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Entry #1: Off to Save the World? 
 
A psychic bug just told me that I'm going to save the world. And I believe him. 
A meteor crashed a little ways off from my house after I had gone to sleep last night 

and just like any red-blooded 13-year-old boy made of clay and telephones, I went out to 
investigate. Even though Mom normally wouldn't have let me out of the house and I wouldn't 
want to leave at night anyway, we both kind of knew that I should go. I mean, at times like this, 
kids like me should be home playing Nintendo games, right? But tonight felt... different. 

Long story short, the meteor turned out to be some sort of rocket ship from the future or 
something and a bee-like creature named Buzz Buzz told me that I need to protect the world 
from an alien invasion led by the Universal Destroyer, Giygas. Just like the feeling Mom and I 
got when left the house earlier, I sensed that Mother Earth seriously needs my help. 

Then we were attacked by a giant metal time-traveling alien that shot death beams. It was 
kind of like Terminator, only there was no naked Arnold Schwarzenegger and I almost lost an 
arm. 

Thanks, Buzz Buzz! 
In the morning I grabbed my father's old Polaroid camera; after all, if I'm going on a 

journey I might as well document it. It's not like photographers just fall from the sky or anything. 
Then I tried to figure out what a hero should wear while saving the world. 
 

 
 

If I had known that I was humanity's only hope for salvation, I'd probably have done 
another load of laundry first. Then again, I only own one shirt. 
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Mom insisted on taking my picture in front of our house before I left. She said she 
wanted something to remember me by. After she reminded me to phone home once in a while, I 
stepped out to start my adventure. 

I bet I'm going to die, but at least I'll be buried in this cool shirt. 
Here's Onett, my hometown. This is what it looks like from up on the hill near where the 

meteor landed. 
 

 
 

Right after I snapped that shot, I heard something snarling. As I spun around, the camera 
when off, blinding the runaway dog that had crept up behind me.  
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I had just enough time to whack it was my trusty baseball bat. With the hit I gave it, that 

dog should have keeled over and played dead for the rest of eternity, but instead it just became 
tame and walked away. It also dropped a bread roll which I immediately ate, because it's always 
a good idea to eat things that wild, stray animals have been carrying around in their disease 
ridden pieholes. 

Since Buzz Buzz hadn't been too keen on exactly what I should be doing, I walked up to 
this house and knocked on the door, thinking that maybe if I asked around, someone might have 
experienced something related to this Giygas character. 

"A Beatles song: 'XXXterday,'" says a voice from the other 
side of the door. 

Uh, what? 
"Yes or no?" asks the voice. 
Yes? 
"That's right!" says the voice. "A Beatles song, 'Yesterday.'" 
Thank you? 
A little ways down the street, I discovered a seaside 

property on sale for only $7500! Considering that I've seen 
bracelets and frying pans that cost more than that, it looks like a 
pretty solid deal. 

 
Someone tipped me off that the local ruffians, The 

Sharks, might have some information that would help me out. 
After a few less-than-hospitable encounters with members of 
the gang, I went to their hangout, the arcade, and demanded to 
see their leader, Frank. Maybe we could work things out. 
 



6 

 

 
 

Frank tried to stab me and, when I showed him the ways of peace with my giant bat, he 
sent a massive wooden robot to kill me. Maybe if that robot had been wearing an awesome straw 
hat, it would have been a threat. Instead I just smashed it and it let out a cloud of steam before 
falling apart. Then Frank got all friendly and affectionate and asked me to take a nap with him in 
the grass behind the arcade. 

That's when I decided to go. 
After hearing that I trashed The Sharks, Onett Mayor B.H. Pirkle was more than willing 

to give me the key to the traveling entertainer's shack near the edge of town, as long as I didn't 
tell anyone about it. According to my Player's Guide, that's where I would find my first "Your 
Sanctuary" location that Buzz Buzz had been going on and on about before Pokey's mom 
smashed his guts out. 

Behind the shack was a huge, awesome cave filled with bugs and mice. It was so 
awesome, I didn't take ANY pictures of it. By the time I got to the cave's exit and squashed a 
really, really, big ant, I found this: 
 

 
 

 Despite the fact that whatever made this footprint is big enough to eat my head like a 
delicious Tic-Tac, seeing it made me feel really calm. I even daydreamed about my dog, King, 
when we were both really little. 

For some reason, making it back through the cave wasn't nearly as difficult as before... 
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Entry #2: Twoson and Beyond 
 
Report created on 06/02/199X by Capt. Strong 
 
06/02/199X, 14:45 hrs UNLAWFUL ENTRY, BREAKING AND ENTERING, ASSAULT 3RD 
DEGREE, UNLAWFUL POSSESSION OF A WEAPON 4TH DEGREE, UNLAWFUL 
POSSESSION OF A CONTROLLED SUBSTANCE 5TH DEGREE, DISTURBING THE 
PEACE, ARSON 1ST DEGREE, JAYWALKING 
 

We found the subject trespassing in the old entertainer's shack, despite the large red 
"Don't Enter" sign that's clearly visible on the outside. There were no signs of forced entry, but 
with the only key to the building in the possession of our fine mayor, the subject had to have 
broken in. There's no way he could have obtained it from the Honorable B.H. Pirkle.  

Upon discovering the subject exiting the site, Officer Fielding escorted him to the police 
station, where he was interviewed by Officer Stone, Officer Hunter and myself. The subject 
refused to cooperate and became violent, attacking five officers. In retrospect, we should have 
confiscated his weapon first.  

When Onett's finest can't talk some sense into a subject, he must be up to no good. This is 
when I implemented my Super Ultra Mambo Tango Foxtrot martial arts, but the subject 
overpowered me and forced me to allow him past our town's famous roadblocks. He fled to 
Twoson, but I continued surveillance at a safe distance. Approximately five minutes after he 
crossed, the subject was seen collecting mushrooms and transporting them on his hat: 
 

 
 
The subject began acting strangely afterwards, proving my theory that he was 

using/smuggling vast amounts of illicit drugs between Onett and Twoson.  
Upon entering Twoson, the subject headed down to Burglin Park, a known hotbed of 

criminal activity. He met with hardened crimelord "Everdred," but the two seemed to be locking 
horns. I can only assume that the subject went to sell his newly-acquired drugs, but the deal went 
sour. The patrons of Burglin Park took no notice and continued to shop. 
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Unfazed, the subject left Burglin Park and terrorized Polestar Preschool, the illustrious 
inventor Orange Kid, and some fat baby with apple-shaped headgear before he assaulted a rather 
cranky woman on the street. She was so out of breath from fending off the subject's blows that 
she had become blue in the face. 
 

 
 

There was no time to see if the subject's victim had sustained any life-threatening injuries 
during the attack, because the subject - after eating a curious-looking sandwich from his cute 
yellow backpack - took off running towards Peaceful Rest Valley. I followed him through the 
area as best I could, but eventually I lost sight of him. 
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By the time I had caught up with the subject again, I 
discovered the source of all the strange noises I had heard as I worked 
my way through Peaceful Rest Valley: In his drug-addled state, he 
had been burning down trees! It looked as if he wasn't using 
an accelerant like gasoline; instead, he apparently blew them up with 
gunpowder or perhaps C4 explosive putty. I thought I saw a tree 
moving by itself earlier, but it must have been the leaves shaking from 
the vibrations of the repeated blasts. 

After traveling through a short cave filled with deadly snakes, 
the subject arrived in Happy Happy Village. It seems that not only 
does he have connections to drug trafficking, but also the strange new 

religion, Happy-Happyism. Perhaps the two are connected, like in the Kaufmann/Garland/Mason 
incident at that sleepy resort town a few years back. 
 

     
 

Everything is blue in this town, from houses to the trees. 
 The subject engaged several cult members in a bizarre ritual in which he would hit them 
with his baseball bat and they would splash paint on him as a sort of reply. I believe it was and 
ancient dance intended to bring about the end of the word. 
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I tried to push my way through the cultists to catch up with him, but the subject 
disappeared once more. I searched for about 15 minutes, at which time I caught sight of the 
subject entering a large church-like building. 
 

 
 

Moments later, the building was apparently struck by lighting. Four times. The subject is 
believed dead and the threat to the good citizens of Onett neutralized. The case is officially 
closed. 

Another job well done by Capt. Strong and the Onett police force! 
 
CASE # 199X-061995 
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Entry #3: Zombies and Soulmen 
 

I'm lucky to be sitting on this bus. I'm lucky to be alive. I'm just lucky, I guess. This 
innocent looking house is where my kidnappers imprisoned me. 
 

 
 

It doesn't look sinister at all, but trust me: The interior is straight out of Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre, only there were no dead bodies or blood. Or chainsaws. On second thought, it was 
really nothing like Texas Chainsaw Massacre. Well, probably. I've never even seen that movie 
anyway. 

The interior was straight out of a scary movie where a little girl is trapped in a small jail 
cell with nothing but her teddy bear! 

If Ness hadn't come to save me like I knew he would, I'm sure the cult leader would have 
forced me to be the high priestess of that bizarre religion of his, teach him the secrets of my 
psychic abilities, or worse... 

He could have made me clean up after that blue cow! 
I prayed as hard as I could. I knew my call cut through the denseness of space and 

distance to reach the boy whose destiny is forever intertwined with mine. But when Johnny Depp 
didn't respond, I called that Charlie Brownish kid with the red cap instead. 

Of course I'm kidding! Ness has always been my knight it keen stripes, even when I was 
little. I'd sometimes dream that he was saving me from my nightmares when I was a kid. I 
remember thinking that there would be a time when he'd protect me and I'd protect him, too. 
When I'd tell my mother about those dreams, she'd say, "Paula honey, did you hit your head 
again? Do you need a hand-aid?" 

In one dream that I had over and over, Ness was walking with me through a big cave. 
There were bats everywhere, like this: 
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At the end of the cave, we defeated a giant mole creature and wound up in a field full of 
tiny footprints. Ness was calm and smiled at me. I once drew a picture of it about six years ago, 
just to get the image out of my head: 
 

 
 

And that's just the way it happened after he saved me from Mr. Carpainter. 
After we made sure that everything was okay in Happy Happy Village, Ness and I 

travelled back to my hometown. Mom and Dad were so happy to see me again; Dad was even 
crying! Ness said he had someone to talk to, so I stayed with my parents for a while. 
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When he came back, we went to see Twoson's claim to fame: everybody's favorite 
soulmen, the Runaway Five. Ness thought they could somehow help us on our journey. I already 
knew what he was thinking. 

After the show, Ness somehow talked the band's manager into releasing the Runaway 
Five from their contract and off we went on the tour bus. 

Right now we're about to enter the tunnel to Threed, the next town over. The tunnel is 
supposedly haunted, and given what I'm seeing right now, that might be true. Things are starting 
to look weird. 
 

  
 

Its getting really dark now but it's still the middle of the afternoon. I can sense some kind 
of ...presence. 
 

 
 

Lucky, one of the six members of the Runaway Five, thinks that the music we're blasting 
will be enough to repel any ghosts that might be hanging out in there allow us safe passage to 
Threed. I've got my fingers crossed. 
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We're entering the tunnel now... I hope this works. I'm not sure if Ness and I are strong 
enough to fight this kind of thing yet. I mean, Ness didn't even buy an egg from that guy in 
Burglin Park. He'll never make it through his teen years without at least one egg! 
 

 
 

There's moaning all around us and the sound of chains rattling against the side of the 
bus is freaking me out, but the Runaway Five music is louder! I think...! Yes! We're going to 
make it! 

Threed looks awful. I'm thinking about how it's like some late night zombie flick puked 
all over the town when Ness signals the tour bus to stop. We step out and thank the Runaway 
Five for their generosity, and the bus pulls away. We're on our own in this nightmare. 

"We're already in trouble, so we might as well dive right in," says Ness. He motions 
towards the graveyard up the road. I suppose he's right - if we're going to save the world, we're 
going to have to deal with things far worse than this. 

Then again, in all the dreams and visions I've had of him, Ness never came across as 
particularly smart. 
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We're nearing the end of the path and it looks like we might have overestimated Threed's 
danger to us when Ness stops. Eyes are starting back at him through the darkness! They seem to 
be staring into our souls. 

I'm not waiting around to figure out what's watching us! 
My feet hit the ground over and over again. Ghosts and angry insects. A moldy man 

covered in trash and living in a putrid garbage can. Ness cracks something with his bat and hot 
liquid sprays in my hair and onto my dress. I begin swinging my frying pan wildly, connecting 
only with the air around me. Something grabs Ness and I hurl a fireball in its direction. The smell 
of charred flesh envelops us. 

