gods.

‘Fuckin’ A!’ cried Nori. ‘Kungfu-cius must’ve taught ye that one!’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Gee, I guess I knoweth not mine own strength…’

And Yoco didst turn around from cursing the Gods of Hondo to see the destruction, asking, ‘Did I miss some-thing?’

‘Now what, Einstein?’ quoth Nori. ‘For the Dudes art all as braindead as a dead moose being humped by Tom Green. We canst not heal all of them, for we have only three healing potions left.’

‘I do not know,’ quoth Scoot as he didst remove the HellRazor from the puddle of goo.

And it came to pass that Vanna White— er, Derrick— didst once more appear before the Dudes, and said unto them: ‘We the Gods of Hondo shalt not restoreth the rest of thy crew until thou fulfilleth thy labor.’
‘Shit…’ quoth Nori.

And so Scoot, Nori and Yoco didst restore Adria, Casey, and Myles, and didst leave Shmiles Shmowen and his ass in a comatose state, and it came to pass that he never followed the Dudes again.

After wandering around for many days, they didst walk into a random per-son’s house and didst turn on the TV to watch MTV’s Real World.

‘I can’t taketh it!’ cried Myles the Unbeliever. ‘There is no God!’

‘That’s what thou always sayeth,’ quoth Scoot.

And Myles didst fall asleep.

‘Didst I actually watch this when I was a freshman?’ quoth Casey. ‘What ever… happened… to… soap…’

And Casey didst fall asleep.

‘Canst… not… fucking… stay… awake…’ quoth Nori.

And she didst fall asleep.

‘Sleep is for the weak!’ quoth Scoot.

‘Sorry, Scoot, I didst try…’ quoth Yoco.

And he didst fall asleep.

‘So mind-numbingly… boring…’ quoth Scoot as he didst yawn. ‘Three more minutes… Must quantemplateth…’

And even Scoot didst fall asleep.

And it came to pass that Adria, the Prophetess of the Hondo, didst stay awake through ten minutes of MTV’s Real World, for she didst getteth ex-cited about anyone and everyone else’s life but her own during that time, and was easily amused, in accordance with the Twenty-Fifth Commandment.

And she didst prophesy: ‘Say, “Let the chips falleth where they may. I shalt ask the chickens for a raise.” For the Gods of Hondo shalt perfect the Science of the Idiot!

‘And it shall come to pass that a circus carny shalt be guarding the gates of heaven. For they calleth it a Waste-land, where the Red Machine doth hold court.

‘There the people all grindeth out uniform turds. The kitty and I now shar-eth the same catbox, and the Clock is laughing in my face. For Bob the Kiwi shalt return to earth and goeth unto the grocery store to buyeth an ice cream sandwich…’

And Adria didst prophesy many things which the Gods of Hondo wouldst forbid the coming of to pass, but for that they were also sleeping.

And it came to pass that the God of Lesbians didst appear before them as a balloon poodle, and didst heal the Dudes.

Sayeth the God of Maladjusted Freaks: ‘Thou art to be congratulated, Adria… at least I thinketh… That was pretty creepy. But the stranger hath a new challenge for thou to overcome.
‘Thou’rt to go unto the Company Town and findeth a way to defeateth the Board of Directors.’

‘No problem,’ quoth Scoot, for he had awakened from his hellish night-mare of endless commercial breaks and pointless VJ prattle. ‘We wouldst be more than happy to take them off the air for thee.’

And it came to pass that the lovely arm of Vanna White didst reach out of nothingness with a pin and didst pop the God of Corrupting Fair Maidens.

‘Damn ye, Derrick!…’ cried the disembodied voice of Matt.

And the Dudes didst go forth to find the Company Town and overthrow the Board of Directors.

Chapter 5

And it came to pass that as the Dudes were on their way to the Company Town, the God of Cutlery appeared before them as a Yellow Submarine, and said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! I am come bearing great tidings. We have decided to create a new holiday in honor of Derrick, the God of Stupidity.
‘From henceforth the second day of the month of April shalt be known as Idiot Awareness Day. On this day, thou shalt find creative ways to point out to others how they art idiots. And Idiots didst think they were safe after April Fools’ Day…’

‘Aye! We’ll show them!’ quoth Scoot.

And there was much rejoicing.

And the God of Sluttery didst vanish from their midst, and the Dudes went forth. And for three days didst the Dudes point out to every idiot they met how it was they were idiots, so over-zealous were they in following Matt’s command.

And in came to pass that the Dudes didst finally reach the Company Town.

‘But how shalt we overpower so many guards?’ quoth Casey. ‘We hath not that many healing potions.’

‘Why dost thou always turneth to me to do thy thinking?’ demanded Nori. ‘Do thy own thinking for a change, thou country-fried horse’s ass!’

‘But we liketh thine ideas,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Now we must quantemplateth…’

‘I have an idea,’ quoth McBean.

‘Shut up, goat-boy!’ quoth the Dudes in unison.

‘Dudes, I shalt not give thee any more fucking ideas until thou cometh up with one of thine own,’ quoth Nori.

And the Dudes readily agreed to listen to McBean’s idea, for they were too lazy to thinketh up one on their own.

And so it came to pass that the Dudes didst don industrial-strength ear-phones and marched around walls of the Company Town with amps blasting “Mmm-Bop” at full volume.

And after enduring thirty seconds of this, the guards fell on their swords, and blood ran down the walls in a crim-son stream. Before the Dudes couldst turn it off, the walls fell down, crushing those unfortunate enough not to have a sword to fall on, for even they couldst not withstand the Dudes’ audio bom-bardment.

Then didst the Dudes march down the street, meeting no resistance, until they came unto the Plexi-Glass Tower, which stood like a monolith amid the destruction.

‘Ha!’ quoth Scoot. ‘Thy high-tem-pered glass is no match for us! Stereo Boy!’

And McBean didst turn on the amps again, and even the mighty Plexi-Glass Tower couldst not withstand more than a few notes of Maria Carey before it didst shatter, raining broken glass on all who dwelt therein.

Inside, the Dudes found that the Board of Directors had all hanged them-selves when they realized what an at-rocity their products were in the wrong hands.

‘Ye know,’ quoth Scoot, ‘some of our recent exploits must surely redefin-eth the concept of war crimes.’

‘Aye,’ quoth McBean, ‘for there shouldst be some kind of law against what we just didst.’

‘Verily I say,’ quoth Adria, ‘this didst not take as long as I had feared it wouldst.’

‘Well how long wouldst thou last against bubble-gum pop?’ quoth Casey.

‘Holy fucking hookers riding bronco on a whale, Batman!’ cried Nori, for she had come upon the Company’s new Internet Program Regulator Soft-ware. ‘This couldst be a threat to free-dom on every goddam level of cyber-space!’

‘Aye,’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty, ‘we canst not alloweth those bastards to in-crease their stranglehold over every-thing. This is a threat even greater than the Holo-Demon.’

‘In fact,’ quoth Jennifer, ‘this doth look to be the Technomage’s handi-work.’

‘When art the Gods of Hondo go-ing to appointeth that Patron Saint of Technology anyway?’ quoth RJ.

And it came to pass that RJ didst destroy the only disk which didst contain the Internet Program Regulator Soft-ware with the Hyper-X Buttplate.

And after making the Internet safe for democracy, the Dudes went forth to await the Gods’ next labor.

Chapter 6

And it came to pass one day that as the Dudes were mastering their asses, they were overtaken by Ayatollah Asshollah LXXXVI and his forty Élite Beardos of Death.

‘Destroy the Infidels!’ cried the Ayatollah as he brandished his scimitar at them.

And the Dudes didst power up and prepare for battle.

After training with Kungfucius the Dudes fought the Élite Beardos of Death to a standstill.

‘Well I’ll be damned!’ quoth Nori. ‘ ’Tis a stalemate!’

‘Maybe thou shouldst summon the devil,’ quoth Yoco. ‘After all, it work-ed for thee last time.’

‘After what we did to him last time,’ quoth Scoot, ‘I wouldst bet that the Great Satan wouldst team up with them.’

‘Thou hast humiliated me for the last time!’ cried Ayatollah Asshollah. ‘I shall destroy the Great Satan no matter what it taketh. Thou American Imperial-ist Yankee-Doodle dork of a pig, I chal-lenge thee to a duel!’

And he didst smack Scoot with his glove.

‘I accept,’ quoth Scoot, ‘…thou fanatical theo-fascist pig-fucker of a pig.’

And Casey, the Beige Knight of Hondo, didst toss Scoot his gauntlet. And Scoot didst bitch-slap Ayatollah Asshollah with it.

‘The stranger wouldst liketh to make a wager on that,’ spake the God of Bitch-Slapping as he didst appear be-fore them as a psychedelic mailbox.

‘Now who is it?’ quoth Ayatollah Asshollah. ‘Another friend of thine?’

‘This is Matt, God of Bitch-Slapping,’ quoth Scoot. ‘I knoweth thou dost not believeth in the Gods of Hondo, but trust me, it doth not stoppeth them from appearing to Myles the Unbeliever.’

‘Aye, ’tis true,’ confessed he.

‘Then it’s agreed,’ spake the God of Explosions. ‘Scoot the Ko’An VS Ayatollah Asshollah LXXXIV—’
‘Thou meaneth LXXXVI,’ quoth the Ayatollah, who couldst not believe that he was even addressing a pagan god.

‘Not according to what we have found in Jehovah’s database,’ spake the God of Self-Torture and Strenuous Ex-ercise. ‘The stranger doth bet on Aya-tollah Asshollah. Now we shall see who is the world’s strongest religious nut.’
‘Or the strangest,’ quoth Nori.

And the God of Getting Up to Get Down didst vanish from their midst.

And so it came to pass that the people of Outer Suburbia didst build an arena for the great combat to be held.

And when it was completed, all the people didst tune in to vieweth the Fight of the Century, that they might knoweth who was the world’s strongest religious nut.

Quoth the announcer: ‘And in the far corner, wearing the black trunks, the Man from Jerkistan… the Sultan of Cen-sorship… the Sheik of Shit-Kicking… the Czar of Zero Tolerance… the Baron of Book-Burning… the Prince of Persec-ution… the Babylonian Bruiser… the Great Destroyer of Ancient Relics, Aya-tollah Asshollah LXXXVI!’
And a mighty cheer went up from the crowd.

Quoth Nori the Cursing Faerie, for she had taken the announcer’s mic: ‘And in the… uh… wrong corner, wear-ing the… um… Bermuda trunks, the In-ventor and Master of the Good-Natured Brawl… the Iron Pacifist… the Champ-ion of Anarchy… the Rascal King… the Prince of Punk… the Sultan of Slack-ing… the Heavyweight of Hardcore… the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle of Hondo, Scoot the motherfuckin’ Ko’An! Let us get ready to RUMBLE!!!’
‘And the crowd goeth wild!’ cried the announcer, for he had grabbed the mic back from Nori. ‘Gimme that! Stupid Faerie…’

At the sound of the bell, Scoot and Ayatollah Asshollah didst go at it with their full power.

‘I shall blast thee like an Afghan Buddha statue!’ cried the Ayatollah, and he didst pile-drive Scoot.

‘I shall kick thy sorry ass from one end of the this ring to the other!’ quoth Scoot, and he didst trip Ayatollah was once Sally Struthers, but after being bitten by a radioactive Communist, it didst come to possesseth ten times the strength of an ordinary Ayatollah.

It couldst also clingeth to Repub-licans and Ayatollah Asshollah was real-ly whoopin’ up on Scoot, and it was pathetic.

‘How canst this be?’ cried Pud, for Scoot’s power level was much great-er than the Ayatollah’s.

‘I thinketh that this fight is fixed,’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty.

And it came to pass that in the Hour of Scurrying, the Gods of Hondo didst lock Don King in the restroom and didst giveth him repeated swirlies.

‘Stomp! And shake that ghetto booty!’ chanted Nori as Scoot didst mak-eth a comeback against his foe. And the Dudes didst chant with her.

‘Thou art really pissing me off!’ quoth the Ayatollah.

‘Up thine, Ayatollah Asshollah!’ quoth Scoot, and he didst finally use his full power to bust out some kung fu act-ion on the Ayatollah, and he didst give him the Stone Cold Treatment.

‘FINISH HIM!’ cried a mighty dis-embodied voice.

‘Holy fucking ape shit!’ cried Nori as she and the Dudes looked on in horror. ‘Scoot hath given him the Mega Kung Fu Ultra-Wedgie!’

‘Scoot winneth…’ quoth the an-nouncer. ‘Trunkality…’
‘Ouch! That’s gotta hurt!’ quoth Yoco. ‘With those chain-mail undies, it fuckin’ hurteth mine ass just watching! Talk about adding insult to injury…’

‘Scoot, how the fuck didst thou pull off that combo?’ demanded Nori.

‘ ’Twas easy,’ quoth Scoot: ‘Up, Up, Down, Down, Left, Right, Left, Right, B, A, Start. Oh, and thou must remembereth to throw a linker in there for it to work right.’

And God of Southern Illin’ Oi ap-peared before the Dudes as a flying toilet, and said unto Scoot, ‘We didst take care of Don King, for we knew thou couldst not have a fair fight whilst he was on the loose.’
‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for he was trying to blackmail me into throwing the fight.’

‘What the bloody hell didst he blackmail thee with?’ quoth Nori, for Scoot had really let Ayatollah Asshollah openeth a can of whoop-ass on him. ‘Ye were totally craptacular out there!’

‘Dost thou really want to know?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Probably not,’ quoth Nori.

For the Dudes knew of a great many things, save for the fact that Scoot was proud of them.

‘Let me tell thee,’ spake the God of Scampering, ‘thou hast really pissed off the stranger this time! In fact, he was so enraged by thy victory, that he didst think up a really nasty labor for thee.
‘For the thy sixth labor, Scoot, thou shalt go unto thy mother’s house in Shitsplat, which is Havre, and shall do anything she doth ask of thee for one day. Oh, and forget not to say hi to thy mom for me!’

And the God of Short Shorts didst vanish from their midst, and the Dudes didst set forth unto Shitsplat, which is Havre, to do whatever Scoot’s mother wouldst ask of them.

Chapter 7

And it came to pass that as the Dudes were on their way to Scoot’s old house, the God of Messing with People’s Minds didst appear before them as turkey on rye with a little bit of mayo, and said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! Whilst we were waiting for thee to complete thy present labor, we didst think up a new name for McBean.
‘From henceforth, thy name shalt be Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy McBean Oreamnos Americanus Skanky-Bitch.’

‘Dammit!’ quoth Oreamnos Am-ericanus.

‘Ye screamed,’ spake the God of Dammit as he didst appear before them as a bald, fat guy who wouldst cometh by and eateth turkey on rye.

When he had finished eating, the God of Hawai’ian Shirts said unto them: ‘Ha! Now I am in control! That’ll teacheth him to hog the Remote!
‘Now I must away to Asgard be-fore Matt canst findeth where I hid the Remote…’

‘Too late, dumbass!’ spake the God of Dwr Budr as he didst appear un-to them as Richard Simmons.

‘Goddammit!’ cried the God of Nipples as he didst chase Matt back into nothingness with a fire extinguisher.

And the Dudes came unto Shit-splat, which is Havre, where they didst meet Scoot’s mother.

And they didst sit and talk over tea.

‘Thou seeth,’ quoth Mom, ‘Scott hath not taken his Ritalin since he was in the second grade.’

‘Well I’ll be a Martha- Stewart-fucking monkey’s uncle!’ quoth Nori. ‘So that is his problem!’

‘The Gods of Hondo have sent Scoot to do anything thou asketh of him for one day,’ quoth Oreamnos Ameri-canus.

‘Well… Scott hath not done his chores since he became an insomniac,’ quoth Mom, ‘so his task shalt be to doeth the dishes.’

‘The dishes!’ cried Scoot, ‘But I have not eaten off of them in years!’

‘I’m not finished,’ spake Mom. ‘Thou shalt also clean the bathroom.’

‘That doth not sound not so bad,’ quoth Oreamnos Americanus.

‘…And thou shalt change the Radioactive Catbox from Hell,’ finished she.

‘Nnnooooo!!!’ cried Scoot, for no one had changed the Radioactive Cat-box from Hell since they moved into the house many years ago. Over the years, the catbox had stood unchanged, and those who dwelt in the house of Scoot’s mother didst only dump more litter on the pile. By this point, no one wouldst even go into the room next to the room next to the room with the Catbox, for it didst glow in the dark.

‘I have baby pictures,’ quoth she.

‘Mom!’ quoth Scoot, ‘thou’rt em-barrassing me!’

‘No I’m not,’ quoth she.

And whilst Scoot didst prepare to take on the terrible task before him, she didst show the Dudes his baby pictures and tell tales of all the silly things he used to do when he was a small boy.

And after quantemplating for a few hours, Scoot didst go unto the fire hydrant outside the house, and he didst pray unto the spirit thereof.

And Scoot prayed: ‘Great spirit of the fire hydrant, I beseech thee to help me in my labor. I humbly beg of thee lend me thy full power!’

And the spirit of the fire hydrant didst lend Scoot its full power, and it didst summon the power of the spirits of the other hydrants as well, and they didst cleanse the entire house.

And it came to pass that the dishes were done, the bathroom was cleansed, and the Radioactive Catbox from Hell was no more.

And neither was the house.

‘Well,’ quoth Scoot, ‘let it never be said that Scoot the Ko’An didst fail to bring down the house!’

And the Gods of Hondo didst appear before them as a random matrix of ones and zeroes, and the God of Ass-Wipe said unto them: ‘We the Gods of Hondo have argued with the stranger—’
‘—With a little help from Sabrina, Goddess of Arguing—’ added the God of Orange Juice Drinking.

‘—And he hath decided that, as thou hast actually cleaned the Radio-Active Catbox from Hell, thou hast tech-nically completed thy labor,’ continued the God of Al Roker, ‘so we art still in business. He hath not yet decided on thy next labor, so thou shalt just wander around until such time as we calleth upon thee.’
And so the Dudes didst go forth and wander as the Gods of Hondo had commanded them.

Chapter 8

And the Dudes were in the doomed city of Nicky Town, watching out for those low-flying special fx, and the Voice of the Turtle was heard in the land.

And it came to pass that the God of Stupidity appeared before them as a thilly purple ninja, and the Dudes didst power up and beat the crap out of him.

‘Ow! Fuck! ’Tis I, Derrick, God of Humor!’ cried he. ‘Canst thou not taketh a joke?’
‘Sorry, Lord Derrick,’ quoth RJ as the Dudes didst put away their weapons and properly greet the God of M&Ms.

‘Much better,’ spake the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cush-ions. ‘The stranger hath decreed that thy next labor shalt be to chop down the Money Tree, which groweth atop the steel mountain of Wall $treet. Liveth long and prosper!’
And the God of Hawai’ian Shirts gaveth the Dudes the Vulcan hand sign as he didst vanish from their midst.

‘May the Force by with thee!’ quoth RJ as he didst bow prostrate at the vanishing deity’s feet.

And the Dudes didst glare at RJ.

‘Hast thou thy Gothic Ax, Dirty Uncle Orty?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Aye!’ quoth he.

And so the Dudes didst set forth to choppeth down the Money Tree.

After taking a wrong turn at Al-buquerque, the Dudes didst finally dis-cover the misplaced island of Manhattan and didst enter the city thereof.

‘Let us taketh the subway,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for the people there soundeth harmless enough.’

‘Who art the people down there?’ quoth Oreamnos Americanus.

‘The New York City Rats,’ quoth Nori, ‘and trust me, thou doth not want to meet them. Rats! Big, fuckin’ rats, with sharp, pointy teeth! Surely thou hast encountered the New York City Rats in thy many travels, Scoot.’

‘I am afraid not,’ quoth he.

And so the Dudes didst begin their long, laborious climb up the steel mountains of Wall $treet. For it was a long way up, as the small people of the Cubicle had built the mountains as a monument to self-importance.

‘Dudes… I canst go no farther,’ quoth Oreamnos Americanus, for he was out of breath. ‘My feet art killing me.’

‘O ye of little brain-power,’ quoth Nori, ‘didst it ever occur to thee to taketh the elevator, thou fucking knuckle-drag-ging, boner-biting Neanderthals?’

‘Oh,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Hey, Dudes, ’twould seem we have been doing this the hard way.’

‘Aye,’ laughed Dirty Uncle Orty, ‘but look at her go!’

For Jennifer, the High Priestess of Hondo, was climbing the outside of the building, and she was proclaiming herself the first female human fly.

And she didst fall down, but then a flying saucer came down and didst pick her up, and after she didst take them to her dealer, they didst beam her up to the same floor as the Dudes.

And so the Dudes didst continue their long journey, passing through an endless maze of elevators and tourist attractions.

And it came to pass that one by one, the Dudes didst fall by the wayside to examine certain forms of merchan-dise.

‘These Wall $treet Suits must have learned from a master of tempta-tion,’ quoth Scoot.

And Lucifer didst appear before Scoot in a cloud of fire and brimstone wearing a suit and tie.

‘Well speak o’ the devil!’ quoth Scoot. ‘Where the hell didst thou come from?’

For Scoot had broken his brain with that last remark.

‘How art thou doing?’ quoth Scoot. ‘Thou’rt still not upset about that whole Bathrobe Incident, art thou?’

‘I must be brief, for I have other pressing matters here on Wall $treet,’ spake the Dark Prince. ‘I wouldst be will-ing to forget about that little stunt if thou wouldst doeth me one teeny little favor.’

‘I’m not joining thee, and that’s final,’ quoth Scoot. ‘I ain’t down with the Dark Side.’

‘Thou art also not a gangsta,’ quoth Adria.

‘No, no, nothing so big as that,’ quoth Lucifer. ‘I have here in my hand a briefcase full of unmarked bills. They canst be of any currency, any amount ye wish. And they never runneth out. I wouldst be willing to part with it if thou wouldst do one thing. All I ask of thee is that thou wouldst only taketh the Money Tree for me, and not choppeth it down.’

‘No dice,’ quoth Scoot. ‘For the Gods of Hondo have commanded me to choppeth it down no matter what. I will not let my gods lose a stupid bet to a total stranger.’

‘What the Gods of Hondo don’t know shalt not hurt them,’ quoth Lucifer. ‘I have also a magic axe which wouldst create the illusion of the Money Tree being chopped down. Thou couldst help the Gods of Hondo, and liveth like a king without having to move to Mexico.’

‘I can’t get with that.’

‘Come on,’ quoth Lucifer. ‘Let us play Who Wanteth to Be Filthy Fucking Rich? What dost thou want?’

‘It doth involve principles— thou wouldst not understand,’ quoth Scoot as he didst step on the Great Satan’s tail and walked away. ‘Oops, sorry about that.’

‘So be it,’ quoth Lucifer. ‘If that is how thou wanteth to play. I have missed my appointment here, so I must away to an appointment in Georgia. By the way, knowest thou know anything about fiddles?’

And so Scoot didst shrug his shoulders as Lucifer vanished in a puff of smoke.

And it came to pass that Scoot didst notice that he had been turned into a farting chicken.

‘At last!’ cried Adria, ‘no longer is little Skidmarks the last of her kind! The farting chickens shall rise again!’

And Scoot didst flee in terror.

‘Hey! Get thee back here!’ cried Adria as she didst chase Scoot. ‘Thou must mateth with Skidmarks! Scoot!…’

But the Dudes didst agree that Adria’s idea was really fucked-up, and so they didst defend Scoot.

And those who were still with Scoot didst search long and hard, for the way to the Money Tree was well-hidden.

But finally, Scoot, Nori, Adria, Oreamnos Americanus, and Dirty Uncle Orty didst reach the top of the steel mountains of Wall $treet, and there they didst find that the great Money Tree was on the opposite side of the street.

‘Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!’ cried Nori.

And the Dudes didst look down at the concrete canyon below.

‘How art we supposed to get a-cross?’ quoth Oreamnos Americanus. ‘I don’t want to goeth all the way back down and then up another metal mount-ain.’

And it came to pass that Scoot didst fart, and it didst smell bad.

‘Whoa! That doth stink!’ cried Adria. ‘Scoot is a true farting chicken. He and Skidmarks must bear offspring.’

‘With a power level like Scoot’s, we had better be careful what we feed-eth him,’ quoth Nori.

‘Nothin’ floats a brotha like the K-F-C!’ laughed Oreamnos Americanus.

‘Cannibal!’ cried Dirty Uncle Orty.

And at the very mention of the idea of eating chicken, Scoot didst blast off.

‘Let us break wind!’ cried Adria, and she didst grab Skidmarks as she took off.

‘When in Rome…’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty, and he didst jump and grab-beth Scoot.

‘Hey! Wait for me!’ cried Oream-nos Americanus, for he was left behind.

‘Look not at me!’ quoth Nori as she didst fly across. ‘Thou’rt too heavy!’

And so Adria and Dirty Uncle Orty didst parachicken across the can-yon of Wall $treet to reach the Money Tree.

But as they stood before the Money Tree, they saw that the fruit of the tree was pleasing to the eye, and a tree to be desired by anyone who didst seek riches, and Dirty Uncle Orty took the fruit thereof.

‘No!’ quoth Adria. ‘Thou must not giveth in!’

‘But remember what Lucifer said unto us,’ quoth he. ‘So much money…’

‘No… I shall not be moved!’ cried Adria. ‘Take up thy Gothic Ax and put thy money where thy mouth is!’

And Dirty Uncle Orty didst resist the temptation to sell out, and didst chop down the Money Tree.

And when they saw that their precious Money Tree was no more, the investors didst panic, and like a legion of corporate lemmings didst fall off of the steel mountains one by one, for so long they had been staring at the sun.

And it came to pass that the God of Stupidity appeared before them as a talking fire hydrant, and said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! Thou hast completed yet another labor. Keepeth this up and me may yet winneth that bet.’
‘Yo, Derrick!’ quoth Oreamnos Americanus. ‘Couldst thou possibly tele-porteth me over there?’

And the God of Magic didst tele-port Oreamnos Americanus over to the other side of the canyon of Wall $treet.

‘And wouldst thou turneth Scoot back to normal?’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty.

‘Perhaps…’ spake the God of Humor. ‘I rather like him just the way he is…’
‘Damn straight,’ quoth Adria, ‘for the farting chicken doth not deserve ex-tinction.’

And the God of Transsexual Nazi Eskimos didst appear before them as Otis the horned bulldog, and he didst piss on Derrick.

‘Hey! (glub, glub) That-(glub) not funny!’ cried the God of Orange Juice Drinking as he didst vanish.

‘Aahhh… much better…’ spake the God of Flowin’ Prose. ‘Now, prepare thyself to learn of thy next labor.’
‘We shall do whatever thou com-mandeth of us,’ quoth Adria. ‘for ’tis al-ways a pleasure to serve thee, thy Hornèd Highness.’

‘Thou shalt go unto Albuquerque and assassinate the Whistling Assassin who doth reside therein,’ spake the God of Ritalin. ‘Now go forth, and complete thy next labor, Dudes.’
And Matt didst vanish from their midst, and the Dudes didst return to Albuquerque to seek out the Whistling Assassin.

(Fear not, for no money was harmed in the making of this chapter.)

Chapter 9

In the ‘Housewares’ department of S-Mart there lived a man who saw dead people. And these art the descendents of the man who saw dead people:

The Man Who Saw Dead People beget Birsha. And Birsha beget the Man with the Red Right Hand. And the Man with the Red Right Hand beget Am-raphel. And Amraphel beget the Monkey Man.

And the Monkey Man beget Zu-zim. And Zuzim beget G I Joe the Esk-imo. And G I Joe the Eskimo beget Ash-teroth. And Ashteroth beget the Shit-house Poet. And the Shithouse Poet be-get Chedor-la’omer. And Chedor-la’ omer beget the Anti-Myth-Rhythm-Rock-Shocka.

And the Anti-Myth-Rhythm-Rock-Shocka beget Kirhar’aseth. And Kirhar’ aseth beget Hazeon-tamar the Commie. And Hazeon-tamar the Commie beget Shinab. And Shinab beget Kadesh the Disappearing Boy. And Kadesh the Dis-appearing Boy beget Tidal.

And Tidal beget Zumbi. And Zumbi beget Karna’im. And Karna’im beget Zeboi’im. And Zeboi’im beget Kiriatha’im. And Kiriatha’im beget Athos, Porthos and Harrison Ford…

Aww, fuck it! Let us skip to the good part!

…And Ellasar IV beget Bardock. And Bardock beget Elparan. And Elparan beget Arioch, who didst wear an onion on his belt, for that was the style at the time. And Arioch beget Mr Mystery.

And Mr Mystery beget Shaveh. And Shaveh beget Shemeber. And She-meber beget Repha’im the Hippie. And Repha’im the Hippie beget Shinar. And Shinar beget Bera. And Bera beget Richard.

And it came to pass one day whilst Richard was walking down the road that he came upon a party of eight people and a Faerie, and they were traveling with two farting chickens.

‘…But why canst Scoot not just mate with Skidmarks?’ quoth the young woman at the head of the party. ‘Scoot, please? ’Tis for the survival of the en-dangered farting chicken. Please?’

And Scoot didst continue to re-fuse.

‘Wouldst that not be a violation of the Second Commandment?’ quoth the tall one.

‘First,’ quoth a fat man walking with them, ‘Scoot hath also been trans-formed into a chicken, not a rooster.’

‘So?’

‘So,’ quoth the Faerie, ‘thou’rt a fucking dumbass. Scoot may be a fart-ing chicken, but going les shall not solve thy problems.’

‘Scoot go les!’ cried the fat one, and he didst give a great belly laugh. ‘That is seriously wrong!’

‘But… but… but…’

But before Adria couldst maketh another argument, Richard didst ask of them: ‘Who art thou, that thou speaketh of such fucked-up things?’

‘We art the Dudes,’ quoth the fat one. ‘I am called Oreamnos Ameri-canus, the Sacrificial Goat of Hondo, and that is Scoot the Ko’An, the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle. He hath not been him-self lately.’

‘So that’s the Ass-Kickin’ Ap-ostle…’ quoth Richard, for he had heard of the Dudes. ‘He doth not look so tough in person.’

And it came to pass that before the Dudes couldst introduce them-selves, they were overtaken by a fell figure, and he was walking along, softly whistling the old Alfred Hitchcock theme.

‘Lo and behold!’ cried the fat one as he saw him.  ‘ ’Tis the Whistling Ass-assin!’

For there was none more ob-vious than the one who doth whistle.

‘Wait one fucking minute here!’ quoth Nori. ‘Thou’rt one of the Mush-room Thieves!’

‘But I thought thou wert all suck-ed into the vortex when Naginata im-ploded!’ cried Yoco.

‘Remember that No-Shoh doth always run away. I didst merely tag a-long with him,’ quoth the Whistling Ass-assin. ‘He refuseth to show himself any-more, but I, Yari the Whistling Assassin, shall avenge Naginata by killing all of thee!’

‘Wait thee another fucking min-ute!’ quoth Nori. ‘Assassins? I thought thou’rt the Mushroom Thieves!’

‘Why canst we do both?’ quoth Yari. ‘ ’Tis a good cover, don’t ye think? Now, hast thou anymore stupid quest-ions before I destroy thee?’

‘No,’ quoth Nori. ‘Dudes, power-eth up and beateth that biz-nitch!’

‘Wait!’ quoth Yoco, ‘for I haveth an idea!’

And the Dudes didst feed Scoot some K-F-C.

‘Cannibal!’ cried Adria.

And Scoot didst fidget and blast, but ’twas of no avail against Yari, for he didst simply putteth on a gas mask.

‘Great! Just fucking great!’ cried Nori. ‘Now what the fuck art we suppos-ed to do?’

‘Ha!’ quoth Richard as he didst step forward. ‘Leaveth him to me! I shall take care of this biotch!’

‘Biotch?’ quoth Yari. ‘Moi?’

‘Put up or shut up.’

And Richard didst power up.

‘Thy Kung Fu is old!’ cried Richard. ‘Now thou must die!’

And it came to pass that Richard didst beat the shiz-nit out of the Whistl-ing Assassin.

‘Get thee over here, thou punk ho!’ cried Richard as he didst kick Yari. ‘I have a size sixteen to put up thine ass!’

And Yari didst go up, but he didst not come back down. And such was the end of Yari, the Whistling Ass-assin.

And there was much rejoicing.

‘That’s one bad-ass dude!’ cried Nori. ‘He really knoweth where his fuck-in’ towel is!’

And Scoot didst lay an egg.

‘ ’Tis a sign!’ cried Adria.

‘What the fuck is this!?’ cried the God of Bug-Eyed Rat-Dogs as he didst appear before them as a big ugly Olmec head. ‘This canst not be! I must fixeth this!’
And he didst turn Richard into Scoot the Ko’An.

And it came to pass that another big ugly Olmec head didst appear, along with the stranger.

And the stranger didst cry out in frustration when he saw that Scoot was still alive.

And so Derrick didst take the stranger back with him.

‘Whew, that was close,’ spake the God of the Twelve Tribes. ‘Richard, if anyone doth ask thee, ’twas Scoot the Ko’An who didst defeat Yari, for we all know he would have if we the Gods of Hondo had remembered to change him back to his original form. Dost thou pro-mise us?’
And Richard didst promise the Gods of Hondo that he wouldst not re-veal the truth about that which had come to pass that day, and as the Gods of Hondo knew him to be a man of honor, they didst transform him back to his original shape.

And then the God of Amusing Anecdotes didst turn Scoot back to his old self as well.

And there was much rejoicing.

‘Feel free to run with us any- time,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for thou hast what it taketh to be a Dude. Thy help is wel-come any time.’

‘Perhaps I shall,’ quoth Richard, ‘but for now I shall continue my life of solitary training and meditation. Some day I join thee, Scoot the Ko’An, for I see that thou hast what it taketh to be a true hero, wouldst that thou were a little taller…’

And it came to pass that Richard didst go forth on his way, walking silent-ly down the road of life.

Chapter 10

And it came to pass that the Dudes were not abusing the sacred words of “Ni!” “Ping!” or “Neewang!”, and were not shouting them at helpless old ladies, when the God of the British appeared before them as a colossal green planet, and its gravity was so immense that it didst suck up their pants.

And the God of Eggnog-Flavored Crack said unto them: ‘A terrible evil force hath landed near here. The strang-er hath challenged thee to defeat it. So go forth and buy thyselves pants. Then go forth and defeat this powerful evil force.’
And the God of Refreshing Turnip Juice didst vanish from their midst.

But the Dudes were too close to the place where the evil force had land-ed, and so they didst go forth without pants to do battle with it.

And the Dudes didst find an alien spaceship over the next rise, and there emerged a big, fat slime creature from outer space wearing a bucket on his head from therein.

Quoth the alien: ‘I am the Vorlon God Boojee! I am come to destroy this puny planet!’

‘The What God… Who?’ quoth Nori.

‘I am the Great Othwog’s older brother!’ quoth Boojee.

‘Who the hell is the Great Oth-wog?’ quoth Scoot.

And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders.

‘I shall avenge my brother!’ cried Boojee. ‘I shall reduce this planet to dust! I am the great God Boojee!’

‘Thy conformity doth explain no-thing,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Yeah, fuck-face!’ quoth Nori. ‘On this planet we have something called the Gods of Hondo, and they have bet a total stranger that we canst kick thy sor-ry ass back to whatever planet thou hast come from!’

‘Ha!’ laughed Boojee. ‘Thou hast no pants! Thou’rt no match for me!’

‘Dost thou not meaneth that we have no chance?’ quoth Yoco.

‘No, dumbass, he sayeth pants,’ quoth Nori. ‘Dost thou not remember that thou’rt fighting him in thy fuckin’ Fruit of the Looms?’

‘So before thou doth begin thy pathetic struggle to survive,’ quoth the evil Vorlon deity, ‘tell me, who doth want to be the first to taste the wrath of Boojee?’

‘Yea, tho I have no pants,’ quoth Scoot, ‘I shall find a way to defeat thee!’

And the Dudes didst attack the Vorlon God Boojee with all their might, but ’twas of no avail against the evil alien.

And it came to pass that in the midst of their battle, a sleek and deadly-looking spaceship landed near them.

And a sleek and deadly-looking figure didst emerge from the ship, and she said unto the Dudes: ‘Couldst thou use a little help?’

‘Astro Bitch!?’ cried Boojee. ‘But how didst thou findeth me?’