Finally we make it back to the streets of Threed. Ness and I are nearly hyperventilating. 
"Let's just say at the hotel for now," he says when he catches his breath at last. 

 
*   *   * 

 
I guess I should have seen this coming: Our room isn't exactly cozy. 
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The decor leaves a bit to be desired as well. 
As I lay down to sleep, Ness decides to find a 

vending machine for a midnight snack. I tell him to 
hurry back and feel my eyelids getting heavy. 

I dream that I'm back in my own bedroom, 
safe and sound. There's a problem, though. My 
mother and father walk in, acting strangely. 

"You need to open your eyes," Dad says. 
"Paula! Open your eyes!" 

I wake up drenched with sweat. Something 
isn't right. I call out. 

"Ness! Where are you!" 
He's not here. 
He's. Not. Here. 
That's when I notice the shadow hovering 

over my bed. 
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Entry #4: Father Dearest 
 

I peered out the window of my dorm room, my roommate sound asleep just a few feet 
away from me. I could hear the other students chattering just outside of my door, no doubt 
excited about the birthday party that was going to take place in just a few hours. Whether they 
had stayed up all night or gotten up early, I didn't know. The morning sun had just began to rise. 
 

 
 

I was awoken not five minutes earlier by a dream wherein a young girl, about my age, 
had asked me to come halfway around the world to the town of Threed because she and another 
friend I've never met were in grave danger. None of it was logical. None of it was scientific. But 
for the first time in my life, that didn't seem to matter; I was compelled to investigate. 

I crept to the door and opened it as slowly as I could. A noisy floorboard proved to be my 
undoing. 

"Jeff?" 
Tony stared at me through the darkness. He rubbed the sleep from his eyes. 
"I'll never understand why you sleep with your hat on," I said. 
"Where're you going?" 
"Out." 
"It's against the dorm rules!" 
"I don't care." 
"Then... let me help you, Jeff. You're my best friend." 
Tony rolled out of bed and walked up beside me. 

 
*   *   * 

  
After talking with our teacher, Maxwell Labs, and grabbing a few supplies, Tony and I 

slipped out the door and towards the school's entrance gate. The sun was almost up and the 
headmaster would be awake shortly, so we needed to hurry, least Tony or I (or both) get caught 
and reprimanded. 
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Tony got down on his hands and knees in front of the gate. 
"Use me as a stepping stool!" 
There wasn't time for a long goodbye. Instead I hoisted myself up and over the gate and 

waved solemnly back at Tony. 
"Never forget, Jeff. We're best friends!" 
I don't really know what "best friends" means. I'm not sure I ever had a friend before. But 

from my many nights spent repairing broken machines instead of sleeping, I know what devotion 
is. Tony's got plenty of it. 

I walked down the road a ways and, when I reached the local drug store, I instinctively 
looked back at the school. I got the feeling that it would be quite a while before I set foot there 
again. 
 

When I reached the local drug 
store, I swung open the door and heaved 
myself through to get some sanctuary from 
the frigid morning air - and perhaps grab 
some breakfast before I set out to Threed. I 
still had no idea how I was going to get 
there. 

The second I stepped in I was 
accosted by a huge-haired woman who had 
apparently been layering make-up on her 
face since early last night. She looked like 
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she was half beauty product and half human; a cyborg made of flesh and Cover Girl. 
"Wanna buy some gum?!" she screamed, shoving the jumbo-sized pack in my face. The 

shopkeeper manning the cash register frowned. 
"Ma'am, I've got two dollars and I need to get thousands of miles away from here," I 

replied. "I haven't got the time nor the funding to deal with people like..." 
"If you buy this pack of gum for a buck, you'll get a FREE bubble monkey!" 
"I'll get Michael Jackson's monkey, Bubbles?!" I exclaimed. 
"Well, no, he's just a bubble monkey, see, because he likes blowing bubble gum bubbles 

and -" 
I still don't know what happened, but something in me was very excited at the prospect of 

owning a fallen pop star's ridiculous pet. 
"HERE'S A DOLLAR WHERE'S BUBBLES?!" 
"But he's not... you know what, never mind," said the woman. "Here he is." 
"Kiki ko ko," said Bubbles, biting off half the pack of gum and chewing it with the 

wrappers on. 
I squealed with what I believe to be joy, though I cannot be sure without further testing. 

 
*   *   * 

 

 
 

Bubbles and I trudged down the path away from the boarding school, unsure of what to 
do next. I knew I needed to get to Threed and the only way to do so was to cross the lake. But 
how? 
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"Sooo, what's Michael Jackson's room like? Does 
he have copies of his Sega Genesis game, 
Moonwalker, lining the walls?" 

"Ko ke koko," said Bubbles. 
"That's what I thought," I replied. 
Ahead I spotted a group of tents, surrounded by 

men with binoculars staring into the ocean. Hints of beef 
stew wafted towards me. I began running towards the men, 
glad to see a speck of humanity out here in the bitter cold 
wilderness. 

As it turns out, they were members of the "Tessie 
Watching Club," a group devoted to catching a glimpse of 
the legendary sea monster, Tessie. The men were more 
than happy to share their food with me and Bubbles. With a 
full stomach and a warm monkey by my side curled up like 
a cat, I believe I fell asleep by the burner's warm glow. 

 
*   *   * 

 
I was awakened by the sounds of excitement. Bubbles and I popped our heads out of the 

tent. 
"What's going on?" I asked. 
"It's Tessie!" exclaimed the man. "She's here!" 

 

 
 

Bubbles tugged on my blazer, dragging me out to the edge of the lake. The wind nearly 
pushed me in as he grabbed a piece of gum from the pack, blew a bubble and floated out over the 
water. I was pretty sure that I had just killed Michael Jackson's monkey. 

But then, something emerged from the water right under him. The head of Tessie slowly 
rose from the depths and Bubbles came to rest on top of her. 

I poked the man standing next to me. 
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"That's Michael Jackson's monkey, you know." 
 

*   *   * 
  

Tessie dropped us off on the other side of the lake and swam away to regions unknown. 
 

 
 

"Now what?" I asked. Bubbles pointed to the entrance of a cave that was marked "Brick 
Road." I shrugged and walked in. 

I'll say just one thing about the experience: I didn't know that ducks hang out in caves. 
 

 
  

As Bubbles and I stepped out of the cave, the creator of the maze stood before us. He 
called himself "Dungeon Man." 

"I need to get to Threed," I said, after he congratulated us for making it through his 
(frankly a bit pathetic) dungeon. 
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"Dr. Andonuts can help you, I'm sure of it," he said. 
Dr. Andonuts. My father. I haven't seen him in at least five years and I wasn't sure if I 

wanted to see him now. However, if I was going to aid my new, unmet friends, I realized I'd 
need to speak with him as soon as possible. 

"How can I get to Dr. Andonuts' lab from here?" I asked. 
He pointed towards yet another cave. "Through there," replied Dungeon Man. "If you 

bested my dungeon, I bet you can make it through." 
 

*   *   * 
 

Bubbles and I emerged from the second cave relatively unscathed. The rats and slugs 
inhabiting the area, well, it's another story for them. 

Looking through the trees, I could see Dr. Andonut's lab was very close. 
 

 
 

Bubbles and I made our way past the primitive-looking locals, pressing on towards the 
lab. About half way though, I noticed that Bubbles had gone missing. 

"Bubbles?!" 
I looked back to see him talking to a female monkey who was about his age. He caught 

my gaze and nodded his head. I knew that was the last I was going to see of him. I smiled. I think 
he knew that I was happy to have his company for the time he was around. He disappeared into 
the wilderness with his new mate. 

Something gleamed in the distance. It was a light. A light from a lab. 
I knew where I was. I opened the door and stared at the scientist standing in front of me. 

He looked a little confused, but perhaps happy to see a visitor. 
"Hello... Dad." 
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Entry #5: Zombie Shuffle 
 

 
 

The radio crackled, "I think I've got the hang of this, Dad... er, Dr. Andonuts." 
"That's good, Jeff," I replied. "Keep the Sky Runner as steady as possible. Sometimes it 

glides a little bit to the left, so keep an eye out for that. ...or was it to the right? I can't remember. 
Say, have you read Scientific Eagleland this month? There was an excellent article on the 
commercial applications of lab rats as a source of nuclear - " 

"I'm flying over Fourside now," said the radio. 
Threed was just a few minutes away. Soon Jeff 

would be embarking on a highly dangerous journey that 
could have worldwide repercussions. I wondered if my 
co-worker, Big Foot, would be sharing his jerky with me 
today. 

There was static for a moment or two and 
I assumed that Jeff had exceeded transmission range. 
Then, through the static: "Dr. Andonuts! I believe I've 
found them! How do I stop this machine and land it?" 

"Uhh, stop?" I mumbled. "When I built the Sky 
Runner, I didn't think anyone would need to land it 
anywhere but here at the lab. In fact, I've never flown it, 
so this is the Sky Runner's maiden voyage. When you 
bring it back, I'll add landing equipment to it. Say, how 
is it controlling as far as -" 

The radio emitted the sound of metal on 
pavement, then what sounded like a large explosion. 
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A moment later, I heard Jeff fishing through what I assumed to be the wreckage of the 
Sky Runner. I'd have to work through the night to fix it, I thought. 

"Dad, er, Doc! I'm alive! I made it!" 
"It sounds as if you've chipped the paint." 
"Yeah, the Sky Runner has been destroyed. I'll have to repair it later. Right now, my new 

friends and I have to find a way out of this underground jail cell." 
"Call me when you've escaped," I replied. "In the meantime, I shall continue working on 

my research article for the Journal of Thermonuclear Microwave Ovens." 
 

*   *   * 
 

"We're exiting the path to the cell now. We've just emerged in Threed's eastern 
graveyard," buzzed the radio. 
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"Very good," I said, slightly agitated at the interruption to my research. "What will you 
do now?" 
 

 
 

"My new friend Ness has heard rumors that the leader of the zombies is named Master 
Belch. We're going to try to stop him somehow, but we haven't agreed on a plan yet. ...It's very, 
very dark here, even though it's only the middle of the afternoon." 
 

 
 

I heard three voices chattering in the background. One was a young boy, another a young 
female, and the third was that of a middle-aged woman. Jeff remained quiet. I took the 
opportunity to write a few more sentences in my article. 
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At last, the radio continued: "Ness and my other new friend, Paula, were just told by a 
local resident that a mysterious tent has appeared in the southern area of the town. Apparently it's 
attracting zombies and ghosts. We're going to investigate." 

"Good luck," I said. "Remember, zombie bites can be very dangerous. Research shows 
that an untreated bite will take nearly three times as long to heal as a bite from a normal rotting 
human. If you need medical attention, perhaps one of the townspeople could lend you some 
gauze or antiseptic." 

"Dr. Andonuts, now might not be the best time, but perhaps you and I could talk 
about our - " 

The radio went dead. I added the finishing touches to my article. 
 

*   *   * 
 

"How did you manage to destroy the hideous monster tent?" I asked. 
"I was a lot simpler than one might think," replied the radio. "Paula just set it on fire and 

it burned away to nothingness." 
 

 
 

He added, "Inside there were a few charred zombies and a jar of fly honey. According to 
local legend, Master Belch is quite fond of this stuff. It should come in handy later on. For now, 
we're going to..." 

The sound of a phone ringing stole Jeff's attention. I could near Ness speaking in the 
background. 

Finally: "Good news! One of Ness' friends says he's sent us an invention that should take 
care of the zombies that are overrunning this town. He's apparently enlisted the aid of a Mach 
Pizza delivery boy to get the device to us." 

"A pizza delivery boy?" I asked. "Something tells me you might never get that device as 
long as you - " 

"Are you Ness?!" shouted a new voice. "You know what? It 
doesn't matter. I've decided that you're Ness, so here's Apple Kid's 
thingamajig. There, I've fulfilled my duty." 

"But, I'm..." Ness stammered. 
Judging by the sounds of quick footsteps hitting a road, I assume 

the pizza man ran off. 
"So what did Apple Kid send you?" I asked. "A zombie-killing 

airborne powder? Some kind of flamethrower?" 
"It's actually something called Zombie Paper," the radio replied. 