‘Thou leaveth a slime trail a light-year wide across the galaxy,’ quoth she. ‘Now I shall collect the bounty on thee, thou lard-ass sack of shit!’

ZAP!

And she didst blast Boojee’s ship into space dust.

‘Now there is a fighter after mine own heart,’ quoth Nori. ‘Fuck him up, Astro Bitch!’

‘No, not the ship!’ cried Boojee. ‘My father shalt excrete a brick!’

‘Quickly!’ quoth Astro Bitch. ‘Ye must destroy the bucket! As long as he hath it, he is invincible!’

BIFF! 

POW!

And Scoot didst knock the buck-et off of Boojee’s head.

‘Thou insignificant fool!’ cried Boojee. ‘All that thou hast done to me, I shall do unto thee one hundred fold!’

‘Yo! Fungus-Farm!’ quoth Astro Bitch. ‘Get thy fat ass over here!’

PLOOMF!

BLAH!

THOK!

And Astro Bitch didst hold Boo-jee at bay whilst Scoot didst draw the HellRazor and maketh his next attack.

ZIPPE!

BLURG!

SKA-POW!

‘Swok! I am slain!’ cried Boojee as he fell to the ground with a mighty thump. ‘This can’t be… They had no… pants…’

And such was the end of the Vorlon God Boojee.

And there was much rejoicing.

And as Astro Bitch didst take off in her ship to collect her bounty, for she had managed to fit 51% of the corpse on board, she proclaimed: ‘Rock thee on, Dudes! Thou putteth up one hell of a fight! Merry fuckin’ Christmas to all, and to all a good night!’

But the Dudes were still without pants, and it came to pass that Scoot was pursued by Evil-Cam, which didst hunt him through forest and field.

Chapter 11

And it came to pass that after the Dudes didst help Scoot out of the tree which Evil-Cam had chased him up, they didst set out to find pants, and the Gods of Hondo appeared before them as cat-hair-encrusted hats, and the God of Evil said unto them: ‘Hail Dudes! Thou’rt to be commended for thy victory against the Vorlon God Boojee!’
‘Even if ’twas with a little help from Astro Bitch,’ spake the God of Fighting Foo.

‘But the important part is that it was one of the Dudes who didst deliver the fatal blow,’ spake the God of Odnoh. ‘Now the stranger hath asked thee to steal Socrates’ Rug That Doth Really Tie the Room Together.
‘This ancient relic, which is be-lieved to have belonged to the first radi-cal of the Ancient World, is now kept at the retirement home on Mount Olympus, where most of the Ancient Gods didst settle into after they retired. It is said that this Rug hath the power to tie any room together. Rumor hath it that the Rug now adorneth the recreation hall, which is the Valhalla Room. Thou must spirit it away whilst the Ancient Gods art not looking.’

‘Stealing stuff from a retirement home…’ quoth Nori, ‘this shouldst be easier than tipping cows and shoving ears of corn up their asses!’

And the Gods of Hondo didst transport the Dudes to Mount Olympus Godly Retirement Resort.

‘Mount Olympus…’ quoth Scoot, ‘Somehow, it didst always look more impressive in the brochures…’

‘I think thou meaneth mythology books,’ quoth Oreamnos Americanus.

‘Whatever,’ quoth Casey. ‘Man, this place doth look like a dump.’

‘It hath indeed seen better days,’ quoth Jennifer.

And so they didst enter unto the main hall of Retirement Home of the Gods, and there they didst meet the swiftest messenger of the entire Ancient World, Hermes. But the once formidable runner had since hung up his wingèd shoes, and over the centuries the fast-est of the Ancient Gods had become the fattest.

‘I welcome thee to Mount O-lympus, the Retirement Home of the Gods!’ proclaimed the stout deity. ‘I see thou hast no pants. Thou’rt a strange bunch.’

And the God who couldst now be mistaken for Buddha didst call upon the nurses to provideth the Dudes with new togas, and it came to pass that the Dudes went Greek.

And the Dudes didst wander a-round the retirement home to find that whilst most of the Ancient Gods didst just sit around and watcheth TV, Zeus didst  spend most of his time chasing nurses around as if he was still in his office (which had been turned into a storage closet) on Mount Olympus.

And the Dudes didst search the Retirement Home for many days, and they didst even find the Average Man, for whom all things (chairs, clothes, cof-fee mugs, etc) art supposed to be the “normal” fit, and they didst discover that these things didst not even fit him.

After a while, the Dudes didst find a room wherein a group of Ancient Gods had gathered. There they didst find a strange gathering, indeed.

For when Bragi was an old man, lying on his deathbed (for an old god doth never die, he just fadeth away), he wouldst have to find some young soul to continueth his tale with no end.

And it came to pass that Bragi asked of Scoot, ‘Wouldst thou continue my tale with no end when I passeth away?’

‘But of course,’ quoth Scoot, and the Dudes didst start looking around for some duct tape.

‘As a boon for accepting my last request, Scoot the Ko’An,’ spake Bragi, for he had grown senile in his old age, ‘I shall grant thee any one request that is within my power.’

‘Wouldst thou tell us where they keepeth Socrates’ Rug That Doth Really Tie the Room Together?’ quoth Scoot.

‘That wouldst be in the Valhalla room,’ spake Bragi, and the Dudes didst stare at him blankly. ‘Down the hall and to thy left.’

‘Now why didn’t we thinketh of that?’ quoth Casey.

‘Don’t get me started on that,’ quoth Nori.

And so the Dudes didst go down the hall and to their left, and they didst find the Valhalla Room.

But they didst discover that the Ancient Gods didst call upon a being from another dimension to guardeth the Rug, and it was guarded by the ten-foot-tall, grey-skinned giant whose name was Luigi.

‘Der… who goeth there?’ quoth the grey giant, whose booming voice didst echo all through the halls.

‘We art the Dudes,’ quoth Scoot. ‘We art come hither to see Socrates’ Rug That Doth Really Tie the Room To-gether.’

‘Da one-eyed God didst tolded Luigi not to alloweth any outsiders into da Valhalla Room,’ quoth the mighty giant.

‘Verily I say, this guy is dumber than a box of shit-faced, crazed weas-els,’ quoth Nori. ‘But he is stronger than all of thee put together.’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, ‘I shall have to outsmart him.’

And he said unto Luigi: ‘Luigi, how wouldst thou liketh to play a little game?’

‘Luigi liketh games,’ quoth Luigi.

‘Very well,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Let us play Hide and Seek. Thou shalt be it. Since thou’rt so big and strong, we shall ask thee to counteth to one million, then shalt thou come hither to find us.’

‘O boy!’ cried the gentle giant, for the retired Ancient Gods didst never let him have any fun. ‘One…. Two… uh… three… four…’

‘This couldst taketh a while…’ quoth Nori.

‘Didst he not miss eight?’ quoth Casey.

And so Luigi didst begin counting to one million, and the Dudes didst go unto the Valhalla Room and didst steal Socrates’ Rug That Doth Really Tie the Room Together, and they didst spirit it away from the Ancient Gods without their knowing.

‘Wow! This really wouldst goeth in any room!’ cried Oreamnos Ameri-canus, for the Rug really didst tie any room together.

And the God of the Milk of the Flock appeared before them as disem-bodied headlights, and said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! Thou hast completed yet another labor, yada, yada now the stranger hath a new challenge for thee. Thou art to go unto a certain Burger Joint and out-disgust their very rude and unsanitary Management. Now go forth and showeth that stranger what thou’rt made of!’
And so the Dudes didst set out to find the Burger Joint.

Chapter 12

But the Dudes knew that the Burger Joint was in another time zone.

‘So how the fuck art we to get there?’ quoth Orty. ‘The place we seek-eth is in New Jersey.’

‘New Jersey!’ cried the Dudes in horror.

‘That doth suck the rigid cock of Satan!’ cried Nori. (props Stephen King)

‘But Satan hath not a cock, re-member?’ quoth RJ.

‘Ah, ’twill be no problem getting there,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for in my many travels, I have uncovered a secret known only to a few. Allow me to show thee Project M.’

‘Project M?’ quoth the Dudes in unison.

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, and he didst take the Dudes unto a great green warp pipe hidden away from the road. (props Nintendo Power)

‘Dude!’ quoth Oreamnos Ameri-canus, ‘this is pretty fucked-up right here!’

‘For ’twas developed by the Shabernack Institute,’ quoth Scoot, ‘and with it we shall be able to reacheth our destination in no time. Trust me, ’tis much faster than the Scoot Mobile.’

‘No comment,’ quoth Nori.

And so the Dudes didst jump into the warp pipe and didst end up in New Jersey.

For in New Jersey, there was a certain Burger Joint. And after years of putting up with asshole customers, the Management of this Burger Joint didst become so rude and disgusting that no one wouldst eat there anymore.

And the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions said unto the God of Clerks: ‘Matt, shouldst we help them this time?’
‘Aye,’ spake the God of Clerks, ‘for they shalt need all the help they canst get. What say’st thou, Count Chocula™?’
And Count Chocula™ was silent.

‘We shall take that as a yes,’ spake Matt.

And so the Gods of Hondo set out to help the Dudes in their labor.

And so the Dudes came unto the Burger Joint, and the Town Crier cried, ‘Hear ye! Hear ye! Someone new doth come to challenge the Management of the Burger Joint!’

And the Dudes didst enter the Burger Joint, and Casey and Oreamnos Americanus didst order a shitload of stuff and didst chow down.

And Dirty Uncle Orty didst begin to shove various objects up his nose, for he couldst not allow the disgusting crew there to upstageth him.

And it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo came unto the Burger Joint disguised as pimps, and Derrick said unto Scoot:  ‘ ’Tis we, the Gods of Hondo! We are come hither as pimps to help thee.’
‘Okay…’ quoth Scoot, and so he didst quantemplate, and when he didst come up with a plan, he didst explain it to the Gods of Hondo.

And it came to pass that a bunch of hookers wearing bunny suits didst en-ter the Burger Joint, and still the Man-agement didst continue to be rude and disgusting.

And Dirty Uncle Orty didst begin to removeth the objects from his nose, and still he couldst not phaseth them.

And it came to pass that as the Dudes didst continue to try to do in-creasingly more disgusting things in the eyes of the Management, and their workers were able to do equally dis-gusting things in the kitchen, that still more hookers wearing bunny suits didst enter the Burger Joint.

So the Management didst begin to be afraid, very afraid, as it came to pass that the store was filling up with hookers in strange garb.

But then Oreamnos Americanus and Casey didst finish eating the last of the food in the Burger Joint, and the Management became even more afraid and disgusted, yet they still held fast against the Dudes.

At last there were no more hook-ers left wearing bunny suits, so instead there came forth hookers in Wookiee, gorilla, Bat Man, and Santa costumes.

‘Belgium!’ cried Nori, for she was so disgusted, she couldst not thinketh up any stronger word.

And as they didst take up the last of the space, and Oreamnos Ameri-canus and Casey had eaten the last of their food, and Dirty Uncle Orty had proven that he couldst stick more things up his nose than anyone thought hum-anly possible, that the Management couldst stand no more, and they didst give up.

And the Pimp of Hondo said unto the Dudes: ‘Thou hast done it again! Only two more labors remaineth. The stranger hath not thought up thy next labor yet, so thou shalt do that wander-ing thing again. Have thee a nice day.’
And the Pimps of Hondo didst vanish from their midst.

And the God of Nipples didst re-appear and taketh his ho’s with him.

Chapter 13

And it came to pass that as the Dudes were wandering, as the Gods of Hondo had commanded them, that whilst trying to duct tape a cow to a tree branch, RJ and Booby didst lose their grip, causing it to fall and land on Nori’s foot.

‘Ow! Son of a biscuit-eater!’ cried she.

And the Dudes didst look at Nori very strangely.

‘Didst I really say that?’ quoth Nori the Cursing Faerie sheepishly, for she was as confusticated as the Dudes. ‘What the fudge is going on here?’

And she didst put her hand over her mouth, horrified that she might say-eth something else really lame sound-ing.

‘Ha-ha!’ quoth Yoco, as he didst laugh at her. ‘Thou canst not curse any-more and I still canst! See! Damn! Shit! F___! …huh!?’

‘What the heck is going on a-round here?’ quoth Scoot, for he too had noticed that something was horribly a-miss.

And all the Dudes didst try to curse, but all that came forth from their mouths were a bunch of weak-sounding Turner Classic Movie substitutes for that which they really meant to sayeth.

‘Of all the stupid, #$*%in’ $#*%!’ cried Nori. ‘#*#%%$#*&@&$#*%****#$ %#$***#!!!! And ye better believe it!’

And she didst try to giveth the heavens the finger, only to discovereth that her hand didst pixelize.

‘Verily I say, someone is putting words in our mouths,’ quoth Brian Fritz Skanky-[moo!].

And it came to pass that the God of S___.., no, I mean S_____ (for it seemed that not even the Gods them-selves were able to curse now) ap-peared before the Dudes as the Mex-ican Goat-Sucker of Sri Lanka, and said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! A terrible new evil hath emerged and he calleth himself Mr Censorship. He hath stolen a V-Chip for Reality, which Dr Färtnøkker, and the stranger hath challenged thee to destroy it.
‘Thou must defeateth Mr Censor-ship, or else we art all doomed to put up with this [boink]ed-up reality. Darnit!’

And the God of Darnit appeared before them as an inanimate carbon rod and said unto them: ‘Please hurry thee up, Dudes. Kicketh Mr Censorship’s butt for us! This is really irking me off!’
And the Gods of Hondo vanish-ed from their midst, and the Dudes didst set out to defeat Mr Censorship and to destroyeth his Reality V-Chip.

‘Wait thee up!’ cried Brian Fritz Skanky-[Moo!]. ‘I have to go push.’

‘What?’ quoth Nori.

‘I wouldst say I have to go take a [flatulent noise],’ quoth he, ‘but no one wouldst understand me.’

‘Trust me, their censorship doth not change a [boink!]ing thing,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Anyone who hath gone to public schools, hath parents, or doth not bow to the self-righteous whims of Teddy Turner, or that [moo!] Jane Fonda, wilt know what thou sayeth.’

‘Heck yeah!’ cried Nori. ‘For that [squawk!] is really irking me off! I canst not sayeth a darn thing right! The loss of one’s middle finger canst greatly hinder one’s ability to communicateth, and he shall [boink!]ing pay for this!’

And do the Dudes didst go forth to find Mr Censorship. And they didst quickly discover that the closer they got to the V-Chip, the more heavily censor-ed Reality became.

And it came to pass that the Dudes didst find Mr Censorship’s secret laboratory, and didst enter therein.

And the Dudes came unto the heart of Mr Censorship’s hideout, a vast, dark chamber.

And there Mr Censorship didst appear before them as a colossal Soc-cer Mom, and said unto them: ‘I am the great and powerful Mr Censorship! Ye who opposeth me shalt be crushed like little bugs!’

‘Kisseth my shiny metal butt!’ cried RJ as he didst moon for a rebuttal with the Hyper-X Buttplate, and all the Dudes didst moon the Soccer Mom, but their butts didst all pixelize.

And so RJ didst blow the Great and terrible Soccer Mom away.

And in its place there appeared the ghost of Cotton Mather.

‘Thou hast stunted my vocabu-lary!’ cried Nori, and she didst throw her Faerie pixie dust at the apparition, and it didst turn into a book, a bell and a can-dle.

And these things didst turn into Chuck Norris.

‘Ha!’ quoth Mr Censorship, ‘now I have taken on my final and ultimate form! Thou’rt no match for me!’

And Scoot didst power up and attack, but Mr Censorship didst have the power of Chuck Norris, whose script-writers never alloweth him to lose, and he didst beat Scoot severely.

‘[Boink!] thee!’ quoth Scoot, for he had discovered that though he was being beaten, there was no blood or pain in Mr Censorship’s new reality. ‘All thy cheesy, Chuck Norris-style violence is useless! Let’s go, Dudes! Together, we canst overcome this washed-up act-ion hero!’

And it came to pass that Scoot was wrong. For though Chuck Norris was well past his prime, those who didst write the script were still on his side, and even all the Dudes put together were no match for him in their free-for-all brawl.

‘Yo! Hey dumb[hee-haw!]s! Over here!’ cried Nori, for she had seen a cur-tain on the far side of the chamber, and there was a man behind it.

‘Pay thee no attention to the man behind the curtain!’ quoth Mr Censor-ship. ‘Thy battle is with me!’

But Nori didst remove the curtain and didst reveal the real Mr Censorship to be a scrawny little computer geek.

‘Well, if it isn’t Mr Fancy-Pants!’ quoth Scoot, and he didst fire an energy bolt at the computer behind the curtain, and the apparition of Chuck Norris didst pixelize out of existence.

‘That’s unconstitutional!’ cried Mr Censorship.

‘Thou’rt unconstitutional!’ quoth Scoot, and with one final blow from the HeckRazor didst the Butt-Kickin’ Apostle restoreth Reality to its normal state.

‘Sound test!’ cried Yoco.

‘Damn! Shit! Fuck! Bitch! Whore! Pussy! Ass! Cunt! Gun! Pot! Bastard! Tits! Dick!’ cried Nori, and she didst give the world the finger, and it didst not pix-elize. And so she finished triumphantly, saying, ‘Belgium!’

And it came to pass that Oream-nos Americanus’ ears didst bleed.

‘Freedom!’ cried Scoot ‘Freed-om! Yeah right!’

And so the Dudes went forth and had a great Riverdance to celebrate their fuckin’ awesome victory against Mr Censorship, and they didst moon and flippeth off everyone they met, so zeal-ous were they about their restored free-dom to live in an uncensored Reality.

Chapter 14

And it came to pass that as the Dudes were running around making obscene gestures at people, and the grateful people were making equally obscene gestures at them, that the Gods of Hondo appeared before them as a two-headed Plumed Serpent, and said unto them: ‘Hail Dudes! And a big fuckin’ Hell Yeah! For thou hast saved all or Reality from a fate worse than the Rosy O’Don-nell Show.
‘The stranger hath been waiting to show thee thy final and most difficult labor. This one shall challenge thee in ways which art utterly mind-boggling.’

And the Gods of Hondo didst transport the Dudes to a room. For there were no doors or windows in the room, nor any other means by which it couldst be exited.

‘Thou must findeth a way to exit this room,’ spake the God of Hamster Cock. ‘Thou hast one hour to solve the stranger’s riddle.’
‘Or else…’ spake the God of Nipples.

And so the Gods of Hondo didst vanish from their midst, and the Dudes were left alone to solve the puzzle, for all that was in the room was a mirror and a table.

‘This is simple,’ quoth RJ, and he didst use the Hyper-X Buttplate against the walls.

But ’twas no use, as the walls, floor, and even the ceiling were too thick to blast.

‘How shall we do this?’ quoth Scoot, and he didst quantemplate.

But even Nori couldst not think of a way out of the stranger’s room.

And it came to pass that the Dudes didst become desperate as time was running out.

‘There is no way we canst do this,’ quoth Oreamnos Americanus.

‘Wait a minute!’ quoth Casey in a stroke of brilliance. ‘I knoweth this one!’

‘ ’Tis nice to know thou knoweth something,’ quoth Nori.

And the Dudes didst laugh at him.

And Casey didst look in the mir-ror to see what he saw. He didst use the saw to cutteth the table in half. Two halves maketh a whole, and he didst crawl out the hole. And the Dudes didst follow after him.

And there was much rejoicing.

‘Yes!’ cried Scoot. ‘We have won the bet and beaten all of the stranger’s challenges! Now we canst all go home!’

And so the Dudes didst all go home to await the return of the Gods of Hondo, and any tidings of their bet with the stranger.

Chapter 15

Scootly Ko’An Manor…

And it came to pass that the phone didst ring, and Scoot the Ko’An didst stagger out into the alley to answer it.

‘Ahoy-hoy?’ quoth he.

‘Zooty, zoot, zoot!’ quoth Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch. ‘ ’Tis I, Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy McBean Oreamnos Americanus Skanky-Bitch! Thou dost have thy pants on, dost thou not? Good, because the stranger is back.’
‘What the fuck doth he want?’ quoth Nori.

‘He is come hither to fulfill his part in the bet,’ quoth the Brian.

‘So at last we may knoweth the Question…’

And so Scoot didst hang up on Oreamnos Americanus and didst gather together the Dudes that they might find out what it was they didst go through all this trouble for.

And the stranger came unto As-gard, where he didst grudgingly whisper the Question into Matt’s ear.

But as the God of the Land of Competition didst hear the Question, his brain didst freeze up, for understanding the Universe wouldst cause it to col-lapse on itself and be replaced by some-thing even more bizarre and inex-plicable.

And the stranger didst reveal himself to be none other than The Man, and he didst depart, laughing wildly at how easily he had deceived the Gods of Hondo.

‘Now what the fuck shalt we do?’ cried Nori.

And a dark hour didst come up-on the remaining Gods of Hondo, and those who dwelt in Asgard were greatly troubled.

The Book of  Kaméhaméha

(The Book of Kaméhaméha was brought to thee by Big Oil. Keeping gas prices inflated, and people overly reliant on petroleum products, since 1893. Proudly playing the Shell Game with consum-ers. Big Oil.)

And so the God of Everything Else was laid to rest in a floating refrigerator, and cast off to sea.

‘Now I am in charge…’ spake the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions, ‘…Count Chocula™, please! For the love of crap, thou must tell me what I’m supposed to do!’
And Count Chocula™ was silent.

‘Dammit! Thou’rt no help!’ cried Derrick, God of Fist-Pounding, as he pounded his fist whilst shouting ‘Dam-mit!’
‘Great,’ quoth Nori, ‘the God of Stupidity is in charge… We art all doom-ed…’

‘Come on,’ spake the Demigod-dess Heidi. ‘Surely thou hast made a plan of some sort…’
‘Nay,’ quoth the Demigod David, ‘for we were all too busy having fun be-ing the Gods of Hondo…’
And so Scoot didst quantemplate for a long time, and finally he didst say unto them: ‘The Council of Voices hath spoken. And they art completely stump-ed.’

‘As usual, I am the brains in this outfit,’ quoth Nori the Cursing Faerie. ‘Lord Derrick, in accordance with thine own fucking decrees, RJ, the Assistant God of Hondo, shalt step up to thy side as an Acting God of Hondo, for Lord Matt canst not fulfill his duties as the God of Fishbulbs for the time being.’

And it was so. For the God of Hawai’ian Shirts didst bestow upon RJ the powers of Acting God of Hondo.

But he had no more of a clue of what to do than the God of Odnoh.

And it came to pass that Scoot didst open  the Book of Hondo and didst read thereof.

‘Here it is!’ cried Scoot, for he had searched among the Lost Chapters, the Missing Pages. ‘Kaméhaméha 2:15 sayeth: “…And the Dudes went forth to seek the Guru who didst live on Cold Mountain, and they didst pass by the Monolith Corporation headquarters…” ’

‘We have not even done that yet, Scoot…’ quoth Adria.

‘ ’Tis an advance copy,’  quoth Scoot, ‘for I am always thinking ahead. Verily I say, there is no Off position on the genius switch.’

‘But how?…’ quoth Yoco, for he was as confounded as the rest of the Dudes.

‘I truly am a man of many, many talents,’ quoth Scoot, modestly.

‘Couldst thou taketh a peek at the end?’ quoth Casey. ‘Dost The Man win or what?’

‘I will not refer to the end, which no one canst foresee,’ quoth Scoot, ‘that wouldst be cheating.’

‘Go forth, O Scootly One,’ spake RJ, the Acting God of Phone Sanitizing, ‘seek out the Guru who doth live on Cold Mountain. May he be of more help to thee than I.’

And so the Dudes didst set out as Lord RJ had commanded them, and went forth to find Cold Mountain and seek out the great Guru.

Chapter 2

And it came to pass that as the Dudes were passing gas in South City, that the Angel of Death came unto the city and didst enter the Monolith Corporation’s home office building.

And Death didst enter the wait-ing room, for a room reserved for wait-ing doth not serve much purpose.

And Death didst go unto the off-ice door of Will Bates, CEO of the Monolith Corporation, but the secretary didst stop him, and she said unto him, ‘Dost thou have an appointment with Mr Bates?’

‘I am Death…’ spake Death.

‘I care not who thou art,’ quoth the secretary. ‘Dost thou have an ap-pointment or not?’

‘No…’ spake Death ominously.

‘If thou hast not an appointment, thou shalt not enter,’ quoth she, ‘for only those who hath an appointment may see him.’

‘I am the Grim Reaper,’ spake Death. ‘Everyone hath an appointment with me… sooner or later.’

And so in true secretarial fash-ion, she didst look through her little book, and said unto him: ‘I’m sorry. Mr Bates hath an appointment with a Mr L Zebub, but not a Mr Raper.’

‘Reaper, thou fool!’ cried he, ‘for all mortals must feel my icy touch! I shall take Mr Bates with or without thy con-sent, foolish woman!’

‘This is sexual harassment, and I don’t have to take it,’ quoth the sec-retary. ‘Now be gone! Do not make me call Security. If I ever see thee again, ’twill be for the last time!’

‘But… that’s the… point… oh, I give up!’

And so Death didst storm out past the skeletons of those still waiting for their appointment with Mr Bates, and he was greatly frustrated.

‘O, the humiliation! That a mere secretary couldst keep Death at bay…’ muttered he. ‘I must be getting old or something…’

And the Dudes went forth to seek the Guru who didst live on Cold Mountain, and they didst pass by the Monolith Corporation headquarters as Death didst depart.

And Yoco didst mock the Grim Reaper, saying unto him: ‘Ha! Thou doth not scare me! O grave, where is thy victory? O death, where is thy sting?’

‘That doth it!’ cried Death, for he had been having a really shitty day.

‘Oohhh, I quaketh in my fuzzy bunny slippers,’ quoth Yoco, for the Gods of Hondo had made him immortal. ‘What art thou going to do, huh? I fear thou hast lost thy touch.’

‘I’ll show thee touch!’ cried he, ‘Thou shalt feel my icy grip grasping thy beating, throbbing—’

‘Eewww!’ cried Nori. ‘Thou fuck-ing pervert!’

‘Gross!’ cried Scoot.

‘Heart! I was going to say heart!’

And Death didst touch Yoco, and Yoco didst die. And such was the death of Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch.

‘Cool!’ cried the Dudes in unison.

‘Meh…’ quoth Nori.

‘But… but… but…’ quoth Casey, ‘ ’twas cool…’

‘I said Meh,’ quoth Nori. ‘m-e-h.’

‘Couldst useth more ’splosions,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Thanks for the critique, O Scoot-ly One. For that I shall postpone our appointment next week,’ spake Death.

And the Dudes didst pass on their way.

Chapter 3

And it came to pass that the Sacrificial Goat didst materialize in front of an old-ish looking grave. And on the grave was an inscription.

And these were the words of the inscription on the oldish-looking grave: ‘Here lies the Sacrificial Goat Formerly Known as Hans, also known as Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy McBean Oream-nos Americanus Something Skanky-Bitch.’

‘What the hell is this?’ demanded Something, ‘And why the fuck hath I a splitting headache?’

‘Thou art dead…’ responded an ominous voice.

‘But that canst not be,’ quoth Something, ‘for the Gods of Hondo have made me immortal. And why dost thou soundeth so much like my mother?’

‘Dammit!’ spake the voice.

And Something’s surroundings didst fade away, and were replaced with the Pearly Gates.

‘And now…’ spake the voice of a disembodied announcer, ‘here is thy host… a cheap substitute for common sense… Saint Peter!’

‘Knoweth everyone what time it is?…’ quoth Saint Peter.

‘Aye!!’ cried the crowd of angels and demons in the audience.

‘ ’Tis time to play…’

‘Sheep Goeth to Heaven, Goats Goeth to Hell!’ cried they.

‘I liketh not the sound of this…’ quoth the Sacrificial Goat.

‘And now, introducing today’s contestants,’ quoth Saint Peter. ‘Here today is the Sacrificial Goat of Hondo, Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy McBean Oreamnos Americanus Something Skanky-Bitch… Continuing her quest for money in her intimidation lawsuit against the Grim Reaper, a secretary from the firm of the Monolith Corporation… and the returning champion, having died an unbelievable 840 times, Dolly the Sheep!

‘Now let us begin,’ quoth St Peter, and he didst read a card: ‘Miss Secretary, for ten points, canst thou tell us how many Commandments art void-ed by the Thirty-Second Command-ment?’

‘How the hell shouldst I know?’ demanded she. ‘That creepy Mr Raper didst storm out of mine office, and I was so scared, I didst not return to work. But I couldst not find anyone who wouldst do anything about it. They all sayeth I was crazy for saying that Death was out to get me… then here I am…’

‘Sorry, wrong answer,’ quoth St Peter. ‘For fifteen points, canst thou telleth me how many Command-ments art voided by the Thirty-Second Com-mandment?’

And Dolly didst ring her buzzer.

‘Dolly?’ quoth St Peter.

‘Baaa-eeeee-a…’ quoth she.

‘Sorry! Wrong!’ quoth St Peter. ‘I guess the clones hath gone bad again. Something, for twenty points, canst thou telleth me how many Commandments art voided by the Thirty-Second Com-mandement?’

‘Two,’ quoth Something.

‘Excellent!’ quoth St Peter. ‘Al-righty, then, for twenty points: In the line of Dirty Uncle Orty, the Reverend Jimmy was the son of this man.’

And Dolly didst ring her buzzer.

‘Dolly?’ quoth St Peter.

‘Baaa-eeeee-a…’ quoth she.

‘I’m sorry, thine answer must be in the form of a question!’ quoth St Peter as turned unto the secretary. ‘For twenty points: In the line of Dirty Uncle Orty, the Reverend Jimmy was the son of this man.’

And the secretary didst ring her buzzer.

‘Miss Secretary?’ quoth St Peter.

‘Who is running this show?’ de-manded she.

‘Nope!’ quoth St Peter.

And a buzzer didst sound.

‘Uh-oh!’ quoth St Peter. ‘Know-est thou what time it is? ’Tis time for the One-Hundred Meter Anal Probe!’

And it came to pass that the Probe-O-Matic didst take the secretary away.

‘Is this really part of getting into heaven?’ quoth she.

‘Yes, actually,’ quoth St Peter. ‘Yea, tho many think ’twas added by the Gods of Hondo, the Probe-O-Matic was actually designed as a form of hazing for those weak-minded fools who didst act-ually get into Heaven by doing all of the stuff in the Bible. Enjoy thy trip, Miss Secretary!

‘Now, that doth leave it down to thee, Something and Dolly. Something, for twenty points: In the line of Dirty Uncle Orty, the Reverend Jimmy was the son of this man.’

‘Who is Samaria?’ quoth Some-thing.

‘Correct!’ quoth St Peter. And this time he didst spin the wheel to decide what the question wouldst be. ‘Now, for thirty points, canst thou tell me which of the following didst not happen to the people at the end of the Pointless Tale of Pippin the Bastard:

‘a) the entire football team had fishes stuck up their asses?

‘b) the whole town was trippin’ out?

‘c) the road to Kungfucius’ didst implode after a bizarre confrontation with Naginata the Polite Assassin?

‘Or d) that Pippin’s bastard son didst travel back in time and destroy the Great Othwog once and for all after the explosive, fiery death of N Sync and Britney Spears?’

And Dolly didst ring her buzzer.

‘Dolly?’ quoth St Peter.

‘Baaa-eeeee-a…’ quoth she.

‘That is incorrect,’ quoth St Peter. ‘Something, now for thirty points, canst thou tell me which of the following didst not happen to the people at the end of the Pointless Tale of Pippin the Bastard:

‘a) the entire football team had fishes stuck up their asses?

‘b) the whole town was trippin’ out?

‘c) the road to Kungfucius’ didst implode after a bizarre confrontation with Naginata the Polite Assassin?

‘Or d) that Pippin’s bastard son didst travel back in time and destroy the Great Othwog once and for all after the explosive, fiery death of N Sync and Britney Spears?’

‘I wouldst have to say C,’ quoth Something.

‘Correct, Something!’ quoth St Peter. ‘Dolly, thou hast one last chance to defeat Something. For sixty points, answer me this: For the Sixth Labor of the Dudes, what didst Scoot the Ko’An have to do?’

And Dolly didst ring her buzzer.

‘Dolly?’ quoth St Peter.

‘Baaa-eeeee-a…’ quoth she.

‘Ooh, wrong again!’ quoth St Peter. ‘Something, for the Sixth Labor of the Dudes, what didst Scoot the Ko’An have to do?’

‘He didst have to cleaneth  the Radioactive Catbox from Hell,’ quoth Something.

‘Correct!’ quoth St Peter. ‘Dolly, thou hast another chance to get back in the game. For one hundred and fifty points, canst thou tell me the name of the “Politically Correct” Faerie that didst run with the Dudes?’

And Dolly didst ring her buzzer.

‘Dolly?’ quoth St Peter.

‘Baaa-eeeee-a…’ quoth she.

‘Is this like unto the John Wayne Strategy?’ quoth St Peter, ‘for “John Wayne” may well be the answer to one of these questions, but whatever it is thou art saying is not.

‘Now, Something, for one hund-red and fifty points, canst thou tell me the name of the “Politically Correct” Faerie that didst run with the Dudes?’

And Something didst think about it for a long moment, then said unto him: ‘I shall useth my life-line.’

‘Very well,’ quoth St Peter, ‘who shalt thou call?’

‘Scoot the Ko’An,’ quoth he.

And so St Peter didst call.

‘Ahoy-hoy!’ quoth Scoot.

‘Zooty, zoot, zoot!’ quoth Some-thing, ‘ ’Tis I, Something! Thou art my lifeline, and I have a real poser of a question for thee…’

‘Yoco! I told thee not to call me on this line!’ quoth Scoot, for he was speaking on a cell phone. ‘Canst thou not see that I am busy doing battle with the Super Squirrel!’
‘No,’ quoth Something.

‘Fuck off,’ quoth Scoot. ‘He hath been training for his rematch in the Hypersquirrelic Time Chamber, and he hath become a Level Two Super Squir-rel. Damn! If not for my training with Kungfucius, I wouldst be no match for him— Ow! Fuckin’ Super Squirrel! Here, Nori, catch!’
And Something didst hear in the background:

‘Stomp! And shake that ghetto boot— Ow! Scoot! Thou ass-ramming uncle-fucker!’ cried Nori. ‘And who the bloody hell is this?’
‘ ’Tis I, Something, Nori,’ quoth he, ‘and I think thou’rt the best person to answer my question. What was the name of that Faerie friend of yours, the Politically Correct one?’

‘Is that all?’ quoth Nori. ‘I got smacked over the head with the fuckin’ phone for this? Her name was Fuct, dumbass!’
And Nori didst hang up.

‘Her name was Fuct the Political-ly Correct Faerie,’ quoth Something, and he didst now feel like a dumbass for not remembering something so simple.

‘Is that thy Final Answer?’ quoth St Peter.

‘Ummmmmmmmm… yes,’ quoth Something.

‘And thou art… correct! Which meaneth thou hast won, Mr. Skanky-Bitch!’

‘Well I’ll be damned,’ quoth he.

‘Yes thou art,’ quoth St Peter. ‘And our viewing audience shalt tell thee why…’

‘Sheep Goeth to Heaven, Goats Goeth to Hell!’ cried they.

And St Peter didst pull a lever and it came to pass that the Sacrificial Goat of Hondo didst fall down an im-possibly long shaft and didst land in a pile of frozen ashes.

‘What the hell…’ quoth he.

‘Ye guessed it!’ quoth a demon in a pinstriped suit. ‘Welcome to Odnoh Land! Here thou shalt spent all eternity freezing thy pasty white ass off!’

‘There must be some kind of mistake…’ quoth Something, ‘thou see-eth, I am the Sacrificial Goat of Hondo. I am immortal… How hast this happened to me?…’

‘Pardon me a moment,’ quoth the demon, and he didst turn to another man, asking, ‘what is thy problem?’

‘What the hell happened?’ quoth the man. ‘I didst obey all of the Com-mandments, even the ones which didst contradict each other…’

‘Let me guess…’ And the demon didst take out his cell phone and spoke for a moment, then said unto him, ‘Thou hast died of asphyxiation and ass-phyxiation, right?’

‘Aye,’ quoth he.

‘ ’Tis simple,’  quoth the demon, ‘for ye see, thou didst accidentally sign thy soul to the devil whilst filling out lay-away papers at Wal-Mart.’