"It's apparently very similar to flypaper." 
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It had been somewhat pleasant to meet up with my son after many years, but upon 
hearing this, I was sure that we would not have the chance to see each other again. 

I wondered when Big Foot would arrive with the jerky. 
 

*   *   * 
 

"We have the zombie paper secured to the floor of the zombie resistance tent," said the 
radio. 

I nodded, though I knew Jeff could not see me. I'm not sure why I did that. 
"It should take a few hours to work, so we're going to spend the night at the Threed 

hotel." 
Jeff suddenly gasped, and there was a chorus of screams from the other end of the line. 

An excited voice screamed, "The zombies are on their way! They're attacking!" 
 

 
 

"A man covered in blood just burst into the tent!" Jeff exclaimed. I didn't bother to ask if 
it was his own blood or someone else's. Behind him, yelled Jeff, was a zombie. 
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The zombie took two steps into the tent before I heard it fall on the floor, irreversibly 
stuck to the Zombie Paper. I could hear the same man screaming, "He's trapped! It's working!" 

I heard a volley of cheers.  
"We're getting out of here before this gets any weirder, Dr. Andonuts," said the radio. "I'll 

contact you tomorrow with the outcome of our plan." 
"I see," I said. 

 
*   *   * 

 
"The results are quite satisfactory," Jeff assured me. "The zombies are gone and the sun 

has risen. It's like we're in an entirely different town." 
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"The zombies are all stuck to the Zombie Paper and the people of Threed are trying to 
figure out what to do with them. I estimate that normalcy will be restored in approximately 7.29 
days." 

"You've done well, Jeff," I said. For some reason I was pleased that he had taken care of 
Threed's difficulties so handily. 

"Ness says that with the zombies gone, we can access a secret passage that will hopefully 
lead us to Master Belch. Threed is safe for now, but unless we do something about Belch, it 
might come under attack again. The entrance is in the western graveyard. It's not nearly as scary 
in the daylight though. I'll contact you again when we've arrived." 
 

 
 

"Very good," I replied. 
Moments later, the radio buzzed, "Dr. Andonuts, we've arrived at the entrance to the 

passageway. It's very dark inside." 
"Do you see anything you could use to light the way?" 
"I could probably build - " 
The unmistakable roar of a snarling creature replaced Jeff's musing. Ness yelled 

something about a zombie. Paula screamed. I heard Jeff drop the radio and ready his weapon. 
The sounds of combat - of metal on bone, of gunshots - filled my laboratory. Then, 

silence. 
Radio contact was lost once more, but this time, I was sure that Jeff and I would not be 

resuming our communications. 
I felt a twinge of what I believe to have been concern, but I can't be sure without further 

testing. Then I strapped my protective goggles on and continued attaching pieces to the engine of 
the Sky Runner's replacement. 
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Entry #6: The Life of a Calorie Stick 

 
I'd have to say that I'm rather upset with my current situation. 
I've spent most of my life inside this gift box, happily whittling away the days in darkness 

and delight. Five minutes ago, this Charlie Brownish kid came along and stuck his stupid red hat 
right into my business. Before I knew it, I'd been taken hostage in his cute yellow backpack. 

"Hey! Is this one of those... what are they called again, Paula? Calorie Sticks?" he asked. 
"Hey! Is this one of those... what are they called again, pink idiot? Home invasions?" I 

replied, though I knew he couldn't hear me. 
My house became smaller and smaller as the red ruffian sauntered toward Saturn Valley. 

 

 
 

From what I could gather by looking through the small opening in the bag, there were 
three of them: The pink one, the nerd and the red ruffian. I had no idea what my abductors were 
up to, but I could tell that the sun was starting to set. 

"If these kids have a plan as to where we're staying tonight," I thought, "they'd better 
implement it now." 
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"Those tunnel zombies went down really easy!" said the red ruffian. I could hear him 

tapping his baseball bat on the ground, emulating - one might assume - his attacks on the 
"undead." Great: Not only had I been abducted, but I had been abducted by a group of delusional 
mental patients. 

"Be careful with that," said the nerd. "You know what I had to go through in Winters to 
get that bat for you." 

"The zombies might have gone down easy, but so did Jeff's radio," said the pink one. 
"Dr. Andonuts probably thinks we're dead," said the nerd. 
"From what you've told us, how is that any different than the entire last decade?" asked 

the red ruffian. 
"Ness!" the pink one chastised, "That's mean!" 
"But it's true. Truth is all we can count on in the end." 
I doubt anyone else noticed, but the nerd's lips quivered a bit after saying that. 
They continued on in silence. 

The sun had almost set, sprinkling the sky with 
reds, deep blues and violets. It was starting to get so 
cold I was shaking my calories off. But the pink one 
and the nerd didn't seem worried; the red ruffian I 
couldn't see from the bookbag prison. I guess I was as 
relaxed as a guy who's just been abducted by weird 
looking 13-year-olds can be. 

But make no mistake: I knew what they 
wanted me for. My life as a Calorie Stick was nearing 
an end; an acidic end inside the hormone heavy 
stomach of a nerdy teen. Or a pink one. Or *shutter* 
the red ruffian himself. 

Suddenly, the nerd spoke up: "In here," he 
said. All was dark for a moment. Had we taken a 
wrong turn? 

Judging by the bizarre world that stretched out 
before us when the darkness subsided, the answer is 
"Yes. Yes we did." 

"We're here!" yelled the pink one. 
I was doomed. 

 
*   *   * 
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The strange creatures - each one referring to himself as "Mr. Saturn" - told my kidnappers 
that about some kind of factory run by someone calling himself Master Belch. I had no idea why 
they would want to meet up with someone afflicted with a name like that, but these three seemed 
pretty gung-ho about the proposition. After spending the night with a gentleman who resides in a 
garbage can in his home (apparently the doctor of the group; fantastic) they bought some extra 
supplies, and against my better judgment they trotted off to their doom with me in tow. At least 
is was a nice day to die. 

We continued along for a while, with the teens fighting their way through alligators, 
magic bugs and armored frogs. Maybe they knew what they were doing. But it didn't matter. 

I knew that ultimately, I was on the menu anyway. 
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I heard the waterfall before I saw it. But I knew we were approaching it thanks to what I 

was able to view from inside the backpack. The sound didn't hit us until we were almost right on 
top of it though; I believe that was less because the waterfall was quieter than most other 
waterfalls and more because I WAS TRAPPED IN SOME CRIMINALLY INSANE CHILD'S 
NOISE CANCELING BOOKBAG FOR HOURS ON END. 

My captors approached the waterfall, which I was able to steal glimpses of when the red 
ruffian would turn around to speak with his crazy comrades. I was pretty sure I was about to 
witness some kind of Happy-Happiest style cleansing ritual, or perhaps a sacrifice wherein a 
pink girl, a red ruffian and a nerd all drown a defenseless-but-delicious Calorie Stick. Or maybe 
they were just here to practice their jumping uppercuts like that karate guy does every few days; 
I guess already seeking the next challenge, ceremony means nothing to him. 

But something told me that I was about to be wrapped in a blue sheet and sacrificed to the 
blue water. 
 

 
 

"Now what?" asked the red ruffian. 
"Say the password," replied a voice from beyond the waterfall. 
"Is it Justin Bailey underlined with dashes?" asked the red ruffian. "Or is it Narpas 

Sword? No, wait! I got it! It's up, up, down, down, left, right, left, right, B, A, start!" 
I couldn't see him, but I knew that the veins were pulsating on the nerd's forehead. 
"Ness!" he exclaimed, "remember what Mr. Saturn said?" 
"HeAlThFuL aNd dAnDy! BoInG?" 
"No, the other thing!" 
"I hAvE nO SoMeThInG...?" 
I'm pretty sure I could hear the blood vessels pop in the nerd's eyes. Thankfully, the pink 

one intervened before the nerd could use his science to destroy his red hat. 
"Ness, we're supposed to wait three minutes without saying anything!" she yelled, putting 

herself between the two. 
"Oh, that," the red ruffian replied. "I'm not sure I can be quiet that long." 
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*   *   * 

 

 
 

The pink one and the nerd removed their hands from the red ruffian's mouth once the 
door opened from behind the waterfall. Sprawling out before us was a huge factory. A wet mist 
danced in the air, fogging up the windows. I could barely see inside the factory; all I could make 
out were a few foreboding lights. 

I wasn't too keen on going inside, but I knew where the terrible teens were about to take 
me. The best I could hope for was that whatever ate my kidnappers would forget to check the 
backpack and I could spend the rest of my days in the delightful darkness, just like my old gift 
box home. 

Minutes later, my absentminded abductors were bashing, frying and shooting their way 
through loads of bizarre vomit villains and moronic walking footballs who's main method of 
attack was getting stepped on. Within ten minutes we stank of puke, and within a half hour, I was 
sure I'd never be able to wash the funk away. The pink one unchained a few of those Mr. Saturn 
things along the way and they waddled off, presumably to find a bathtub and some industrial 
strength soap. 

At what appeared to be the final room of the factory, the red ruffian kicked down the door 
and the trio rushed in. 

"The jig's up, Belch!" 
It was unoccupied. 
"This has got to be it," said the red ruffian. "This is last room in the factory!" 
He turned around. I started at the strange electronics attached to the wall. 
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Suddenly, a vile voice boomed through the tiny room. 
"So you are Ness? ...I see... Gyork! Gyork! Gyork!" it said. I felt the red ruffian ready his 

baseball bat. "I'll take you down big time, so get ready for the worst fight of your life! Get ready 
to feel the pain of true nausea!" 

I never saw the source of the voice, but I could smell it. Through all the burping and 
expelling of stinky gasses from the monster, I heard the sounds of combat. I could tell they were 
getting nowhere against the beast. 

Then the red ruffian took a heavy a hit and fell on his back, nearly crushing me. 
"We're fresh out of options!" the red ruffian exclaimed. 
"Nothing is fresh around here," replied the pink one. 
"Wait!" said the nerd. "You know what to do, Ness!" 
"That's right!" 
The bookbag opened, bathing me in subtle light and overt stink. The red ruffian reached 

into the sack, brushing up against me. I figured it was my time to be eaten, to recover hit points 
like I had been made to do. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad. Maybe where I was going, I'd finally be 
able to see Grandma and Grandpa Bread Roll again. 

Instead the hand grabbed the jar that had been sitting next to me since my abduction. 
"Chew on this, you freak!" 
I couldn't see what had happened, but I knew the tide of battle had turned. With one final, 

massive blow, the red ruffian splattered puke all over himself, his friends, the walls, and 
probably people living as far away as Winters. 

All was quiet for a moment. 
"Let's head back to Saturn Valley," said the pink one. 

 
*   *   * 
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When we reemerged in Saturn Valley, the first thing we did was clean up in the nearby 
hot springs. The Mr. Saturn were happy to see the teen trio and expressed their gratitude as best 
as their odd vocabulary would allow. 

While my captors enjoyed a cup of tea with Mr. Saturn and reminisced about how their 
power had grown, my eyelids became like cinder blocks and slid down over my eyes. 
 

 
 

*   *   * 
 

When I woke up, I was surrounded by darkness. The horrendous stench was gone; so was 
the incoherent chattering of 100 Mr. Saturn. For a moment, I forgot I had been kidnapped. Had it 
all been a dream? 

I sensed motion. We were on the move, but I could hardly see. Cool and humid, the 
moisture stuck to one's skin. We must have been in some kind of cave. 
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Soon the light shone again without warning, blinding me. It took a few moments to 
readjust. When I did, a valley of foliage stretched out before me. This place wasn't like the path 
to the factory; it was surrounded by mountains on either side. Despite the relaxing scenery, 
something felt horribly out of place and I was stuck smack dab in the middle of it all. There was 
nothing I could do by hang on for dear life. 

I could hear them stalking through the meadow, watching. Then they surrounded us. 
 

 
 

The nerd said they should conserve their power for the battles to come. They ran into 
another cave. 

Darkness again. 
Then I saw it. 
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*   *   * 
 

My kidnappers were exhausted. The ancient evil kept pounding away their energy and 
nothing they did was enough to destroy the monstrosity. The red ruffian reached into the 
bookbag. 

"I think I've still got a bomb in here!" he said. I knew he didn't; he had used it earlier to 
fend off an alligator attack. 

His hand wrapped around me and the next then I knew, I was sailing straight towards the 
monster's massive mouth. 