And the man was dragged away, kicking and screaming.

‘Ye know, Lucifer didst get a lot of souls with that layaway plan. Buy now, pay later…’ quoth the demon, ‘now as for thee, my friend, there have been a lot of paperwork snafus since the God of Stupidity hath taken over. Since thou doth annoy me, thou shalt spend all thy time in the Box whilst we put thy case in the Big Pile Which Doth Never Get Sort-ed.’

And so Something was dragged away, kicking and screaming, to the Box. For the Box was the one place where the God of Odnoh allowed the heat to still be running full blast.

And Something was kept therein for a great long time.

Chapter 4

And it came to pass that as the Dudes were walking down the road, the God of Orange Juice Drinking appeared before them as a burning bush, and said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! ’Tis I, the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions!’
And Scoot didst sigh with relief. ‘For a moment I thought Jehovah didst escape his closet.’

‘How cliché!’ quoth Nori. ‘Thou’rt clearly not the fuckin’ God of Originality. Imagineth that, a god appearing to his followers as a burning bush…’

And the Dudes didst mock him.

So it came to pass that Derrick was so embarrassed, he didst vanish from their midst before he couldst em-barrass himself further by telling them that the best new name he couldst think of for the Sacrificial Goat of Hondo was Something.

‘I wonder what that was all a-bout…’ quoth Casey.

And after many days of travel, the Dudes didst finally come unto Cold Mountain, and it was enormous.

‘So it is a real place…’ quoth Scoot.

‘Yes, it is a real place,’ quoth Nori, ‘and ’tis really fuckin’ cold!’

And so the Dudes didst climb all the way up Cold Mountain, and there they didst find the great Guru sitting on a rock ledge.

He was levitating whilst he was meditating, and he said unto them, ‘Wel-come, Dudes… I sense thou cometh here with an urgent matter…’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for The Man hath put the God of Zebras in a coma or something by telling him the Question. I thinketh it was more than he couldst handle, or something…’

‘A bad idea it was, telling that to a God of Hondo,’ quoth the great Guru. ‘The Man must be ready to maketh his move. Thou must act quickly to stop him. Go thee to Chinatown. Asketh for the Apothacary; he shall help thee.’

‘Thank ye very much, great Guru,’ quoth Scoot. ‘We shall go at once to find the Apothacary.’

And so the Dudes didst go forth to find Chinatown and seeketh out the Apothacary.

Chapter 5

And it came to pass that Something didst burn for a week in the Box before the God of Evil didst come down unto Odnoh Land and didst let Something out after exacting a promise that he be his butler for a week.

‘I am supposed to be immortal,’ quoth Something, ‘so how the flying fuck didst I die?’

‘I am very sorry,’ spake the God of Stupidity, ‘I forgot thou art immortal.’
For in Matt’s absence, he had hired administrators, which both the God of Fish Sticks and Count Chocula™ had expressly forbidden, and since then everything hath gone to hell, including …well, Hell.

‘So by forgetting I was immortal, thou couldst allow me to die…’ quoth Something. ‘What else hast thou forgot-ten lately?’

‘I… don’t know…’ spake the God of Hawai’ian Shirts. ‘This is terribly wrong…’
‘Damn straight!’

‘…And now I shall fix it,’ spake the God of Humor.

And Derrick didst zap Something back one hundred years into past and didst trap him in a huge black stone monolith…

Chapter 6

…And it came to pass that one hundred years later, the Dudes didst walk past the great black stone monolith as light-ning didst strike it, freeing Something.

‘Wow!’ cried Casey, ‘the lightning hath freed something!’

‘So, where the hell hast thou been all this time, Yoco?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Aaahhhhh! Air!’ cried Something as he didst take his first breath in one hundred years. ‘There art times when it doth suck to be immortal…’

‘How in the name of horse-shit didst thou come to be in that fucking stone monolith?’ quoth Nori.

‘Fuck off…’ quoth Something.

‘Lord Derrick is in charge, re-member?’ quoth Scoot. ‘At this point, my friend, anything is possible…’

‘Hey, I’m starving!’ quoth Some-thing, for he had not eaten in over a hundred years, and he was hungry e-nough to eat a horse.

‘Let us stop at the nearest tavern and haveth a bite,’ quoth Scoot.

And so the Dudes didst stop at the nearest tavern and didst eat every-thing in the place, (mostly a horse), and to celebrate the return of the Brian, Scoot didst lead the Dudes in a great Riverdance, and they didst run up the greatest damage bill ever.

And it came to pass on the road as the Dudes were on their way that a witch didst appear in a cloud of green smoke, for her broomstick had crashed.

‘Help!’ cried she, ‘I’ve fallen and I canst not get up!’

And Scoot didst give her a heal-ing potion, and she said unto them, ‘I have had better… The Apothacary of Chinatown doth make a mean healing potion.’

‘Thou knoweth the Apothacary?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Arroint thee, bitch!’ quoth Nori. ‘After we helped thee, this is how thou talketh to us…’

‘Pay thee no attention to her,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for if thou canst tell us where we may find the Apothacary, we shall be forever in thy debt.’

And so she didst tell them the way unto Chinatown, and the Dudes set out. When they came unto Chinatown, they didst ask around, for the Guru had said unto them: ‘Go thee to Chinatown. Asketh for the Apothacary; he shall help thee.’

And after asking around, the Dudes didst find the Apothacary, and they came unto his mysterious, dimly lit shop.

‘I am Scoot the Ko’An,’ quoth Scoot the Ko’An, ‘and these art the Dudes. We are come to ask thee if there is any way we canst restore the God of All Things 100% Colombian.’

‘The Guru hath told me of thy plight,’ quoth the Apothacary, ‘and I may have a way to help thee.’

‘Wow!’ quoth Casey. ‘The Guru! Through telepathy?’

‘No, he didst e-mail me,’ quoth the Apothacary. ‘Now, in order to restor-eth the God of Taser-Taser Kinder-garten Nap-Nap Time, thou must tell Lord Derrick to drink of this potion which I have prepared whilst thou wert on thy way. Then he must say the words In-canis Corporæ Transmuto, and kiss the feet of Lord Matt three times. Then shalt he awaken and be restored to his former self.’

‘Thank ye, mystical Apothacary,’ quoth Scoot. ‘We owe thee a debt of e-ternal gratitude for this favor.’

‘Before thou goest,’ quoth the A-pothacary, ‘I have for thee three more gifts…’

And he didst give unto Some-thing a bottle of Ultra Jolt, and said unto him: ‘Take this, but be warned— thou shouldst only drink of it in times of great need.’

And the Apothacary didst give unto Dirty Uncle Orty a funny-looking mask, and said unto him: ‘This is the Mulambo Mask of Muntu. It once be-longed to an infamous witch doctor, and it doth possess great power, so thou shouldst choose wisely when to wear it.’

And he said unto Scoot: ‘This is something which the Guru hath forgot-ten to tell thee… The HellRazor is said to have been forged by Lucifer himself, in his own garage, but the arcane power used to forge it is even older than the Ancient Gods, perhaps even older than the Titans or the Outer Gods.

‘There is a legend of a being, a warrior who wouldst fight with the Might of Old that once shook heaven and earth, and that he wouldst wield a sword whose power was greater than the Power of Steel. Take thee heed of my words, Scoot the Ko’An, for if this power were to fall into the hands of The Man, there is no telling what darkness and horror shall befall our world.’

‘Dost thou know of a way to de-feat The Man, and drive this evil from our world?’ quoth Casey.

‘I… do not know…’ quoth the Apothacary. ‘I canst only hope that thou and the Gods of Hondo canst find a way to stoppeth him, for I sense a great and ancient evil is behind this, and I fear that even the HellRazor shalt be no match for it…’

And Adria didst prophesy: ‘There shall come a time when the shit is so deep no one canst walketh away. At the bitmap-sounding tone, Pacifier pacifieth the Ergonomic Count. And he shall say-eth: “Get thee a battle bridge, and we shall throw down out in space!” With pixelized sounds shalt the Voices in the Wall want us out, and it shall look into thine eyes and shall maketh its horrible sound.

‘And nimble fingers that danceth on numbers, who shalt eat thy children and steal thy thunder, shalt be trampled when matadors chaseth the bulls in a china shop. For ’tis the Power of The Man, that ev’ryone shouldst know their place, that barcode retinal scan data-base clockwork harmony which doth prevail when infinite possibilities die ev-ery day, the endless forks blocked and detoured for the same old way. Heed my words, O people, for the time shall come when nobody’s real, and They shall be legion, and a sorry sight for sore eyes and tired feet after such a long, strange trip!

‘For unclean spirits, crying out with loud voice, shall come to pass out of many an ass that were possessed with them, speaking in Tongues, and there was great joy in that city. And it shall come to pass that the city ex-ploded but the gates wouldst not open, and Flanders sayeth: “Thank ye for letting me burieth the hitchhiker in thy flower bed, Mom.” ’

‘Fare thee well, wise Apothacar-y,’ quoth Scoot, and the Dudes didst de-part.

But no sooner didst they leave the place, than they were attacked by a group of disco-dancing martial artists. And they were funky Chinamen, from a funky Chinatown, and the Dudes didst power up to do battle with them, and they were chopping them up and chop-ping them down.

And it came to pass that the A-pothacary didst join in the battle, just to prove that he was not too old for a good fight.

And everybody was Kung Fu Fighting, and the Dudes were fast as lightning, and it came to pass that it was a little bit frightening, but they didst pre-vail with expert timing.

‘Sayeth the Gods of Hondo:’ quoth Scoot,  ‘ “All disco endeth in bro-ken bones”!’

‘Damn straight!’ quoth Nori, for she too had learned a thing or two from her training with Kungfucius.

And the Dudes didst depart from Chinatown, for ’twas way too weird for them, and they didst go forth that they might figure out what the hell to do next.

Chapter 7

And it came to pass that as the Dudes were remembering the Days of Kamé-haméha, to keepeth them fun, that RJ, the Acting God of Blue Figurines, didst appear before them as Rush Limbaugh, and his ass was on fire and the Bald Fat Republican didst cry out, ‘Hellppp! I have not yet mastered my godly pow-ers!’

And it came to pass that he didst run around screaming for a few minutes before the God of Orange Juice Drinking didst appear before them as a hungry, hungry hippo, and said unto them: ‘What RJ doth mean to sayeth is: conglomer-ations on a quest well quested. Thou hast learn’d the secret to restoring Matt, and now…’
‘Now…’ quoth Nori, for she had long since grown impatient with Lord Derrick’s ceaseless stupidity.

‘I… don’t know…’ spake the God of Fist-Pounding. ‘We didst put Matt in a floating refrigerator…’
‘And now thou hast no idea whither he may be,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Fear not, Lord Derrick, for we shall find Lord Matt, that thou may’st restore him.’

And the God of Nipples didst vanish from their midst, and the Dudes didst leave Lord RJ running around screaming and went forth unto the West Coast, that they might seek out the float-ing refrigerator of the God of Plaid.

And it came to pass that on the coast, it didst rain shit for three days and three nights, and the Dudes didst find Scoot’s old hide-a-bed, and they didst build a little fort with it, and it didst prove seaworthy, so they made it their ark.

And so the Dudes didst set out on the high seas on Scoot’s bed, for it didst seem like the thing to do at the time.

And as the Dudes were sailing in their ark, they were attacked by pirates, and they didst fly the flag of the skull and crossbones, and didst attack with gunneries of filing cabinets.

‘They fly the jolly roger of a pir-ate ship,’ quoth Nori.

‘I am glad thou’rt here to tell us these things,’ quoth Scoot, and the Dudes didst discuss the matter as a committee.

‘Battle stations!’ cried Something from the crow’s nest, ‘for thar be pirates off the starboard armrest!’

‘Arr!’ quoth the Pirate Captain. ‘We have ye outnumbered! We shall raid thy hide-a-bed and all of its profit margins!’

‘Aarrr!’ cried the other pirates, and they didst brandish their ceiling fan blades at the Dudes.

‘Wait a minute!’ quoth Nori. ‘I knoweth these cock-Nazis! But I thought they didst sail off the face of the earth!’

‘Arr, rumors of our fall art greatly exaggerated, much like the Flat Earth Society’s geography,’ quoth the Captain. ‘Prepareth to raise the deflector shields!’

‘Aye-aye, Cap’n!’ quoth the first mate. ‘Preparing to raiseth the deflector shields!’

‘Arr, raiseth deflector shields!’ quoth the Captain.

‘Aye-aye, Cap’n!’ quoth the first mate. ‘Raising deflector shields!’

‘Ye stand no chance ’gainst the might of our business acumen!’ cried the Captain. ‘We shall make ye walk the plank!’

‘Not so fast, butt-pirates!’ cried a voice from above.

‘ ’Tis the Demigod David!’ cried Jennifer. ‘Surely he wilt help us!’

And David didst appear, flying alongside the pirate ship with his Anti-Gravity Cape, which didst give him the power to fly and be dim.

And in his dim-ness, he didst crash into the mast and knock himself out.

‘A fat lot of help that didst prove to be…’ quoth Nori.

‘Arr, fire at will!’ cried the Cap’n.

‘Which one is Will?’ asked the pirate at the filing cabinet.

And the pirates didst launch a barrage of drawers at the Dudes, and the cushions of their little fort couldst not withstand the bombardment.

‘Where is the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions when ye need him?’ demanded Dirty Uncle Orty, for they didst bless their little fort in his name.

‘Arr, we shall break ye, come hell and high water!’ cried the Captain.

And Scoot didst power up.

‘Oh shit!’ cried Nori. ‘Dudes! Hit the deck!’

‘Where’s the deck? Where’s the deck?’ cried Casey.

And Scoot didst throw an energy ball at the filing cabinet.

‘Arr, I hate it when that doth hap-pen…’ quoth the Captain.

And Scoot’s energy wave didst consume the drawer and didst penetrate the ship’s deflector shields, blowing up the filing cabinet. And it came to pass that smoldering papers didst rain on the battlefield.

‘Shiver me timbers!’ cried the Captain.

‘Shiver thine own timbers, thou sicko!’ quoth Nori. ‘Fuckin’ A, Scoot! Thy aim hath improved since thou tried that at Kungfucius’!’

With the deflector shields down, the Dudes were able to board the pir-ates’ ship to throw down, and there was a great swash-buckling battle.

‘Is thy license in order?’ quoth Scoot, and he didst draw the HellRazor. ‘Have at thee!’

‘Aye,’ quoth the Captain, ‘for the Pirates Guild wouldst not let ye fly the skull and crossbones if thy papers art not in order. Now give up, ye scurvy low-life dog! I learned how to fight from the greatest swordsmen of the Seven Seas!’

‘Oh yeah!’ quoth Scoot as he didst kick the Captain square in the nuts, ‘well I didst learn to fight on the street!’

And so it came to pass that the Dudes didst defeat the pirates.

‘Arr, ye have swashed me buck-les!’ cried the Captain.

‘And I canst do it again!’ quoth Scoot.

‘Hey!’ cried Dirty Uncle Orty.  ‘Keep it in thy pantaloons!’

But the pirate ship was sinking, for Scoot’s energy wave had blown a hole in the hull.

And it came to pass that the Demigoddess Heidi didst appear in her yacht, and didst give them a ride, except for Scoot, who didst take the helm of the hide-a-bed.

‘I shall sail unto the Dream Plane in my search for Lord Matt,’ quoth he, ‘for if he hath any dreams in his deep sleep, I shall find him.’

For among the books of Kung-fucius’ cluttered attic, he didst read the Bible of Dreams.

And Scoot didst sail unto the Dream Plane, and after drifting through the mists of a thousand dreams from his past, he didst find the spirit of Matt, and the ghost of the God of Bistromathics told him to go unto the ruins of the Sunken City of Los Angeles.

And so when Scoot didst return from his mysterious errand, the Dudes didst set sail for the ruins of the Sunken City of Los Angeles.

And it came to pass that in the ruins, the Dudes didst find the Floating Refrigerator of the God of Chocolate St*rfishes, But Not That Damned Hot-Dog-Flavored Water.

And the God of Odnoh appeared before them as a killer Christmas tree, and said unto them: ‘At last! Thou hast found Matt! Now we canst resort him.’
And Lord RJ didst fall out of the sky as a potted plant, and didst shatter against Something’s head.

‘Yoco!’ cried Scoot. ‘Art thou al-right, bro?’

‘Ah, Something doth never get hurt when he hitteth his head,’ quoth Nori.

‘Ow! Fuck!’ cried Something. ‘I see thou hast remembered my immort-ality this time, Lord Derrick…’

‘Oops,’ spake the God of Orange Juice Drinking. And he didst take the potion which the Apothacary had given him, and didst drink of it and spake the words, ‘Incanis… Corporæ… um, Trans-istor…’
And he didst thrice kiss the feet of the God of Boy Scouts.

And it came to pass that Matt didst awaken. And he was transformed into a talking toob amplifier, and said unto them: ‘ ’Tis good to be great, and I feeleth really back! Yea, tho everything’s all okay, I feeleth out of whack!’
‘Lord Matt!’ cried Lord RJ. ‘Thou hast returned!’

And he didst bow before the Gods of Hondo, prostrate at their feet, and Yoco didst bow before the Gods of Hondo, and a hell of a lot better than Lord RJ ever couldst.

‘Derrick! What hast thou done?’ cried Matt, as he didst realize that the God of Hawai’ian Shirts had instituted administrators. ‘Thou hast screwed over Reality and fucked up ev’ryone!’
‘I am sorry, Matt, I was just hav-ing fun,’ spake Derrick.

‘I shall the Path of Stupidity shun!’ spake the God of Parental Ad-visories.

‘If this doth get much worse,’ quoth Casey, ‘we had better run.’

And the Goddess didst appear and smack him.

And it came to pass that the God of Explicit Fucking Lyrics didst fold his arms and wink, and nod his head, and all the administrators were struck dead.

‘And that doth take care of that,’ spake he, ‘or else my name isn’t Matt.’
‘That was a sorry-ass rhyme,’ quoth Nori.

‘If thou canst think of something better, come and tell me… Until then, go fuck thyself, Nori.’

‘What in the name of the gutted lower intestine of a sacred cow is going on here?’ cried Scoot.

‘Thou’rt right,’ spake the God of Change. ‘Something is amiss. I must think hard and look into this…’
‘Aargghhh!’ cried Nori. ‘Wilt thou shut up with the tree-fucking rhymes!?’

‘Oh no! I can’t!’ cried the God of Fukengrüven. ‘I’m out of hand! My rant is getting really sloppy! I’m on a roll— Somebody stop me!’
‘Now thou hast got me rhyming as well,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Damn ye, Lord Matt, damn ye all to hell!’

‘Please, for the love of crap, tell us what to do!’ cried Nori.

‘ ’Tis a secret brew, known only to a few, and it canst be made for no great expense,’ spake the God of De Ghetto Booty. ‘Find thee a headquarters before I maketh less and less sense…’
And he didst walk off into no-thingness singing, ‘O, I’m a lumberjack and I’m okay! I blaze all hell and I fart all day…’
‘Findeth a headquarters?’ quoth Casey. ‘But where?’

‘I have a headquarters for us,’ quoth Scoot.

Quoth Myles the Unbeliever, ‘I don’t believe it!’

‘Get out!’ quoth Nori,

‘Dost thou remember that in my wandering, I came upon the lost Island of Mu, whose location is known only to a few— D’oh! Damn ye, Matt!’

And so the Dudes set sail to bringeth gum to the Island of Mu.

Chapter 8

And it came to pass that the Dudes didst set sail for the lost island of Mu, and Scoot didst lead the way on his hide-a-bed.

And in their journey, they didst come to land on the Isle of Tokers, where the herb grew freely in the wild, and the people didst worship the God-dess.

And so Scoot was pursued by Evil-Cam, which didst hunt him through forest and field. When he didst return, he didst find that the Dudes were jam-min’ with the Islanders, and for some reason, they didst not want to leave.

And though it took some doing, Scoot didst finally convince the Dudes to say farewell to the friendly and inviting people of the Isle, especially for the High Priestess of Hondo, for she didst really like it there.

And Booby didst remember that he had a magic carpet.

‘Why the hell have we been fuck-in’ around with boats when we couldst fly?’ demanded Nori.

And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders.

After one more bonfire party, the Dudes didst take off on Booby’s magic carpet, and they didst fly unto the lost Island of Mu.

But Scoot didst insist on sailing the hide-a-bed, and when they didst ar-rive in Mu, the people didst say, ‘Ack-ward-boy hath returned just as he hath predicted: in a floating hide-a-bed!’

‘Ackward-boy?’ quoth the Dudes in unison.

‘In their native tongue, it doth mean “Chief Standing Backwards”,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Oh, well I canst not possibly im-agine where they didst come up with that name,’ quoth Nori.

‘ ’Tis a little trick I learned from a monk whilst I was wandering in Tibet,’ quoth Scoot. ‘I bet a bunch of people doing that wouldst scare off Chairman Mao!’

And Scoot didst give the Univer-sal Greeting, and didst offer them many packages of gum.

‘But that is not Juicy Fruit,’ quoth Casey.

‘It doth not matter,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for we art not brand fascists here.’

‘We welcome the Son of the Hawai’ian King Kaméhaméha,’ quoth the Chief.

‘Where?’ quoth Yoco.

‘ ’Tis an honorary title, Ass-Mast-er,’ quoth Nori.

And they didst summon the Vill-age Idiot, who didst run out to the hut of the Witch Doctor.

And after hearing of the mad-ness which was the tale Scoot had to tell, the Witch Doctor didst brew up a potion from the same recipe as the Ap-othacary.

And it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo didst appear before them as Larry, Curly, and Moe, and the God of Drunken Rastafarians Playing Frisbee said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! I have returned! Tell me now what thou hast learned.’
‘Wait one fucking minute!’ spake the God of Stupidity, ‘there art only sup-posed to be two of us!’
‘Oops, sorry…’ quoth Moe, and he didst vanish from their midst.

‘Dammit!’ quoth Nori, ‘he was my favorite one!’

‘Dammit!’ quoth Yoco. ‘Curly was the best!’

‘Dammit!’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty, ‘ye stepped on my foot!’

‘Dammit!’ quoth Nori, ‘don’t get thy butt in an uproar.’

‘Dammit!’ quoth Lord RJ as he didst appear before them as an inconti-nent rabbit, ‘trust me, thou hast not seen my butt in an uproar!’

‘Dammit!’ quoth Jennifer, ‘Look at that bird!’

‘Dammit!’ quoth the bird, ‘Stop looking at me!’

‘Dammit! I liketh… birds,’ quoth Jennifer.

‘Dammit!’ spake the God of Dammit, ‘ ’Tis my turn to say dammit!’
‘I’ve got a bad habit, slammit!’ spake the God of Skankin’ It Up, ‘I must have it! This time, Derrick, getteth it right, or I shall kick thy sorry ass tonight! I canst not stand making cheesy rhymes like this, all the time to the point that I am really getting pissed!’
‘Quickly, Lord Derrick!’ cried Nori as she covered her ears, ‘Maketh it fucking stop!’

And he didst take the potion which the Witch Doctor had given him, and didst drink of it and spake the words, ‘Incanis… Corporæ…’
‘Transmuto, dumbass!’ whisper-ed Nori.

‘Transmuto!’ cried the God of Fist Pounding triumphantly, and he didst thrice kiss the feet of the God of Sticking One’s Dick in the Mashed Potatoes.

And it came to pass that the God of Waffle Irons was restored to his nor-mal(?) self, and was transformed into the Cheshire Cat’s Smile.

‘At last!’ cried he, ‘an end to the ceaseless rhymes!’
‘Well, ’tis about fucking time,’ quoth Nori.

And so it came to pass that RJ was demoted back to Assistant God of Getting Sidetracked now that Matt was restored to his former self so he couldst fulfill his duties as the God of Used Underwear.

And it came to pass that Chief Boombox didst telleth Something to go forth and appease the spirit in the vol-cano, and didst offer him a great feast beforehand, with great quantities of or-ange drink.

‘But I do not want to,’ quoth he.

‘Thou’rt the Sacrificial Goat, the lowest rank in Hondo,’ Spake the God of 5’2” Blond Chinese Women. ‘For thy rank is so low that even those outside of Hondo may boss thee around.’
‘Goddammit!’ cried Something.

‘Ye screamed—’

‘Fuck off!’ cried the Dudes in unison.

And Derrick didst vanish from their midst before anyone couldst see what he wouldst appear before them as.

And so it came to pass that Something was thrown into the volcano, and there was much rejoicing.

Chapter 9

And it came to pass at the Retirement Home of Ancient Gods that the great Grey Giant Luigi didst finish counting to a million, as Scoot the Ko’An had asked of him in their game of hide-and-seek.

‘Dudes?’ quoth he as he didst look around in understandable confus-ion. ‘Duh… where art thou?’

But the Dudes were nowhere to be seen.

And so the mighty Luigi didst set out to find the Dudes… 

(Nori: ‘Stay thee tuned for the next un-sinkable fuckin’ chapter of the Book of Hondo!’)

The Book of Kaméhaméha is dedicated to the memory of Douglas Adams, who didst inspire us all to know where our towels art.

1952 – 2001

Scoot the Ko’An’s Epistle to That Censoring B**** Jane Fonda

(Scoot the Ko’An’s Epistle to That Cen-soring B**** Jane Fonda was brought to thee by Gum, the Breakfast of Champ-ions. We care not which brand, as long as thou art chewing it.)

To Whom It May Confuse:

’Twas the other night, whilst we were watching the Turner Redneck Movie version of From Dusk Till Dawn with the Gods of Hondo on their new digital TV, for this was after we didst battle the Multi-Tentacled Home Theatre Beast, that I didst see the scene where the characters didst come unto the Titty Twister Bar. But in thy version, the place’s name was called the “Kitty” Twister, and Cheech didst cry out how they didst have all manner of kitties.

In place of the word “pussy” they didst use the word “kitty” during a long monologue about the variety of “kitties” they had. Black kitties, white kitties, Asian kitties, wet kitties, dry kitties, hairy kitties, shaved kitties, big kitties, small kitties…

I couldst go on ad nauseum, but my point is that this is sick and wrong. Tell that sick b**** Jane Fonda that I do not want my children thinking that way about kitties!

-Scoot the Ko’An

The Book of Spooky Doors

(The Book of Spooky Doors was brought to thee by Pudweiser Beer, as well as Filler and Filler Lite. For the taste that doth provoke the desire, but taketh away the performance, this Pud’s for thee!)

Scoot the Ko’An, age 23. The Ass-Kick-in’ Apostle of Hondo, he and his friends, the Dudes, art on a quest into myst-erious, uncharted territory. For little doth Scoot know that in his quest he is about to take a scenic detour through the Twilite Zone. Submitted for thine ap-proval, The Book of Spooky Doors…
And it came to pass that a Spooky Door didst appear on the Island of Mu, and a shitload of Kreeblies didst spring forth to attack the Dudes, for ’twas the spookiest door they had ever seen, and no more was the Voice of the Turtle heard in the Land.

And with a legion of Kreeblies, the Red Machine came forth, with a high screechy voice, proclaiming: ‘Behold the face of thy destruction! Twylight is upon this world, and soon night must fall! Sayeth The Man: “The living shall envy the dead!” ’

And its jagged form didst shift and shimmer, inspiring a nameless fear in back of men’s minds.

‘Oh shit!’ quoth Nori. ‘There go-eth the neighborhood…’

And the Dudes didst power up and prepare to do battle with this dark army.

And Scoot the Ko’An didst draw the HellRazor, and didst rage against the Machine with all his might, for the Red Machine was the most powerful ad-versary he had ever faced.

‘Thou’rt no match for the Power of Steel!’ cried the Red Machine. ‘Pay The Man!’

‘Sorry…’ quoth Scoot, and he didst turn out his pants pockets. ‘Shit broke, dude.’

‘Then I shall taketh it out of thy sorry ass!’ quoth the Red Machine.

‘Bring it on…’ quoth Scoot.

And as the Dudes didst wage a fierce battle with the Kreeblies, Scoot didst beat the Red Machine like a red-headed stepchild.

‘Send my regards to the God of Hawai’ian Shirts!’ cried Scoot as he didst deliver the final blow. ‘…And all thy friends in Hell!’

And Scoot didst take the Skele-ton Key to the Spooky Door from the remains of the Red Machine, saying, ‘Damn! My new training hath really paid off!’

‘He who standeth in the door to fight, shalt overcome much greater might!’ quoth Scoot as he and the Dudes didst force the Kreeblies back though the Spooky Door.

And Scoot didst lock the Spooky Door behind them, and there was much rejoicing.

With an ominous Spooky Door in their presence, the Dudes didst partake of the Feast of Maximum Occupancy with the Islanders, for they knew the time for another great quest was nigh.

And Scoot said unto the Dudes: ‘Yea, tho we art totally unprepared for the challenge that doth await us, we shalt enter all Spooky Doors, as the Gods of Hondo have commanded us.’

‘I guess thou hast completely for-gotten about the Thing with the Stuff…’ quoth Nori.

‘Yeah, for the most part,’ quoth Adria.

‘Canst just one of our adventures maketh even a little sense for once?’ demanded Nori.

‘Shut the fuck up!’ quoth Scoot. ‘We art going to do this my way.’

‘Is that not the wrong way?’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, ‘but faster!’

And Scoot didst give unto the High Priestess Jennifer the Skeleton Key, and he didst tell her the sign by which she might know it was he and the Dudes, and not the enemy, asking to come back through later.

And so, in the Hour of Hurrying, the Dudes didst venture forth into the Spooky Door, knowing not what they might findeth.

Chapter 2

And it came to pass that on the other side of the Spooky Door, the Dudes didst find themselves standing alone in an empty field, for there was no sign of the army of Kreeblies which they had fought before. And in this place there was no wind, no sun, no shadows, and yet there was light.

And standing in the midst of the field, near a fence, was a lone figure in a cloak and hood.

‘Where the hell didst those ass-ramming pig-dickers disappeareth to?’ quoth Nori.

‘Good sir,’ quoth Scoot as he didst approach the lone figure, ‘wouldst thou tell us whither the evil army of Kreeblies hath gone?’

‘They have departed this place,’ quoth the stranger, ‘and have taken to the road.’

‘Ha! Dost thou expect us to fall for such a cheap-ass trick?’ quoth Nori. ‘This is no more than a trap laid to en-snare us.’

‘I promise thee it is not,’ quoth the stranger. ‘Thou must taketh me at my word that I serve not The Man.’

‘And who the fuck art thou, that we shouldst simply taketh thy word at face value?’ demanded she.

‘My name is of no importance,’ quoth the Stranger.

‘Pay thee no mind to Nori the Cursing Faerie,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for she is just having a bad hair day.’

‘Go hump splintered balsawood,’ quoth Nori.

‘Tell us,’ quoth Scoot, ‘art thou a native of this realm?’

‘No,’ quoth the Stranger, ‘but I have been here long enough to acquaint myself with this place.’

‘Then wouldst thou guide us in this strange land?’ quoth Scoot, for he was not one to make grave decisions on a whim. ‘I senseth that we shall need thy knowledge in this mysterious place. So, what sayest thou?’

‘Sure, why not?’ quoth the Stran-ger.

‘Ye trust him!?’ screeched Nori.

‘Sure, why not?’ quoth Scoot.

‘It soundeth like a perfectly good reason to me,’ quoth Casey.

And so the Dudes didst discuss the matter as a committee, and it came to pass that the God of Orange Juice Drinking didst appear before them as the Pillsbury Doughboy, and Yoco didst walk up to him and poke his belly, and said unto him, ‘Yo! Poppin’ Fresh!’

And the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions didst giggle, and said unto them: ‘Hoo-hoo! Hail Dudes! I am come to tell thee that thou hast entered the realm of The Man. Even we know little of what is here, for the doors were so spooky that Matt and I didst always decide we shouldst check them out later.
‘Anyhoo, Matt hath told me to tell thee that if thou looketh hard enough, thou shalt findeth where his socks went when he didst put them in the dryer. Seriously serious, though, thou’rt ad-vised to find for thyselves a guide.’

‘As usual, we art way ahead of thee, O great God of Stupidity,’ quoth Nori.

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, and he didst introduce to him the Stranger, saying, ‘we know not who he is or from whence he came, but this stranger shalt be our guide in this strange land.’

‘The Man hath found the keys to realms we have not yet visited,’ spake the God of Odnoh. ‘We know not what the enemy hath in store for thee, but we shall try to help thee wherever we may. Until we have learned more, fare thee well, Dudes…’
And the God of Odnoh didst van-ish from their midst.

And it came to pass that the Stranger didst join the Dudes’ party, and with their mysterious guide in the lead, they didst depart from the empty field, and set out to find The Man and do battle with him.

Chapter 3

And it came to pass that the Stranger didst lead the Dudes down a long high-way which led unto a deserted town.

In the outskirts of the ghost town, the Dudes didst find ruins of a mall, and in it was the little arcade where polter-geists play their video games.

‘These games art fuckin’ creepy,’ quoth Nori, for they were all of evil and spooky themes, and the sounds that issued forth from the games in the back didst make the Dudes’ hair stand on end. ‘I liketh this place!’

And there was heard from down the hall a distorted tape loop repeating: ‘Code Blue Special on Aisle Three… Code Blue Special on Aisle Three… Shoppeth smart… Shoppeth S-Mart…’

‘Let us not go to the other side,’ quoth Orty, for he couldst hear the ex-otic sounds from the pet store down the hall. ‘For this place doth give me the screamin’ hoodoos.’

‘Shut up. Ye talk too much,’ quoth the Stranger. ‘I sense we art be-ing watched. Let us leave this place.’

And as the Dudes were walking down the road into town, a large con-vertible didst roll down the hill at them, and the Dudes didst scatter, except for Scoot, who didst jump onto the hood of the convertible, for he was too close to dodge it.

‘What the fuck…’ quoth Scoot, for there was no one in the driver’s seat, so he didst take the car by the wheel.

‘Scoot!’ cried Nori, and she and the Dudes didst chase after him.

And it came to pass that as the convertible rolled down the hill, a pair of gas tankers didst roll across the road, barring his path with an explosive road-block.

‘Oh shit…’ quoth Scoot, for the brakes didst not function. And he didst quantemplate, and finally he didst say, ‘Real men don’t use brakes!’

And he didst swerve through a parking lot, avoiding a fiery death by a few feet, and he coast into town on his momentum.

And the car came to a halt in front of an abandoned atrium, which Scoot didst pick the lock thereof, for he couldst sense a powerful evil presence within.

Amid the ruins of the atrium, he couldst hear sinister giggling from odd corners, though he saw no one.

And at last he didst find his way into the atrium itself, and across the courtyard, one level above him, stood a fell figure.

‘I should have known…’ quoth Scoot, for he didst recognize the figure, whose one eye glared from under his hood.

‘Thou art on my turf now, Scoot the Ko’An…’ quoth the one-eyed man as he threw off his hood. ‘This time, ye have no voodoo dolls to save ye. This time, I shall kick thy sorry ass!’

‘Ha!’ laughed Scoot as he didst power up, ‘Thou and whose army?’

And that was when it didst dawn on Scoot that he was surrounded by an army of Kreeblies.

‘Thou hast spoken too soon, my friend,’ quoth the one-eyed man. ‘Now I shall have the HellRazor and its incred-ble power!’

‘Well, crap-on-a-stick!’

And Scoot didst do battle with the Kreeblies, and didst fend them off with his staff to keepeth them from steal-ing the HellRazor.

But though the Kreeblies were pathetically weak enemies, they had him ridiculously outnumbered, and he didst soon find himself being overpowered.

And one of them didst steal the HellRazor from him.

‘Couldst thou use a hand?’ cried Myles as he didst attack the Kreeblies in his Heroic Pants, for he was tired of be-ing beaten by figments of other people’s imaginations.

‘A sword by thy side!’ cried Yoco, and he didst draw the Edge and didst begin to mow down Kreeblies.

‘Let the Gods sort ’em out!’ cried Dirty Uncle Orty as he didst hack and slash his way through the sea of Kree-blies before him with the Gothic Axe.

‘I’ll bash ’em good!’ cried Casey, and he didst pick up one Kreebly and didst throw it at another, and didst plow through more with the Hammer of Not Bickering.

‘Make way!’ cried RJ as he didst aim the Hyper-X Buttplate at the army of Kreeblies. ‘And I shall break wind!’

‘Nnnooooo!’ cried Nori, and she didst reach for the Hyper-X Butt-Plug, and just in time. ‘Thou wilt destroy us all!’

And RJ didst try to implode, but he was just fine.

‘Yoink!’ quoth Scoot as he didst steal the HellRazor back from them.

And with the Dudes back at his side, whoopin’ up on the Kreeblies, it came to pass that Scoot was able to turn his attention to the one-eyed man, and the two of them didst battle each other, staff against staff.

‘The last time we met, we didst not get to finish our fight,’ quoth the one-eyed man. ‘I have waited a long time for this, Scoot the Ko’An!’

‘And thou wilt wish thou hadst waited longer,’ quoth Scoot.

And as the Kreeblies fled from the might of the Dudes, the two warriors didst battle their way to the roof of the atrium, and the one-eyed man didst knock the staff from Scoot’s hands, and didst trip him.

‘Dammit!’ quoth Scoot, ‘how doth he do that?’

‘Thou art finished, Scoot!’ cried the one-eyed man as he didst attack the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle.

But Scoot didst kick the one-eyed man from off him, and he didst fall through the skylight, arms and legs windmilling into the impenetrable dark-ness below.

And so the Dudes were reunited outside of the atrium, for the Kreeblies were scattered to the winds, and they didst have a great Riverdance to celeb-rate their victory.

And so Scoot was pursued by Evil-Cam, which didst hunt him through forest and field.

And Scoot didst finally find a way to escape when he came upon a Spook-y Door and didst enter therein. And then he didst shut the door behind him, and Evil-Cam couldst not find him.

And there, in a quiet chamber with an Olympic size pool, Scoot didst meet a mysterious woman, who stood by the pool.

For in the center of the pool was an island, and on the island was a ped-estal on which rested a little black box.

‘So, we meet again…’ quoth Scoot, for he didst remember her from his adventures on the Dream Plane. ‘Wilt thou tell who thou art, this time?’

‘Very well,’ quoth the mystery woman, ‘for our time is short. I am Naryana, the Goddess’s Hand. I am the Avatar of the Dream Plane, and I work for the Goddess in secret; thou’rt one of the few who knoweth of mine existence.

‘Knowest thou what that little black box is?’ quoth she. ‘For I am certain thou hast seen it before.’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for I stole it from The Man’s secret storage facility on the Dream Plane during my search for the Floating Refrigerator of the God of the God of the God of the God of… well ye get the point. But what is this place?’

‘This is a sacred, and secret, place, a place of rest where ye may shut the door behind ye and no one shall find ye,’ quoth Naryana, ‘but The Man’s evil doth now reach even here.

‘Thou art destined to carry the HellRazor, just as thy fellow Dudes art all destined to join thee in thy battle a-gainst The Man, for there is a curse on each of thee, reaching back seven gen-erations in each of thy bloodlines.

‘Soon thou shalt come unto the Eleventh Hour, and thou shalt have to find a way to stand against The Man, or all wilt be lost.’

‘So what canst I do to stoppeth him?’ quoth Scoot.

‘The Goddess of Wisdom know-eth many things,’ quoth she, ‘and one of them is the secret of the Little Black Box thou see’st before thee.’

‘So why dost thou not jump in and go get it?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Beware,’ quoth she, ‘for though the water looketh calm, it is alive with evil.’

Even as she said this, the water didst form a tentacle and didst reach out to pull Scoot into the water.

But Scoot didst slash it with the HellRazor, and he didst power up and jump into pool, where he didst grapple with the evil using the Psychic Kung Fu which the Master Kungfucius had taught him.

And it came to pass that Scoot didst defeat the evil force, and didst swim unto the island and retrieveth the Little Black Box for Naryana.

‘Thou hast done thy part,’ quoth she, ‘now I shall do mine. Go forth now, Scoot. It is time…’

Chapter 4

And it came to pass that at the far side of the deserted town, the Dudes didst find a Spooky Door. But though they had found the Skeleton Key during the Kreeblies’ retreat, they were still without Scoot, and they didst not want to go on without their fearless leader.

‘And where the hell didst our so-called guide go?’ demanded Nori, for she couldst see no sign of the Stranger. ‘I knew we couldst not trust that corpse-molesting sphincter-jockey!’

‘But how canst we go on without Scoot?’ quoth RJ. ‘Granted, he had not a plan, but somehow we didst always do just fine.’

And it came to pass that the God of Everything Else didst appear before them as yo mama, and said unto them, ‘Hail Dudes! I see thou hast lost that guide I told thee to find… Oh, well, thou wilt just have to go on without him.’
‘Good fucking riddance!’ quoth Nori. ‘I didst not trust him anyway.’

‘But how shalt we go on without Scoot?’ quoth Casey. ‘Without his in-sane leadership, how shall we ever pre-vail against The Man?’

‘Ha!’ laughed Yoco, ‘Where now is thine adventurous spirit?’

‘Easy for thou to sayeth!’ quoth Casey. ‘Thou’rt immortal!’

‘Fear not,’ spake the God of Hamburger Surprise, ‘for Scoot hath un-finished business from his time on the Dream Plane. I remember little from his mysterious errand, save for the fact that it hath something do with a little black box…
‘Scoot shall catch up with thee somewhere along the way. I know not where he is, but he is still alive. I shall summon the Demigoddess Heidi to keep watch over this Spooky Door. Now go forth and raiseth havoc and anarchy on The Man and his minions!’

And the God of Radio Silence didst vanish from their midst.

And so it came to pass that the Dudes didst enter the Spooky Door, and the Demigoddess Heidi didst appear and keepeth the Skeleton Key, that Scoot might pass through later.

And on the other side, the Dudes didst find themselves on a lake. And on the lake were many walkways, and plat-forms on stilts. ’Twas night, and a full moon hung in the sky.

‘I senseth evil,’ quoth Nori. ‘We art being watched, and probably not by anyone who doth sell Girl Scout Cook-ies.’

‘Aww!’ quoth Casey.

And a fell figure didst step out of the shadows of one of the platforms clad in dark robes and hood.

‘Thou hast met thy match, for we shall not let thee pass…’ quoth the dark figure. ‘Thou shalt not cross this lake alive, Dudes…’

And seven other figures didst step out of the shadows, all clothed in dark robes and hoods, and a Dark Faerie went with them, for her aura was a radiant black.

‘This is as far as ye go…’ quoth the leader of the nine. ‘Thy failure is in-evitable, and thine efforts in vain. For thy doom doth lie in the hollow forms be-fore thee…’

‘Oh, blow it out thine ass, thou Hoover-jockeying snickerpuss!’ quoth Nori.

And the Dudes didst power up to do battle with these sinister foes, for most of them were indeed left-handed.

But though the Dudes didst fight hard, they were out-numbered eight-a-gainst-nine, and these mysterious ad-versaries didst show no mercy.

‘We art not going to make it!’ cried Casey.

And that was when a mysterious warrior didst join in the fight. And he didst open a can of whoop-ass on the leader of the nine.

‘Hell yeah!’ cried Nori as she didst recognize their new ally. ‘ ’Tis the wanderer Richard! The one who didst help us defeat the Whistling Assassin!’

And it came to pass that Richard didst turn the tide back in the Dudes’ favor.

And there was much rejoicing, and, of course, ass-kicking.

‘Fear not!’ cried Scoot as he didst charge onto the battlefield, ‘for the Scootly One… hath… returned…’

And he didst find that Dudes had already beaten the nine, and so he didst help them finish mopping up.

‘Scoot, my nigga, whassup?’ quoth Richard.

Chapter 5

And Scoot and Richard didst stand face to face, and the Dudes couldst sense the power of the both of them.

‘Thy friends were in deep shit,’ quoth Richard, ‘but I didst help them out. For a long time have I followed that sinister posse. They wert the Dark Dudes, and I am told that their leader was as powerful as thee, Scoot.’

‘Is that so…’ quoth Scoot, and he didst draw the HellRazor and didst thrust it into the ground. ‘For if it is, then thou shalt have no trouble defeating me, Richard… Fuck the bullshit! ’Tis time to throw down!’

‘At last, it is time to see what thou’rt made of, Scoot the Ko’An,’ quoth Richard.

And Scoot didst power up, and he and Richard didst do battle with each other, fighting with great kung fu action.

And it came to pass that Scoot and Richard didst fight each other to a standstill, and neither couldst gain the upper hand over the other.

‘Well met, Scoot,’ quoth Richard. ‘Verily I say, thou’rt indeed more power-ful than the leader of the Dark Dudes. But I’m still just warming up.’

And Richard didst power up still more.

‘No way!’ cried Scoot, for it had taken his full power just to fight Richard this far.

‘Fuckin’ A!’ cried Nori. ‘I hope this dude’s on our side!’

‘Fear not,’ quoth Richard, ‘for I was also a student of the great Master Kungfucius. I didst not expect thy power to be so strong. Thou’rt indeed the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle.’

And Scoot didst yank the Hell-Razor out of the ground, and said unto him: ‘Knowest thou what this is?’

‘Aye,’ quoth Richard. ‘With the power of the HellRazor, thou wouldst be three times stronger thyself. I know not the math on that…’

‘Enough of this serious crap! Thou’rt a kick-ass fighter!’ spake the God of That Time Ye Saw Gramma Naked as he didst appear before them as the Sun Dog, and a big fat guy with a mohawk and flaming feet didst appear next to him. ‘So we the Gods of Hondo anoint thee, Sir Richard Flammond, the Black Knight of Odnoh. Thou shalt join Scoot the Ko’An in his battle against The Man and his minions.’
‘Aye,’ quoth the Stranger. ‘Thy power wouldst be much needed against The Man.’

‘And where the fish-fucking hell hast thou been?’ demanded Nori.

‘Who careth!’ quoth Casey. ‘Wilt thou join us, Richard?’

‘Why not?’ quoth he, ‘for I have nothing better to do.’

‘Hey!’ quoth RJ, ‘who is the big fat guy?’

‘Oh, that’s Bigfatjohn, the Official Messenger of the Gods of Hondo,’ spake the God of Hairy Clogs.

‘But we have never heard of him!’ quoth Yoco.

‘As we the Gods of Hondo de-livereth most of our messages our-selves—’

‘Find thee other gods who doth care that much about their peoples like that!’ spake the God of Nipples as he didst briefly appear before them as an SS whore making scary sounds, and then vanished.

‘—so he didst sit on his lazy ass and become fat. But he hath been our messenger from very early on, ever since he lit his shoes on fire on a dare. ’Tis a long story.

‘For ye see, a long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away… there lived a man who couldst shove hot dogs up his nose (props Fletcher Dragge). And these art the descents of the Man Who Shoved Hot Dogs Up His Nose:

‘The Man Who Shoved Hot Dogs Up His Nose beget Phares. And Phares beget Zara of Tamar. And Zara of Tam-ar beget Esrom. And Esrom beget Aram. And Aram beget Aminadab the Eagle Scout.

‘And Aminadab the Eagle Scout beget Na-ason. And Na-ason beget Sal-mon. And Salmon beget—’

‘Doth anyone else giveth a duck-fucking rat’s ass?’ quoth Nori. ‘We didst not ask to hear his life story.’

‘Aye, ’tis true,’ quoth Bigfatjohn. ‘I come bearing power pills from the Master Kungfucius’ stash.’

And he didst give the Dudes a baggie of power pills, and there was much rejoicing.

‘Whoo-hoo!’ cried Casey, for he still remembered the super power pills of the Master Kungfucius. ‘We’ll winneth for sure!’

‘ ’Twill take more than power pills to defeat The Man,’ quoth Bigfatjohn, ‘for he is a being from beyond space and time, and it is said that he is older and vastly more powerful than the An-cient Gods in their prime. Perhaps even older than the Titans, though no one knoweth anymore what came before them…’

‘Anyhoo, lest thou wanteth to live a life of conformity,’ spake Matt, ‘Lest thou wanteth to controlled, to be patrol-ed, to be just another part of the Mach-ine, then thou shalt resist to the extreme and stand against The Man with all thy might. I shall away to learn more of the unknown Spooky Doors. Fare thee well, Dudes…’
And the God of Resisting Mc-Domination and Bigfatjohn didst vanish from their midst.

‘Yoco, thou shalt keep the power pills for us,’ quoth Scoot. And he didst turn to Richard. ‘By the powers vested in me as the First Apostle of Hondo, I anoint thee, Sir Richard, Patron Saint of Ass-Whoopin’.’

‘Oh yeah…’ quoth Richard.

And there was much rejoicing.

And so it came to pass that the Dudes didst set forth on the path be-yond the lake, and they didst come upon a castle.

And the castle was a very forbid-ding sight, for its battlements rose in black stone spires and jaggèd towers which seemed to greet the coming storm with open arms.

‘Castle von Färtnøkker…’ quoth the Stranger. ‘Home of the mad scientist who doth create evil appliances. We must beware…’

And there was a jaggèd, scary-looking steel sculpture that stood in front of the castle gates.

‘Verily I say, that is one ugly statue,’ quoth Casey. ‘I’m glad it’s not for real.’

‘Shut up. Ye talk too much…’ quoth the Stranger.

And it came to pass that the sculpture didst awaken with hollow dark eyes and razor edges from head to foot.

And so Scoot didst draw the HellRazor and power up to do battle with the Grey Machine.

But the Grey Machine’s bizarre, twisted form didst split and become two Grey Machines.

And it came to pass that the two Machines didst gang up on Scoot, and he soon found himself being double-teamed by two swift and merciless foes.

‘Shouldst I help him out?’ quoth Richard.

‘I don’t know…’ quoth Yoco.

And so Richard didst power up and Scoot didst join forces with him in raging against the Machines, fighting back-to-back and side-by-side.

And it came to pass that the Grey Machines were no match for their combined might.

And so the Dudes stood before Castle von Färtnøkker, and still the drawbridge was pent shut against them.

Chapter 6

‘Now what, Einstein?’ quoth Nori.

And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders.

‘Wait a minute!’ quoth Booby. ‘Forget not that I have a flying carpet.’

‘Why do we always forget that?’ quoth Yoco.

And so the Dudes didst use Booby’s flying carpet to enter Castle von Färtnøkker.

And inside the castle, the Dudes didst find themselves in an enormous chamber.

‘I have a bad feeling about this,’ quoth the Stranger.

And Dr Färtnøkker didst appear on a balcony overlooking the chamber.

‘Ha!’ quoth Dr Färtnøkker, ‘Thou hast come here to die! My Machines shall clear the way for The Man! Thou art no match for the Power of Steel! Re-sistance is futile, ja!’

And he didst pull a lever.

‘Oh no!’ cried Casey as the floor didst transform into a giant treadmill, and spikes didst poke through the wall behind them.

And so the Dudes went faster by not going slower, but after a while, they didst begin to tire.

‘What shall we do?’ cried RJ. ‘If we canst not go any faster, we art finish-ed!’

‘Look not to me,’ quoth Nori as she didst hover in the air, ‘for this is not my fucking problem. Use thy heads for a change, thou dumbasses!’

And Scoot didst quantemplate, and finally he said unto them, ‘I’ve got it! We must invert the Eighth Command-ment. We must go slower by not going faster!’

And so the Dudes didst go slow-er by not going faster, and the treadmill didst slow down and stop.

‘Scheisters!’ cried Dr Färtnøkker. ‘I have activated my workout treadmill! Thou wilt not be so lucky next time, for the projects of my Verboten Laboratory art much worse!’

And Dr Färtnøkker didst retreat unto the next room, and the Dudes didst give chase.

For the next part of the castle was Dr Färtnøkker’s Verboten Labora-tory, and therein the Dudes didst find big computers, and vials and beakers and tubing, and of course, evil appliances which were still in the works.

‘Now thou shalt meet thy doom!’ cried Dr Färtnøkker as he threw a large switch. ‘Prepare thee to be destroyed by my latest creation, the Mecha-Wheel-Chair!’

And lightning didst strike the massive, heavily-armored wheelchair, wherein sat Ayatollah Asshollah, who was still recovering from Scoot’s Mega Kung Fu Ultra Wedgie attack, and the Ayatollah’s eyes didst light up with fan-atical new power.

‘It’s alive!’ cried Dr Färtnøkker. ‘Alive! Go now, Ayatollah! Go forth and have thy revenge against the Infidels!’

‘Yee! Haw! Darn tootin’, thou decadent Yankee-Doodle dorks!’ cried Ayatollah Asshollah as the Mecha-Wheelchair didst roll forward on steel tank-tracks, with its many arms shooting lasers and missiles in all directions. ‘Death to the Infidels!’

And Scoot didst draw the Hell-Razor—

‘Wait!’ quoth Yoco, ‘for I believe it is time for me to useth the potion which the Apothacary gave unto me!’

And Yoco didst drink of the Ultra Jolt, and his hair didst grow ten-fold and he didst become Super Afro Man.

‘What canst thou possibly do a-gainst me now?’ quoth the Ayatollah. ‘In my new form, I shall crush the Great Satan and all who follow him!’

But Super Afro Man was bounc-ing off the walls, and he didst evade all of the Ayatollah’s attacks, for the Mech-a-Wheelchair was too awkward to con-trol.

And so Ayatollah Asshollah didst instead destroy half of Dr Färtnøkker’s Verboten Laboratory, whilst the Dudes didst scatter to avoid the blasts, so that Super Afro Man didst jump aboard the Ayatollah’s Mecha-Wheelchair.

‘Thou’rt goin’ for a ride, asshole!’ quoth Super Afro Man as he didst hit the Ayatollah’s eject button.

‘Nnnnnnnnnnnnooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!!…’ cried Ayatollah Asshollah as he was launched into the air and out of Dr Färtnøkker’s Lab.

‘Ha! Ha!’ laughed Nori. ‘Taketh that, thou elephant-bating ass-butt!’

And it came to pass that one of Ayatollah Asshollah’s blasts didst toast Skidmarks’ tail feathers. Pissed off, the last of the farting chickens didst sum-mon other chickens who didst appear out of nowhere and didst assault Dr Färtnøkker.

And Skidmarks flew around like a chicken with its head cut off (that is, in a state of heightened intelligence), and didst dump coffee on the self-destruct controls on Dr Färtnøkker’s swivel-chair, which he had named Fukker.

‘My pants art malfunctioning!’ cried Dr Färtnøkker as his pants didst start sparking and fizzing at him, and he didst begin to collapse in on himself and implode. ‘Maallfunctionninnngg! O, what a world!…’

And such was the end of Dr Färtnøkker, author of the controversial political treatise Mein Pants, and there was much rejoicing.

And the God of Zoot Suit Riots didst appear before them as a Burning Blood Red Head on Fire, and laser beams didst shooteth from the eyes of the Choir.

‘Hail Dudes!’ spake Matt. ‘In hon-or of thy victory against the forces of in-tolerance and dogma, we have come up with a new name for thee, Super Afro Man— er, I mean, Something.’
‘Aw, come on! Not another one!’ cried Super Afro Man. ‘For I am already called Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy McBean Oreamnos Americanus Some-thing Skanky-Bitch! Need it be any longer?’

‘Aye!’ spake the God of Cough-ing Up Scary Things, ‘for now thy name shalt be Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy McBean Oreamnos Americanus Some-thing “Pookie” Skanky-Bitch.’
‘Pookie…’ quoth Casey. ‘It doth fit thee, Super Afro Man… er, Yoco, er…’

‘See what thou hast done!’ cried Pookie. ‘No one knoweth what to call me anymore! I’m having a fucking i-dentity crisis! Why dost thou always do this to me?’

‘ ’Cause thou’rt the Hans!’ sang the God of Pink Elephants.

‘Thou art the Hans!’ echoed the Dudes in chorus.

And it came to pass that Castle von Färtnøkker didst begin to collaps-eth.

‘Why do evil bad guys’ hideouts always do that?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Tradition,’ quoth Nori.

‘I believe Herr Doktor hath dam-aged the foundation,’ spake Matt. ‘I sug-gest thou findeth a way out and fast.’
And so the God of Modern Day Catastrophists didst vanish from their midst.

Chapter 7

‘I am told that there is a Spooky Door in the dungeon,’ quoth the Stranger.

‘Art thou ready?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Why do people always ask that question right before doing something very unwise?’ asked Pookie, for the en-tire castle was about to collapse, yet they were about to venture deeper un-derground.

‘Tradition,’ quoth Scoot.

And so the Dudes went forth into the dungeon of Castle von Färtnøkker, and therein was a stairway leading downward to a red Spooky Door.

‘Hark!’ quoth RJ. ‘This is most different from any we have encountered before.’

And beyond that Spooky Door was a stairway which led unto a blue Spooky Door. And beyond that Spooky Door was a stairway which led unto a green Spooky Door. And beyond that Spooky Door was a stairway which led unto a yellow Spooky Door. And beyond that Spooky Door was a stairway which led unto a purple Spooky Door. And beyond that Spooky Door was a stair-way which led unto an orange Spooky Door. And beyond that Spooky Door was a stairway which led unto a black Spooky Door. And beyond that Spooky Door was a stairway…

‘Is it possible for these doors to get any spookier?’ quoth Pookie, for the Ultra Jolt had worn off, and his hair had returned to its normal length; no more was he Super Afro Man.

‘Ye had to ask…’ quoth Casey, as they came upon the spookiest door yet.

And beyond this Spooky Door, this last in a long series of different-colored Spooky Doors which led deeper underground, thirteen miles down, was a room in which there was a coffin.

And, of course, another Spooky Door.

‘I wonder if anyone hath been stuffed in that coffin…’ quoth Casey as he didst reach for the coffin lid.

‘No, dumbass!’ cried Nori.

And the coffin didst pop open, and a vampire with an alarm-clock time-bomb didst spring forth, saying, ‘Blah!’

And Booby didst pulleth out a wooden stake and jammeth it through the Vampire’s heart.

‘Where the fuck didst thou pull that stake from?’ cried Nori. ‘Out of thine ass?’

‘Dost thou not also keepeth thy weapons and items up thine ass?’ quoth Booby ‘I thought all heroes didst…’

And Booby was greatly embar-rassed, and his face didst turn an awk-ward shade of red. 

‘Hey dumbasses!’ quoth Nori. ‘Is anyone going to do something about the bomb? The alarm is about to go off!’

And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders.

‘Come on, “Booby the Vampire Slayer”!’ quoth Casey. ‘Do something!’

‘I’ll handle this,’ quoth Scoot, and he didst hit the Snooze button as the clock struck thirteen o’clock. ‘No Prob-lem!’

‘ ’Tis about fucking time, dumb-ass,’ quoth Nori.

‘Take this,’ quoth Scoot as he didst give Booby the Skeleton Key the vampire was holding. ‘Watch over the Spooky Door. Oh, and forget not to hit that Snooze button every five minutes or so. See ya!’

And so the Dudes went forth into the Spooky Door.

Chapter 8

And on the other side of the Spooky Door, the Dudes didst find themselves in a sewer.

‘Holy shit, Batman!’ cried Nori, ‘I praise the Gods of Hondo, that I have wings!’

‘I’ll second that,’ quoth Adria.

‘Speak for thyself,’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty. ‘Now I’m gonna smell like shit all day.’

And Pookie didst whip out his Zippo lighter—

‘Don’t shoot! Don’t light a match!’ cried Nori. ‘For this place hath more gas than a herd of sacred cows!’

‘Then how the hell shall we see what we art doing?’ quoth he.

‘Aye,’ quoth Casey, ‘for I am a-fraid of the dark!’

‘ ’Tis not so dark in here,’ quoth Myles the Unbeliever, ‘for the walls of this sewer gloweth green.’

‘Fuckin’ A!’ quoth Nori. ‘What in the name of a perverted, diver-molesting walrus was Dr Färtnøkker doing in that lab of his?’

‘May we never know…’ quoth Scoot.

‘I am told that there was a sewer which leadeth unto the junkyard from whence Dr Färtnøkker didst find the parts for his twisted creations,’ quoth the Stranger. ‘If we wander around at ran-dom, we might findeth the way.’

‘Dr Färtnøkker said that he had more than one Machine,’ quoth Richard. ‘Could it be that we may yet face more of his little toys…’

And so the Dudes didst follow the eerily-lit sewer passages, and the green darkness didst engulf them.

‘These sewers art really creepy,’ quoth Yoco. ‘I hope there’s nothing down here…’

‘This sewer runneth underneath a mad scientist’s castle…’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty, ‘There’s bound to be some-thing down here.’

‘Shut up,’ quoth the Stranger, ‘ye talk too much.’

‘Too late,’ quoth Nori.

For that was when the Dudes first heard the sound that was approach-ing them from behind.

‘Great,’ quoth Adria. ‘Now what?’

‘Look not at me,’ quoth Myles, ‘for ’tis thine imagination, sis, not mine.’

And it came to pass that the water down the tunnel behind them was now alive with movement, for all the fish everyone hath flushed down the toilet art back, and they art really pissed.

‘Holy shit!’ cried Nori. ‘Radioact-ive mutant zombie-fish!’ For they were indeed glowing the same eerie green as the rest of the sewer. ‘And I bet they just loveth to sexually assault scuba-divers!’

‘Where the hell didst that one come from, Nori?’ quoth Casey.

‘I’ll handle this!’ quoth RJ, and he didst aim his Hyper-X Buttplate at them. And as Yoco didst whip out his Zippo lighter, he cried, ‘Fire in the hole!’

‘Oh boy!’ cried Casey. ‘A fire!’

‘Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!’ cried Nori as the Dudes didst run for dear life from the colossal blue fireball which didst engulf the tunnel behind them, but it was catch-ing up with them too quickly…

And then it didst fizzle out and runneth out of gas.

‘Well,’ quoth Richard. ‘That was rather anticlimactic.’

‘But… how… jade… fuckin’… giraffe…’ quoth Nori, ‘ran… out of gas?’

And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders.

‘How the hell art we going to get out of here?’ quoth Casey.

‘I know not the symbols on these walls,’ quoth the Stranger, ‘for I am told they giveth directions to the Junkyard.’

‘Great,’ muttered Nori. ‘Now tell me again, Scoot, why didst we drag this guy along? What kind of guide art thou?’

But before Scoot couldst reply, a ghostly figure didst appear before them further down the tunnel, and it was heading right for them.

‘Eek! A ghost!’ cried Dirty Uncle Orty.

‘Scoot!… Scoot!…’ moaned the vaguely familiar apparition.

‘Trampus Canaster? Is that ye?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Aye…’ quoth the apparition, for ’twas indeed the Ghost of Trampus Can-aster.

‘I don’t believe it!’ quoth Myles the Unbeliever.

‘Who the fuck is Trampus Can-aster?’ quoth Orty.

‘He was the first Pope of Hondo, dumbass!’ quoth Nori.

‘Show thee some respect,’ quoth Casey.

‘Ha! Scoot, this time thou canst not thwacketh me with thy staff!’ quoth the Ghost of Trampus.

But Scoot didst try anyway.

‘I am come to lead thee through the Sewers, that thou may’st continue thy quest,’ quoth the apparition.

And there was heard behind them the sound of a thousand toilets flushing.

‘Oh shit! Oh shit!’ cried Nori as the Dudes didst once more dash down the sewer tunnel for dear life.

‘Ye said it!’ quoth Richard. ‘Let us get the hell outta Dodge!’

‘This way!’ quoth the Ghost of Trampus, and he didst lead them in a race against a tidal wave of raw sewage (or Grey Water, as it is known in some circles).

And he didst lead the Dudes un-to a Spooky Door, and hidden in a crack in the wall was a Skeleton Key.

‘Hurry!’ cried Casey.

And the Dudes didst escape thru the Spooky Door, and they didst find themselves in the Junkyard.

‘Shut the fucking door, dumb-ass!’ cried Nori.

And Scoot didst shut the fuck- ing door behind him, and the Dudes couldst hear the wave of shit hit the other side of the Spooky Door with a mighty whump!
And on the other side, the Dudes didst find themselves in a vast junkyard filled with piles of old appliances and machines.

‘Stay thee here, Myles,’ quoth Scoot as he didst hand him the Skeleton Key, ‘lest thou seeth even more things thou doth not wish to believe in.’

There were was no word of dis-agreement from Myles the Unbeliever.

And it came to pass that as the Dudes wandered through the Junkyard, they were attacked by an army of evil appliances. Evil toasters, washers, dry-ers, refrigerators, fans, microwaves, all didst rise up against the Dudes.

‘What the hell didst this guy used to do for Science Fair Projects?’ quoth Pookie.

‘I believe he didst transport his school to another dimension,’ quoth Richard.

And the Dudes didst power up and do battle with the army of evil ap-pliances. With their combined might (and with liberal doses of Kungfucius’ power pills), the Dudes didst prevail and return the evil appliances to the junk from which they came.

And so the Dudes didst pass on through the Junkyard unmolested, until they came upon (surprise, surprise) an-other Spooky Door.

‘Whew,’ sighed Casey. ‘I’m glad that’s over.’

‘Shut up,’ quoth the Stranger, ‘ye talk too much.’

And it came to pass that the Junkyard Dogs didst appear, and didst snarl at them with gleaming white fangs and yellow glowing eyes.

‘I knew this looked too easy…’ quoth Nori.

‘Dr Färtnøkker hath given us do-minion over his boneyard,’ barked the leader of the Junkyard Dogs. ‘None may pass this way without our permission!’

‘Well,’ quoth Scoot, ‘May’st we have thy permission?’

‘No!’ snarled the leader.

‘Eh,’ quoth Scoot. ‘ ’Twas worth a try…’

‘Yeah?’ quoth Richard, ‘Well I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but Dr Färtnøkker’s dead, and thou wilt be too, if thou getteth in our way!’

And so the Dudes didst prepare to do battle with the Junkyard Dogs—

But the demonic dogs were pow-erful spell-casters, and one of them didst cast a level-nine Ice Spell on the Dudes, freezing them in their tracks.

And it came to pass, just as all looked lost, that a black shimmering panther, a shadowy feline nightmare, didst descend upon the Junkyard Dogs, snarling and hissing ancient curses at them.

‘Oh no!’ cried the one of the Junkyard Dogs. ‘ ’Tis Lydia! Let us get the hell out of here!’

For not even the most powerful of the Junkyard Dogs was any match for her dark powers, and their concentration was broken, and so too was their Ice Spell.

‘Holy high-rollin’ horse-fuck!’ cri-ed Nori. ‘Who is that?’

And Liddy didst curse up a blue streak as she merrily pursued the ter-rified hellhounds, unleashing a chain of profanities that cannot be translated into the words of men. And they couldst tell that she was just warming up.

‘No fucking way!’ cried Nori, for she knew that she had been outdone.

‘Damn!’ cried Richard. ‘That cat doth know how to curse!’

‘Fuckin’ A right!’ quoth Casey.

And the Dudes were left stand-ing alone before the Spooky Door.

‘Well,’ quoth Scoot, ‘that was in-teresting…’

And the Demigod David didst ap-pear before them with his Anti-Gravity Cape, which didst give him the power to fly and be dim, and said unto them: ‘Hail Dudes! I am come to stand watch over this door, for ’twill take all of thee to overcome the challenges which lie a-head. Go forth, Dudes, and don’t let the door kick ye in ass!’
And so it came to pass that the Demigod David didst keep watch over the Skeleton Key.

Chapter 9

On the other side of the Spooky Door, the Dudes didst find themselves in an abandoned train station.

‘At last, we are come unto the Twylight City…’ quoth the Stranger. ‘I have only heard of this place, but I am told that there is a train that doth run from here unto places even deeper in this realm where no shadow falleth…’

In front of the station was an ancient-looking black steam locomotive marked No. 86. For to Scoot it looked as if it didst belong on a lonely winter night run, rolling thru a blizzard-swept dark forest.

‘Good,’ quoth Casey, as he didst step aboard the Mystery Train. ‘Let us get going.’

And so the Dudes didst take the last train out of town, boarding the Myst-ery Train and walking among its dimly-lit cars.

Yet the views didst perpetually change when they didst look out the windows, and they didst feel as if they were the first to ride this mysterious train in ages.

And it came to pass that the Dudes didst ride the Red-Eye Express even deeper into the realm of The Man.

And they didst arrive in a town so small, thou wouldst miss it on the highway if thou blinked.

And so Scoot and Richard didst go unto a garage and didst temper the HellRazor, and the Stranger didst lend his psychic powers to balance the Hell-Razor’s energy harmonics, and maketh it more powerful than before.

And Scoot didst hold the New and Improved HellRazor over his head in accordance with the Thirty-Seventh Commandment.

‘Groovy,’ quoth he.

And that was when They came unto town, for They were all of one mind and didst not have any use for individu-ality. And They were led by Shmiles Shmowen the Damned, for in his broken state, his mind was the brain-dead source of all of Them.

‘Holy fuck-suckers!’ cried Nori. ‘I knew Shmiles Shmowen was damned, but…’

And They didst attack the town, assimilating people by biting them in the ass. And in this way They didst ass-imilate the people, for a time had come when nobody was real, and They were legion upon the earth.

‘Hark! How terrible!’ cried the Stranger. ‘What hath The Man done to them?’

For the Dudes were surrounded by an army of people who didst shuffle around with the groping hands and glazed eyes of brain-dead zombies, muttering hollow phrases from TV com-mercials.

‘These people,’ quoth Nori, ‘have not the brains the Gods gave a fucking Casey!’

‘Come with us. Join Us…’ quoth Shmiles. ‘There is no use resisting. Wouldn’t ye like to be a Pepper, too?’

‘Ha! Biteth my shiny metal ass!’ cried RJ.

‘No!’ quoth Scoot, ‘for these poor people art under the curse of The Man. We must find some other way to fight this.’

‘Aye,’ quoth Richard. ‘Much as I hate to sayeth, ’tis not their fault. But how shalt we defeat an army of host-ages?’

‘Behold! The Sons and Daught-ers of Zion art upon thee!’ cried Shmiles. ‘Resistance is futile! Thou canst not de-feat Us!’

‘…For We are many!’ chanted They.

And it came to pass that Scoot was pursued by Evil-Cam, which didst hunt him through forest and field, and he didst escape it atop a flatbed truck trailer.

‘I am mad as hell, and I am not gonna taketh it anymore!’ cried Scoot. ‘This evil hath chased me thru five fuck-ing books! Now, who’s with me?’

And the Dudes issued forth a mighty battle cry, and they didst beat up Evil-Cam, and didst sent it away yiping.

‘But what about Them, ye dumb-asses?’ quoth Nori.

‘Zoom! Zoom! Zoom!’ sang They in a monotonous voice. ‘Special low in-terest rates available. Our prices art low, low, low! Everything must go! Shoppeth smart… Shoppeth S-Mart.’

‘I believe ’twould be my turn,’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty as he didst sling his Gothic Axe. ‘Stand aside and let a pro show thee how ’tis done!’

And he didst don the Mulambo Mask of Muntu and didst come in the spirit of Uhuru and Ushindani, and the Dudes didst become Pocket-Poodle and the Pig-Stinging Jellyfish, and it was a very good name for a band. (props Dave Berry)

And it came to pass that the Pig-Stinging Jellyfish didst play a kick-ass punk rock show, and didst teach the people to defend themselves.

And They didst remember to be who They am, and didst kick out the jams with them.

‘Nnooo!’ cried Shmiles Shmowen the Damned. ‘We have 0.9% APR on approved credit!… And free pendant key-chains …Buh! Buh!’

And so the Dudes didst take the Skeleton Key from Shmiles Shmowen’s twitching hand.

And after traveling the world in their Endless Highway Tour, which didst have t-shirts with destinations writ front and back, and up and down the sleeves, the Dudes didst at last stumble upon another Spooky Door.

‘Guard thee the Spooky Door, RJ,’ quoth Scoot, ‘and watch over the Skeleton Key well.’

And so it came to pass that RJ didst keep watch over the Skeleton Key and the Spooky Door, and the Dudes didst pass through.

Chapter 10

And on the other side, the Dudes didst find themselves standing on an empty stretch of highway.

‘The road windeth ever on…’ quoth Scoot, ‘under sun and wind and stars…’

‘Traveler, there is no path,’ quoth the Stranger.

‘All paths art made by walking,’ finished Richard.

‘Then why the fuck art we just sitting here talking?’ quoth Nori. ‘Let us get our asses in gear!’

‘Shut up. Ye talk too much,’ quoth the Stranger.

And it came to pass that a lone tumbleweed didst blow down the high-way, bouncing and knocking Nori down.