"Take that!" he yelled. 
My tiny body smacked the fiend right between the eyes. The dirt holding him together 

collapsed and his mouth disappeared into the avalanche. The red ruffian - Ness - picked me up, 
dusted me off, and put me back inside his bookbag. 

"That's the best Calorie Stick ever!" said the pink one. 
Soon, we stepped through the final entrance to a calm place. I'm not sure what it was, but 

it made me feel reborn. Maybe my captors weren't the crazy, evil kidnappers I thought they were. 
Maybe it was my destiny to aid them on their weird and wonderful journey. Maybe my life had a 
purpose after all. 

"Well, after all that, I'm a little hungry," said the red ruffian. 
The plastic wrapper of a big chocolate chip cookie crinkled beside me, but then I could 

feel his hand clasp around my neck. The last thing I remember seeing were his fangs bared 
against me, his insidious mouth gaping with crazed anticipation. 

I hate it when I'm right. 
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Entry #7: Of Moles and Miners 
 

I watched them walk out of the traffic jam and saunter into the Last Chance drugstore. 
Something about them kept me transfixed, even though I knew I should be hiding from them. If 
they came this way... if they saw me... 

I waited for the three of them to come out of the store and I expected them to disappear 
back into the sea of cars and trucks that stretched out as far as I could see. But instead, they 
walked right towards me! One of them had a baseball bat, the other had a gun. The last one had a 
frying pan that was just about big enough to crush my body and cook me up before I was even 
dead. I tried to hide behind a cactus, but I was shaking so hard that it didn't make much of a 
difference. 
 

 
 

"What's going on behind that cactus!?" asked the boy with the red hat. 
"It's an ambush!" exclaimed the well-dressed boy with the glasses. He pointed his gun at 

me. I thought I was about to die! 
The three of them surrounded me. I put my hands over my head and quivered like a little 

brown leaf in the wind. 
"Hold on, guys. It's just a baby mole," said the girl. She put her frying pan down and 

scooped me up off the sand. I was afraid that they might hurt me still, but when the boys put their 
weapons away, I calmed down a bit. "You want to come with us for a while?" she asked, 
scratching under my chin. 

"Whatever we do, let's do it fast," said the well-dressed boy. "This heat is nearly 
unbearable. We're going to get sunstroke if we just stand here all day." 

"Wow, he's smart!" I thought. "He must be a scientist!" 
The baseball player took off his hat, put me on his head and put the cap over me so that I 

would be protected from the sun. I could see out from under brim. 
Just like that, we were off. 

 
*   *   * 
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A few sunbathers were out taking 
advantage of the perilously hot, sunny day. 

"Aren't you afraid you'll burn yourself?" 
asked the girl as we passed by on our way to the 
city of Fourside. 

"Aren't you afraid that your dress is 50 
years out of style?" he replied. 

"Studies show that prolonged exposure to 
ultraviolet rays can mutate one's cells, creating a 
much higher risk of cancer," said the scientist. 
"Also, you could wind up with a really wicked 
sunburn. You can see that I'm very pale. It's for 
my own protection." 

"Okay, then you're blocking my cancer. 
Could you kids go bother someone else?" 
 

*   *   * 
 

About two miles later, we came across a 
sign warning of a very important, missing contact 
lens. The scientist said it was apparently a family 
memento of a man named Penetella Giovanni. 

"What? The wacky and magical comedy duo of Penn and Teller lost their contact lens? 
Ness to the rescue!" 

"No Ness. It's one man named Penetella," said the girl. "It just sounds the same. That all." 
"First I'm going to get Teller to talk!" screamed the baseball player. "Then I'm going ask 

to see a card trick!" 
I think the scientist was upset for some reason after that, but I don't know why. 

 
*   *   * 

 
The baseball player examined the shiny object in his hand, then gave it to me to hold on 

to. I gripped it with my little paws as tightly as I could. This was an important job and I wanted 
to do it right! 

"I can't believe we found Penn and Teller's contact lens!" 
"Actually, neither can I," said the scientist. "The probability of us finding it out here in 

amongst all these granules of sand was about 1 to 100,000,000,000, or approximately the odds of 
an Xbox 360 continuing to function after its second day in operation." 

"A what box?" asked the girl, scratching her head. 
The scientist stopped making eye contact with the girl. "Oh, right, that hasn't happened 

yet. Just... forget I said anything." 
He chuckled sheepishly, scribbled something in his notepad, and was quiet for quite a 

long time. 
 

*   *   * 
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We had only been traveling for a few hours, but I could tell that my new friends weren't 
feeling very good. It was getting so moist under the cap from the baseball player's sweat that I 
had to lift it all the way off his head every few minutes to let out the steam. 

Then, up ahead I saw a big metal monster! I ducked under the hat and hoped for the best. 
If anyone could beat that baddie, it was these three! 

"Kill it with fire!" I squeaked. 
 

 
 

"It's some kind of construction site," said the girl. "But why is it way out here in the 
desert?" 

"Who cares," said the baseball player. "They've got a place with a roof and hopefully 
some water. Let's go." 

We came across a man in a hard hat who was observing a hole in the ground. It looked 
like a great place to live! Maybe he was building his new home. 

The girl gestured with her hand as she spoke: "Excuse me, sir, but my friends and I - " 
The man grabbed her hand and started shaking it violently. 
"George Montague is my name and mining is my game!" exclaimed the burly man. "And 

I'm just famished. My wife forgot to pack my lunch again today, probably because she's on 
vacation in Summers right now. If you kids had any food to spare, I'd certainly appreciate it!" 

"Well, actually... if you wouldn't mind letting us rest in your trailer for a while, we'd be 
glad to share some of our food with you," said the girl. 

"What kind of food do you like?" asked the baseball player. "I've got a Calorie Stick right 
here..." 

I don't know where it came from, but I distinctly heard a tiny voice yelling, "You red 
ruffian!" 

"...but it's sort of a good luck charm for us. I was about to eat it myself the other day, but 
I decided to hold on to it." 

"How about a Skip Sandwich?" asked the scientist. 
"That would hit the spot!" said George. "I'll tell you what - my brother Geraldo and I are 

looking for buried gold here in this mine. The first gold I find I'm going to give to you." 
A moment later, as George was taking his first bites of the sandwich, a second metal 

monster roared up next to us! We were lucky that the first one was sleeping, but now we were 



43 

 

doomed! I covered myself with the baseball player's hat as if it were a big blanket and prayed for 
the beast to take pity on us. 
 

 
 

"Ah, speak of the devil!" yelled George. A man stepped out of the monster! He had 
tamed it! We were saved! 

"This is my brother, Geraldo." 
"Hello!" he said, with a tip of the construction hat. 
"Geraldo, could you escort our new friends to the trailer? They've earned themselves a 

good night's sleep," said George. 
"I don't know what you did to make my brother so fond of you," said Geraldo, "but come 

with me, kids. Looks like you could use a rest." 
In the morning we walked into the tunnel that would lead us to Fourside. I was a little 

nervous - I've never left the desert before - but I was also really excited! I felt so safe with my 
new friends, I knew nothing bad was going to happen to me. I fell asleep while we walked over 
the bridge, as the cool, salty air washed over me. 
 

*   *   * 
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When I woke up it was night time, but the world was on fire. The tallest buildings I had 
ever seen stretched into the sky like giant cacti! It was the most amazing thing I'd ever witnessed 
in my life! 

"That guy was your neighbor?" asked the girl. "He was the one that kidnapped me!" 
"He was always a huge jerk, but this is low, even for him," replied the baseball player. 

"Anyway, we don't have time to worry about that right now. The Runaway Five are playing at 
the Topolla Theater down the street. Why don't we drop in on them and see how they're doing?" 

The scientist scratched his head. 
"Runaway fire? That sounds dangerous... but intriguing." 

 
*   *   * 

 
The best song I'd ever heard echoed through the hallway of the theater as we stepped out 

of the big, confusing place with all the lighting and more people than I'd ever seen in one place. 
The scientist frowned and rubbed his ears. 
"Exposure to music with a high decibel level has been scientifically proven to reduce the 

effectiveness of one's hearing over time much more quickly than natural causes. Conversely, this 
band rocks." 

The baseball player and the girl had to raise their voices to be heard, even with the doors 
to the loud room closed. 

"Where are we going to get a million dollars?" she asked. "They're really in deep this 
time." 

"We'd have to find buried treasure to come up with that kind of... wait! That's it!" he 
replied excitedly. "Let's rob a bank! I can put my hat over my face, and you can -" 

"I have a better idea," said the scientist. "Let's check in with our new friends, George and 
Geraldo Montague. Perhaps they've discovered some buried gold by now." 

The baseball player caught sight of his reflection in one of the mirrors lining the hallway. 
He sighed. 
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"Do you think I should buy some new clothes at the Fourside department store before we 
head out?" he asked. "This shirt is starting to get a little funky." 

"Why waste the money? It's not like we're going to make it into the newspaper or 
something," said the girl. 
 

*   *   * 
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Continued from page 1 
 

Each of them was claiming to be the third strongest of the bunch. It was really bizarre.” 
Geraldo Montague said that in addition to the moles, other 

deadly creatures had taken up residence in the mine, including coil 
snakes, giant ants and crazed ducks. He said he’s confused as to 
how so many nasty creatures could have found their way into his 
mine in a single night. 

“It was almost like something was drawing them there,” 
said Geraldo Montague. 

With the mine pest-free thanks to the help of the teen trio, 
the Montague brothers say they continued digging and came 
across the million dollar diamond not 20 minutes after the teens 
left the site. The pair decided it should be given to their new 
friends as payment for their services, and Geraldo Montague 
chased after the intrepid travelers, catching up them before they 
reached Fourside. 
“They were very pleased with our reward and they said they knew 

just what they were going to do with it,” he said. 
According to George Montague, he befriended the teens on Monday when they gave the 

hungry miner a Skip Sandwich. 
“They didn’t have to do that,” he said. “It was purely 

out of the kindness of their hearts. In return, I told them that 
if I came across any buried gold in the mine, I would give it 
to them. And I’m a man of my word. The fact that they came 
back and cleared out the mine of our little mole problem only 
reinforced their worthiness in my mind.” 

George Montague added that at the time they gave 
him the sandwich, he was hungry enough to eat a pizza, even 
though he despises the cheesy, saucy treat. 

Geraldo Montague says that the teens were on their 
way to Fourside when Monday’s desert traffic jam stopped 
them in their tracks. After the trio crossed the Dusty Dunes 
Desert to beat the bumper-to-bumper traffic, the Montague 
brothers allowed the teens to spend the night in their construction trailer. It was only by chance 
that the teens came back to check on the miners’ progress, he said. 

So how does it feel to give away a million dollars? Pretty good, says Geraldo Montague. 
“Those kids are dynamite,” he said. “They deserve every dime of what we gave them and 

more.” 
Reportedly, the teens traded the million dollar diamond to the management of Fourside’s 

Topolla Theater in exchange for the Twoson-based bluesmen, the Runaway Five, to be let out of 
their performance contract. The exchange apparently took place less than an hour after the 
Montagues parted with the gem. 

Topolla Theater officials did not return our phone calls by press time. 
The Montague brothers say that excavation will continue until the mine is exhausted of 

all valuables or until more giant moles move in; whichever comes first. 

 

A picture of one of the 
alleged giant moles. 

 

One piece of the mega-gem was 
allegedly fitted into a gold ring. 
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Entry #8: I’ve Seen the Lights Go Out in Fourside 
 

 
 

I watched the pathetic human children enter the department store from my perch in the 
(former) manager's office. They looked so content. Tearing them apart was going to be such an 
enjoyable experience. 

I'm not sure why Master Giygas fears these insignificant whelps as much as he does, but 
that is not my concern. My job is to stop their progress... any way I want. Gwaagh! 
 

 
 

First they went to the ATM, presumably obtaining the cash they need for food and new 
weapons. I allowed them to buy their pitiful new popguns and "armored" bracelets; it would be 
all the more entertaining to destroy them easily when they're at their strongest! They would die 
knowing nothing could have saved them! Gwagh! 
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"Go ahead, Ness," I said, licking my lips. "Chew some sugary bubble gum... BEFORE I 
CHEW YOUR SOUL!" Gwagh! Gwagh! 

As they purchased equipment from my soulless human 
wageslaves, one of the children brushed up against the door to 
my office. I put my tentacles against it and breathed deeply. 
Gwagh! I could smell the fresh blood pulsing through her 
young veins. She and her friends were going to make a 
wonderful snack. 