‘Ow! Fuck!’ cried Nori as she didst struggle underneath yon roaming plant. ‘Get it off! Get it off!’

And it came to pass that Casey didst grab the tumbleweed, and it didst bite his hand.

‘Ow! Shit!’ cried he as he didst shake his hand frantically, and yet the tumbleweed wouldst not let go.

And Richard didst kick the little fucker, and to this day, no one knoweth where it came to land.

‘Thanks, bro,’ quoth Casey as he didst nurse his wounded hand.

‘Ha!’ cried Nori. ‘Take that, thou ass sniffing, elephant porking felch-queen!’

‘Shut up,’ quoth the Stranger, ‘ye talk too much.’

‘Ye shut up!’ cried Nori, ‘And wilt thou quit… saying… that…’

And that was when she and her fellow dumbasses didst notice that they were under attack by an army of killer tumbleweeds.

‘ ’Tis weed-whackin’ time!’ cried Yoco as he didst draw the Edge.

‘Fuck the bullshit!’ quoth Scoot as he didst draw his New and Improved HellRazor. ‘ ’Tis time to mow down!’

And the Dudes didst power up and mow down wave after wave of the dreaded flora.

‘We canst not keep this up!’ cried Dirty Uncle Orty, for he was hacking and slashing with all his might. ‘This land is infested with the little shagnasty shrub-beries!’

‘Damn their oily hides!’ cried Nori.

And Adria didst whip out her Zippo lighter, and said unto the killer tumbleweeds: ‘See this and tremble! For I cometh with the fire!’

‘Fire!’ cheered the Dudes.

And at the sight of the flames, the ever-migrating herd of undead weeds didst suddenly find a better dir-ection to blow.

‘Hell yeah! Ye better run!’ quoth Richard. ‘For we have more where that came from!’

‘Damn straight!’ quoth Nori.

And it came to pass that the God of David Letterman’s Hairpiece didst appear before them as little Maggie Simpson, and said unto them in the voice of Darth Vader: ‘This is indeed a disturbing universe… Hail, Dudes! Thou hast done well so far, but there is still a long road ahead of thee.’
And Matt didst fold his arms and nod his head and wink, and a boat, a great battleship of an Oldsmobile, didst appear before them.

‘I give unto thee the Mighty Olds, for ’twas made back in the day, when cars were real cars, and cherry-bombs were real cherry-bombs. It hath A-C and a kick-ass stereo system. What else dost thou need?’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Yea, tho I have no license, I shall take life by the wheel and drive us unto the next Spook-y Door, and whatever cometh our way!’

‘Then go forth, O Scootly One,’ spake the God of Cops That Don’t Beat the Shit Out of Black People (Both of Them), ‘for Derrick and I must exploreth new Spooky Doors. Follow the path wherever it leadeth… It is thy destiny…’
And Matt didst vanish from their midst.

‘That’s a good question,’ quoth Richard. ‘Where dost the path lead?’

‘Which way…’ quoth the Strang-er, and he didst quantemplate. ‘We must go that way to findeth the next Spooky Door.’

And so the Dudes didst pile into the Mighty Olds, that they might go that way.

‘Let’s roll,’ quoth Scoot. And as he stood looking down the road in the golden twilight of the storm clouds on the horizon, he said unto them: ‘Thou’rt in for one hell of a ride. Dudes, crank it up and roll out!’

And so it came to pass that the Dudes didst burn rubber and drive off into the sunset at a reasonable and prudent speed.

‘This sound system doth almost kick as much ass as the Ort-Mobile!’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty.

‘I wouldn’t looketh behind us if I were thee,’ quoth Casey. ‘We art about to have company.’

For there were several highway patrol cars behind them, coming upon them with flashing lights and sirens.

‘Pay The Man!’ cried the cops as they didst open fire on the Mighty Olds.

‘Thou’rt not going to tell us to surrender like that cowardly bitch Fuct, art thou?’ quoth Adria as she didst pow-er up and shieldeth the Olds with her energy.

‘Fuck tha police!’ quoth Richard as he didst buckle his seatbelt for the first time in their road trip. ‘We canst out-drive those pigs any day!’

‘Let us see if their crumple zones art functioning properly…’ quoth Scoot. ‘Power of Steel, indeed!’

For the Mighty Olds was the last of a breed, made of real metal, and those new plastic cars were no match for its might.

‘Yoink!’ quoth Nori as she didst flit over to the lead car and didst steal the Skeleton Key from the Chief.

And it came to pass that Scoot didst run them off the road with his in-sane and reckless maneuvers.

‘Freedom!’ cried Pookie, for he didst remember their last battle with the authorities, and how much it had suck-ed. ‘Straight ahead, Scoot! and hang a right at the vanishing point!’

And the Dudes didst roll on un-der the stars, finding shortcuts to no-where past where all the road sings end, through all the strange places in be-tween, just running with the wind.

At last the Dudes didst come up-on a Spooky Door, and there they didst stop.

‘Orty,’ quoth Scoot. ‘To thee I en-trust the Skeleton Key. Watch it well.’

‘Aye,’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty. ‘I will. Go get that cock-knocker for me, Scoot.’

With that, the Dudes didst pass thru the Spooky Door.

Chapter 11

And on the other side, the Dudes didst find themselves on a dock, and a fog-horn didst blow, for a deep mist didst swirl around them.

‘The Misty Main…’ quoth the Stranger. ‘At last, we art getting close…’

For docked in front of them was the sweet Lady of Twylight, and tattered shadows billowed from her mast.

‘That fucked-up derelict is our ride?’ quoth Nori. ‘Thou’rt braver than I thought.’

‘This ghost ship may be our only chance to find The Man in time,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for in my quantemplations, I’ve sensed that the enemy is about to make his big push, and we must find a way to push back.’

‘I fear Scoot may be right,’ quoth the Stranger. ‘I too senseth time running out.’

And so the Dudes didst board the Lady of Twylight, and didst embark on a voyage into the Misty Main. The shades of men seemed to man the decks, and didst guide the ship on its journey unto Nowhere.

And the Dudes didst wander the decks, and it came to pass that they didst discover a Spooky Door standing at the Lady’s bow.

‘This is way too fuckin’ easy…’ quoth Nori, for the Skeleton Key was clutched in the eerily beautiful bow statue’s hand.

‘Shut up,’ quoth the Stranger, ‘ye talk too much.’

And it came to pass that the Lady of Twylight didst awaken, and her spectral form didst materialize between the Dudes and the Spooky Door.

‘Thou shalt pass no farther…’ quoth she. ‘Thou hast boarded my ship, flagship of all ship graveyards. Prepare thee to spend all eternity wandering these decks, and know that thou wilt never set foot on land again!…’

‘Bullshit!’ quoth Richard, and he didst power up.

‘Fuck that!’ quoth Scoot, and he didst draw the HellRazor. ‘Thou knoweth what time it is!’

‘ ’Tis the Eleventh Hour…’ quoth Adria absently. ‘Soon we shall see for whom the bell doth toll…’

And the Dudes didst power up to do battle with the Sweet Lady of Twy-light.

‘Give thee up,’ quoth she. ‘Thou canst not win! For no mortal man may hinder me!’

 ‘Fortunately for us, I am not a man…’ quoth the Stranger, and at last the cloak and hood didst fall by the way-side.

‘Naryana?’ quoth Scoot, for he didst recognize the Goddess’s Hand.

‘Come on, Adria,’ quoth she, ‘let us kick this bitch’s ass!’

‘Reow! Cat-fight!’ quoth Casey.

And the Goddess didst appear and smack him.

And it came to pass that the Goddess’s Hand and Adria didst power up, and smote the ghost Lady with great psychic energy.

‘Damn! ’Tis a good thing we didn’t leave Adria at that last Spooky Door!’ quoth Nori.

And Adria didst prophesy: ‘Heed my words, for Doug shall say unto the guy with the coffee mug: “Thou big lug! Oh no! Down on the rug! Look out! ’Tis a bug!” And Doug didst shrug, and he sayeth, “Fear not, for all he wanteth is a hug.”

‘For the scoffers shalt shrug, but the attack doth always come from the direction thou’rt not looking. And all wilt want to know, Is the Black Box lying?

‘But the bed and the book both demandeth another quarter, and still the stuffed animals on the wall shall laugh at thee. For thy plight hath ever been a bad hand dealt by The Man. And the desklamp shalt be no comfort, for thou must read to the book. Know thou that whilst thou wasted thy time taking dot tests, thy teachers were drinking psych-edelic coffee and juggling penguins for the purpose of betting?

‘Boil thee two cups of water. Add thee noodles and cook, stirring occas-ionally. Remove from stove and add seasoning.’

‘I have played my hand,’ quoth Adria as she didst pick up the Skeleton Key from off of the deck, ‘and now I shall watch over the Key to this Spooky Door for thee.’

And so it came to pass that Adria didst keep the Skeleton Key, and the Dudes didst pass through yet another Spooky Door, drawing ever closer to a terrible confrontation with The Man.

Meanwhile, as the Dudes were entering another realm of The Man’s dark domain, Matt didst return unto his remodeled Asgard home, and the God of Alaskan Thunderfuck didst find a mysterious package in his living room.

‘Hark!’ spake Matt. ‘What have I here? Mayhap, ’tis that Pocket Poodle and the Pig-Stinging Jellyfish CD I didst order…’
But as he opened the box, a vor-tex didst open and didst suck the God of Silly Walks into the Box.

‘Matt? Is that ye?’ spake the God of Odnoh.

‘I might asketh the same thing of thee,’ spake Matt, for the God of Fist Pounding was also dressed in the most impossibly stupid-looking garb, which was all black-and-white.

‘Matt, please tell me we art not where I think we art,’ spake the God of Orange Juice Drinking.

‘Oh Lucy!’ cried an insane, high-pitched voice coming from the front door.

‘No…’ gasped the God of Sex.

And it came to pass that every-thing went black, and they didst find themselves dressed in white lab coats, explaining why rich Chocolate Ovaltine was better for thy kids than so-called ‘healthy’ snacks like fruit or milk.

‘Oh shit!’ cried the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions. ‘Not another stupid fucking commercial! …’
Chapter 12

And on the other side of the Spooky Door, the Dudes came unto the No Man’s Land of the Factories of Mach-ines that Make Nothing, a vast in-dustrial wasteland of incomprehensibly large warehouses of machinery which didst run seemingly for their own sake.

‘Talk about the screamin’ hoo-doos…’ quoth Nori. ‘ ’Tis like a fuckin’ maze in there…’

‘Aye,’ quoth Yoco, ‘for they don’t seemeth to do anything…’

‘And still we must passeth be-yond to reach our destination,’ quoth Scoot.

‘I senseth we art close,’ quoth Richard. ‘This next battle is bound to be a really ugly one.’

And the Green Machine came leaping upon the mountains, skipping upon the hills, and it didst make the earth shake when it landed before the Dudes.

‘Damn! Verily I say,’ cried Nori. ‘that thing’s built like a brick shit-house!’

‘So,’ quoth Casey, ‘some of Dr Färtnøkker’s Machines art still around…’

‘Not for long!’ quoth Richard.

And the Dudes didst power up to do battle with the Green Machine.

‘Activating Shields…’ quoth the Green Machine in a harsh mechanical voice. ‘Thou art no match for the Power of Steel!’

And so Scoot and Richard didst power up to insane levels and didst unleash radical energy blasts ’gainst the Green Machine.

‘Scoot and Richard art using their full power ’gainst that thing!’ quoth Yoco. ‘Surely it will not stand!’

‘Alright, that’s one explanation…’ quoth Nori. ‘I sayeth that Scoot hath gone ape-shit is going to destroy us too!’

But the full force of their attack was aimed at the Green Machine, so the Dudes didst survive, and though their aim was true, the Green Machine’s shields were just too strong.

‘ ’Tis even stronger than the Nazi Armored Battle Refrigerator!’ cried Cas-ey.

‘And it hath no extension cord to pulleth!’ cried Yoco.

‘There must be a way to defeat it!’ quoth Nori. ‘Try to findeth a weak-ness, ye dumbasses!’

And though the Dudes fought valiantly and didst rage against the Machine with all their might, even the might of the New & Improved HellRazor had no effect against the Green Mach-ine’s industrial-strength armor and ener-gy shields.

And it came to pass that when all was lost, the great grey giant Luigi didst step on it, crushing it like an aluminum can.

‘Der, Dudes! Long time, no see!’ cried Luigi. ‘At last Luigi found thee. Do ya wanna playeth another game?’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for we art playing a game Crunch Tag, and The Man is it. Wilt thou help us crunch him?’

‘Oh boy! Another game!’ cried Luigi. ‘Der, Luigi liketh games!’

And it came to pass that the mighty Luigi didst join the Dudes’ party.

‘Hell yeah!’ quoth Casey. ‘With Luigi at our side, we canst not fail. For his sake, I hope The Man hath health in-surance!’

And the Dudes didst heal them-selves with the power pills Bigfatjohn had brought to them.

‘Strange…’ quoth Scoot, ‘this is the part where the Gods of Hondo wouldst appear before us and sayeth something unto us. I like not he feel of this…’

And it came to pass that the Dudes didst not have to wander around in the No Man’s Land of the Factories of Machines that Make Nothing, for Luigi didst knock the walls down as he went, for he knew not how to use a doorknob, and not only didst the Dudes pass thru, but they didst destroy much of The Man’s mad machinery as they went.

And at last, the Dudes came un-to The Man’s Thirteen Acres of Hell, where they wouldst face The Man.

And so it came to pass that the Seventh Generation came unto the Eleventh Hour.

Chapter 13

And it came to pass that the most dark-estest hour had arrived, and the Dudes and The Man stood face to face. And if ever evil had a face, ’twould be his. For The Man was a being of shadow and light, whose form didst shift and shim-mer, and didst strike fear into the hearts of mere mortals, for not only had no one ever beaten him, no one had ever come close.

And with a fire inside burning as it never had before, Scoot didst draw the HellRazor and face this terrible foe.

And the Dudes didst cry in unison: ‘Duhn… duhn… duhnn!…’

‘At last we meet…’ spake The Man. ‘Thou hast caused a good deal of trouble for me, but not for much longer. I hope thou enjoyed thy little rebellion, be-cause now it’s at an end. Pay The Man!’

‘No…’ quoth Scoot as he didst power up more than ever. ‘Thou wilt pay. For thou hast much to answer for…’

And it came to pass that Scoot the Ko’An didst do battle with The Man, and yet, though he fought with all his might, even the power of the New & Improved HellRazor seemed to have no effect on him.

‘Der, Luigi wilt helpeth Scoot!’ cried Luigi as he didst attack The Man. ‘Der, thou’rt it—’

And The Man didst kick Luigi, punting him unto the next Time Zone.

‘No way!’ cried Nori. ‘This doth blow the rusty sax of Kenny G!’

‘I see thy pathetic struggle for freedom…’ spake The Man. ‘Thou art nothing!’

‘Yea, tho I have no chance in hell against thee, and the Gods of Hon-do art nowhere to be found,’ quoth Scoot, ‘I shall fight till I die!’

And so Scoot stood before The Man, having exhausted all of his power, and it looked as if the Ass-Kickin’ A-postle’s days of battling the Power were over.

Is Scoot the Ko’An finished? Wilt he pay The Man? Find thee out next time— same Hondo time, same Hondo channel!

The Book of Spooky Doors is dedicated to the memory of the terror that was Lydia (a k a Liddy Kitty), gone but not forgotten.
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‘Of Goats and Testicles’

In the Land of Competition there lived a man with just one ball, and he was greatly mocked, yet no one knoweth who dwelt in this time to mock him. For this man didst exist before the dawn of the Titans, and little was known of him, save that he had a son, who was one bitter little puppy.

And there the generations of his line art lost in the wars of the Titans. All that was known of him was that he was imprisoned beyond time and space, for he had proven dangerous to all the gods who didst exist in any Age. And there it was believed he wouldst remain for all Time, lest someone releaseth him from the void…

And yet, as mountains crumbled and oceans rose, as the Titans, and the Elder Ones and the Ancient Gods, and even Jehovah, didst rise and fall, this ancient evil didst grow strong on its own madness. For, though its origins were lost to memory, it was still one bitter little puppy.

And so it came to pass one day, that a careless adventurer didst draw an ancient weapon, never meant for gods or men to wield, and he didst scoff at the elders who didst chide him for not say-ing the magic words when he didst re-move the weapon from its resting place. So now that ancient evil, which in this world didst call itself The Man, finally stood face to face with the very warrior who had released him, and was now cursed as the only one who couldst stop him…

‘…Now what?’ quoth Nori.

‘Now we art in deep shit,’ quoth Richard.

‘ ’Tis times like this,’ quoth Yoco, ‘I’m glad the Gods of Hondo cursed me with immortality.’

‘At times like this, I asketh my-self…’ quoth Casey, ‘why didst I not be-come a shoe salesman?’

‘So,’ asked The Man, ‘if I may throw in an old action movie cliché, hast thou any last requests, Scoot the Ko’An, before I finish thee?’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, and he didst quantemplate with whole new uncertain-ty factors, for he knew this might be his last chance… ‘Ummmm… just giveth me a sec…’

And Naryana didst lend Scoot her psychic energy to helpeth him in his quantemplations…

Meanwhile, Richard didst borrow Scoot’s cell phone and didst call the Hondo Hotline. But all he didst get at first was a message.

And this is the message on the Hondo Hotline: ‘The God of Serving the Beam is not available to answer his shoe…’

‘Shoe?’ quoth Richard. ‘What the fuck happened to the Red Phone?’

‘ ’Tis out of order, for its range doth not reach unto this plane; only cell phones worketh here…’ spake a voice on the other end of the line. For it didst sound tinny, as if coming from a bad connection to Neptune. ‘ ’Tis I, Derrick, God of Dammit…’
‘Dammit!’ bellowed Richard, ‘We couldst use thy help…’

‘Hast thou an extension cord and a railroad spike?’ asked the God of Flirting.

‘No,’ quoth Richard.
‘I didst not think so… Well,’ spake the God of Magic, ‘it’s not like the world will endeth if The Man doth win— Oops, gotta go, for Flipper hath started sexually molesting Timmy again…’
And the God of Hawai’ian Shirts didst hang up.

‘…May I tell thee a joke?’ Scoot finally said unto The Man, for he had read of the lost Flathead Lake Scrolls, and knew that if he couldst hold out seven more seconds…

Chapter 2

‘ “Maybe ’Tis the Baloney Talking…” ’

And in the eighth second of the eighth minute of the eighth hour of the eighth day of the eighth month of the eighth year, a goat didst sneeze…

And it was good.

Then sayeth the Chicken, to clams in the clouds, to vibrating spiders to the air conditioner to thee: ‘How strange thou art!’

But no one kneweth who “thee” was, so the cute little animals didst look amongst themselves and shruggeth their shoulders.

And their collective shruggings didst cause a great disturbance in the Force which didst cause a butterfly to be blown off course and flitteth into the Sexy Way Station.

And the people didst see the butterfly and Sid Vicious said unto them: ‘Get thy throwdown swerve on! ’Tis a sign!’

For the voluptuous man crowd-surfeth with a 1000 neon monkeyz, powa of tha Jade Giraffe, and frowny-face was a hothead.

But when Irish refrigerators be-gan smiling, and Mummified Cats were playing poker in a roomful of worried people, who didst all keep looking at the clock, wondering what the Apple was going on, The Voice From The Back made its Doomsday Broadcast.

And it came to pass that Orion’s belt no longer holdeth up his pants, and there was a sign in the heavens, and the Emergency Broadcast sayeth: ‘This is just a test! Awake, O North Wind! Re-peat, this is just a test!’

And the valiant didst carry the sword and know fear in the night, for the daughters of Zion came forth from their garden of cucumbers with obtuse speech and didst entrance Soccer Moms.

And so Martha Stewart didst make new commercials commanding all of her fanatical followers to worship tha neon monkey hed and grindeth up turkey and shapeth it into the form of the Daughters of Zion, saying, ‘I shall show thee how to maketh hand grenades out of pretty pine cones! Mine ass is on fire and so is tha chedda! Walka in tha name of god, it is kept in stacks. Label-eth them like unto this: “big international tuna like ryder”. Cat loveth food, yeah, yeah!’

And Gustav ze Vodka-Svilling Kitty didst eat and eat and eat, and eat and eat and eat, and didst grow large with food, taking on many calories until he didst grow larger than Jabba the Fuckin’ Hutt.

And the people didst panic, and misname a pizza restaurant after him.

And the monkey-man with his walking staff, who wieldeth the Power of the Jade Giraffe, didst masturbate fer-ociously whilst yelping the sacred word at the top of his lungs: ‘YAGGI-BLAHYAGGHIIBLAHGGGAYAYABLAGHHIEAIALSAAAAAHHGGGHHHHBLGHIAIA! YAGGIBLAHYAGGHIIBLAHGG-GAYAYABLAGHHIEAIALSAAAAAHHGGGHHHHBLGHIAIA!’ when the mata-dors chasèd the bulls in a china shop, and he didst suffer fifth-degree burns.

And so the people said unto one another, ‘Holy shit! Didst thou see tha butt-munch?’

BONUS BLANK PAGE!!

But the forgotten was remem-bered, and the megaphone of failure was made to work again, for it sayeth: ‘Get thee hence, foul desktop! I shall away with Windows XP be!’ For the grandmother of Republicans hath might-y toads to jump on mounds of scorpions for extra pants.

Yet the people didst not heed the Warning of the Goats, and so the robo-dog Dark Toaster came forth out of the wilderness like pillars of smoke, per-fumed with myrrh and frankincense, and with all the powders of the merchant and didst give people free lunch meat.

And it was damn good. And the people didst rejoice. At least until all the moon and all of the planets were in middle class alignment, and an ominous form didst emergeth from warp space above the Earth…

And the crew of the Starship En-terprise was circling around Uranus searching for Klingons when Colonel Uhura said unto them, ‘Captain, I pick-eth up a strange reading off to port…’

‘Oh no!’ cried Treasurer Check-ov, ‘ ’Tis the Galactic Battle Burger!’

‘Ach! Why now?’ cried Scotty on the comm, ‘I just got the toilets function-ing properly!’
‘Well, shit,’ quoth Captain Kirk. ‘Quick! Setteth phasers to Blow Shit Up! Mr Scott, giveth me full fucking power!’

‘Ach! Mcfuck!’ cried Scotty. ‘ ’Tis no good, Captain! I cannot reach the control panel, and there’s not enough ketchup left!’
‘Surely ’twould taketh a lot of tomatoes!’ quoth Captain Sulu. ‘Didst thou eateth all the ketchup, thou fat fuck?’

‘Ach! I’m not fat!’ cried Scotty, ‘I’m plus Mcsized!’
‘Wait thee just a damn minute here!’ quoth Captain Kirk. ‘There canst be but one Captain on this ship!’

‘Oops, sorry…’ quoth Sulu, and the Captain didst changeth his rank to Lowest Man on the Totem Pole.

And the Galactic Battle Burger didst attack, and didst break through the Enterprise’s shields.

‘But…’ quoth Mr Spock, ‘ ’tis… not… logical…’

And his head didst explode.

‘Bones!’ cried Captain Kirk as he didst pull a pointy ear from off his face, ‘Do something!’

‘Dammit, Jim!’ cried Dr McCoy, ‘I’m a doctor, not a porn star!’

‘But…’

‘Verily I say,’ quoth Dr McCoy, ‘he’s dead, Jim.’

‘Ach! No!’ cried Scotty, ‘Not the Grey Water again!…’
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Chapter 3

‘ “…But That Burp Was Burly!” ’

And the Enterprise’s saucer didst sep-arate and crash-land on Earth, and the people didst say; ‘Here cometh the fort-une cookies! Here cometh the fortune cookies! They art wearing paper hats!’

For drinking Pepsi shalt bring back thine ancestors, and they didst walk down the street looting the world of the living. (After all, what didst thou think was going to happen?)

Though all was silent in the Halls of the Dead, the machines that make nothing waited there until a blinking green light turned red. For the Operator sayeth: ‘Thy call is very important but hath no value.’

For the streets of South City were in chaos, after the Enterprise ac-cidentally beamed down a cargo hold full of Tribbles, instead of much-needed ass-wipe.

And the Low Men were out cruising for eighth-graders, for they had taped the weather channel so that they couldst watch it later.

And it came to pass during all this that Homer Jay and Poppin’ Fresh didst gain the Invincible Balls and were chillin’, for still the stuffed animals on the wall didst laugh at them, saying: ‘Whilst thou wasted thy time taking dot tests, thy teachers were drinking psychedelic coffee and juggling penguins for the pur-pose of betting!’

And they, fearing that the Death-Penguins wouldst cometh after them, didst run down the street screaming, and the whole world didst get to see their Invincible Balls, for even the cops’ daisies didst bounce off of them.

And they didst run through the hen-house of Jedi ninja chickens and a posse of pink and purple kittens with sultry powers, who eateth fire flowers, and spinneth like a sum’bitch, till ye can’t tell which is which, tossin’ fireballs at each other, and it didst light off a fireworks factory.

This didst cause a man with a rocket in his pocket to go perspiring and crasheth into a bald fat guy named Hambone, who had just eaten a side of turkey on rye (with a little bit of mayo), and he didst belch loudly, such that all around him didst hear him.

‘Whoa! Dude!’ quoth a passing skater, ‘Verily I say, perhaps ’tis the baloney talking, but that burp was burly!’

And the people didst applaud Hambone as the skater didst whiz by and roll right through a space-time an-omaly and didst end up in the thrice-cursed city of New York, where people were fighting and imbibing in the streets, in the traditional fashion.

Inspired by Hambone’s burly burp, the skater didst give a great rallying cry unto the people saying, ‘New York City is ours tonight!’

And it came to pass that the homeless were armed, and there came cries of ‘Down with guys!’ and ‘Power to the people!’

And so power was restored unto the people after so much market mani-pulation and rolling blackouts, and there was much rejoicing.

For with the power restored, the Goddess couldst install a certain little black box for the Technomage, who, be-ing her bitch, didst oweth her some ma-jor favors…
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Chapter 4

‘The Chapter That Careth’

(And Doth Never Let Thee Down*)

*DISCLAIMER: This chapter may not actually care about thee. In all probability, it doth hate thee. The ‘never let thee down’ clause as defined under terms of Contract (Section 6, Paragraph 3), and subject to availability. Side effects may includeth: Narcolepsy, Cerebral Bore, Drowsi-ness, Two-Dimensionality, Nausea, Chronic In-ability to Keep Thine Eyes Open, Visible Auras, Odd Odors, Existential Quandaries, Dry Mouth of Doom, Explosive Flatulence, Visitations by Mul-tiple Spirits, Occasional (Though Enjoyable) Probings, Terminal Boredom, Dwight D Eisen-hower Syndrome, Random Moshing, Necro-phelia, and Bitch-Tits. Thou shouldst not operate heavy machinery whilst reading this chapter. Void where prohibited. Some restrictions may applieth.

‘…Say what?’ spake The Man.

‘I said, “May I tell thee a joke?” ’ quoth Scoot.

‘ ’Twas a simple enough quest-ion, dingleballs!’ quoth Nori.

‘If that is thy last request,’ spake The Man. ‘I was not sure I heard thee right. Fine. Tell thy stupid joke. I haven’t got all day.’

‘Yes. Of course,’ quoth Scoot. ‘It goeth like this:

‘One day, Confucius doth return from a visit to Buddha. And the Enlight-ened One told him that he shouldst get out more and seeketh greater enlight-enment. So Confucius went unto the circus which was in town that day.’

‘So let me getteth this straight…’ spake The Man. ‘Confucius went unto a circus in search of enlightenment?’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot. ‘So Confuc-ius went forth unto the circus, and the train rolleth in bearing bunnies, bin-turangs and wankers, oh my!

‘And the barker barketh all about the Fat Lady and the Strong Man, and also telleth of the Beared Boy, the Uni-goat, of fabled Eskimos and naked Midgets who “Walketh Like an Egypt-ian”, of Flying Nuns and the dead— whom we all know traveleth in floating refrigerators— and also of juggling Beatles and ugly Rabbits.

‘And there art troublemakers on stilts, and Masters of the Custodial Arts blowing fire and swallowing bikinis, and a man juggling mummified cats, and an orchestra of beavers.

‘And the carnies art challenging people to such games as Swat the Clown, Eleven-Card Monte, Bush Toss, and Forks.

‘And the people art buying hot dogs and envelope-shaped balloons for the kids, blurry candy, Windexed pop-corn, and stuffed Olyphaunt butts.

‘So Confucius buyeth for himself a ticket and goeth therein.

‘And under the big top, there art acrobats and x-ray technicians, clowns with tables, and the guitar-tamer was taming guitars, and seals balancing amps on their noses.

‘And the Clown-Shaguar came unto the circus tent, and an army of clowns came forth.

‘And Antonio Banderas swingeth on the trapeze without a net, and Julia Roberts was shot out of a cannon.

‘And so it came to pass that Confucius didst watch all of this, and didst try to seek greater enlightenment.

‘But then there came forth this clown, who didst insult and harass Con-fucius, calling him names and telling lies about his mother.

‘And Confucius was so beside himself with rage, that he couldst not think of a thing to say unto this rude and despicable clown.

‘So he left the circus, and didst go unto the temple scrolls to see if the Ancients had left any good comebacks.’

‘So thou’rt telling me that monks just sitteth around all day thinking up new insults?’ spake The Man.

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Trust me, ye’d get really fuckin’ bored too if ye sat around meditating long enough!

‘Anyhoo, Confucius knoweth that the circus wouldst be in town for a few days, so he doth search amongst the scrolls, and doth find some really kick-ass comebacks.

‘So the next day he goeth unto the circus again. And the barker barketh all about the Fat Lady and the Strong Man, and also telleth of the Beared Boy, the Uni-goat, of fabled Eskimos and naked Midgets who “Walketh Like an Egyptian”, of Flying Nuns and the dead— whom we all know traveleth in floating refrigerators— and also of juggling Beatles and ugly Rabbits.

‘And there art troublemakers on stilts, and Masters of the Custodial Arts blowing fire and swallowing bikinis, and a man juggling mummified cats, and an orchestra of beavers—’

And here The Man didst inter-rupt Scoot, saying, ‘Didst thou not already tell me this part?’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Trust me, ’tis part of the joke. This is a good one. But thou must payeth attention to every-thing, for it is all important to the joke.’

And Casey said unto the Dudes, ‘I am told that Scoot hath learned this one from the Master Kungfucius him-self.’

‘Aye, that I have,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Now where was I? Oh, yeah, the carnies art challenging people to such games as Swat the Clown, Eleven-Card Monte, Bush Toss, and Forks.

‘And the people art buying hot dogs and envelope-shaped balloons for the kids, blurry candy, Windexed pop-corn, and stuffed Olyphaunt butts.

‘So Confucius buyeth for himself a ticket and goeth therein.

‘And under the big top, there art acrobats and x-ray technicians, clowns with tables, and the guitar-tamer was taming guitars, and seals balancing amps on their noses.

‘And the Clown-Shaguar came unto the circus tent, and an army of clowns came forth.

‘And Antonio Banderas swingeth on the trapeze without a net, and Julia Roberts was shot out of a cannon.

‘And so it came to pass that Confucius didst watch all of this, and didst try to seek greater enlightenment.

‘But then there came forth this clown, who didst insult and harass Con-fucius, calling him names and telling lies about his mother.

‘And once more Confucius was so beside himself with rage, that he couldst not think of a thing to say unto this rude and despicable clown.

‘So he doth leave the circus once more, and go unto the temple to search amongst the scrolls, and doth find some more kick-ass comebacks.

‘Now he is determined to get back at that malicious clown.

‘So the next day he goeth unto the circus again. And the barker barketh all about the Fat Lady and the Strong Man, and also telleth of the Beared Boy, the Uni-goat, of fabled Eskimos and naked Midgets who “Walketh Like an Egyptian”, of Flying Nuns and the dead— whom we all know traveleth in floating refrigerators— and also of juggling Beatles and ugly Rabbits.

‘And there art troublemakers on stilts, and Masters of the Custodial Arts blowing fire and swallowing bikinis, and a man juggling mummified cats, and an orchestra of beavers.’

‘And the carnies art challenging people to such games as Swat the Clown, Eleven-Card Monte, Bush Toss, and Forks.

‘And the people art buying hot dogs—’

And here The Man didst inter-rupt Scoot, saying, ‘Really. Am I to believe that people really eateth these “hot dogs”?’

‘Ye would not believe some people…’ quoth Scoot. ‘Anyhoo, the people buyeth envelope-shaped ball-oons for the kids, blurry candy, Windex-ed popcorn, and stuffed Olyphaunt butts.

‘So Confucius buyeth for himself a ticket and goeth therein.

‘And under the big top, there art acrobats and x-ray technicians, clowns with tables, and the guitar-tamer was taming guitars, and seals balancing amps on their noses.

‘And the Clown-Shaguar came unto the circus tent, and an army of clowns came forth.

‘And Antonio Banderas swingeth on the trapeze without a net, and Julia Roberts was shot out of a cannon.

‘And so it came to pass that Confucius didst watch all of this, and didst try to seek greater enlightenment.

‘But then there came forth this clown, who didst insult and harass Con-fucius, calling him names and telling lies about his mother.

‘And once more Confucius was so beside himself with rage, that he couldst not think of a thing to say unto this rude and despicable clown.

‘So he doth leave the circus once more, and go unto the temple to search amongst the scrolls, and doth find some more kick-ass comebacks.

‘Now he is now even more determined than before—’

And The Man didst once more interrupt him, saying, ‘Scoot, is this go-ing somewhere?’

‘Aye,’ quoth Scoot, ‘trust me. It is.’

‘This hadst better be good,’ quoth Nori.

‘Oh, it will be,’ quoth Scoot. ‘It will be…’
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Chapter 5

‘That Freudian Fish Thing and Thou’

…And Bob the Kiwi didst return to earth and go unto the Kwick-E Mart in Hack-ensack, New Jersey to buyeth an ice cream sandwich.

But there was a great deal of back story involved, which the Demigod David didst learn of, but in his dimness, didst forget to writeth down.

And this is what little is known, or perhaps made-up, of the back story of Bob the Kiwi (as not chronicled by the Demigod David):

In a certain High School Library, Derrick once shavèd a kiwi with a spoon; he didst keep it in a plant over in that corner.

And the kiwi— which Derrick had named ‘Bob’— didst read of ancient texts and didst study the Dark Arts. And in time, the kiwi didst read every evil and cursèd book in the High School Library, including the entire Martha Stewart Library.

One day, the kiwi didst disap-pear, as if it had grown legs and took a walk, and left him all alone.

And Derrick didst go out, stapl-ing ‘Missing Kiwi’ signs all over the neighborhood, and asking of random strangers: ‘Hast thou seen my kiwi? He answereth to the name Bob.’

Only two women didst slap him, though, for the others couldst not bear to, what with his big, puppy-dog eyes and turned-around hat.

But little didst he know that Bob the Kiwi, after seven years of sticking too many foreign coins in pay phones, was finally picked up by superintelligent beings from the Planet of Gazooms (props Rip Taylor).

And Bob the Kiwi didst travel a-cross the galaxy for many years, dress-ed up in a loud Hawai’ian shirt and a cowboy hat, and he didst offer everyone he met free catsup packets.

And one day a Prophet of the Goddess of Wickershams said unto him: ‘God is dead. Don’t useth drugs.’

‘Well shit,’ quoth he, and he didst return to Earth.

So it came to pass that Bob the Kiwi didst go unto the Kwick-E Mart in Hackensack, New Jersey to buyeth an ice cream sandwich.

And the clerk said unto him, ‘I am sorry, noble kiwi, but we art all out of ice cream sandwiches.’

And Bob the Kiwi said unto him, ‘Hast thou any ice cream cones?’

And the clerk said unto him, ‘I am sorry, noble kiwi, but we art all out of ice cream cones.’

And Bob the Kiwi said unto him, ‘Hast thou any Fuddy-Duddies?’

And the clerk said unto him, ‘I am sorry, noble kiwi, but we art all out of Fuddy-Duddies.’

And Bob the Kiwi said unto him, ‘Hast thou any popsicles?’

And the clerk said unto him, ‘I am sorry, noble kiwi, but we art all out of popsicles.’

And Bob the Kiwi said unto him, ‘Hast thou any Drumsticks?’

And the clerk said unto him, ‘I am sorry, noble kiwi, but we art all out of Drumsticks.’

And Bob the Kiwi said unto him, ‘Hast thou any Klondike Bars?’

And the clerk said unto him, ‘I am sorry, noble kiwi, but we art all out of Klondike Bars.’

And Bob the Kiwi said unto him, ‘Hast thou any of those Orange Ice Cream Thingies?’

‘Wait minute,’ quoth the clerk. ‘I’ll go checketh.’

And he didst return a moment later and said unto him, ‘No, noble kiwi, we art all out of those Orange Ice Cream Thingies.’

And Bob the Kiwi said unto him, ‘What dost thou have?’

‘We haveth Apocalypse,’ quoth a scary old Gypsy woman who came out of the back of the store.

‘Okay,’ quoth Bob the Kiwi. ‘I’ll taketh that. Is it from the freezer section, by any chance?’

‘No!’ quoth the old Gypsy woman sternly.

‘Meh,’ quoth Bob the Kiwi, and he didst wander out of the Kwick-E Mart.

And some hapless meter-maid’s ticket-book didst spontaneously com-bust as he walked by. And there was a forty-two-car pileup at the intersection he didst walk thru. And the next building he walked past didst collapseth.

‘Ye just can’t take this guy any-where,’ quoth the Kwick-E Mart clerk, for he now had a fish stuck up his ass, and so didst the rest of his customers.

And the Whore of Babylon rose up with a nine-bladed sword, and there was a great confusion as to where things art, and the people of New Jersey fled from the Whore of Babylon, though no one knoweth in which direction, for the aforementioned reason.

And so Bob the Kiwi didst travel cross-country, spreading random chaos and anarchy in his wake.

And it was said of him, ‘Ye just can’t take this guy anywhere…’

Chapter 6

‘How Scoot Got His Groove Back’

‘…So the next day he goeth unto the circus again,’ quoth Scoot. ‘And the barker barketh all about the Fat Lady and the Strong Man, and also telleth of the Beared Boy, the Uni-goat, of fabled Eskimos and naked Midgets who “Walk-eth Like an Egyptian”, of Flying Nuns and the dead— whom we all know traveleth in floating refrigerators— and also of juggling Beatles and ugly Rab-bits.

‘And there art troublemakers on stilts, and Masters of the Custodial Arts blowing fire and swallowing bikinis, and a man juggling mummified cats—’

‘For the hundredth and twelfth time, Scoot,’ spake The Man, ‘is this going somewhere?’

‘Aye. Aye,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Just keep thy shirt on. I promise thee, ’twill be really funny if I telleth it this way. And an orchestra of beavers, and the carnies art challenging people to such games as Swat the Clown, Eleven-Card Monte, Bush Toss, and Forks.

‘And the people art buying hot dogs and envelope-shaped balloons for the kids, blurry candy, Windexed pop-corn, and stuffed Olyphaunt butts.

‘So Confucius buyeth for himself a ticket and goeth therein.

‘And under the big top, there art acrobats and x-ray technicians, clowns with tables, and the guitar-tamer was taming guitars, and seals balancing amps on their noses.

‘And the Clown-Shaguar came unto the circus tent, and an army of clowns came forth.

‘And Antonio Banderas swingeth on the trapeze without a net, and Julia Roberts was shot out of a cannon.

‘And so it came to pass that Confucius didst watch all of this, and didst try to seek greater enlightenment.

‘But then there came forth this clown, who didst insult and harass Con-fucius, calling him names and telling lies about his mother.

‘And yet again Confucius was so beside himself with rage, that he couldst not think of a thing to say unto this rude and despicable clown. Yet this time, the clown didst harass him still further, mocking him for yet again not having a decent comeback.

‘And so Confucius had finally had enough, and he didst snap, and say unto the clown: “I have taken enough shit from thee! Thou shalt not do this un-to anyone else! Confucius say, ‘Fuck-you-clown!’ ” ’

And so The Man stood there for a long time, waiting for the punchline, saying, ‘What, is that it?’

And the Dudes didst laugh their asses off.

‘Scoot getteth off a good one!’ quoth Richard.

‘Hell yeah!’ quoth Nori.

‘The look on that wanker’s face is priceless!’ quoth Yoco.

And Casey didst scratcheth his head, but then he finally got it, and it was a real knee-slapper.

‘About bloody time, dumbass!’ quoth Nori.

And so it came to pass that The Man was now beside himself with rage, and he said unto the Dudes: ‘Thou hast mocked me for the last time!’

‘Second to last, by my count,’ quoth Scoot.

And Nori didst count down, ‘Five, four…’

‘What?’ spake The Man.

‘Three…’

‘Thou hast clearly not read the Lost Flathead Lake Scrolls, has thou, thou one-balled wonder?’ quoth Scoot.

‘WHO TOLD YE!?’ bellowed The Man.

‘Two…’

And Scoot didst smile wickèdly.

‘One…’

‘Sorry to interrupt thy regularly-scheduled programming…’ spake the God of Imaginary Numbers as the Gods of Hondo didst appear unto them as… the Gods of Hondo, for they were in a hurry. ‘Ha! ’Tis not too late! For the Gods of Hondo returneth!’
Spake the God of Hawai’ian Shirts: ‘…The hell?… This isn’t the Bat Cave!’
‘No fucking duh!’ quoth Nori.

‘ ’Tis The Man’s Thirteen Acres of Hell,’ spake the God of Brain-Farts.

‘How the hell didst he inflirtate my back yard!?’ cried the God of Stupid-ity.

‘Why art thou dressed up like Batman and Robin, mighty Gods of Hondo?’ quoth Casey.

‘ ’Tis a long story,’ spake the God of Monotonous Phenomena, ‘but now is not the time for telling it, Goat-Boy. Now is the time for action, not long-winded speeches. We must now join forces with the Dudes that we might defeateth The Man, and undo the evil he hath wrought. Somehow, we art free of his fiendish trap, and we are come in time—’
‘To watch Scoot the Ko’An die!’ spake The Man. ‘What canst thou and thy stupid sidekick possibly doeth?’

‘Sidekick!’ cried the God of Dam-mit, looking at his costume as if for the first time, ‘Dammit! I’m a stupid fucking sidekick!’
‘There’s no need for profanity,’ spake the God of Four-Letter Words. ‘That kind of language is unbecoming of thee, Boy Wonder.’
‘Yeah, dipshit!’ quoth Nori. ‘That kind of fuckin’ language is totally un-becoming of thee!’

‘Enough of this!’  cried The Man. ‘ ’Tis time to put the so-called Ass-Kick-in’ Apostle out of his misery!’

‘I think not!’ cried the God of Black Ops. For after being chased by That Which Doth Lurk on Channel X (Evil-Cam’s cousin), he had had enough of this shit. ‘Let us giveth that little punk some POWER!’
‘What say’st thou, Count Choc-ula™?’ asked the God of Fist Pounding.

And Chocula™ was silent.

‘We shall taketh that as a yes,’ spake the God of Chateau Romani.

And the Gods of Hondo didst dance the Batusi, and Matt didst fold his arms and nod his head and wink, and it was so.

For the Gods of Hondo had granted Scoot the Ko’An the power to useth the full potential of the human mind, that he might useth the full power of the HellRazor.

And it was good.

And Yoco didst pass Scoot a power pill to heal his wounds and restor-eth his strength. And the renewed Scoot didst power up. And power up, and power up, and power up. And power up some more, just for good measure.

And so it came to pass that Scoot didst keep powering up.

And it was damn good.

‘ ’Tis unreal!’ cried Richard. ‘Hard fuckin’ core!’

And the HellRazor didst glow an eerie green, and its blade didst shift and shimmer, and didst look more ominous and wickèd than ever.

‘Something…’ quoth Casey, for he was very confused, ‘Something’s… wrong in there…’

‘No,’ quoth Richard, ‘ ’tis right in here. Very right.’

‘Finally!’ quoth Nori.

‘Holy shit!’ cried Yoco. ‘That’s the power of the HellRazor!’

‘Aye,’ quoth Naryana, ‘and now Scoot shalt fight with the Might of Old that once moved heaven and earth. Guess The Man didst not heedeth the Warning of the Goats…’

For his part, The Man said unto himself: ‘What is this? Surely he cannot become stronger than the Power of Steel…’ And he said unto Scoot, ‘Ha! ’Twill taketh more than that! Thou canst not beat me just by powering up!’

By now, Scoot’s form didst shift and shimmer with spectral fire as he was transformed by the power of the HellRazor and at last took on the Might of Old. For he had become as great and terrible to behold as The Man himself.

‘Fuck the bullshit!’ cried Scoot as he powered up still more, ‘ ’tis time to throw down!’

And he didst attack, striking The Man with such radical speed and power that even he didst not see it coming.

‘No way!’ cried The Man as Scoot didst take the fight back to him with great kung fu action.

‘Giveth him hell, Scoot!’ cried Casey.

‘Kick his ass!’ cried Yoco.

‘Fuck him up, dumbass!’ cried Nori. And she didst dance on the air, chanting: ‘Stomp! and shake that ghetto booty!’

And it came to pass that no mat-ter how much power The Man summon-ed up, Scoot didst power up still more, and so didst keep the upper hand a-gainst him.

‘What… art thou?…’ demanded The Man, for he had never seen any-thing stronger than the Power of Steel.

Quoth Scoot the Ko’An, the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle of Hondo: ‘I am the Son of the Hawai’ian King Kaméhaméha… I am What Cometh Around… I am the Voice of the Voiceless… I am the Embodiment of Fire… I am everyone thou hast ever harmed. I am Hope… I am the Eye of the Storm… I am Death Incarnate… I am the Sleeper who hath awakened to fight once more with the Might of Old… I am a Walking Contradiction… I am the Sound of One Hand Clapping…

‘And I have not yet begun to fight, thou—’

(Encore! Encore! Let us hear it again for

Peanut/ SS-King

RancidDKMPunk/ Pennywisdom

Offchick/ Pennywisdom

I Am Road Runner/ Pennywisdom

Nytrydr/ SS-King

Goatmilker/ Pennywisdom

AuntyNay4/ SS-King

and a shout out to y’all who didst par-take of the original Hondo Mad Lib!)

Chapter 7

‘ ’Tis a Bitch-Tit Thang’

—And a multitude of disembodied trum-pets sounded, loud as thunder, and the earth didst shake, and the sky didst turn dark.

‘Not without me!’ thundered Lucifer as he didst appear before them in a cloud of fire and brimstone. ‘Arm-ageddon is my territory, and I shall not let even thou, bothersome Gods of Hon-do, taketh that away… from… That sword… How? Scoot… why didst thou not tell me?’

Quoth the Scootly One: ‘Ye never asked.’

And the Dudes didst laugh their asses off.

‘So it is written,’ quoth Scoot. ‘For the Forty-Second Commandment of the Gods of Hondo sayeth: “Ask not a stupid question, lest thou receiveth a stupid answer.” ’

‘Hmph…’ muttered the Dark Prince, ‘neither god nor man may useth its full power anyway…’

‘Yeah,’ spake the God of Laugh-ing Wildly Whilst Driving the Wrong Way On a One-Way Street, ‘Well that’s just what ye—’
‘Is this a private party, or is any-one invited?’ spake Jesus as he didst appear before them. He had somehow escaped from his pet porter, for a circus carny was guarding the gates of heav-en. ‘If ’tis Apocalypse thou wanteth, then let us do it by the Book!’

‘Oops…’ muttered the God of M&Ms, ‘My bad…’
‘What the hell was that!?’ cried The Man.

‘How the hell shouldst I know!?’ cried the God of Technical Difficulties.

‘Dude!’ cried Nori, ‘This is pretty fucked-up right here!’

‘I’m stupid! I’m stupid!’ cried the God of Magic.

‘For once, we agreeth on some-thing, O Great God of Stupidity,’ quoth Yoco.

‘Bring it on, bitch!’ spake Lucifer. ‘Daddy isn’t here to save thee, little man!’

‘Oh no! Father!’ cried Jesus, for he forgotten to let Him out of the closet, ‘I kneweth I was forgetting something…’

‘Ha-Ha!’ laughed Nori.

‘Once my posse arriveth,’ spake Lucifer, ‘We shall kick thy pansy ass! Surely thou remembereth them, right? Plague? Famine? War? Death?’

‘The Four Riders,’ spake Jesus, and he didst look at his gold-plated Rolex, ‘the ones coming on horses? This couldst take a while…’

‘Shit!’ cried the Dark Prince. ‘I just knew I shouldst have upgraded to Harleys…’

‘Hey!’ spake The Man, ‘What the hell art thou doing on our battlefield!?’

‘Then I guess we shalt settle this man-to-man,’ spake Lucifer.

And so the two ancient enemies didst ignore everyone else, for so cer-tain were they that this was all about them.

‘Thou’rt doomed to defeat—’.

And a multitude of disembodied bagpipes didst sound, loud as thunder, and the sky on the horizon didst shatter like a plate of glass, revealing an infinity of stars.

‘What the fuck!?’ cried The Man as he didst suddenly find a fish stuck up his ass.

And the Aurora Borealis was confined to the vicinity of the battlefield, and tombstones were rocketing into the sky from the surrounding lands.

‘What the hell was that!?’ cried Lucifer.

‘How the hell shouldst I know!?’ cried Jesus.

‘Yo! Yo! Yo! Yo!’ quoth Bob the Kiwi as he didst break-dance onto the battlefield, ‘What it is, muthafuckas!?’

‘Aw shit!’ quoth Richard, for he too knew of the prophecy, ‘here cometh Bob the Kiwi!’

‘Bob!’ cried Derrick, ‘Thou hast returned!’
‘Huh?’ spake the God of 1-UPs, ‘but Derrick, I thought Bob the Kiwi was just a figment of thine imagination… Art thou high on crack again?’
‘Ye didn’t believe me?’

‘Hell no! I just thought I was yankin’ the Dudes’ chain with all that “Bob the Kiwi” shit! Ye know, like the Boogie-Man and shit.’

‘No, I am quite real,’ quoth Bob.

And caramel cubes didst rain down from the heavens.

‘Holy shit!’ cried Lucifer, ‘I’m see-ing triple!’

For now three Jesuses stood be-fore him.

‘What is going on!’ cried one of the Jesuses. ‘For there art now five Lucifers!’

‘Ha!’ spake one of them, ‘We now have thee outnumbered!’

Scoot and The Man didst back off just in time to avoid being surround-ed by an army of Jesuses and Lucifers, for the ensuing chaos of the Random forces surrounding Bob the Kiwi didst bend the very rules of the Universe, causing his very presence to warp the fabric of Time and Space, somehow causing every Jesus and Lucifer from parallel universes adjacent to this one to appeareth at this very time and place.

‘Oh yeah!’ spake one Lucifer, ‘Now we canst have a fight!’

‘All in all,’ spake one Jesus, ‘thou’rt just another dick with no balls!’

‘That was a low blow,’ quoth an-other Lucifer, ‘but what canst thou ex-pect from the great Amerikan Jesus!’

And so the conflicting forces of a multitude of universes didst squabble a-mong themselves about things which came to pass thousands of years ago.

‘Enough of this!’ cried Bob the Kiwi. ‘Jesus H Christ! Lucifer Morning-star! Thou fighteth like small children! Well, I shall have to break thee up. Shit, the Apocalypse just ain’t all ’twas crack-ed up to be…’

For Bob the Kiwi had studied the dark arts more than any living being, and he had read all of the Black Tomes, the most evil books in existence, includ-ing the works of Martha Stewart and the Necronomicon. And more infamous than all of them put together, Lucile Vaughn Payne’s The Lively Art of Writing.

And Bob the Kiwi didst chant vile incantations never meant to be uttered by the living.

And it came to pass that he didst summon the Russelville Players.

‘What the fuck!?’ cried Casey, ‘Who art these guys?’

‘At last we meeteth the Russel-ville Players,’ quoth Richard. ‘I know not who they art, but I am told that they art a critically-acclaimed group in synchroniz-ed belching.’

‘Oh,’ quoth Nori, ‘I heard they were a top secret Super Phone-Sani-tizer experiment gone horribly, horribly wrong…’

But before the Dudes couldst postulate any further on the true nature of the Russelville Players, Bob the Kiwi didst start dancing wildly, and the Play-ers didst follow him.

‘Aw shit!’ quoth Bob the Kiwi, ‘I started a mosh-pit! Let’s goooo!’

And he and the Russelville Play-ers didst dance up a storm.

And great whirlwind came, and didst suck up all of the many Jesuses and Lucifers which had continued to ap-pear at random intervals.

‘Oh no!’ cried Jesus as he as-cended into the sky, ‘My new snow-shoes!’

And they didst fall from the heavens as he ascended.

‘And remember!’ quoth Bob the Kiwi as he flew away: ‘God is dead! Don’t useth drugs!’

‘Wait! Time-out!’ spake The Man. ‘What the hell is going on here!?’

And everyone else didst shrug their shoulders.

‘Okay! Time-in!’

And The Man didst attack Scoot in his moment of opportunity.

But ’twas of no avail, for Scoot had become even faster than The Man, and didst knock him flat on his ass.

Quoth Scoot: ‘For all that was… All that is… And all that will ever be… And it WILL BE!’ and he didst charge The Man with redoubled strength.

And The Man didst power up more than ever, bulking up with the full Power of Steel.

‘Ha-Ha!’ laughed Yoco. ‘Now thou hast big bitch-tits!’

‘Oh yeah!’ cried The Man, ‘well at least my pecs art not flabby!’

But Scoot had increased his power without giving himself bitch-tits, and he didst fight circles around The Man.

And so it came to pass that the Dudes and the Gods of Hondo didst cheer Scoot on as he didst get his throwdown swerve on and taketh The Man down.

At last, The Man, scourge of a long-forgotten age and menace to all possible futures, now stood broken, as so countless many others had once stood before him.

‘Scoot!’ cried Naryana, ‘endeth it now!’ And the Goddess’s Hand didst use her psychic energy to bind The Man, for in his weakened state he could not resist her mind powers.

‘Backwards, and to all Time I stand…’ And so it came to pass that Scoot the Ko’An stood farther back-wards than anyone had ever stood be-fore, and didst focus all of his energy into the spectral blade of the HellRazor. With a mighty slash the Scootly One didst tear the very fabric of Space and Time a new one.

‘Richard!’ cried Scoot. ‘ ’Tis thy turn now!’

And Richard didst give The Man a mighty kick back into the Void from whence he came.

The Man, having been weaken-ed by Scoot’s newfound power, couldst not stand against Richard’s might, and so he was sucked into the Void between worlds.

‘Our lives art for us now…’ quoth Scoot. ‘Wake up, world, and take back thy lives!’

‘Scoot!’ cried the Dudes in uni-son, for he too was about to be sucked into the hungry vortex Outside.

‘Don’t just standeth there!’ cried Nori. ‘Do something, ye dumbasses!’

And Yoco and Casey didst jump in and anchoreth Scoot and Richard against the pull of the rip with all their might, for ’twas beginning to tear open even larger.

‘Didst thou have some plan for turning this thing off!’ cried Nori.

And the Gods of Hondo didst shrug their shoulders.

‘ ’Tis getting worse!’ cried they in unison.

And so it came to pass that in the Hour of Scurrying, the Goddess didst appear, and didst seal the hole in Space and Time.

‘About time ye figured it out, Scoot,’ spake the Goddess of Multitask-ing. ‘Ye could’ve just asked me to open the back door. Men. Always doing things the hard way…’
‘Now let us all go home,’ spake the God of Bending Sporks.

‘Amen to that, Matt,’ spake the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions.

‘Shut up, Boy Wonder,’ spake the God of Five-Alarm Chili.

And the Gods of Hondo vanish-ed from their midst.

Chapter 8

‘Booby Trieth On Jesus’

New Snow Shoes’

‘Damn!’ quoth Richard, ‘didst thou see Bob the Kiwi come onto the scene? That was one hell of an entrance!’

‘Aye!’ quoth Casey, ‘that was fuckin’ awesome! Or when the sky shat-tered! I didst not know it could do that!’

‘Aye, that was rather interesting,’ quoth Scoot. And it came to pass that the Ass-Kickin’ Apostle didst return unto his original form, having relinquished the Might of Old. ‘But to wield the HellRazor at that power level fuckin’ ruled! I never knew I had it in me…’

‘Yeah!’ quoth Yoco, ‘or when Bob the Kiwi didst summon the Russel-ville Players! I thought Trampus was just making that shit up! Didst thou see the look on the Gods’ faces? That was priceless!’

‘Or when he caused a fish to be stuck up The Man’s ass!’ quoth Nori. ‘Verily I say, that was the shit!…’

And so it came to pass that the Dudes didst go back thru the Spooky Doors, that they might gather their fellow Dudes on the way.

And so one by one, Adria, Dirty Uncle Orty, RJ, Myles the Unbeliever, and Booby, all were reunited with kick-ass tidings of victory.

And there was much rejoicing.

’Twas a long road, but so stoked were the Dudes that scarcely they not-iced the many miles of their journey.

Finally, they came unto the very field in the land where no shadow fall-eth, from whence their quest had begun.

But the field was now buried un-der many feet of snow, and the Spooky Door stood atop it, as if mocking them in the Hour of Victory.

‘However shalt we overcome this obstacle?’ quoth RJ, for the snow was too deep for even Casey to pass.

And the Dudes didst quantem-plate, but they couldst find no solution to this bizarre and unexpected complicat-ion.

But then Booby said unto them, ‘I knoweth how to do this!’ And he didst bring out Jesus’ new snowshoes, which had fallen out of the sky after Bob the Kiwi and the Russelville Players had danced up a storm.

And with the snowshoes, Booby didst walk upon the snow, passing unto the Spooky Door with ease.

‘Look!’ cried Dirty Uncle Orty, ‘he is walking upon the snow!’

‘ ’Tis a sign!’ cried Adria.

‘I don’t believe it!’ quoth her brother. ‘No wait a minute! This is act-ually scientifically possible. I do believe it!’

And the Dudes were confusticat-ed.

‘Hey!’ quoth Nori, determined to piss off Myles, ‘Booby! Hast thou still thy flying carpet?’

‘D’oh!’ And Booby didst slap his forehead. ‘Why do I always forget about that?’

And he didst fly his carpet back over to the Dudes, and they didst hop on for a lift.

‘I’m afraid this is where we must part ways,’ quoth Naryana, ‘for I still have much to do, now that The Man hath been defeated. Till next our paths crosseth, fare thee well, Dudes…’

And the Stranger, the Goddess’ Hand, who had been their guide through the perilous Journey of the Spooky Doors, didst part ways with the Dudes and resume her long walk down the Path, wherever it leadeth.

And so it came to pass that the Dudes didst cross the snow unto the Spooky Door, beyond which Booby wouldst later show off his new treasure, holding it high over his head and gloat-ing, in accordance with the Thirty-Seventh Commandment. Hence it was said that one couldst findeth naked pictures of Booby on the Internet wear-ing Jesus’ new snowshoes.

And it was very scary.

Chapter 9

‘One Bad Beaner’

In the Land of Race Car Ya-Yas, the Land Where Ye Can’t Change Lanes— the land where large fuzzy dice hang proudly, like testicles, from off of rear-view mirrors— there lived a man who lost his name on the wall playing Tic-Tac-Toe (props Zack de la Rocha). And these art the descendents of the Man Who Lost His Name On the Wall Playing Tic-Tac-Toe:

The Man Who Lost His Name On the Wall Playing Tic-Tac-Toe beget Jehonadab. And Jehonadab beget Mr Know-It-All. And Mr Know-It-All beget Zair. And Zair beget Zibiah the Dog-Faced Boy.

And Zibiah the Dog-Faced Boy beget Rechab. And Rechab beget Pop-pa Chubby. And Poppa Chubby beget Jehoiada. And Jehoiada beget Jeho-sheba the Human Beatbox. And Jeho-sheba the Human Beatbox beget Jehozabad. And Jehozabad beget little Pantaloons.

And little Pantaloons beget Sil’la the Eunuch, and so ended the line of Sil’la.

But his couser beget Jozachar. And Jozachar beget Fartacus. And Fart-acus beget Gath. And Gath beget the Man Who Invented the Machine That Doth Go ‘Ping!’. And the Man Who Invented the Machine That Doth Go ‘Ping!’ beget Shimeath.

And Shimeath beget Dr D. And Dr D beget Mil’lo. And Mil’lo beget Duke Lion. And Duke Lion beget Shomer. And Shomer beget Freedan the Dark Ac-countant. And Freedan the Dark Ac-countant beget Amitai. And Amitai beget Gath-hepher, Texas Redneck, who was elected President by the Supreme Court.

And Gath-hepher, Texas Red-neck beget the Man Who invented the Paper Shredder. And the Man Who invented the Paper Shredder beget En-rahon. And Enrahon beget Shallum the Roots Radical. And Shallum the Roots Radical beget Menahem. And Menahem beget Gadi, who was found guilty of Attempted Music, and so was sentenced to life without parole penning songs for the Majors. And so he got his revenge by inventing ‘Bubblegum-’ and ‘Tween-’ Pop, and he died a hated man.

And Gadi beget Pul. And Pul beget Mr Wizard. And Mr Wizard beget Zadok the Mad Bomber. And Zadok the Mad Bomber beget Arieh. And Arieh beget Tiglath-pileser, who was the fath-er to all who pop Self-Esteem Balloons. And Tiglath-pileser beget Hoshe’a. And Hoshe’a beget Elah the Hooker.

And Elah the Hooker beget Jotham. And Jotham beget Pekahia the Atomic Communist. And Pekahia the Atomic Communist beget Remaliah. And Remaliah beget Rezin. And Rezin beget Iron Chef. And Iron Chef beget Amaziah And Amaziah beget Jason Parrish.

And it came to pass that one day Jason set sail on a ship from the coast. ’Twas to be a three hour tour, but a mighty storm came upon him, blowing him totally off course, so that at last he came to be shipwrecked on the Island of Mu.

And the Islanders didst greet him, in hopes that he might come bear-ing gum. But alas, Jason had no gum, and this didst confuse the Islanders.

‘No phone! no lights! no motor-car! not a single luxury!’ cried Jason, ‘Like Robinson Crusoe, ’tis as primitive as can be!’

Such were the lamentations of Jason.

But this was to be the least of Jason’s problems. For he had angered the Islanders, first by not bringing any gum, then by disparaging their fair is-land.

And so Chief Boombox decreed that Jason was to be bound and taken to be sacrificed to the spirit of the volcano, for it had been a while since they threw the Brian in and toasted his ass.

And it came to pass that as Jason was being led to his death, that the Dudes didst return by way of the Spooky Door.

‘Yo! Yo! Yo! Yo!’ quoth Richard, ‘What it is, muthafuckas!’

‘Oh shit! Here cometh Richard!’ quoth Jennifer as she let the Dudes pass. ‘Dost this mean we have to leave?’

‘Thus sayeth Bob the Kiwi,’ quoth Nori: ‘ “God is dead. Don’t useth drugs.” ’

‘Dammit!’ quoth the High Priest-ess of Hondo, then she said unto them: ‘Oh, by the way, the Islanders art going to throw some dude into the volcano.’

‘Cool!’ quoth the Dudes.

And so they didst go and watch.

‘Art thou not going to do some-thing!?’ cried Myles. ‘They art going to kill him!’

‘Aye!’ quoth Pookie, ‘for it doth hurt like hell! …And the Gods of Hondo didst not maketh that guy immortal!’

But before the Dudes couldst discuss the matter as a committee, the Gods of Hondo didst appear before them, the God of Thy Bed as a robot Santa Claus, and the God of Fist Pounding as a fat kid.

‘Ho! Ho! Ho!’ laughed the God of Polka, ‘So, what dost thou want for Christmas, little boy?’
And Derrick was afraid, very afraid, and didst vanish from their midst.

And everyone else was totally confusticated.

‘Ay-ay-ay!’ cried Jason, ‘ ’Tis a robot Santa! We art all doomed!’

‘Wait!’ spake the God of Being Zenfully Clean (for thou’rt not fully clean unless thou’rt Zenfully clean!), ‘for we wouldst have words with this man!’
But the Islanders didst ignore the God of Being Zenfully Clean.

And they were about to tosseth Jason into the volcano, when the God of Fat Blunts said unto them: ‘For the sake of the Son of the Hawai’ian King Kamé-haméha, spareth him!’
And he didst give them gum.

‘ ’Tis Ackward-boy!’  cried Chief Boombox as he saw Scoot. ‘The Son of the Hawai’ian King Kaméhaméha return-eth!’

And there was much rejoicing.

And the Islanders didst release Jason, and he was greatly relieved.

Spake the God of Raleigh Sol-iloquies: ‘Thou’rt a little late, Jason, but if thou proveth thyself worthy, thou shalt join the Dudes and help them per-formeth whatever we ask of thee next. Ye know, save the world, bringeth us Chinese take-out, retrain miscreant toasters to help the poor… stuff like that.’
‘Miscreant toasters?’ cried Myles the Unbeliever, ‘What in feather-pluckin’ tarnation was that!?…’

‘What must I do to proveth my-self worthy?’ quoth Jason.

‘Thou hast a very good question, Jason,’ spake the God of Undisclosed Locations. ‘Hmmm… Thou must either doeth the Hustle in the presence of the Islanders, as an apology for thy cultural ignorance in not bringing gum, or thou must learn and perform a scene from a Madonna video, complete with costume, and all sexual innuendoes. And again, with these Islanders as thy witnesses.’
‘Damn!’ quoth Nori, ‘Verily I say, I shalt always remember to bring gum when I cometh here!’

‘Wouldst thou really do that to these fair, innocent Islanders?’ quoth Pookie.

‘No, really,’ quoth Myles, ‘what the heck is this “miscreant toaster” hog-wash?…’

‘Aye,’ quoth Yoco, ‘for the Toast-ers kick ass in the eyes of the Gods of Hondo!’

‘Mighty Gods of Hondo, why didst thou not make the Islanders let Jason go?’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty.

‘Well,’ spake the God of Living For Today, ‘unlike some other religions, Hondo doth not force itself upon others. For Non-Interference is the Prime Directive. These people art Keepers of the Sacred Boombox and the totem of Otis and the Gods of Ska-Core, as was brought to them by the Prophet Ax-May, or something…’
And so the Islanders were left alone, save for occasional visitors bear-ing gum, and woe unto those who didst not bringeth it!

‘I am not yet ready, mighty Gods of Hondo,’ quoth Jason. ‘I needeth time to do my unholy homework.’

And so they didst tarry there on the Island of Mu for many days, and the Dudes didst hang ten and haveth a wild time on the island. And they didst celebrate the Feast of Maximum Oc-cupancy early to celebrate their victory against The Man.

And there was much rejoicing.

And it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo were stuffing Jesus back into his pet-porter. They didst wield whips and chairs, and said unto him: ‘Bad Messiah! Get back in thy pet-port-er!’
And after they had finished put-ting him back in his place, the Red Phone didst ring.

‘Ahoy-hoy!’ spake the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions. ‘…Uh-uh …Ye don’t say …Alrighty then …good-bye.’
And he didst hang up.

‘Well,’ spake the God of Ac-cidentally-Elected Officials, ‘who was it?’
‘He didst not say,’ spake the  God of Magic, ‘but he sayeth that our Pocket Poodle and the Pig-Stinging Jellyfish CD is finally in!’
‘Then we art off!’ spake the God of Anti-Gravity Chocolate, and the Gods of Hondo didst vanish from their own midst.

And so it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo didst appear before the Dudes as Perfectly Normal Beasts, and the God of Nuclear Underpants said unto them: ‘Jason David Wilkie Parrish, it hath been six-to-eight weeks; we have even received the Pocket-Poodle and the Pig-Stinging Jellyfish CDs we didst order. Hast thou yet prepared for thine initiation?’
‘No way, José, mighty Gods of Hondo,’ quoth he. ‘ ’Tis a lot of work re-enacting a Madonna video.’

And the Dudes didst shudder.

‘Oy…’ spake the God of Super Blue Shit. ‘Very well. We, the Gods of Hondo, shalt grant thee more time, and as a token of good faith, we shall grant thee conditional membership in the Dudes, with full Dudehood pending the completion of thine appointed task.
‘No more shalt thou be known as Jason Parrish. From henceforth, thy name shalt be Loki Amaya.’

‘Hey!’ cried Yoco, ‘That’s not longer than his real name!’

‘Oh, don’t ye worry, Pookie,’ spake the God of Orange Juice Drink-ing, ‘we’ll get to thee before too long.’
‘Anyhoo,’ spake the God of Be-ing Pretty Fly (for a Rabbi), ‘We have not yet thought up a position for thee, but we shalt probably have that worked out by the time we have a new name for Pookie. Or perhaps by the time thou hast thy Madonna routine prepared, eh, Loki?’
‘Si!’ quoth Loki Amaya.

And so the God Soulful Farts (unless they art trapped under couch cushions, in which case they wouldst fall under the power of Lord Derrick) and the God of Odnoh vanished from their midst.

(props

Nytrydr/ss-king

and a shout out to y’all who didst par-take of the original Hondo Mad Lib!)

Chapter 10

‘The Collective IQ of a Doorstop’

or,

‘The Crisis of the Infinite Outhouses’

WARNING!

Read not this text straight through from beginning to end! These pages contain-eth many different adventures thou canst go on in the Further Adventures of the Dudes. From time to time, thou shalt be asked to maketh a choice. Thy choice may leadeth the Dudes unto disaster… or even worse disaster.

The adventures thou taketh art a result of thine own choice. Thou art responsible because thou chooseth! After thou maketh thy choice, follow the instructions to see what doth happen to the Dudes next.

Remember— thou canst not go back! Thinkest thou carefully before thou maketh a move! One mistake canst be thy last… or it may lead the Dudes unto fame and fortune! So don’t fuck up!

Choose Thine Own Adventure… 

I

And it came to pass that Ayatollah Asshollah came unto the Island of Mu. And he didst sneak up on them and take Yoco and didst hold him hostage in true Radical Islamic fashion.

‘Ha!’ quoth the Ayatollah, ‘Now let us see thou try that Super Afro Man stunt this time!’

‘Hail, Ayatollah!’ quoth Scoot, ‘So what hast thou been up to? Burned any good books lately?’

‘Hey! Wait a minute!’ cried Nori, ‘I thought thou died with Dr Färtnøkker!’

Quoth the Ayatollah: ‘Allah be praised! for Dr Färtnøkker’s Mecha-Wheelchair hadst a parachute, lest I be long in my grave now.

‘Now I shall have my revenge on the Infidels! If thou doth not surrender, I shall bloweth this one’s brains out!’

And it came to pass that Scoot the Ko’An didst laugh his ass off, and so didst the Dudes.

‘For the love of Allah, what is everybody laughing about?’ cried the bewildered Ayatollah.

‘He’ll live,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Thou’rt insane!’

‘No.’ And Scoot didst pause for a moment, then said unto him, ‘Well, yes. But he is immortal.’

And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders.

And Yoco didst lift his head up high, and Ayatollah Asshollah didst blow his brains out.

‘Ow! Fuck! That hurt!’ cried Yoco as he didst stagger to his feet.

And Ayatollah Asshollah was a-fraid, very afraid, and he didst run away, and never did he trouble the Dudes a-gain.

‘Shit!’ quoth Yoco, ‘Scoot, why didst thou not do something?’

‘Thou’rt still alive, art thou not?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Just because I’m immortal, that doth not mean it doth not fuckin’ hurt!’ quoth Yoco.

And so Casey, being the Dudes’ resident medial expert, didst put Yoco’s brains back in his skull and fixeth him up with duct tape.

And it came to pass that the God of Orange Juice Drinking didst appear before them as the Opposite of George and said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! I am come bearing strange tidings!
‘Jennifer, thou shalt go unto New Jersey and buildeth the First Church of Hondo. After thou hast done this, we shalt sendeth another Dude at random to buildeth the Second Church of Hondo.’

‘But, mighty God of Flirting,’ quoth Jennifer, ‘must I goeth unto New Jersey?’

‘Aye,’ spake the God of Nipples, ‘for no one else wilt.’
‘He hath a point,’ quoth Nori.

‘Any who wish may goeth with her,’ spake the God of Hawai’ian Shirts. ‘Now I must away to figure out what we, the Gods of Hondo, shalt do with all of the spare time we hath now that The Man hath been defeated. Fare thee well, Dudes!’
And so the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions didst vanish from their midst.