When they were finished feeding their addiction to 
material goods, they rode the escalator to the ground floor and 
headed towards the exit. Seeing them smile and laugh, seeing 
them feed french fries to that disgusting rat Ness keeps as a pet 
under his cap, seeing Ness wanting to hold Paula's hand... 
Gwaaaagh!! My body ached to be clad in quivering childflesh! 
(And possibly to hollow out their skulls and use them as festive 
pencil holders. Gwagh.) 

I wrapped my tentacles around the power switch and 
forced it down. The lights flickered out and a chorus of 
confusion befell the useless humans inside. I rushed down to 
the first floor. 
 



49 

 

 
 

Paula clung to Ness as the idiot scientist boy tried to cobble together a flashlight from 
used chewing gum, two quarters and a pair of dirty socks. I grabbed Paula from behind, silencing 
her with my secret alien technology known as "chloroform." I slipped out the back exit and 
disposed of her lifeless body in the alley behind the department store, right where Master Giygas 
told me to leave her. Then I scaled the wall and leaped through the window and back into my 
office. 

Jeff's makeshift flashlight switched on just as I returned to the security cameras. 
He swung it around wildly looking for his missing comrade. 

"Paula!" he exclaimed. "Where are you?" 
"Gwa, gwa, gwa! Gwaaaaagh!" I laughed. "Suffer the little children!" 
I grabbed the intercom and bellowed, "Ness, customer Ness, please hurry to Paula... 

Gwaaaaaaagh!" 
Watching to two teens get punished by Master Giygas's lesser followers on their way up 

to my office filled me with pleasure. Shocked, scalded and trampled, I was beginning to think 
there'd be nothing left for me to play with when the time came. They needed a little 
encouragement. 

"Ness, customer Ness... Gwagh! Gwagh!" 
Finally, the door swung open and Ness stood before me, beaten and bruised. 
"Where's Paula?!" he demanded. 
"Gwaaagh, Gwarrrgh! You finally made it. This department store is gonna be your grave! 

Gwaaagh. You will be gone, and you'll be burning in... Well, you'll go to heaven!" 
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"You won't," said a voice from behind me. I heard a loud explosion and felt pain down 
my back. Ness jumped forward and delivered a devastating blow to my head. 

Jeff stepped out in front of me and pointed his weapon toward my chest. He did not have 
to fire. 

I leaned on the office wall and began to lose consciousness. I slid down to the floor, 
somehow triggering the emergency power switch. The department store lights flashed back on. 
 

 
 

The last thing I heard was Ness: "Jeff! We've got to go find Paula. I bet Monotoli 
might..." 

"Gwaaaa..." 
I slipped away. 

 
*   *   * 

 



51 

 

I had a vision of Master Giygas. His evil swirled through my consciousness. He told me 
death should not stop me. He said that I should continue to attack Ness and his friends. 

The next thing I knew, I was standing next to my adversary on the streets of Fourside. He 
and Jeff were speaking to a simpleton who was apparently napping in the street. I lunged forth! 

"Gwaagh!" 
My tentacles sailed straight through my victim. He didn't react at all. I tried to see what 

went wrong, but my body was not visible. Gwagh, I knew what I had become. Rage burned 
inside me and I swore to destroy Ness and his friend no matter what the cost. 

The simpleton got up and walked away, shoving past a group of spectators. Then 
the boys headed into the adjacent bar café. 

 

 
 

"According to Everdred, we've got to check out the area behind the bartender - I mean, 
behind the server," said Jeff. 

"How can we do that?" asked Ness. 
"I'm not sure." 

A wretched barfly stared intently in my direction. Could 
she see me? 

"Gwaagh!" I yelled. 
She smiled ever so slightly. 
"I think I've found something!" said Jeff. I could sense a 

glorious evil just beyond reach. 
"Master Giygas!? Are you here?" 
"What's going on?!" exclaimed Ness. 
The room was enveloped in a bizarre light. 
??? 

 
*   *   * 
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The café was pitch back, save for a few dim, red lights. The music from the 
jukebox skipped and scratched, and came out an octave below what it should have been. Ahh, we 
were in Giygas's hands now. Gwagh! 

"Where the heck are we?" asked Ness. He readied his bat, not knowing what else to do. 
Simple boy; always resorting to violence. 

The barfly climbed upon the table and a crowd gathered around her. They wiggled and 
slithered and screeched with glee. 
 

 
 

"Do you know whose bones will be on display here?" she asked, staring into Ness's eyes. 
"The answer is... your bones. My bones. Bone's bones! Bone bone bone!" 
 

 
 

The other patrons danced in ecstasy around her, chanting, "Bone bone bone." 
Gwagh! The foolish children’s' pea brains couldn't fathom what was going on. Master 

Giygas's evil is so deliciously overwhelming. 
Ness bolted for the door and Jeff, not wanting to be left alone in this place, followed. 
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The barfly screamed before they could get out the door: "Welcome to Moonside!" 
 

 
 

Moonside's moon shone brightly outside, but blackness seemed to seep from everything 
around us. 

"This is highly illogical," Jeff said. 
"I've felt something like this before," said Ness. "This is what it felt like in Carpainter's 

shack back in Happy Happy Village. That crazy statue is causing this and my neighbor Pokey's 
boss is somehow involved. I know it. Follow me." 

The pair started off down the dark streets. I again tried to attack them, but to no avail. 
 

 
 

"Gwagh! Gwagh!! Master Giygas! How can I carry out your will if I can't affect the 
world around me?!" 
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As I raised my tentacles in frustration, fire shot up next to me. From the flames came 
a living hydrant. Another gesture brought a distorted clock that wailed for blood. Gwagh! 

"Thank you Master Giygas! Thank you!" 
I sent wave after wave of enemies shrieking after the pinhead children. They had no idea 

what was going on until Jeff was hit from behind by a crazed gas pump. 
"Justice is served! Gwa gwa gwa! Gwaaaargh!" 
I watched Ness dragging his friend's nearly dead body though the neon streets. I allowed 

him a small respite, just to see what his tiny brain would tell him to do next. 
He tried to get the attention of a Moonside native. 
"Excuse me sir, my friend and I are hurt! Is there somewhere to rest around here?" 
"Hey! Parking meters! And you're walking around!" he replied. 
"Please! I need help!" 
"Welcome to Moonside," he replied. "Moon moon moon. Si si si oon oon de." 
A man apparently dressed for the beach stared at the teens. 
"Hello..." he said. 
"Can you help us?" Ness asked desperately. "I think my friend is dying! He needs - " 
"And, goodbye!" 
Ness and Jeff vanished. I should have destroyed them when I had the chance! 
"No! Gwagh! GWAAAAGH!" 
I searched for those pathetic children for several hours, but I couldn't find any trace of 

them. Had they escaped somehow? I entered the Moonside Hotel one last time. 
They had to be here. 
A Moonsidian lounged on a nearby chair, her mouth twisted into a strange grin. Soon, 

Ness and Jeff emerged from one of the rooms across the hallway. 
"Gwagh! Excellent" I said. They appeared to be somewhat healed of the injuries my 

minions inflicted upon them, but I was going to see to it that this condition did not last for long. 
We again stepped out into the Moonside nightscape. 
 

 
 

Instead of roaming about, this time it appeared the duo knew where they were going. 
"How amusing. Gwagh! The children have a plan." 
As they darted off, they ran past a small puppy in a party hat. 
"Yes, that's wrong. It's my birthday," he said. The rat Ness keeps under his baseball cap 

took one look at the beast and hid away again. 
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I sent another group of monsters to wear them down, but this time, instead of fighting as 
hard as they could, Ness and Jeff did their best to avoid battle. 

"Gwagh! Where are they going!?" 
Suddenly, I knew where they were headed. 
"Master Monotoli and the statue! Minions, kill them on sight! Kill them NOW!" 

 
*   *   * 
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They had followed the lightning to Monotoli's Moonside dwelling. I tried to stop them 
with my monsters, but the power of this place prevented them from getting too close to 
Master Monotoli and the Mani Mani statue. 

Gwagh! All I could do was watch! 
 

 
 

Ness's bat shattered a window less than six inches from Master Monotoli's head. 
"Where's Paula!?" Ness demanded. He wound up for another swing. 
"Don't do anything to me!" yelled the old man. "I am... I am not Monotoli!" He faded into 

the night, leaving  the Mani Mani statue to face Ness alone. 
 

 
 

"Hello, boy..." it hissed. 
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*   *   * 
 

With a final mighty blow, Ness shattered the nightmare statue. 
"Gwagh!" I gwaghed. 
For a moment nothing happened. I wondered if I had gotten the last laugh after all. 
Without warning, the entirety of Moonside rumbled. My minions evaporated before me. 

Gwagh! Everything started fading away! 
Ness and Jeff disappeared. I desperately tried to get at them, but I couldn't get any closer. 

Gwaaaaagh! No! 
I could hear Master Giygas speaking to my mind. He told me I had failed. And failure 

would not be tolerated.  
I felt my consciousness slipping away once more. 
"No! Give me another chance! Master Giygas! No! Gwagh! GWAAAAAGH!!!" 
My last thought was that even though he had defeated me, Ness would never see his 

beloved Paula ever again. Gwagh! GWAAAaaa.... 
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Entry #9: Summers Vacation 
 

My new friends Ness and Jeff told me that it wasn’t necessary for me to come along with 
them to the Dusty Dunes Desert to get the trout yogurt machine that their inventor friend sent 
them, but I know that they were just being modest. I mean, I’m totally helpful and junk! And I 
need to make sure that Master Pokey gets his favorite yogurt. It’s like my job and stuff, right? 

We finally found the yogurt machine in some stinky cave filled with beavers or 
something about an hour ago, and we started walking back to the city because Ness had spent his 
bus fare on a Picnic Lunch and a Skip Sandwich to give to those greedy hairballs. 

“Hey Jeff!” I yelled, “Is that Paula chick you’re trying to find your girlfriend or 
something?” 

“Uhh, no, Electra. She’s not,” he replied. Jeff nodded his head towards Ness. 
Ness blushed a bit. 

“Hey Jeff! Where did you learn all that science stuff?” 
“Well, my father is the famous scientist, Dr. Andonuts. That’s the nature. The nurture 

comes from –” 
“Hey Jeff! Those bottle rockets look dangerous. Are they dangerous?” 
“Highly. If one isn’t careful, one could seriously injure oneself or perhaps –” 
“Hey Jeff! Have you ever killed a man?” 
“Yes.” 
“Hey Jeff! What’s that big machine doing out here in the desert?” 

 

 
 

“They’re still digging?” Ness asked. 
“Affirmative,” replied Jeff. “There’s a good chance that there are more diamonds to be 

had.” 
“My ex-boyfriend gave me a diamond ring once, but it turned out to be a twisty tie. I hate 

twisty ties,” I said. “But I do like bread. Bread is a word my boyfriend used when he meant 
money, so I guess it’s a little funny when you think about it. Hey Jeff! Are you okay? Your 
forehead just got all veiny and stuff.” 
 

*   *   * 
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By the time we made it to Fourside, it was already night. The sky was totally lit up and 
junk, just like always. 
 

 
 

After we got back to Master Pokey’s office building, I invited the boys up to my room to 
try out the trout yogurt machine and Ness and Jeff stared at the elevator operator’s hips the 
whole 48 floors up. We had to walk through a few empty offices to get to where I live. 
 



60 

 

 
 

Right when I was about to ask Jeff where he got his sweet glasses, we were totally 
stopped by a security robot. 

“Please say the password in 10, 9, 8…” 
“Like, password?” I asked. “No one ever told me a password.” 
“I’ve got his one on lockdown,” said Ness. “All you have to do is wait three minutes 

without saying anything.” 
“…2, 1. Terminate intruders.” 
“Well THAT didn’t work,” said Ness. He quickly swung his baseball bat at the robot and 

smashed it to pieces. 
“Ohh, so that’s why I wasn’t able to tell him the password,” I said. 
“What do you mean?” asked Jeff. 
“Well, I don’t have a baseball bat,” I said. Then Jeff’s forehead got all veiny again and I 

ate the candy bar I found in my apron. 
 

*    *    * 
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“It’s another one of those security robots,” said Jeff. “But this one seems… different.” 
“It’s because he’s eating a bologna sandwich,” I said. 
“I can’t believe I’m saying this, but she’s right,” Jeff said. 
The bologna bot came out swinging; it totally didn’t even ask us for a password! Ness 

and Jeff whacked it as hard as they could, but they weren’t gaining any ground from what I could 
see. The robot just kept eating those sandwiches. 