And the next day, Jennifer didst prepare to go unto New Jersey and buildeth the First Church of Hondo, and like the others, she didst wonder what the hell the Gods of Hondo couldst possibly needeth a church for…

If thou goeth unto New Jersey with the High Priestess, turn thee to XII.

If thou sayeth, ‘Screw ye guys, I’m goin’ home!’, turn thee to XXVI.

II

‘Where’s Waldo?’ quoth the cops as they didst look around amongst the con-fusion.

‘Canst we help thee, officers?’ quoth Loki Amaya, for he had a knack for dealing with the Authorities.

‘Aye,’ quoth the officer, ‘for we seeketh Waldo. He is always hiding, so we figureth he must have done some-thing.’

‘Okay,’ quoth Loki, ‘just telleth us what he doth look like.’

And the officers didst fall down.

‘Ye gods!’ cried one, ‘thou hast no idea what Waldo doth look like? Must we show thee a picture?’

And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders. And so Loki didst continue to ask stupid questions, and thereby get stupid answers, in accordance with the Forty-Second Commandment. All the while, the cops didst continue to look a-round, but they couldst find no sign of Waldo.

Finally, the cops didst walk away in disgust, saying unto themselves, ‘Damn that Waldo! He’s just too clever for us!… And since when were there so many hookers wearing bunny suits in New Jersey?…’

‘Aye,’ quoth the other, ‘and all of them 34-C’s…’

‘My Mom sayeth there art a lot of hookers in New Jersey.’

‘Shut up, fat-ass!’

‘I’m not fat! My uniform hath shrunk in the wash, that’s all!’

‘Bullshit!’ coughed the other.

‘Oh yeah! Well thou eateth even more donuts than I do!’

‘Aye, but I’m still not as fat as thee.’

‘Whoa! Verily I say,’ quoth one of the hookers, ‘Goddam, that’s a big, fat ass!’

‘Goddammit!…’

Turn thee to X.

III

‘Who’f arted?’ spake the Demigod David as he didst appear in their midst, caus-ing the Outhouse to become even more crowded.

And all didst look unto Nori.

‘Don’t ye try to blame this on me!’ quoth she. ‘I can’t stand the stench anymore!’

And the Dudes didst scramble out of the Outhouse, only to findeth that a herd of dinosaurs was stampeding at them.

If thou retreateth back to the Outhouse, turn thee to XXV.

If thou hast no common sense, turn thee to XXI.

IV

And so Scoot didst go home, and the Dudes went their separate ways, and it came to pass that they didst all find their true callings:

Booby didst discover that he had a gift for directing traffic; RJ didst be-come very wealthy after he developed a rare medical condition which caused him to shit dollar bills; though he didst enjoy his career as the New & Improved Grim Reaper, Richard fell under the Curse of the Erstwhile Doodlers; Casey didst become the Assistant Russian; Jennifer didst found the First Church of Hondo, and she didst help Booby found the Second Church of Hondo in Shit-splat, which is Havre; Adria didst take her prophecies on various radio pro-grams, and her brother, Myles the Un-believer, didst follow and debunk her; Dirty Uncle Orty didst spend the rest of his life cruisin’ around in the Ort-Mobile with the volume cranked, for he had invented the Perpetual Motion Machine out of sheer boredom; the Demigods David and Heidi didst wander the earth and lend their powers to assorted point-less causes; Bigfatjohn didst ride the rails, spreading the Book of Hondo far and wide, for he was the Messenger of Hondo.

And Loki Amaya didst found the Latter-Day Dudes, the Followers of the Brian, for they sought all the ways of Hicks, Perverts, and all Beings and Ob-jects which were Odd, Perverted, and Just Plain Wrong in the eyes of the Gods of Hondo.

And the Hans didst tag along with Scoot, for he had nothing better to do.

And so it came to pass that they didst come unto Scootly Ko’An Manor, and Nori said unto them, ‘Be it ever so fucked-up, there’s no place like home!’

But when they opened the door, they didst find a serial bather in Scoot’s bathroom.

‘Begone!’ cried Scoot, and he didst brandish his staff, saying, ‘for I al-ready have an intruder in this house; his name is Yoco!’

‘Damn straight!’ quoth Yoco, and he didst draw the Edge.

‘Hey! Goddammit, that’s my line, thou giraffe-bagpiping… piss-guzzling… hunchback… 6TH and Blair…’

And whilst Nori was bitching out the Hans over using her line, the serial bather didst run away, and it came to pass that he was taped on the nightly news running ass-naked in the streets, as he had forgotten to swipe Scoot’s towel.

Which was good, for ’twas the only one Scoot had in those days.

‘Well,’ quoth Scoot as he didst sit down in his study (which also doubled as his bedroom, game room, office, din-ing room, livingroom, library, and Outer Space Meditating Chamber, as well as Yoco’s home), ‘I guess I shouldst start writing the Book of Hondo. But where to start…’

‘Perhaps at the beginning,’ quoth the Hans.

‘I am told that it’s a good place to start,’ quoth Nori.

‘Hmm… that soundeth just crazy enough to work,’ quoth Scoot, and so he sat down to start writing the Book of Hondo.

But first he didst take a nap, for he had not slept in days. And whilst the Hans didst make for himself a sandwich, and Nori didst take a shower, Scoot didst lay back and wonder what the Gods of Hondo had in store for him next…

Turn thee to Chapter 11.

V

Meanwhile, the Dudes didst stand a-round, tapping their feet impatiently for Loki Amaya.

‘Oh for fucks sake…’ quoth Nori, ‘I shall drag his hairless ass out of there myself if he doth not come out soon! Scoot, thou hast officially lost thy title of Bathroom Gorilla.’

‘Well, that’s just prime…’ quoth Scoot.

‘Dost thou not mean Guerrilla?’ quoth Casey.

‘Don’t ye correct my spelling whilst I’m ranting, dumbass,’ quoth she, ‘or I’ll tear ye a new—’

But she was interrupted as it came to pass that the God of Being Bored and Extremely Dangerous didst appear before them as Kimba the White Lion, and said unto them, ‘Hail Dudes—’
And the God of Evil didst appear as Disney CEO Michael D Eisner wield-ing a broom, saying, ‘Shoo! Shoo! Be-gone! Get thy cute, fuzzy ass back to Japan!’
And he didst sweep the God of Project Mayhem back into nothingness.

‘There!’ spake the God of Magic, ‘take that—’
But the God of Snappy Come-backs didst appear as a Super Saiyan. And he didst power up menacingly, and his hair didst get completely out of con-trol.

‘Eep…’ And the God of Hawai’ian Shirts vanished from their midst.

‘Now… Ah, hell! I forgot what I was going to sayeth!…’

And the God of Bitch-Tits didst put two fingers to his forehead and con-centrate, and vanished from their midst.

And it came to pass that a few minutes later the God of Homemade Special Effects didst reappear as a bunch of dancing bears of many colors. And the Dudes were still standing there, scratching their heads in confusion at the last appearance of the Gods of Hondo.

‘Oh Yeah! Now I remembereth!’ spake the bears in unison.

‘Who said that!’ quoth Casey, looking amongst the bears.

‘I did!’ spake the red bear, ‘for I am the God of Troublemakers!’
‘No!’ spake the green bear, ‘I am the God of Troublemakers!’
‘But I thought I was the God of Troublemakers!’ spake the blue bear.

‘Shut the fuck up!’ spake the yel-low bear.

And so it came to pass that the bears didst argue amongst themselves over who was the real God of Trouble-makers.

‘Aarrgghhh!’ cried Nori, ‘Wilt the real God of Troublemakers please fuck-in’ stand up!’

‘Enough!’ cried the green bear, and they didst all fuse into one shimmer-ing bear of many colors.

‘Trippy…’ spake the God of Not Falling Off the Accoutrement in many voices, for he was well pleased with his new form. ‘Anyhoo, thou shalt go into yonder outhouse and findeth Loki A-maya.’
‘Why?’ quoth Nori, ‘Didst he fall in?’

‘Aye,’ spake the God of Chimney Rock, ‘but not the way thou thinkest. For yonder outhouse is none other than the Outhouse of Time; all who enter therein art randomly transported unto other times and places. For we, the Gods of Hondo, have used this outhouse, and have discovered the terrible risks of fucking up the Space-Time Continuum.’
‘Thou meaneth like the time Lord Derrick accidentally invented the light bulb?’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty.

‘Or when thou turned into a giant robot and helped Benedict Arnold defeat the British at the Battle of West Point?’ quoth RJ.

‘Aye!’ spake the God of Twin Phantom Sub Machineguns.

‘Yeah!’ quoth Casey, ‘like the time the Gods of Hondo fell from the heavens and helped defeat the Huns!’

‘Wait a minute!’ quoth the Hans, ‘I thought they didst appear to Shake-speare in a tripe and teacheth him how to add more kung fu action to his plays!’

‘Aarrgghhh!’ cried Nori. ‘Didst thou not read thy history books? ’Twas Count Chocula™ who didst fall from the heavens, and everybody, including the Huns, didst all enjoy a bowl as part of a balanced breakfast, thou glue-sniffing turdburglar!’ (props Ian/Pennywisdom)

‘I see what thou meaneth, mighty God of ALL-CAPS,’ quoth Scoot. ‘We shall go forth at once, Lord Matt, and do all that is within our power to rescue Loki.’

‘Excellent…’ spake the God of the Triforce as he didst tent his hands, and vanished from their midst.

‘Excrement…’ quoth Nori, and she didst tent her hands, saying, ‘I get to spendeth my vacation in a time-traveling shithouse…’

Turn thee to VII.

VI

‘We shalt go unto Boing-Boing Burger,’ quoth Scoot.

And so the Dudes went forth out of the land of New Jersey and came un-to Boing-Boing Burger.

‘Welcome to Boing-Boing Bur-ger, where life’s a holiday!’ quoth the woman at the counter.

And the New Guy said unto them: ‘Tryeth the fries!’

And the Dudes didst place their orders.

‘Wouldst thou liketh to Plus Size that?’ quoth the clerk.

And the New Guy said unto them: ‘Tryeth the fries!’

‘Aye!’ quoth the Dudes, and Scoot didst pay for it with his Perma-Debt Card, saying, ‘I hope I never loseth me wallet!’

‘Goodstuff!’ quoth Nori. ‘Mmm… deep fat fried… I canst feel my arteries clogging as I eateth it… Too bad Fuct’s dead and that fat bitch Butt’s always on a diet, or I wouldst have invited them!’

‘Hey!’ quoth the Hans, and he didst look under the bun, saying, ‘Where’s the beef!’

‘Possibly ’tis in the milkshakes!’ quoth Nori.

‘Is it in the Vegetarian Salad?’ quoth Adria.

‘Methinks it’s in the cheap plastic toy,’ quoth Casey as he didst gnaw on it, saying, ‘When’s my food coming?’

‘I think it doth get cooked out of the burger before we getteth it,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Thou’rt such a smart-ass!’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty.

‘Aye,’ quoth Nori, ‘I know not how his ass got to be so smart, but otherwise ye all have the collective IQ of a doorstop. Where doth he come up with this shit?’

‘I don’t know,’ quoth Casey, and he didst get slimed.

‘Eww!’ cried Orty, for he had also gotten splashed, ‘green Fake-Shake!’

‘Beware!’ cried Nori, ‘Let not the fake-shake get anywhere near thy mouth, dumbass!’

And it came to pass that the Dudes didst eat the place completely out of stock.

‘Oh well,’ quoth Casey, ‘ye know what they sayeth: modulation in all things.’

And the Dudes didst fall down.

If thou doth decide to go home, turn thee to IV.

If thou doth decide to wander some more (and perhaps burneth off a few calories), turn thee to XXVI.

Or, if thou’rt still hungry, turn thee to XIII.

VII

‘Well,’ quoth Scoot, ‘at least ’tis not the haunted outhouse I ran into in the vast forests of Alaska.’

‘H-h-h-haunted…’ quoth Casey.

‘Fear not, O Beige Knight,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for only unfortunate wanders ever findeth that terrible place. Now let us go forth.’

And so the Dudes came unto the Outhouse of Time, but ’twas obvious to even they that it was too small for all of them to fitteth inside of at once.

‘We must decideth who shalt go,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Way to go, Captain Obvious,’ quoth Nori.

‘I volunteereth,’ quoth RJ.

‘Not with that Hyper-X Buttplate, thou’rt not!’ quoth the Hans.

‘Wheresoever I goest,’ quoth he, ‘there shalt my buttplate also go.’

‘Okay, Mr Hot Pants,’ quoth Nori, ‘thou’rt staying.’

‘Counteth me out!’ quoth Adria. ‘This place doth stink unto high heaven!’

‘Booby,’ quoth Scoot, ‘we may need thy flying carpet.’

‘No way!’ quoth Booby. ‘ ’Tis not Scotch-Guarded!’

‘I fear no shit!’ quoth Casey.

‘And thou doth not fit either, thou big galoot!’ quoth Nori.

‘I canst sure as hell try!’

‘This doth seriously cramp my style,’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty, ‘but I shall go forth.’

‘Good,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Lead, on Yoco.’

And so Scoot, the Hans, Nori, Orty, and Casey didst manage to sqeez-eth into the Outhouse.

‘Holy shit!’ cried Nori, and she didst plug her nose. ‘Loki was here, al-right!’

If No 1, turn thee to III.

If No 2, turn thee to XXII.

VIII

‘Ay-ay-ay!…’

And ’twas a most unfortunate sound to the Dudes’ ears.

And it came to pass that the Dudes didst find Loki, for he had been cornered by a Tyrannosaurus Rex.

‘I couldst useth a little help here!’ quoth he.

‘We’ll save ye!’ cried Orty, Yoco and Casey.

And they didst power up and beat the crap out of Mr T Rex.

‘Many thanks!’ cried Loki, ‘for surely he wouldst have eaten me alive!’

‘So,’ quoth Nori, ‘doth any of ye geniuses remember where we left the fucking Outhouse?’

If thou doth go forth and search for the Outhouse, turn thee to XXVII.

If thou doth just sit on thine asses, turn thee to XXVIII.

IX

In End World, there lived a man who…

(Just kidding! Ye can put down that chainsaw, ’twas just a joke…)

And so the Dudes went forth and didst wander the earth in true Dudely fashion, for they had nothing better to do.

And whilst they were oot scootin’ aboot, Loki Amaya said unto them, ‘Ex-useth me a moment, for I must taketh a shit.’

And so the Dudes didst wait up for him.

And Loki didst go by the way-side, and he didst come upon a port-a-potty. And he said unto himself, ‘Hark! This is most peculiar! An outhouse in the middle of nowhere… Oh well, when ye gotta go…’

And so he went therein and didst take a shit. When he was finished, he didst step out—

Into empty space.

‘Ay-ay-ay!’ cried he, and he didst scramble back inside and slammeth the door shut. ‘What the hell is going on here!? Where am I?’

But before he didst quantem-plate this matter, he didst take a whiz, for this whole experience had scared the piss out of him.

And this didst cause a whole new problem, for there was no longer any gravity inside the outhouse.

‘Ay carumba!’ cried Loki, and he didst bolt.

But just as he didst remember that there was nothing out there, he noticed that he was now running through a forest of giant ferns…

Turn thee to V.

X

And Adria didst prophesy: ‘Moreover, take thou up lamentation for the princes, and also for the Hanging Gut of Baby-lon! For the Encyclopedia Psychotica sayeth: “Thou shalt sacrifice a bicycle, and the bicycle shall be white, and with-out blemish. No Huffies!” And the Sects of Disconnection and Traditions of Lost Faith shalt again rear their ugly heads.’

‘Said the Super-Size One unto the Creepy One: “Wilt thou fill my fry-hopper?” and the Creepy One didst fill her hopper, and it was very disturbing.

‘For a rat doth not need dir-ections for abandoning a sinking ship, and going “straight” will get thee no-where. And the corporate clown selleth radio-active McContra-Burgers, peace through power their motto, power for peace their crime!

‘A wolf in the flowerbed, thirty seconds of fun, for Ronny loveth the cock! Beware the old woman who wield-eth the Cane with the Heavy Silver Knob! A loser in the house, and a pup-pet on a stool, to accomplish their anger against them in the midst of the room next to the noisy ice machine in heaven for all eternity.

‘Luminous being art we, the dwellers of this magic cosmic plane, this reflection of light unfolding unto itself, a sacred beam of light projected into this world, for all thou needeth to understand is that everything ye know is wrong!’

‘Okay…’ quoth Nori. ‘Come on, Scoot, let us fuckin’ go home.’

And Scoot didst go home.

Turn thee to IV.

XI

And when the Judge returned, he said unto them: ‘In the case of the Firm of the Monolith Corporation VS the Angel of Death, I findeth that Death doth not discriminate against mortals. Further-more, for wasting this court’s time— and making me miss Matlock— I hereby order thee to telleth us the undisclosed location where thy boss is hiding.’

‘Redmond! Redmond!’ cried she. ‘Please don’t bring back the Probe-O-Matic!’

‘Case dismissed!’ spake the Judge, and he didst pound his gavel.

‘Um, Thine Honor,’ quoth the Bailiff, ‘with all due respect, Honorable Enma, I methinks thou’rt talking about the Vice President.’

‘I KNOW THAT!’ bellowed the Judge. ‘Get thee gone, people! Thou’rt giving me a headache!’

And everyone didst leave the courtroom in a calm and orderly man-ner.

If thou sayeth ‘Let us go home.’, turn thee to XXIV.

If thou decideth to see how Jennifer is faring in New Jersey, turn thee to XV.

XII

And so it came to pass that Scoot the Ko’An and some of the Dudes didst go to checketh up on the High Priestess on her journey unto New Jersey.

As they were wandering in the crowd, Waldo came forth, crashing into the Dudes and causing a pile-up.

‘The Dudes!’ cried Waldo. ‘Thou hast to help me! The cops art after me, and I am running out of places to hide! Please, Dudes!’

‘Well, dumbasses!’ quoth Nori. ‘The cops art comin’!’

If thou decideth ‘Where’s Waldo?’, turn thee to II.

If thou sayeth ‘There’s Waldo!’, turn thee to XXIII.

XIII

‘Let us go unto the House of Ninjas,’ quoth Scoot, ‘for it doth sound exotic.’

And so the Dudes went forth out of the land of New Jersey and came un-to the House of Ninjas Oriental Restaur-ant.

And they didst enter therein, but didst find the counter empty.

‘Where the hell is everyone?’ quoth Nori. ‘This is creepin’ the shit out-ta me—’

‘Banzai!’ cried a fierce voice be-hind them.

The Dudes didst jump around and discover that a Ninja didst sneak up behind them. In the blink of an eye, the whole place was crawling with Ninjas.

‘Cowabunga!’ quoth the Ninja behind them, ‘Welcome to the House of Ninjas! I will take thine order tonight!’

‘Ay-ay-ay!’ cried Loki Amaya.

‘Erg… Shite!…’ cried Nori. ‘Ye damn near gaveth me a fuckin’ heart at-tack, dipshit!’

‘Forgiveness, please,’ quoth the Ninja, ‘ ’tis just our way.’

‘I hope he didst not scare the shit outta thee!’ quoth Scoot.

‘Too late!’ quoth Loki, and he didst walk away woodenly.

‘So,’ quoth the Ninja, ‘what dost thou want for dinner?’

‘I wanteth the all-ye-can-eat buf-fet!’ quoth Casey.

‘Aye!’ quoth Yoco, ‘and we shalt eat all we canst eat!’

And there was much rejoicing.

So the Dudes didst sit down at a great round table to await their im-promptu Feast of Maximum Occupancy. Whilst they sat and talked of many things (mostly kinds of food), the Ninjas didst hack and slash ingredients in the kitchen with great kung fu action.

But it came to pass that as the Dudes were enjoying themselves that the Great Othwog’s twisted offspring didst descend upon the House of Ninjas and didst attack the customers therein. The Ninja crew didst power up and do battle with the blood-thirsty mini-Oth-wogs, but they had taken for themselves buckets upon their heads as helms, and so they were invincible, and so they didst overwhelm the Ninjas.

‘Oh no!’ cried Scoot. ‘I have mis-placed the HellRazor!’

‘Oh shit…’ quoth Nori. ‘I don’t know why this is happening, Yoco, but I’m sure this is all thy fault…’

Yet the Dudes fought valiantly, to the bitter end, but ’twas not enough, for the Dudes were slaughtered merciless-ly, and it was a very bloody and gory affair, which the Management of the House of Ninjas wilt not speak of to this day, and the Dudes didst all die.

Except for the immortal Hans, whose head traveled the Universe as the little Othwogs’ living hood ornament.

THE END

XIV

And whilst the Gods of Hondo were en-joying their vacation in Odnoh Land, the Dudes didst wander about aimlessly, as was their fashion, for they had nothing better to do.

And it came to pass one day that the God of All Things Found Under Couch Cushions didst appear before them as the Geepo, and the Dudes didst salute him in the traditional manner, saying, ‘Hail, Geepo!’

‘Hail, Dudes!’ spake the God of Flirting, ‘ ’tis I, Derrick, God of Flirting! I am come bearing sweet tidings! Ye see, I had an idea!’
‘Didst it hurt?’ quoth Nori.

‘Aye, that and it— Hey!’ spake the God of Orange Juice Drinking, ‘ ’Tis true! I was talking with Matt, whilst we were locked in my house, and I said un-to him: “Matt, why don’t we replacitizeth the Grim Reaper?” ’
‘Of course ye did, Lord Derrick,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Fine, don’t believeth me,’ spake the God of Hawai’ian Shirts.

‘I’m way ahead of thee,’ spake Myles the Unbeliever.

‘Anyhoo,’ spake the God of Mag-ic, ‘we, the Gods of Hondo, have chosen thee, Sir Richard, Black Knight of Odnoh and Patron Saint of Ass-Whoopin’, to be the New and Improved Angle of Death.’
‘Dost thou not mean angel?’ quoth Nori.

‘That’s what I said,’ spake the God of Hawai’ian Shirts. ‘Thy first mis-sion, shouldst thou accept it, is to hunt down Will Bates, CEO of the Monolith Corporation, and maketh him DIE!
‘Thou may useth any means necessary, for the Death Count hath fall-en too low lately.’

‘Aw, yeeah…’ quoth Richard.

‘Wait thee a minute!’ quoth Scoot, ‘What about Judge Enma’s rul-ing?’

‘Oh, Lord Enema’s just a cranky old geezer.’

‘Shh!’ hissed Nori. ‘He hath real-ly big fuckin’ ears… er, I meaneth, really damn good ears…’

‘His judgement doth only affect the old Grim Reaper,’ spake the God of Evil, ‘that, and he no longer runneth the Court of Eternal Affairs. As atoner for my stupidity, I have given unto him his own TV show, based on some comic book or another…’
‘So all’s well that endeth well,’ quoth Scoot. ‘So now what, might God of M&Ms?’

‘Dost thou expect me to know-eth?’

‘Not really,’ quoth Scoot, ‘but it didn’t hurt to tryeth.’

‘Errrr… Ummmm…’

‘Fare thee well, Dudes!’ whisper-ed Nori.

‘Oh, right!’ spake the God of Nip-ples. ‘Fare thee well, Dudes!’
And the God of Stupidity didst vanish from their midst.

And it came to pass that back in Odnoh Land, Derrick didst fulfill the last part of his atonement for his divine stupidity: he didst mail the Secretary a Get Out of Hell Free card.

But little didst he know that it wouldst be intercepted by an evil dictat-or, who wouldst useth it do whatever his evil heart doth desire…

Turn thee to IX.

XV

‘Let us go unto New Jersey,’ quoth Scoot. ‘Yea, though it be a realm of un-speakable evil—’

‘Yeah!’ quoth Nori, ‘I wonder why The Man didst not make his Headquart-ers there!’

And the Dudes didst laugh.

‘Aye!’ quoth Scoot, ‘ye said it! But methinks we shouldst checketh on Jennifer, for she may not have been able to find any decent building contract-ors.’

And the Dudes didst agree that this was at least something to do, so they didst go forth unto New Jersey to see how the High Priestess was faring.

Turn thee to XII.

XVI

And it came to pass that as Waldo was being led away in chains, the God of Ancient Grease didst appear before them as Elvis and said, ‘Uh-huh-huh… Hail, Dudes! ’Tis I, Matt!’
And Scoot didst sigh with relief, saying, ‘For a moment I thought I was having flashbacks about my wanderings in Vegas…’

‘I am come to give the Brian a new name,’ spake the God of the Hun-gry.

‘If thou must…’ quoth Pookie.

‘And ye know we do,’ spake the God of Flutterblasts. ‘Step not on my blue suede shoes! For now thy name shalt be called Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy McBean Oreamnos Americanus Something Pookie Skanky-Bitch the Hans.’
And The Hans didst fall over.

‘But… But… But…’

‘We told thee all along,’ spake the God of Olyphaunts, and he sang: ‘Thou art the Hans…’
‘Thou art the Hans…’ and the Dudes didst back him up.

‘Thank-ya, thank-ya vera much,’ spake the God of Being Naked and Famous. And he didst nod his head, gyrate his hips and wink, and vanished from their midst.

‘Whoa!’ quoth the Hans, ‘Verily I say, all that naming hath made me hun-gry!’

‘Thou’rt always hungry, Goat-boy!’ quoth Nori, ‘But hell, I’m famished, too!’

‘Then it’s settled!’ quoth Scoot. ‘But let us not eat in New Jersey. Thou taketh thy life into thine own hands eat-ing here.’

‘Aye!’ quoth Nori. ‘Screw this! ’Twas Jennifer the Gods commanded to come hither in the first place, not us.’

And the Dudes didst agree with him heartily.

‘Now where shalt we eat?’ quoth the Hans.

‘Thou meaneth when shalt we eat,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Whatever,’ quoth the Hans. ‘Let us go unto the House of Ninjas, for I am in the mood for Oriental food!’

‘I say we goeth unto Boing-Boing Burger,’ (props Stephen King) quoth Loki Amaya. ‘I used to work there, and it doth kick ass!’

If thou goeth unto the House of Ninjas, turn thee to XIII.

If thou goeth unto Boing-Boing Burger, turn thee to VI.

XVII

And in the Outhouse, the Dudes didst find Loki on the floor, curled up in a fetal ball.

‘What the fuck is thy problem?’ quoth Nori.

Quoth Loki Amaya: ‘I have seen the future… and THERE IS NO DISCO! The horror! The horror!’

And there was much rejoicing.

‘ ’Tis not funny!’ cried Loki.

‘Let us go home,’ quoth Scoot.

But this didst prove easier said than done, for the Dudes didst squeeze in and out of the Outhouse of Time many times before they didst return unto their own where and when.

Turn thee to IV.

XVIII

And when the Judge returned, he said unto them: ‘In the case of the Firm of the Monolith Corporation VS the Angel of Death, I findeth that Death doth indeed discriminate against mortals. Because the God of Stupidity didst forget that he was immortal— and because thou’rt the Brian— thou doth not count, Mr Skanky-Bitch.

‘I hereby sentence Death to in-definite suspension with pay.’

‘What!?’ cried Death. ‘Dost thou know what thou hast done? Now on one canst die!’

‘Aye,’ quoth the secretary, ‘true equality between mortal and immortal beings.’

‘Dammit!’ cried the God of Dam-mit, ‘My kingdom for a hammer!’
‘SILENCE!’ bellowed the Judge, and the ground didst shake with the banging of his gavel. ‘I’m not finished yet! I order thee, Gods of Hondo, to spend one week in Hell—’

‘Odnoh Land,’ amended the God of Odnoh.

‘—That thou shalt know what mere mortals go through every life. Thou, Miss Secretary, I award thy life back, to do as thou pleaseth.’

And he didst pound his gavel, saying, ‘Case closed!’

‘What a gyp!’ spake the God of Electroshock Blues. ‘This is what doth happen when thou trusteth the courts to settle anything! Now we must spendeth a week in Hell!’
‘Whoo-hoo!’ cheered the God of Stupidity, ‘we art goin’ home!’
‘Oy…’ spake the God of Being Shit Outta Luck.

And the Dudes didst depart.

‘Next,’ quoth the Bailiff, ‘we have the copyright infringement case of the Estates of the Ancient Bards VS George Lucas…’

Turn thee to XX.

XIX

‘Not this shit again…’ quoth Nori as the Dudes didst once again squash them-selves into the Outhouse.

And this time the Dudes didst e-merge upon a vast desert wasteland.

‘This doth look like the distant future,’ spake David as they didst watch the red sun set on the horizon.

And a haggard figure didst stag-ger toward them.

‘Agua!’ Agua!…’ cried he.

‘ ’Tis Loki!’ cried the Dudes.

‘Dudes!’ cried Loki, ‘How the hell didst thou find me!?’

‘ ’Twas not hard,’ quoth Nori, ‘for we didst just follow our nose!’

And she didst plug hers.

‘ ’Tis not easy being greezy…’ quoth Loki. ‘Guess those bean burritos didst take the scenic route. I just kept walking around in circles, hoping some-one wouldst find me.’

‘Let us go home,’ quoth Nori. ‘I have had enough shit to lasteth me a lifetime!’

‘Ye said it!’ quoth Scoot.

And so the Dudes didst go back to the Outhouse. But they didst have to go in and out of the Outhouse many times in order to get back to their own where and when.

And they didst all stink to high heaven when they finally made it.

‘Shittiest adventure ever!’ quoth Nori.

‘Now,’ quoth Scoot, ‘let us never speak of it again…’

Turn thee to IV.

XX

And so it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo didst spend a week in Hell, as the Honorable Judge Enma has sent-enced them. And they didst stay in the House of Derrick, God of the Odnoh.

‘This doth suck big. floppy donk-ey dick, Derrick!’ spake the God of 1½ -Pound Maine Lobster Action. ‘Thou and thine administrators! Why the fuck didst thou drag Lord Enma out of retirement?’
And the God of Stupidity didst shrug his shoulders, saying unto him, ‘I don’t know—’
And he didst get slimed.

‘—but this is agravitating me, be-ing under house-arrest…’

‘From now on,’ spake the God of Antique Replacements, ‘thou’rt forbid-den to make any important decisions in mine absence, right Count Chocula™?’
And Count Chocula™ was silent.

‘We shall taketh that as a yes,’ spake the God of Deadside.

‘Stupid Count Chocula™…’ mut-tered the God of Fist Pounding and Dammit, and he didst pound his fist whilst saying ‘Dammit!’ and then said, ‘He doth always side with Matt…’
Turn thee to XIV.

XXI

‘Run away! Run Away!’ cried Scoot, and the Dudes didst retreat back to the Out-house, and didst pile therein.

‘Crap!’ cried Nori, and she didst plug her nose, ‘I forgot about the smell!’

‘Behold!’ quoth Orty, ‘the Power of Cheese!’

‘Cheese giveth me gas,’ quoth Casey.

And the Dudes didst run back out of the Outhouse. But just as they were remembering the dinosaur stamp-ede, they didst notice that they were now in a crowded city, full of mighty tower of glass and steel. Vehicles didst hover around, and the people were girded from head to foot in fiber-optics.

‘Hot-damn!’ quoth Orty, ‘me-thinks we art in the future!’

‘No shit!’ quoth Nori. ‘What gave ye that idea? But how far?’

And before them lay a statue, thrown down from a great height. ’Twas made in the likeness of the Dark Lord Will Bates of South City, the self-pro-claimed Overlord of Cyberspace. He was adorned as a bust of Pallas, and had been vandalized to the point that the only thing that wasn’t spray-painted was his eyebrows.

‘Well,’ quoth Scoot, ‘it doth look like Sir Richard hath accomplished his mission.’

‘Wilt accomplish his mission,’ spake the God of Magic as he didst ap-pear before them as Q in a flash of light, ‘but thou shouldst not know too much a-bout thy future.
‘There is no sign of Loki in this where and when. For always in motion is the future, and past is not what it used to be. Now go forth and findeth him before he canst concentrate the timeline any further.

‘I must away to think up new ways to piss off Captain Picard. Fare thee well, Dudes! The look on his face …Hee! Hee!…’

And so the God of Evil vanished from their midst in a flash of light.

‘Wait a minute!’ quoth Nori, ‘for I thought that dumbass was liberated from the Box!’

‘Alas,’ quoth Scoot, ‘some never truly escapeth from the Box. Come to think of it, David, what art thou doing here, anyway?’

‘Thou meaneth when the hell am I doing here, right, Scoot?’ spake the Demigod. ‘The God of Free Refills hath sent me to keep an eye on thee, that thou might not fuck up the Space-Time Continuum. Well, anymore than we al-ready have.
‘I canst not sense Loki Amaya anywhere in this when. We shouldst go back to the Outhouse and try again.’

And so the Dudes went back un-to the Outhouse.

Turn thee to XIX.

XXII

‘Who’f arted?’ spake the Demigod David as he didst appear in their midst, caus-ing the Outhouse to become even more crowded.

And all didst look unto the Hans.

‘Hey!’ quoth the Hans, ‘ ’twas not I!’

‘Sayeth the Purple Cow!’ quoth Nori. ‘Ugh! I can’t stand the stench any-more!’

And the Dudes didst scramble out of the Outhouse to findeth that they were running toward the Great Wall of China.

Only ’twas still under construct-ion.

‘Whoa…’ quoth Scoot. ‘So, what the hell art thou doing here, Lord David?’

‘Thou meaneth when the hell am I doing here, right, Scoot?’ spake the Demigod. ‘The God of Free Refills hath sent me to keep an eye on thee, that thou might not fuck up the Space-Time Continuum. Well, anymore than we al-ready have.
‘I canst not sense Loki Amaya anywhere in this when. We shouldst go back to the Outhouse and try again—’

But David was interrupted as a group of soldiers came forth from the Wall, and their Captain said unto them: ‘Halt! In the name of the Emperor, identify thyselves! Or thou shalt spend the rest of thy lives building this wall for his divine glory!’

‘Go tell thine Emperor to get bent!’ quoth Scoot, and he didst draw the HellRazor.

‘Dost thou dare defy the Tyger of Qin!?’ demanded the Captain. ‘And what the hell is that stench?’

‘The Tyger of Qin is no match for the Might of Old!’ quoth Scoot, and he didst power up.

‘Wait thee a damn minute!’ quoth Nori. ‘How the flying fuck art we able to talk to these assholes?’

‘Ah, that wouldst be my doing,’ spake David, ‘for I am allowing thee to understand each others’ minds—’
‘Enough of this!’ cried the Capt-ain. ‘Thou shalt kneel before our glori-ous Emperor or die!’

And he didst attack.

Scoot didst power up, and the Dudes didst draw their weapons and follow suit. With a swift blow from the HellRazor, Scoot didst bend the Capt-ain’s blade asunder.

And the soldiers didst panic and run away.

Quoth the Scootly One: ‘Rise up! Wake up and take back thy lives! For freedom is the right of all sentient be-ings!’

‘Um, Scoot…’ spake David, ‘we shouldst go, for Loki is nowhere to be found, and thou’rt totally fucking up history.’
‘Oh,’ quoth Nori, ‘like the time thou gaveth Julius Caesar that pretzel on the Ides of March?’

‘Oh, just come on. Thou hast done enough damage.’

And so the Dudes didst go back unto the Outhouse.

But in an alternate timeline, a past that never was, a slave didst take Scoot’s words to heart, and didst wake up the minds of the People, and they didst rebel and overthrow the Emperor. And it came to pass that they didst start the first democratic state of the Ancient World, which wouldst ultimately evolve into the People’s Anarchist Haven of China, for the People had better things to do with their lives than build walls be-tween neighbors…

Turn thee to XVII.

XXIII

‘There’s Waldo!’ cried Loki Amaya, for he had a lot of experience dealing with the Authorities.

‘Ah-ha!’ cried the cops, ‘we have thee now!’

‘Oh no!’ cried Waldo, for he had been trying to hide amongst a growing crowd of hookers in bunny suits. But Dirty Uncle Orty didst stick his foot out and trip him, and the cops didst beat the crap out of him and slap him in chains, for they had been seeking him for years.

‘Damn!’ quoth one of the cops, ‘verily I say, he’s just not trying very hard anymore!’

‘Okay! Okay!’ cried Waldo. ‘I confess! I have an unpaid parking ticket from 1981! Please don’t hurt me!’

‘Shit!’ quoth Nori. ‘Is that why he hath been hiding all these years!?’

‘Well,’ quoth Scoot, ‘that’s one of the many great mysteries of the Uni-verse solved. Only about a million more to go.’

‘Aye…’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty, ‘like why people parketh in driveways and driveth on parkways.’

‘No,’ quoth Scoot, ‘I think that is one of those deals wherein if thou knew-eth the answer, ’twould drive thee mad. Now let us go.’

Turn thee to XVI.

XXIV

‘Let us go home,’ quoth Scoot.

And the Dudes didst go forth and journey unto their homes.

Turn thee to IV.

XXV

‘Run away! Run away!’ cried Scoot, and the Dudes didst run away from the dino-stampede, and didst go faster by not go-ing slower.

‘Um, Scoot,’ quoth Nori, ‘why the fuck art we doing this?’

And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders.

‘Figures…’ she muttered.

At last the herd of dinosaurs didst change direction, and so the Dudes were allowed to catch their breath.

And that was when the Dudes didst hear it…

Turn thee to VIII.

XXVI

‘Screw ye guys! I’m goin’ home!’ quoth Scoot, and the Dudes didst set out with him, leaving Jennifer to go unto New Jersey all alone.

And it came to pass that as the Dudes were going faster by not going slower that something didst appear be-fore them as a shimmering crystal.

And the crystal said unto them: ‘Hail! Élite Knights and Services! ’Tis I, Neo Polygribble, Goddess of Wicker-shams!’
‘…The fuck?…’ quoth Nori, and she didst sum up the confusion of all of the Dudes.

‘Oops, wrong story…’ spake the Goddess of Wickershams, and she didst vanish from their midst.

And it came to pass that a moment later the God of the People of the Sun didst appear before them as the Cryogenically Frozen Head of Walt Dis-ney, and said unto them: ‘Hail, Dudes! ’Tis I, Matt!’
‘And who the hell was that?’ quoth Scoot.

‘Oh, that was Neo Polygribble, Goddess of Wickershams,’ spake the God of Buttermilk Biscuits. ‘She is a deity from the 6½TH Dimension. There art other worlds than these, and I guess there art other gods…
‘Anyhoo, we needeth thy help. Pookie, dost thou remember that crazy secretary from the Monolith Corporation when thou died?’

‘How couldst I forget?’ quoth he, for he had still not forgiven Derrick for letting him die. ‘I only spent a hundred years trapped in a big fuckin’ black monolith.’

‘Aye,’ spake the God of Ski-Ball, ‘for she hath gotten a crack legal team together and is suing the Grim Reaper. We needest thou to testify ’gainst her or she wilt fuck up all of the mortal world.’
‘Why shouldst I?’ quoth Pookie. ‘What hast thou ever done for me? All thou’rt gonna do is torture me for half an eternity.’

‘Quarter of an eternity, by my reckoning…’ spake the God of Things That Don’t Compute.

‘Please, Yoco,’ quoth Scoot. ‘I know thou hast thine issues with the Gods, but at least do it for thy bros, dude!’

And Scoot didst plead for many days, and Pookie didst finally agree.

And so the Gods of Hondo didst transport the Dudes unto the courtroom where the great court battle was to take place.

And Derrick, God of Odnoh, was there in the form of the Mexican Goat-Sucker of Sri Lanka.

And when Loki Amaya saw him, he cried out, ‘Ay-ay-ay! El Chupacabra!’

Quoth the Judge, ‘Well, it jolly well took thee long enough!’

‘Aye,’ spake the God of Making Up Words. ‘Thou hast thy witness. Let the trial beginneth!’
‘All riseth!’ cried the Bailiff. ‘Hear ye! Hear ye! The Court of Eternal Affairs is now in session! The Honorable Judge Enma is now presiding!’

‘Sit down!’ bellowed the Judge. ‘We hath now the Case of the Firm of the Monolith Corporation VS the Angel of Death. The Prosecution may go first.’

And the Prosecutor didst rise and said unto the court: ‘Thine Honor, we are come before thee to proveth that the Angel of Death— a-k-a the Grim Reaper— doth discriminate against mor-tals.’

‘Holy crap!’ cried Nori. ‘Now I see what thou meaneth, Lord Matt!’

‘Silence!’ bellowed the Judge, ‘or I shall hold thee in contempt.’

‘Eep!’ quoth Nori, and she didst shut up for a change.

‘Thank ye, Honorable Enma,’ quoth the Prosecutor. ‘Now I call unto the stand my first witness, a secretary from the Monolith Corporation. Miss Secretary, telleth us what came to pass that day.’

And so she didst take the stand and told the tale of the day Death visited her office, and when she was finished, the Judge didst awaken the court with a mighty pound of his gavel.

‘Verily I say,’ spake the God of Fist-Pounding, ‘I must get me one of those!’
‘Oy…’ spake the God of Cheat-ing the Wheel.

And the Prosecutor didst sum up his case, saying, ‘There ye have it, Thine Honor: not only is the Angel of Death a crass, chauvinist pig, but he doth discriminate against mortals.’

‘Of course he doth,’ spake the God of Guerrilla Radio, for he was act-ing as the Defense. ‘That is his job, as it was ordained even before the Age of the Elder Gods. For that is the very definition of the word “mortal”— one who is doomed to die. Thou art seeking to overturneth a legal precedent older than the Gods.’
Quoth the Prosecutor, ‘Showeth me an immortal being who hath actually died!’

And the God of Uncooperative Items didst present Pookie to the court, saying unto them, ‘Not only hath he died, but he hath also gone to Hell, which is more than thy secretary canst say.’
Quoth the Prosecutor, ‘All she was trying to do was keep uninvited visitors from harassing—’

‘—Her boss,’ spake Death, for he was not about to let other decide the fate of his job without first putting in his two cents, ‘and Monolith CEO Will Bates doth still hide in his office bunker behind an endless corporate bureaucracy, of which this secretary was just the begin-ning. No only doth he flout the very Law of the Land, but he doth also thumb his nose at the very laws of Nature.’

And he said unto the secretary, ‘I hate to break this to thee, but thou’rt just a spectator in the events that transpired that day.’

‘Thou killed me unjustly because thou couldst not taketh my boss!’ cried she.

‘According to my books,’ quoth the Judge, ‘thy time had come, so Death was just doing his job.’

‘The real injustice,’ spake the God of Filberts, ‘is that Will Bates doth live on past his time.’
‘Objection!’ cried the Prosecutor.

‘Defense, call thy witness,’ quoth the Judge.  ‘For ’tis almost time for Mat-lock.’

And so the God of 311% of the USDA Daily Allowance of Thiamin didst call Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy Mc-Bean Oreamnos Americanus Some-thing Pookie Skanky-Bitch to the stand, and the Judge asked of them, ‘Is that name not a little much?’

‘Nah!’ spake the God of Evil, ‘If nothing else, ’tis too short.’
And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders, and Pookie didst sigh deject-edly.

And so the God of Technicolor® didst ask of him all that came to pass the day he died and all about his ‘lucky day in Hell’ and the Sacrificial Goat told all.

And after Pookie’s moving, com-pelling tale, the God of Duke Lion didst sum up, and said unto the court: ‘So, Thine Honor, as thou canst see, death doth not just take mortals, for he hath also taken the immortal Brian Fritz Skanky-Bitch.
‘I ask thee to dismiss this case, for it is clearly a waste of thy valuable time. This is clearly just a petty grudge, an attempt to railroad Death on behalf of a spineless, ninety-pound coward who canst not face the music for his own in-competence. We call upon thy good sense in this matter; the Defense doth rest its case.’

And so the Judge didst call a re-cess whilst he decided his ruling.

If the verdict is ‘Guilty!’ turn thee to XVIII.

If the verdict is ‘Innocent!’ turn thee to XI.

XXVII

And so the Dudes didst search for the Outhouse.

And it didst not take very long, for Nori didst follow her nose.

‘Here we goeth again!’ quoth she as she didst plug her nose.

And Scoot didst go first, plugging his nose, and he said unto them, ‘This looketh like a job for me!’

‘So everybody just follow he!’ quoth Casey.

‘ ’Cause it doth feel so empty without thee!’ quoth the Hans.

‘Arrgghhh!’ cried Nori, ‘Shut the fuck up! ’Twas bad enough when Lord Matt was out of control! Besides, do ye wanna get sued?’

‘Oh. Right,’ quoth Scoot, and the Dudes didst enter the Outhouse.

But Nori wouldst still have to put up with still more of the Dudes’ cheesy rhymes, for Scoot had one for every wrong where and when they didst step out into. Finally, though, the Dudes didst find their way back to their own where and when.

And in their own time, the Dudes didst wander the earth, as was their custom.

Turn thee to XXVI.

XXVIII

And so the Dudes didst sit on their ass-es.

But after a few minutes, they didst get really fuckin’ bored.

‘This doth suck big, floppy donk-ey dick!’ quoth Nori.

‘Mine ass doth totally hurt!’ quoth Casey.

‘Verily I say,’ quoth the Hans, ‘these rocks art not very ergonomic.’

And so it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo didst appear before them as Perfectly Normal Beasts, and the God of Laughing Melodramatically said unto them: ‘Hail Dudes! Thou hast done well, but David, why didst thou not lead them on?’
And so David didst shrug his shoulders and said unto them, ‘My feet hurteth.’
‘That, and thou hast the attent-ion span of a fuckin’ gnat!’ quoth Nori.

‘I had a cousin who was like that,’ spake the God of the Great Ritalin Experiment, ‘but he’s better now.’
‘At least he’s doin’ fine,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Now,’ spake the God of Orange Juice Drinking, ‘let us go back to our own when and why, for history hath been fucked all to hell.’
‘Amen,’ quoth Nori.

And the Gods of Hondo didst shoot death-rays from their eyes, and didst blow the shit out of the Outhouse of Time. And Matt didst fold his arms, and nod his head and wink, and they were all of them transported back to their own where and when.

‘Fare thee well, Dudes…’ spake the Gods of Hondo, and they didst van-ish from their midst.

‘What a long strange trip…’ quoth Scoot.

‘Now let us never speak of it a-gain,’ quoth Nori. ‘The first thing I’m gonna do when I get home is taketh a fuckin’ shower…’

Turn thee to IV.

Chapter 11

‘The Anticlimax’

And it came to pass that one night that Scoot the Ko’An and the Dudes were watching The Late Show, for the Pro-phetess Adria had told him it wouldst be a good idea to invite all of the Dudes for this episode. So somehow the Dudes didst all manage to fitteth in Scoot’s room to watch their old TV pal Dave.

And Allan Kalter said unto the live television audience: ‘Live, from New York— in the Crosshairs of the World— ’tis the Late Show with David Letter-man!…

‘Tonight: the Late Show Mystery Prize Van!…

‘Fitness guru, Richard Simmons! …

‘Republicon Presidential Candid-ate, Megatron!…

‘And musical guest Pocket Poo-dle and the Pig-Stinging Jellyfish!…’

‘The hell…’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty, and the Dudes didst look amongst themselves in confusion.

‘Then what the fuck art thou do-ing here, ye dumbasses?’ quoth Nori.

‘…And now— when he’s not hosting  this show, he’s fighting crime in Chinatown— Daaavid Lettermaaan!!…’
‘But, ’tis in another time zone…’ quoth the Hans.

‘This is totally not on my calen-dar,’ quoth Orty.

And so, as the Dudes didst dis-cuss the matter as a committee, Dave didst launch into a monologue of many things, of scandals and dimpled chads and kings.

But the next segment didst finally regain the Dudes attention, for ’twas cal-led “Everything’s Funnier When Maga-tron Bloweth the Shit Out of It!” and in it there were many explosions.

And there was much rejoicing.

And it came to pass that Dave didst chase Richard Simmons with a fire extinguisher, and it was good.

‘…And now…’ quoth Dave, ‘ ’tis time for one of our most popular games. ’Tis time to launcheth The Late Show Mystery Prize Van!…’

And Paul Shafer and the CBS Orchestra didst play the “Mystery Prize Van” Theme.

‘We now bring thee, live via CBS satellite from Shitsplat, which is Havre, Biff Henderson. How goeth it, Biff?…’
‘What the hell art they doing in this dump?’ quoth Scoot.

And the Dudes didst shrug their shoulders.

‘…I now standeth in front of this dump here in the alley,’ quoth Biff, ‘for I am told it is a place of local interest. I am told that here liveth the only man who dareth to answer the payphone in this alley when it ringeth. It canst ring for days when he is not home, according to local legend…’
And Biff didst knock on the door.

‘Ooh! this shouldst be good!…’ quoth Casey.

‘Hey,’ quoth Nori, ‘wilt one of thou dipshits go answer the door? Can’t ye here someone knocking?’

‘Yoco,’ quoth Scoot, ‘we don’t wanteth to miss this. Go answereth the door.’

‘Oh, fine,’ quoth Yoco, and  he didst go and answer the door.

‘…I am knocking,’ quoth Biff, ‘but so far no one answereth. Hey, Dave! Ye think we got hose—’
And the door didst open, and the Hans didst answer it.

‘No way!’ quoth the Dudes in unison, for they didst finally recognize the place Biff Henderson was standing as Scootly Ko’An Manor.

‘…Dost thou live here?’ quoth Biff.

‘Ye could say that…’ quoth the Hans.

‘Well,’ quoth Biff, ‘thou hast won the Late Show Mystery Prize. Thou may chooseth any prize thou desireth from the back of this van!’
And two scantily clad women didst open the back of the Mystery Prize Van. And contained therein was a great bounty of prizes to chooseth from.

‘Well, Scoot,’ quoth Nori, ‘I guess now thou wisheth thou hadst answered thine own fucking door, right?…’

Meanwhile, the Hans didst pond-er the many prizes for a time, and finally said unto Biff, ‘What’s that?’

‘ ’Tis the Thing With the Stuff,’ quoth Biff.

‘Seriously?’ quoth the Hans.

‘Aye!’ quoth Biff, ‘for Dave hath many secret items, and sometimes he doth feel generous. Dost thou want the Thing With the Stuff?’
‘Aye!…’ quoth the Hans.

‘Hot diggety dank!’ quoth the High Priestess of Hondo.

‘I can’t believeth ’tis not butter!’ quoth Myles the Unbeliever.

‘Well,’ quoth Nori, ‘it sure doth not look like much.’

‘So tell me,’ quoth Biff, ‘what is thy name, anyway?’
Quoth the Sacrificial Goat of Hondo: ‘I am called Brian Fritz Pud Yo-co Peppy McBean Oreamnos American-us Something Pookie Skanky-Bitch the Hans.’
‘Damn!’ quoth Biff, ‘that’s a mouthful!’
‘Thou’rt tellin’ me!…’

‘Wait a minute!’ quoth Casey, ‘I don’t remembereth him being called the Hans! When the hell didst that happen?’

‘The Gods of Hondo didst ap-pear unto us and giveth him his new name after we didst turn in Waldo,’ quoth Nori. ‘Dost thou not remember, dumbass?’

‘But I thought Waldo got away,’ quoth RJ.

‘When the bloody hell didst we do that?’

‘After we went forth unto New Jersey to helpeth Jennifer!’

‘We never went unto New Jer-sey!’ quoth Richard. ‘We went to Death’s trial and the Gods were sen-tenced to a week in hell before they sent thee into the Outhouse of Time!’

‘But I thought they were acquit-ted!’ quoth Adria.

‘All because Loki shitted!’ quoth Nori.

‘Shat,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Shit!’ quoth Nori. ‘Leaveth it to the Gods of Hondo to totally fuck up the Space-Time Continuum…’

‘Ha!’ laughed Scoot. ‘Take that, Continuity!’

‘Shhhhh!’ quoth Booby, ‘We art missing the good parts.’

For the Hans was being shown on national television being awarded the Thing with the Stuff.

And it came to pass that the God of Living In Chaos didst appear before them in Scoot’s room as the Sun-Fizz cartoon ad guy.

‘Eek!’ cried Orty.

‘Run away! Run away!’ cried Scoot.

And the Dudes didst all cram through Scoot’s door and pile into the other room of Scootly Ko’An Manor.

‘Wait!’ cried the God of Comp-trollers, ‘Why won’t thou play with me! I’m full of Vitamin C!’
‘That’s not all thou’rt full of!’ cried Nori. ‘What the fuck art thou doing in my house?’

‘Thy house?’ quoth Scoot.

‘But ’tis I, Matt, God of Not Angering Major Appliances!’ spake the God of Not Angering Major Appliances as he didst somehow seize Nori in his two-dimensional grip.

‘Let go of me, buttfucker!’ quoth Nori, and she didst flit down and kicketh the Not Angering Major Appliances square in the nuts.

But her attack didst not even faze him.

‘Ha! Ha!’ laughed the God of Do-ing All Thine Own Stunts, ‘I am a car-toon character, and in this form, I haveth no nuts!’
‘Then thou’rt way too fuckin’ hap-py for a guy with no balls!’ quoth Nori.

And the God of Evil didst pop out of the TV screen as the Hamburger Helper Guy, and he didst tear out the door and start throttling Biff Henderson, saying: ‘Chef Boyardee is hot for me! Must kill… Wait a minute… Art we on the air?…’
And the God of M&Ms didst let go of Biff and pat him on the head.

And the Gods of Hondo didst lift the Thing with the Stuff over their heads, for it didst take both of them to do it, and gloat— in accordance with the Thirty-Second Commandment— for they had waited long to possess this fabulous item, which was even more useful than their towel.

‘Well,’ quoth Nori, ‘that was all rather anticlimactic, don’t ye think?’

‘At long last,’ spake the God of Kodak Moments, ‘we, the Gods of Hon-do, have the Thing with the Stuff! We owe thee a debt of gratitude, Brian Fritz Pud Yoco Peppy McBean Oreamnos Americanus Something Pookie Skanky-Bitch the Hans.’
‘Dost this mean I finally getteth a promotion?’ quoth he.

‘Of course not,’ spake the God of Kashmir Underpants, the Gift For the Man Who Knoweth Everything, ‘and ye know why. Everybody…’
‘Thou art the Hans…’ sang the Dudes in unison.

‘Now, Booby,’ spake the God of the Greatest Song In the World, ‘hast thou compiled the rest of the Instruction Manual for the Thing with the Stuff?’
‘Nay,’ quoth he, ‘for I have not yet located a mummified cat in order that I might…’

And he didst shudder.

‘Never mind,’ spake the God of Magic. ‘To celebrate, we shall have a great Riverdance!’
And the God of Stupidity didst accidentally summon forth a box of Honey Nut Cheerios.

‘Hey!’ quoth Nori, ‘that’s not Count Chocula™!’

‘But it hath crunchy nuts!’

‘Do I look like a fucking squirrel to thee!?’ cried Nori. ‘Canst thou not do anything right!?’

And the God of the Kombucha Mushroom People didst summon a box of Count Chocula™, and the Dudes didst all enjoy a bowl.

‘Now,’ spake the God of Beauti-ful Freaks, ‘I believeth thou hast a date with destiny tonight! Hast thou thy Mulambo Mask, Dirty Uncle Orty?’
‘Don’t ye know it!’ quoth he.

And it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo didst transport the Dudes unto the Ed Sullivan Theater in time for them to perform on the Late Show.

And on the TV in Scoot’s empty room, David Letterman was heard to sayeth: ‘…Well, that was an unexpected development… Um, ladies and gentle-men, I present to thee Pocket Poodle and the Pig-Stinging Jellyfish— whoa!— and extra-special guests… the Gods of Hondo!…’
And the crowd went wild as they didst put on the most powered-up show of their lives.

And it was good.

Chapter 12

‘That Doth Not Sound Healthy’

or,

‘Apocalypse HOW?’

And it came to pass that the Gods of Hondo didst transport the Dudes back to Scootly Ko’An Manor after their kick-ass (and inexplicable) appearance on the Late Show.

‘…Fuckin’ A!’ quoth Nori, ‘That didst rock the house!’

‘Didst thou see the looks on their faces when we didst appear out of no-where!’ quoth Dirty Uncle Orty. ‘Ye rule, mighty Gods of Hondo!’

‘Or when Megatron didst blow the shit outta those guys in the back with the “Prime 3:16” signs with his arm cannon!’ quoth the Hans.

‘Well, ye know, everything’s fun-nier when Megatron bloweth the shit out of it,’ quoth Scoot.

‘Thou hast a point!’ quoth Rich-ard. ‘Verily I say, that guy’s out of his fuckin’ mind! As President, he couldst give me a run for my money!’

‘Or when he didst make Richard Simmons dance!’ quoth Adria. ‘Talketh about sweatin’ to the Oldies!’

‘Hell, even he didst sing along with Pocket Poodle,’ quoth Loki Amaya.

‘Yeah, after the Gods of Hondo didst fuck up his logic circuits!’ quoth Casey.

‘Mayhap he’s not all that bad!’ quoth Loki.

‘Aye,’ quoth Nori, ‘but he’s still a fuckin’ Republicon!’

‘ ’Tis not like the world wilt end if he’s elected!’ quoth RJ, ‘…Wilt it?’

And the Prophetess Adria didst clear her throat—

‘Taketh it easy tonight, O great Prophetess of Hondo,’ spake the God of Someone Else’s Problem Fields, ‘we shall take it from here… But I don’t know… Shouldst we tell them, Derrick?’
And Derrick didst think about it, and he didst look like he was in great pain.

‘Oh, come on, we canst handle it,’ quoth Nori. ‘Tell us, mighty Gods of Hondo, how wilt the world end?’

‘Well,’ spake the God of Infinite Games, ‘we didst look in Jehovah’s pocket planner—’
‘So that’s where it went!’ a voice thundered muffledly from the heavens.

‘—And it doth seem that the Apocalypse was sheduled for Friday, August 8, 2005.’

‘That was supposed to be a secret!’

‘But fear not,’ spake the God of the Twilight Zone, ‘for we have no in-tention of letting the world end during our reign. But if it didst…
‘That wilt be the day, the day the music and the words finally run out…

‘For the Dudes wouldst get lost on the highway whilst Scoot was asleep at the wheel of the Scoot Mobile.’

‘And just how wouldst that be dif-ferent from normal, mighty God of the Twilight Zone?’ quoth the Hans.

‘Scoot wouldst actually stop and asketh for directions.’

‘Oh.’

‘And there shalt be great tremors in the earth, and popcorn shalt erupt from the ground!

‘And tombstones shalt sprout out of the ground wherever anyone hath died…’

‘We art the (elta and the Theta, the Change and the Angle,’ spake the God of Hawai’ian Shirts.

Spake the God of Nothing: ‘And mailboxes shalt eat mailmen and spew letters all over the sidewalk!
‘Traffic lights shalt shoot lasers at pedestrians and vehicles alike!

‘And vending machines shalt bite the people’s hands and not let go…’

‘We art the (elta and the Theta, the Change and the Angle,’ spake the God of Orange Juice Drinking.

Spake the God of Uncertified Boxes: ‘And Napoleon shalt return to conquered Wal-Marts one-by-one!
‘And all mirrors shalt become portals that leadeth unto worlds within worlds!

‘In the Hour of Scurrying, the Dalai Llama shalt giveth a call to arms, but the Buddhist Liberation Front (all three of them) continueth to sit on their asses tokin’…’

‘We art the (elta and the Theta, the Change and the Angle,’ spake the God of Fist Pounding.

Spake the God of Friendly Ghosts: ‘And the people‘s veins shalt flow with pasta, and their breath shalt smell of stinky cheese!
‘And all the gold in the world shalt be turned into foil-wrapped chocolate!

‘And the Sphinx shalt rise up and be revenged of her spited nose, march-ing forth on Jerusalem and Mecca to call time-out in the Middle East!…’

‘We art the (elta and the Theta, the Change and the Angle,’ spake the God of Odnoh.

Spake the God of Illegal Fire-works: ‘And a fat lady shalt sing, and all who hear her shalt know that only cats canst flex their fat!
‘The aliens shalt follow the Arrow of Nazca, and return for the statues made for them on Easter Island, and they shalt not keep their receipt!

‘And they shalt say unto the all the kings, and the rulers and princi-palities of this world: “All thy base art belongeth to us!”…’

‘We art the (elta and the Theta, the Change and the Angle,’ spake the God of Flirting.

‘Derrick,’ spake the God of Scotchtoberfest, ‘why the fuck dost thou keep saying that?’
And the God of Stupidity didst shrug his shoulders.

And the God of the Truffle-Shuf-fle and Other Forbidden Dances didst continue, saying: ‘And the statues that only moveth when no one is looking shalt finally decideth they’ve had enough, and they shalt do whatever they damn well pleaseth!
‘And the dead, of course, shalt travel in floating refrigerators!

‘Woe unto all who angereth major appliances on that day!

‘For Jehovah was stuck in a closet with Vanna White, and he shall say unto Jesus: “My Son, thou’rt going to have a little sister.” ’

‘Dude!’ cried Casey, ‘Verily I say, that’s some scary shit!’

‘Ha!’ spake the God of Problems, and he didst laugh, saying unto them: ‘fear not, Dudes! for we, the Gods of Hondo, were but yanking thy chain!
‘And yea tho Ages come and go,  the Universe shalt remain bizarre and inexplicable place, for the Gods of Hondo move in stupid ways forever and ever, Ah… fuck it!’

(props

Kalamazoo/SS-King

MsLauraEB/SS-King

and a shout out to y’all who didst par-take of the original Hondo Mad Lib!)
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RECIPE FOR

CHOCOLATE PUDDING CAKE

1 cup flour

¾ cup sugar

2 tablespoons cocoa

2 teaspoons baking powder

¼ teaspoon salt

½ cup milk

2 tablespoons vegetable oil

or melted margarine

1 teaspoon vanilla

1 cup brown sugar, packed

¼ cup cocoa

1 ¾ cup hottest water

Heat oven to 350. Mix flour, granulated sugar, 2 tablespoons cocoa, baking powder and salt in bowl; stir in milk, oil and vanilla. Spread in ungreased pan (8x10 is best). Pour it over the 1 cup sugar and the ¼ cup cocoa, spreading it as evenly as possible, and pour hot water on top. Bake 40 minutes. Serve warm, with whipped topping or ice cream on top.

“ARCANE TEXTS”

(In Order of Appearance)
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by Scott Springer
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from a random Casio Product Registration card

“Lovely Art Thy Feet with Shoes…”

From the Song of Solomon

(King James Translation)

“THE BOOK OF KUNGFUCIUS”

“Instruction Manual for the Thing with the Stuff”

based on a posting by Little Miss 1565 @ the Offspring Message Board

“THE LABORS OF THE DUDES”

“Ten Times Stronger Than a Regular Ayatollah”

from “Super Heroes”

by Scott Springer

Censoring provided by

EZBoard.com

(Motto: ‘Giveth us the #&%$ing $$$ or we shalt censor the $%&# outta thee!’)

“THE BOOK OF MACABRE”

“Fuck-You-Clown” Joke

by David Chambers
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by Scott Springer
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by Scott Springer
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Valeo

Occhi

Imacon

GoosetheMighty

SIMONSAYS.COM/STEPHEN KING:

Nytrydr

Sherrill

Kathy5

Coachman1126

Aunt Linda

Ukebec

Char

Little Old Me

be81827

IHellBorne

Peanut

Ree

Angelina Someday

Tlcgogo

The Opal Twins

Annmarie

Rodan82

Kobi

Kalamazoo

MsLauraEB

AuntyNay4

Gene Jacket

Ophelia Todd

SherryLBretz

Scoot giveth a shout-out unto y’all who didst partake of the Hondo Mad Libs!

ASSISTANT PRODUCTION MANAGER

(If the Production Manager is unable to fulfilleth his duties…)

Pat Hinds

In the time it took thee to read this far, thou couldst have done something meaningful with thy life. But what art thou going to do? Cry about it?

MUSIC SUPERVISOR

No One

SOUNDTRACK (LYRICAL PROPS)

(in alphabetical order by band)

311

“Transistor” 
“Come Original”

“Who Hath the Herb?”

“Fuck the Bullshit”

“Homebrew”

ADRENALINE O-D

“Thy Kung-Fu is Old

and Now Thou Must Die!”

AFI (A Fire Inside)

“God Called In Sick Today”

“Cereal Wars”

AGNOSTIC FRONT

“Gotta Go” 
“Riot Riot Upstart”

AT THE DRIVE-IN

“Cosmonaut” 
 “Quarantined”

“Sleepwalk Capsules”   “Alpha Centauri”

“Hulahoop Wounds”

BAD RELIGION

“American Jesus”    “Thou”

“Don’t Pray On Me”

“Modern Day Catastrophists”

“Land of Competition”

“Bored & Extremely Dangerous”

BIG DUMB FACE

“Blood-Red Head On Fire”

“Duke Lion” 
“Voices in the Wall”

“ ’Tis Right In Here”

BLOODHOUND GANG

“Right Turn Clyde”    “Mope”

“We Art the Knuckleheads”

“Asleep At the Wheel”

“The Inevitable Return of the

Great White Dope”

“Lift Thy Head Up High

(And Blow Thy Brains Out)”

“Hell Yeah”

CAKE

“Nugget”    “Race Car Ya-Yas”

“Sheep Goeth to Heaven”

CARL DOUGLAS

“Kung Fu Fighting”

(After all, all disco endeth

in broken bones)

CORPORATE AVENGER

“Anarchy Thru Capitolism”

(w/ the Kottonmouth Kings)

DESCENDENTS

“All-O-Gistics”

THE EELS

“Tiger in My Tank”

“Thy Lucky Day in Hell”

“Electroshock Blues”

“Vice President Fruitley”

“I Liketh Birds”    “Hidden Track”

“Friendly Ghost”    “Dog Faced Boy”

“Mr E’s Beautiful Blues”

EMINEM

“The Real Slim Shady”    “Without Me”

FOO FIGHTERS

“Down In the Park”

FUN LOVIN’ CRIMINALS

“The Fun Lovin’ Criminal”

“Come Find Thyself”

“Korean Bodega”

GREEN DAY

“86”    “Armitage Shanks”

“No Pride”    “Brain Stew”    “Jaded”

“Disappearing Boy”    “Warning”

“Walking Contradiction”

KOTTONMOUTH KINGS

“Peace Not Greed” (w/ Corporate Avenger & “Gentleman” Jack Grisham) 

“Daydreamin’ Fazes”

LIMP BIZKIT

“Counterfeit”

METALLICA

“The God That Failed”

“Where the Wild Things Art”

MIGHTY MIGHTY BossToneS

“The Rascal King” 
“Bad in Plaid”

“Don’t Knoweth How to Party”

“Haji” 
  “Issachar” 
“Dr D”

“The Skeleton Song”

“Toxic Toast”    “Shit Outta Luck”

“Hope I Never Loseth Me Wallet”

“Devil’s Night Out”    “Holy Smoke”

“Finally”

MONTY PYTHON

“The Lumberjack’s Song”

NO DOUBT

“Tragic Kingdom”    “Trapped In a Box”

OFFSPRING

“Bad Habit” 
“Smash”

“Changeth the World”

(regrettably) “Original Prankster”

“Staring At the Sun”    “Living In Chaos”

“Nitro (Youth Energy)”

“Pay the Man”

OPERATION IVY

“The Crowd”

ORBITAL

“Dwr Budr”    “The Box” (I & II)

PENNYWISE

“Slow Down”    “Fuck Authority”

“Unknown Road”    “Perfect People”

“My God”    “Fight Till Ye Die”

“Living For Today”

“Wake Up”

PITCHSHIFTER

“As Seen On TV”

“WYSIWYG”

POWERMAN 5000

“The Son of X-51”    “Nobody’s Real”

“MEGA Kung Fu Radio”

PRESIDENTS OF THE USA

“We Art Not Going to Make It”

“Kick Out the Jams” (props MC5)

“Puffy Little Shoes”    “Tiki God”

“Feather Pluckn”

PRIMUS

“The Devil Went Down to Georgia”

(Props Charlie Daniels Band)

“Mr Know-It-All”

RAGE AGAINST THE MACHINE

“Vietnow”    “Born as Ghosts”

“The Ghost of Tom Joad”

(props Bruce Springstein)

“Voice of the Voiceless”

“Fuck Tha Police” (props Ice T)

“Guerrilla Radio”    “People of the Sun”

“Know Thine Enemy”

“Freedom”

RANCID

“11TH Hour”    “Journey to the End…”

“Roots Radicals”

SMASHMOUTH

“The Fonz”

SOULFLY

“Mulambo”

THE SPECIALS

“Running Away”

SUBLIME

“Raleigh Soliloquy” (I, II & III)

SYSTEM OF A DOWN

“Ddevil”    “Sugar”

TEN FOOT POLE

“A-D-D”

THE TOKENS

“The Lion Sleepeth Tonight”

TSOL (True Sounds of Liberty)

“Code Blue”    “Silent Scream”

“Peace Thru Power”

UNWRITTEN LAW

“Underground”

“WEIRD AL” YANKOVIC

“Dare to Be Stupid”    “Amish Paradise”

“Stuck in a Closet with Vanna White”

“Everything Ye Know is Wrong”

“Pretty Fly for a Rabbi”

“Thy Horoscope for Today”

“Albuquerque”

ROB ZOMBIE

“Living Dead Girl”

“The Return of the Phantom Stranger”

“What Lurketh On Channel X?”

Pocket Poodle and the Pig-Stinging Jellyfish appeareth courtesy of the Gods of Hondo (Bumbershoot Productions) and Worldwide Trunks. All other songs art used without permission.

So there!

EDITORIAL

EDITOR

Han Jobs

1ST ASSISTANT EDITOR

(If the Editor is unable to fulfilleth his duties…)

Wan Kaa Man

ASSISTANT EDITORS

(And if the Editor AND the 1st Assistant Editor art unable to fulfilleth their duties…)

Anita Hooker

Magnolia Thunderpussy

SOUND EFFECTS BY

Thou, silly!

TITLE DESIGN

Pix Butt

Hugh Jass

DISTRIBUTED BY

Bumbershoot Productions

Spooky Door Productions

& Worldwide Trunks

SPECIAL THANKS

We wouldst like to thank Shitsplat (Havre) High School and the so-called “University” Formerly Known As Northern Montana College for unknowingly publishing this book. Thou’rt more generous than thou wilt ever know. (
DIVINE INSPIRATION:

Douglas Adams, Scott Adams, Jordan Alefteras, Jimmy Pop Ali, Bandit (RIP), Lester Bangs, Dickey Barret & the BossToneS, Dave Barry, John Bellairs, Hieronymus Bosch, Rob Brezsny, Mel Brooks, Terry Brooks, Robert Browning, Tim Burton, Bruce Campbell, Max Cannon, Chris Carter, Miguel de Cervantes, Charlie (RIP), Graham Chapman (RIP) & John Cleese & Terry Gilliam & Terry Jones & the Monty Python Crew, a Man Called “E” (once called Mark Oliver Everett), Eminem (a-k-a Slim Shady, Marshal Mathers III), Neil Gaiman, Allen Ginsberg, Matt Groening, Gusto (a-k-a Gustav ze Vodka-Svilling Kitty), Martin Handford, Nick Hexum & 311, Stephen King, lvk, David Letterman & the Late Show Crew, Leona (RIP), Lydia (a-k-a Liddy-Kitty, RIP), Jim Lindberg & Pennywise, H P Lovecraft, George Lucas, Shigeru Miyamoto, Muffin (RIP), Edward Packard & R A Montgomery, Tom “Big Brother” Osborne, Chuck Palahniuk, Edgar Allen Poe, Terry Pratchet, Sam Raimi, Shawn & Leon “Wayne” Robbins, Zack de la Rocha & Rage Against the Machine, Shane “de la Mancha” Rodack & the members of Pennywisdom, William “Schim” Schimmel Jr, Day “Arthur” Scovel, Jerry Seinfeld, Rod Serling, William Shakespeare (for if not having read WAY TOO MUCH Shakespeare in one semester, the Book of Hondo wouldst not have been possible!), Kirk “Extreeeme Jake!” Simoneau, Ray Stevens, Peter Straub, J Michael Straczynski, J R R Tolkien, Akira Toriyama Sensei (for ’twas really too much Shakespeare AND too much “Dragon Ball” in one semester that did it!), “Weird Al” Yankovic, Timothy Zahn, Rob Zombie

The Book of Hondo is dedicated to all 

of the art that hath been censored, banned, burned, or otherwise lost to the world because of human ignorance, since the dawn of time.