All of a sudden, some guys rushed into the room! It was the Runaway Five! Lucky 
quickly ducked behind the robot. 

“I flipped the switch and it stopped. Ha ha ha hah… Geez, what a loser robot. It was so 
easy to stop!” 

“Oh, thank God!” I yelled. “One time I had a robot vacuum and it kept cleaning after it 
should have stopped. It was a lot like this!” 

“Where’s Paula!?” Ness exclaimed. He burst though the door. I was going to follow him, 
but one of the Runaway Five was grooving on me, so I let Ness and Jeff take care of it. 
 

*     *     * 
 

I guess Pokey took off and Mr. Monotoli was totally mellow, because the next thing I 
knew, we were on our way to a place called Threed. I heard about Threed on the news and junk; 
it was overrun by zombies or whatever. But not anymore; Ness and his friends fixed it. We also 
found Paula and I guess she’s pretty, so that’s cool for Ness. 

Fourside looks pretty cool at night in a bus. 
 

 
 

When we pulled up to Threed, Ness and Jeff and Paula got out and I came with them 
because, like, where else would I go? Lucky told us that we were always welcome as guests of 
the Runaway Five, and then I asked about the sixth member of the band. Everyone got quiet and 
left after that. 
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Threed is pretty beautiful, except for some parts. We had to walk through the graveyard 
to get to Jeff’s flying machine thing. It was all creepy and stuff but Ness said that it was even 
worse a few days ago. I don’t know how it could have been worse but whatever; I guess I 
believed him. 
 

 
 

By the time we found Jeff’s spaceship or whatever it was, some dudes from Threed had 
totally remixed that stuff, so it was almost ready to rock n’ roll. All Jeff had to do was play with 
some wires or whatever and then let ‘er rip. All I gotta say is, wow! If you believed in aliens 
before this Sky Runner thing, maybe you’d rethink all that stuff after taking a ride in it! It’s 
amazing! 
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After an hour or two, we landed in some old man’s lab. He was totally hanging out with 
some freak in a loincloth, so I’m not too keen on this dude’s sanity. But he was able to fix the 
Sky Runner, no problem. All we need to do was kill a few hours. I guess this Paula chick is 
into darkness because she suggested we go hang out in the cave across the way. 

I was not into that at all, so I hung out outside the entrance. 
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It wasn’t long before Ness and Paula and Jeff came out of the cave and they were all 
happy and whatever. Paula was telling me about some kind of giant mushroom man they fought, 
but I wasn’t too keen on believing that. 
 

 
 

She did draw this awesome picture of him, though, and she was all about the “rainy 
circle” she said they found afterwards. Maybe… maybe these kids are stronger than I think. 
 

 
 

Okay, so the old man fixed the UFO better than Jeff could and I guess we have to go to 
Summers now. Without Master Pokey to give me work, I’m free as a bird anyway. They told me 
I gotta pay off these college loans even if I didn’t actually get a degree, so it looks like I’m in the 
market for a new job. 

Off we go! 
 

*   *   * 
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That’s totally the last time I let Jeff drive! But at least we’re in Summers. It's beautiful! 
And there are plenty of shirtless dudes to make me hot under the apron. 
 

 
 

But when I was talking to Paula about it, she was kinda steamed because Ness was 
talking to some other chick who was about four years older than him! Total burn, dude! I hope 
Ness realizes what he’s doing to poor Paula! 
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*     *     * 

 
The hotels here are totally high class in a different way than Master Pokey’s office, that’s 

for sure! I can almost feel the tips pouring from the fingers of the hotel guests. I mean, look at 
this stuff! It’s totally high class. A girl could make a sweet living here in paradise… 
 

 
 

All of this awesome stuff and Ness and Paula and Jeff wanna spend their time hanging 
out at this nowheresville Stoic Club place. They told me it has to do with some kind of “magic 
cake” but that stuff sounds sketchy to me. I guess I made up my mind anyway – I’m gonna grab 
a job at the Summer’s hotel serving guests trout yogurt from the machine these little guys gave 
me. In the mean time, I’m gonna stare at this rock like everybody else and hope no one notices 
that I don’t know what the heck I’m talking about! 
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I said goodbye to Ness and Paula and Jeff this morning. They were cool about it; Jeff’s 
veiny forehead even went away for a minute when I told him; I guess he was worried about me. 
When they left, I watched them hang out with some chick from the Stoic Club for a few minutes 
until they ate some cake or something; but it must have been some pretty crazy pastry because 
they all seemed to black out for about an hour and a half after eating it. 

Hmm… I guess that magic cake stuff was as sketchy as I thought! 
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Entry #10: Prince Poo and the Sewers Too 
 

Though I do not know why, I awoke early today, filled with a strange mixture of 
excitement, anticipation and dread. After slipping on my gi, I surprised the Mu master with a 
cheerful greeting. He smiled, though I could see the seriousness in his eyes. 

"Today you must complete you Mu training, Prince Poo," he said. "You have an 
important destiny to fulfill, not only as the Prince of our wonderful land of Dalaam, but also to 
preserve the well-being of our entire planet." 

"There is much that rests on my young shoulders, Mu master," I replied. "However, I 
intend to triumph for our people and the people of this whole world as well." 

"Very good, young prince. Then you must go the highest point of Dalaam and meditate 
on the true meaning of Mu. It is up to you to take the correct path when you arrive. Remember 
your Mu training up to now and concentrate on nature's pure energy." 

I bowed to my master and headed from the castle to find my destination. I looked back 
only once, praying that the positive karma of my ancestors, living and dead, would travel with 
me this day. 
 

 
 

Walking through town, I greeted my subjects with bows and smiles. But like the Mu 
master this morning, they must has sensed my will to succeed, for none of them asked me to say 
with them for very long. By the time the village had become a speck on the horizon, I could see 
my destination atop the highest hill in the land. 

I climbed up and began meditating. 
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I was vaguely aware of someone calling my name, but I knew it was a terrible deception. 
I concentrated even harder on the truth inherent in Mu. 

I sensed him before I saw him, but we were indeed aware of each other's presence. 
Slowly, the ancient made himself visible to me. 
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"Prince Poo!" he boomed. "I know who you are and why you are here! I am the spirit of 
your ancient lineage. To complete your trial, I am going to break your legs. You will lose the use 
of them." 

My heart began beating faster. 
"Do you accept this?" 
"For the good of my people and all people, I do." 
I felt my bones break, but the meditation kept me from feeling any pain. Next, I felt a tug 

on my arms. The ancient spirit had torn them off and fed them to the crows. 
"Ahh, Prince Poo... Without arms and legs you can only lie there. Now I shall make your 

inventory pathetically small, so you will one day be forced to make a decision between keeping a 
sweet healing item or throwing it away for something stupid like a machine that produces trout 
yogurt. Do you accept this? 

"I must," I replied, saddened. 
"Now Prince Poo, but a single indignity that remains. In the future,  players will care 

about nothing but guns and graphics. The youth of tomorrow will flock to gritty games, and 
heartwarming tales like this one will be a thing of the past. Do you accept this?" 

Every fiber of my body screamed "Nooo!" But I heard myself say, "Yes, I must!" 
There was a flash, like lighting, and I could no longer see my tormentor. However, I 

knew the ancient spirit was smiling; not because he had broken me, but because I had passed his 
test. 
 

*   *   * 
 

I had never been more happy to see the 
familiar arches of the palace entrance. As I walked in, 
the Mu master was there to greet me. 

"You have done well, young prince!" he said. 
"Thank you," I replied. "It is your training that 

aided me the most in my endeavor." 
The Mu master grimaced. 
"What is wrong, teacher?" 
"There is something I have been keeping from 

you, prince. I shall relay a message to you from 
Eternity. The evil entity that controls all wickedness, 
Giygas, is preparing for the greatest struggle of all 
time. The only ones who can challenge the entity are 
three boys and one girl. The one named Ness is the 
leader of the four. One of the boys is you, Prince Poo. 
Now that you've completed your training, search out 
Ness at once. For all beings, for the earth Herself. I 
pray for growth in the might of the four." 

I felt a new power surging through me. The 
legendary teleport magic was now at my command. 
Was it the Mu training, I wondered, or the prayers of 
my master that had given me access to this new 
energy? 
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Before I could find an answer, I instinctively used the teleport magic to find my way to 

Ness, my new leader. 
"My name is Poo. I am the one who will fight beside you," I said to my new friends. "I 

am the servant of Ness. I will obey Ness. My life is in your hands." 
The one I knew to be Ness conferred with the girl whose name I knew was Paula, by the 

grace of the ancient ones. 
"Is he for real?" 
She placed her fingers to her temples and closed her eyes. The others stared at me in 

wonder and suspicion. Finally, Paula nodded. 
"There's no doubt: This boy is the fourth chosen one." 
Ness smiled. 
"Welcome, Prince Poo," said the second boy. "My name is Jeff. I'm a scientist and a 

scholar." 
"It's wonderful to meet you all," I said. 
For the first time, I observed the place in which I had appeared. In some ways, it was not 

unlike Dalaam. It was very warm and dry. However, there were giant pools of water, big enough 
for hundreds to bathe in at the same time! 

"Hey dude!" said a man who had walk up to us while we were talking. "That's one gnarly 
outfit!" 
 

 
 

A woman who I assume was the man's wife was not too far behind. She held a strange 
machine to her eye that produced light. 

"Whoa! Do you know who this is? It's the Prince of Dalaam! His name is Poo!" 
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She smiled and light flashed from her eye. 
 

 
 

Apparently my reputation precedes me! I said hello to the strange pair and then continued 
on my way. However, none of this trivial celebrity status matters. What we must do is save 
Mother Earth. 

"What is our first move, master Ness?" 
The red-capped one thought for a moment, then: "It looks like we'll find some answers at 

the Summers Museum." 
"Please, lead the way, friends," I said. Paula smiled, grabbed my hand and pulled me 

towards a bizarre looking building. 
 

*   *   * 
 

"I hope that tiny ruby wasn't some kind of priceless Dalaamiese treasure," said Paula. 
I shook my head. 
"It was merely an attractive pieces of red glass," I said. "I am unsure why that man was so 

interested in it." 
"There's plenty about the world outside of Dalaam you need to be filled in on," said Ness. 
Jeff gasped. I was worried he was in pain until he explained what was going on. 
"These... these are the ancient hieroglyphics of Scaraba!" he exclaimed. 

"Can you read them, Jeff?" asked Paula. 
"What kind of scientist do you think I 

am?" he asked. He leaned in for a closer look. 
"They... they appear to be instructions." 

"What kind of instructions?" I asked. 
"Let's just say that they're our ticket into 

the ancient Scaraban pyramids. Monotoli told us 
that Giygas was trying to keep us away from the 
pyramids, so it's in our best interests to go there 
as soon as possible." 

Ness scowled. 
"How are we going to do that?" 
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"I'm not sure," said Jeff. 
As we walked out of the museum, a strange sound filled the air around us. I readied 

myself to battle Giygas's forces, but Paula put her arm on my shoulder, calming my thirst for 
battle. 

"It's just the phone," she said. "A communication device." 
My muscles relaxed as Ness picked up the receiver. 
"Hello?" 
"Is this Mr. Fork of the Scaraba Cultural Museum?" asked the odd voice on the other end 

of the line. "I'll quickly tell you my story, 'cause I'm busy, busy, busy! I found something so 
extraordinary that mere words could not do it justice." 

"Wait, who are you again?" Ness asked, confused. 
"What do you mean 'Who am I?’ Don't you recognize my voice? It's me, Mr. Spoon from 

the Fourside Museum of Natural History! Look Mr. Fork, I'm not exaggerating this find! I'm 
telling you... It's fantastic! See you soon!" 

The line went dead. It was silent for a moment. 
"What do we do now?" I asked. 
"I guess... I guess we go to the Fourside Museum of Natural History!" said Ness. 
 

 
 

The busy city was almost more than I could handle. There were more people than I had 
ever seen walking and talking; more than I knew existed in the whole world! My new friends 
were unfazed, so I tried to act like they did. Paula must have sensed that I was upset, because she 
grabbed my hand and said, "It's all okay. This is normal. Don't worry, sweet prince." 

I was calmed, but I could see that Ness was suddenly upset as well. Maybe the sights and 
sounds were jarring to him as well. 

Soon we had reached our destination. Inside the peculiar building, Ness nodded to us and 
we snuck past the woman at the counter. Perhaps she was another of Giygas's evil followers? 

After walking past the remains of a truly fearsome looking beast, Jeff approached a man 
in a white coat and began conversing with him. 

"Mr. Spoon, I presume?" 
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*   *   * 

 
"What is a Venus?" I asked, confused. 
"Man, they don't have much entertainment in Dalaam, do they?" said Ness. He was 

walking so fast it was hard to keep up. He said this without looking back at me. 
"It's time for you to experience your first concert!" Paula said. She was beaming. "I'm 

sure you'll love it!" 
"What is a concert?" I asked. 
The other three pulled me inside another huge building, this time larger than even the 

museum! I was starting to feel uncomfortable again. 
"Why are we here?" I asked. 
Ness handed the man at the desk some green papers and he gave my leader something 

called a ticket. After walking though another set of doors, we were surrounded by thousands of 
noisy people! 

"Just sit back and enjoy yourself," said Jeff. "It's a bit loud, but you'll understand once 
you see it." 

Several minutes later, a beautiful woman stepped out on stage. The masses began 
cheering. I was afraid she was going to disrobe; I am far too young to see such a thing! But then 
she began singing the most beautiful melody I have ever heard in my life. 
 

 
 

"You say this is normal?" I asked my companions. 
"Happens every night!" exclaimed Ness. 
I did my best to fit in, but it was not very difficult: Music is a universal language. My 

head bounced and bobbed, just as everyone else did. 
 

*   *   * 
 

"I can't believe you got Venus's autograph!" yelled Mr. Spoon. "And you say she even 
gave you a little 'bonus?'" 
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"Absolutely!" said Ness. "She smacked me right in the face. I still have the red mark to 
prove it!" 

Paula seemed a little upset about Ness's enthusiasm. I am not sure why. Ness handed Mr. 
Spoon the banana husk Ms. Venus had scribbled on earlier. 

"Then... allow me to show you something truly extraordinary." 
Mr. Spoon led us to a room in back of the museum. There was a small, circular entrance 

leading down into the foul-smelling darkness. It was rather similar to a place my friends had 
taken me earlier; a place called "Wal-Mart." 

Without hesitation, we all traveled into the unknown. 
 

*   *   * 
 

"We're almost at the end; I can see the light from the manhole leading out of this place," 
said Paula. 

Then she tripped over something in the darkness. 
"Are you okay?" Ness asked. 
"Yeah... what is this?" 

 

 
 

"It appears to be some sort of power cord, but it is not plugged into anything," I said. 
"Let's follow it to the source," suggested Jeff. 
We did not have to travel very far. 
"Oh, I see. It's connected to this giant rat butt," Jeff said. 
Jeff then did not speak for a moment, but a vein in his forehead began throbbing. 

 



76 

 

 
 

The beast expelled a terrible, guttural screech! I knew that my first real challenge with 
my new leader, Ness, was upon me! 
 

 
 

The beast took a bite with its poisonous fangs! Jeff screamed as it sunk its huge teeth into 
his body! 

Paula chanted a spell and froze the monster, but only for a few seconds. I summoned all 
of my strength and punched the beast in its face. But nothing I did seemed to damage it! 
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Without warming, the monster struck again. Paula was knocked into a nearby wall. I 
doubted she would be able to stand up by herself and the giant blocked her off from us! 

"Paula! Can you hear me!?" Ness screamed. 
There was no response. 
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The beast lunged at Jeff, hitting him in the chest. Jeff slumped to the floor. It appeared 
that we were about to pay the ultimate price in the name of Mother Earth. I was reminded of my 
Mu training: Whatever happened to me, I could not give up! 

Ness was the next to be defeated, yielding to a painful injury inflicted by the monster's 
massive teeth. I was the only one left. 

I took a deep breath and began chanting an ancient lightning spell. I believe the monster 
knew what I was doing; it took a step back and shivered. 

The first blot struck the area next to the beast, but the second wrapped the animal in 
electricity. With a giant groan, the monster fell on its side. It no longer moved. 

One by one, I dragged my unconscious friends up the latter to the outside world. 
I felt an immense power flood over me. My friends revived. 
Later on, Paula drew a picture of the area: 

 

 
 

Victory was ours that day, but it did not come easily. I would need to train harder than I 
ever had before if I was going to be a help to my new friends. 

I don't know what the future brings for us, but I know that I am where I belong. I will 
follow Ness, Jeff and Paula to the end of the world if it means the people of Dalaam - and all the 
people of our world - can finally exist in peace. 

Giygas, know this: We will defeat you! 
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Entry #11: Tombs of the Ancients 
 

“This must be the place,” said the boy in the red cap. 
“Yes, boy! It’s the place of your SHOCKING demise!” I thought. 
We had protected this cave for thousands of years, protected it from the unworthy, the 

unwashed thieves who might come to dishonor us. Up until then, no one had been able to 
conquer the rabid, deadly bunny statues, but these… these CHILDREN found a way through! 
Perhaps they were worthy of the treasures of the Pink Cloud… or perhaps they were simply 
lucky! 

“We will see how lucky they remain!” I thought. 
“I can sense a great evil here,” said the Dalaamese boy. 
I watched them from the shadows. 
“Judging by his garb, this boy is trained in the Mu arts. Perhaps… perhaps they really 

ARE the ones we have been waiting for. We shall see!” 
I snuck behind the children, waiting for the best time to strike. 
“Evil? Do you mean Giygas’s toadies?” asked the female. 
Giygas? Ha! That windbag attempted to woo us to his aid, but never shall the inhabitants 

of the Pink Cloud Cave be swayed to action by anyone! Our eternal duty was to protect the 
treasure of the Pink Cloud, keeping it safe for the Chosen Ones when they came to collect it for 
their important journey. 

“Wait… it is not exactly evil,” said the Mu artist. “But it does not want us to access the 
sanctuary if we are not truly worthy.” 

I respected this Mu artist and his friends; their attitude was indeed worthy of our great 
treasures. 

“But their strength must match!” I thought. 
They climbed the nearby rope and the Mu artist respectfully did not attempt to look up 

the dress of the sassy female. 
“He is saintly indeed; he should prove to be an excellent adversary,” I thought. 
At the top, I watched as the four destroyed my Tangoo brothers with ease. They entered 

the first hole leading to Master Thunder and Master Storm. Now was the time to strike! 
“It’s a Thundermite!” exclaimed the boy in the strange suit. “A normal attack should 

suffice.” 
The boy in the red hat hit me with his strange weapon and the Mu master chanted an 

ancient ice spell! I was damaged, but it was my turn to strike back! The moment for which I had 
waited countless decades was finally at hand! I shot out two blasts of lighting and …AHHH! The 
first missed! But the second flew directly at the female! I was about to DESTROY the unworthy 
intruder! I… WHAT!? The lightning was coming back at me! 
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My own attack struck ME. I felt my life energy wavering. 
“These four children… they are the… CHOSEN ONES!” I said. 
With the last of my energy, I decided to follow these miraculous mercenaries though the 

cave to gauge their progress. It was… very difficult to watch them defeat Master Thunder and 
Master Storm, but at least we knew that these children were indeed the Chosen Ones. Our 
treasure, then, rightly belonged to them. 

They reveled in the glory of the Pink Cloud. 
 

 
 

As we exited the cave, I was so stealthy that the Chosen Ones had no idea that I was 
watching their progress! 

“That Thundermite is totally following us, dude,” said the red capped one. 
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“I know,” replied the one in the suit. “Just humor him.” 
ENTIRELY unnoticed was I! 
“Well, Thundermite or not, we need to get to Scaraba,” said the female. 
“Leave that to me,” said the Mu artist. Without warning, he ran so quickly in a circle that 

I was sucked into his vortex! Next thing I knew, I was surrounded by sand and sun! What kind of 
a place is this!? 
 

 
 

“Okay, now to find a sailor willing to take us to Scaraba!” said the boy in the suit. 
“I have a good idea who to ask,” replied the red capped boy. 
They headed towards a place full of boats. 

 

 
 

*   *   * 
 

“Yarr, I be over me seasickness now,” said the man with the beard. 
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Though the four Chosen Ones seemed to trust him, I thought this captain was worthy of a 
MUTINY! But before I could come out of hiding to suggest that scenario, something shook the 
ship until it nearly tipped over! 

A massive Kraken had discovered us and was ready to destroy everyone! 
 

 
 

“I think we’re going to need a bigger boat,” said the red capped one. 
With a speed I’d never before witnessed, the Kraken grabbed the Mu master in its 

horrible mouth and shook him like a DOG would shake a SMALL ANIMAL. Second later, his 
broken body slammed back on the deck of the ship. 

While the beast was distracted by mauling his friend, the boy in the suit had fashioned 
sort of projectile weapon out of a toothbrush, a metal can and the bubble gum he had been 
chewing. 

“This is for Poo!” he exclaimed. 
The creature reeled from the blast. It swung its tail mightily, barely missing the boy in the 

red hat. The female chanted a strong ice spell and the red capped boy attacked with his strange 
weapon, but the creature continued its assault. 

“Take this, ya salty seadog!” yelled the captain. With a mighty “Yarr!” he threw his 
slippers at the beast! 

The Kraken still drew breath, even after that incredible assault! One slipper still stuck to 
its massive maw, it summoned LIGHTNING from the sky! The bolt raced towards the female. 

She smiled. 
In a flash, the energy had been deflected off of her and back at the monster! It took but 

the SINGLE BLAST to destroy the infamous creature! 
The Kraken sunk back into the sea. Without fanfare, we pushed ahead towards Scaraba. 

 
 

*   *   * 
 

"I can see the Scarabian shoreline!" yelled the Mu master. It was a truly AWESOME 
sight. 
 



83 

 

 
 

A few minutes later we had disembarked. A strange new world of sand and secrets spread 
out before us. 
 

 
 

"I have a feeling that we need to be very careful," said the female. 
 

*   *   * 
 

It had been hours since we landed in Scaraba and the Chosen Ones had set out to find the 
ancient Scarabian pyramid of legend. With much sand building in their shoes and nothing to 
show for it, I was beginning to fear that the pyramid… did not exist. 

Then the silence was broken: “Do you remember Super Mario Bros. 3?” asked the boy in 
the suit. “The pyramid there was HORRENDOUS. I lost more than 15 lives the first time I 
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attempted it. Also, can you recall the pyramid in Final Fantasy V? I was trapped in THAT one 
for days on end with approximately 3 MP and maybe, MAYBE two healing items! And don’t get 
me started on the pyramid from Dragon Quest III!” 
 

 
 

“So what’s your point?” asked the red-capped boy. 
“My personal studies all point to the fact that that if we enter the ancient Scarabian 

pyramid, there is a 98.96 percent chance that we are going to DIE,” he replied, “as well as a 
99.976 percent chance that our deaths will be horribly uncomfortable.” 

“But this isn’t some video game, Jeff,” said the female. “This is real.” 
“Wait, look!” yelled the red capped boy. “Up ahead!” 
I believe we all saw it at the same time: The Scarabian pyramid of legend! Still entirely 

undetected, I followed the Chosen Ones to the wondrous structure. 
“How do we get in?” asked the female. “Hey, you’re pretty ancient and stuff. Have you 

got any ideas, Thundermite?” 
GHA! A mere guess! She could not have seen me following all this time! Before I could 

reply, the Mu master said: “According to what we learned at the Fourside museum, we must 
dance in front of the sphinx. Just like this.” 

The door to the ancient pyramid slid open slowly. For a moment, each of us simply stared 
at the entrance. Then: “Let’s go,” said the red capped one. 

I watched them enter, still entranced by the pure MAJESTY of it all! How I would be 
honored to protect a place like this from intruders! 

In my awe, I didn’t notice the door slamming shut until it was too late! I was trapped 
outside! From beyond the ancient walls, all I could hear was screaming and the sounds of 
combat. 

I decided to cross the body of water in front of me and wait at the pyramid’s exit. There 
was not much else I could do. 

Much time had passed since the Chosen Ones had entered the tomb. I was beginning to 
think that… 

Suddenly, the exit door slid open! The Chosen Ones were injured, but alive! I raced into 
the pyramid; I was not going to miss my chance to see the interior a second time! 
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Just then, the door slid shut once more! I was trapped! 
I examined my surroundings. 
“Well… perhaps this isn’t a bad thing. It must be my destiny to protect the treasures of 

THIS scared place now, instead of Pink Cloud… or else, why would I have been so compelled to 
follow the Chosen Ones here?” 

I wished good tidings to the Chosen Ones, wherever their next adventure took them… 
and then I began waiting to test the next set of Chosen Ones, how ever many thousands of years 
it will take for them to arrive. 
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Entry #12: Deep Dark Dungeon Man 
 

 
 

As much as I'm thankful to Dr. Andonuts for changing me into the Dungeon Man, 
sometimes I get lonely here on the Scrabian coastline, all by myself. That's why I'm always 
happy to meet new people; the people who travel though me. Sometimes they make it all the 
way; other times they decide to turn back. But Ness, Paula and Jeff, despite their youth, are the 
first ones to make it to the end of my dungeon so easily. There's something intriguing about 
them; I feel they somehow need my help, but the only thing I could think of was to accompany 
them on their journey. That way, they would always have access to a phone, a place to sleep, a 
good doctor and plenty of food - though they'll have to go hunting for most of that. 

Things were wonderful for about an hour - then I got trapped between two palm trees. 
There was really nothing else I could do aside from bidding my new friends a painful goodbye. I 
watched them disappear as the sun began to set over Deep Darkness. 

Less than 20 minutes later, the trio had returned! 
"Dungeon Man, we need your help!" said Paula. 
"But Paula, I couldn't possibly help you now. I can't help anyone; I'm stuck!" 
Ness pointed at my massive belly. 
"But you can! You can still help us! You've got an old vehicle collection, right?" 
I did. And I've always been very proud of it, even before I was big enough to carry it with 

me everywhere I go. 
"Sure, but how is that going to -" 
"We need something that can get us through the sea and to Deep Darkness," said Jeff. "A 

simple boat won't suffice; this vehicle has to have a powerful form of locomotion to get us 
through the stew-like consistency of the water surrounding the Deep Darkness coast." 

It turns out I could aid my friends after all! I haven't felt this elated since I first became 
the Dungeon Man! 

"Inside me, you'll find just what you're looking for," I said. "It's next to the bicycle. And 
by the way, the yellow color is purely coincidental." 
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Jeff must be the best mechanic in Eagleland and 
beyond, because not too soon after the trio lugged the 
submarine out of me did Jeff have it functioning again. 

"That's amazing!" I exclaimed, my booming 
enthusiasm shaking the ground around the three. "How 
did you learn to do that." 

He didn't look at me. 
"The man who turned you into a living dungeon 

was - IS - my father." 
"You're Dr. Andonuts's son!? Amazing! Why 

didn't you mention this earlier?" I asked. 
Jeff frowned. I didn't push him. 
Soon, they had loaded their new sub into the 

ocean and were ready to go. Ness waved to me and 
Paula blew me a kiss before slamming the hatch shut. I 
didn't know that the sub had a radio - or maybe Jeff 
installed one, who knows - but I swear I heard music as 
they submerged and headed off to the unknown. 

“We all live in a yellow submarine, a yellow submarine, a yellow submarine…” 
The setting sun set the sea on fire with red and yellow. 

 

 
 

*   *   * 
 

It was a few hours later. I was worried about them. 
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Some of my tenants brought me the telescope I had stashed in my spleen. It had a few 
more coffee stains on it than I remember, but I think I know how that happened. I adjusted the 
telescope until... yes! There they were! My friends had made it to the other side of the sea safely 
and were approaching land! 
 

 
 

I switched on the sonic hearing device that Dr. Andonuts had installed so that we might 
communicate. I figured if I tuned it to the correct frequency, I might be able to hear – 

"This broken down canoe filled with mosquito larvae doesn't exactly inspire confidence," 
said Jeff. 
 

 
 

Eureka! I could follow along with my friends on their adventure now! They took a few 
more steps and Paula stepped on something that went "crack." 

"What that?" she asked, her voice trembling. 
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"It's... it's a dead thing," replied Ness. I knew he was trying to hide his own fear, but he 
wasn't doing a very good job of it. 

Jeff adjusted his glasses and got down on his knees to get a better look. 
"Technically it's a felis catus, a member of the..." 
His friends stared at him.  
"Okay, it's a VERY dead thing. Let's move on." 
"It's getting dark," said Paula. 
"And the land is getting wetter," added Ness. 
"Jeff, can we use the Hawk Eye now?" Paula asked. 
"Not yet," he replied. "We need to use it at the darkest 

point of Deep Darkness, or it won't function correctly. I don't 
know how many 'tries' we get, so we need to save it for when 
there is the least amount of light visible." 

"Oh. Okay," said Paula. She was quite uneasy. 
 

*   *   * 
 
 
 

 
 

"We'll have to enter this area if we want to continue," Jeff informed the group. 
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"Wait," said Ness. "I'm having some kind of a flashback..." 
He put his index fingers on his temples and closed his eyes hard. 
"Someone once told me that 'do not enter' means just that: Don't enter." 
"Do you want to save the world from Giygas?" Jeff asked. 
Ness nodded. 
"Then over the barbed wire and through the marsh to parts unknown you go," he said. 

 

 
 

"It's getting darker," said Paula. 
"And the ground is getting even squishier," said Ness. 
"Can we use the Hawk Eye now?" Paula asked. 
Jeff just kept slogging through the swamp. 

 

 
 

A minute later, it was almost pitch black. I could hardly keep the kids in the sights of my 
telescope. All I could hear was the sloshing of the water around them as my friends trudged on. 
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"It's really, really dark!" Paula yelled, almost in a panic. I bet he didn't think Jeff would 
see it, so Ness grabbed Paula's hand and squeezed. That seemed to calm her down a bit. 

"Riding a bike through here would make a wicked noise," Ness muttered. "Not many 
people have done that, I guess." 

"Jeff, can we use the Hawk Eye NOW?!" Paula asked. 
Jeff looked at the sun, which at this point, was more like the moon. 

 

 
 

He simply said "Yes" and held the ancient relic to the sky. Almost as if by magic - heck, 
it probably was - the world of Deep Darkness wasn't so dark anymore. 
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"Oh thank Gourd!" Paula shouted, throwing her hands in the air. 
"Thank who?" asked Ness. 
"You know, the G-man. Nintendo's censors won't allow us to mention Him - or Her, 

possibly - because it might tear families apart or something." 
"So we can't talk about, uh, Sky Daddy, but we can battle child-abducting cults and face-

shredding zombies?" 
"As long as there are no crosses in sight," Paula replied. 
"But what about Castlevania!?" 
"That's not a cross, it's a 'boomerang.'" 
Jeff wasn't listening. 
"Ahh, much better!" he said, stretching his arms toward the sun's warmth. 
Ness didn't have time to revel in the sun. 
"I'm not too sure about that!" 
The light had alerted all kinds of terrible enemies to their presence! Ness grabbed his 

baseball bat from his bookbag. 
"We've got some work to do." 

 
*   *   * 
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Ness, Paula and Jeff had found an area that was slightly raised above the wetness and had 

taken the opportunity to dry off their feet. Each was holding his or her shoes and using the grass 
as a towel for their toes as they pressed on. 

"So where are we going, Jeff?" Paula asked. "I know we have to go this way to stop 
Giygas, but I don't know why." 

"I'm not sure," he replied. "Like everything else on this adventure, we'll know when we 
see it." 

Then he saw it. 
 

 
 

"Signs of civilization!" said Jeff. "Out there in the swamp!" 
Paula sighed and put her shoes back on. They rushed over to the stone structure. 

 

 
 

"This appears to be the architecture style of the ancient Tenda tribe," Jeff said excitedly. 
He pulled a crumbling piece of rock from wall and examined it more closely. "If they still exist, 
the Tendas might know something about stopping Giygas." 
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"Too bad you'll never find that out, spanky!" boomed a disgusting voice from seemingly 
everywhere. "BUUUURP!" 

I could hear my friends gasping. I tried to readjust my telescope to find the source of the 
voice. My friends were so far away at this point that it was getting difficult to follow them. 

Then I saw the most nauseating thing I've ever laid eyes on. 
 

 
 

I couldn't hear everything they said to that nasty pile of puke because they were almost 
out of range of my sonic sensors, but from what I could hear, I gather they've met before. It 
looked like a battle was about to take place when suddenly, the stars themselves fell from the sky 
and scattered the bile barbarian's body like a cream pie saying hello to a sledge hammer. There 
was another person there now... it must have been Prince Poo! And that storm of stars must have 
been the deadly magic he had been sent away to learn! 

They were now totally out of the reach of my audio scanners and my massive telescope 
could barley keep them in focus anymore, so I was glad that the last image of my friends I was 
able to see was them taking shelter in a nearby cave. 

I had a good feeling that whatever was in there was friendly. 
With nothing left to do, I settled in for my first night in my new home among the palm 

trees. Soon a warm breeze had lulled me off to sleep. 
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Entry #13: The Day the Starmen Stood Still 
 
TENDA JOURNAL: 7-10-9X 
 
I'm shy. 
 
We're shy... 
 
Want change. Want friends. 
 
 
TENDA JOURNAL: 7-16-9X 
 
Mom and dad take picture. They're shy. 
 

 
 

TENDA JOURNAL: 7-27-9X 
 
Four children came. Had weird junk. 
 
Looking for book: Overcoming Shyness. 
 
Children kind. Want to help. 
 
Follow. Help. 
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TENDA JOURNAL: 7-28-9X 
 
Children went to cold place. I came too. 
 
Looking for Apple boy. Has book Overcoming Shyness. 
 
Many battles. Scared. Red hat boy protect. 
 
Friends...? 
 

 
TENDA JOURNAL: 7-29-9X 
 
Ness and Paula kind. Poo unfortunate name but strong. And prince! Jeff smart; veiny forehead. 
 
Apple Kid not at old man's lab. 
 
Something is wrong. I am scared. We rest now. 
 
 
TENDA JOURNAL: 7-30-9X 
 
Stonehenge is many rocks. Stonehenge is where many people are trapped. Ness and Poo are 
collecting supplies. Paula and Jeff are waiting at old man's lab for old man. Jeff is... sad? Why? 
 
I am waiting too. 
 
I am someone. I am me! 
 
Friends are kind to me. Friends are good to have. 
 
 
TENDA JOURNAL: 7-31-9X 
 
We are going into Stonehenge. Bad people took old man and Apple boy. We are going to take 
them back. We are going to save them. 
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The stairs are funny colored. 
 
So is the inside of the building. 
 

 
 
There are many enemies around. This is very dangerous. 
 
 
TENDA JOURNAL: ??? 
 
Poo is looking for the Sword of Kings. He says it will help us fight the monsters. He is looking 
and looking. The Starmen are evil, but I feel bad for them. Poo is trashing them relentlessly. The 
rest of friends are very, very tired of fighting. I am very bored and I wish there was no Sword of 
Kings. 
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TENDA JOURNAL: ??? So tired! 
 
It has been many, many days and Poo has not found the Sword of Kings. My friends, however, 
are still good and kind. 
 
Poo is very sad, but he understands that he will not find his sword. 
 
We are going to continue through the base. 
 

 
 
 
TENDA JOURNAL: Sometime in August 
 
We are near the final enemy of the Stonehenge base. Poo never got his Sword of Kings, but I 
think it is going to be okay. I know a battle is coming; a big battle. I know my friends can win; 
they are the saviors of the world. 
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TENDA JOURNAL: 8-??-9X 
 
We are about to fight the final Starman. We've located all the people who have been taken 
hostage by Giygas's henchmen. All we need to do is destroy the head Starman. 
 
Ness and his friends destroyed him easily. Now, because Apple Kid doesn't have it, we're on our 
way to Ness's hometown to find the Overcoming Shyness book. 
 
 
TENDA JOURNAL: 8-17-9X 
 
Because the Apple Kid didn't have it, we've returned to Ness's hometown, Onett, to find 
the Overcoming Shyness book in the Onett library. 
 

 
 
I know my people can benefit from it greatly. 
 
Onett is very beautiful and bright. 
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The Onett library had the Overcoming Shyness book, but Ness isn't interested in showing it to my 
tribe just yet. He said he'd like his friends to meet his mother at his house. We walked up the 
path to where Ness lives. To the left was his neighbor Pokey's house. 
 

 
 
Ness opened the door to his home and invited his friends in. He called out for his mother, and 
she walked down the stairs. She took one look and her eyes lit up. 
 
"Hello, Mom," Ness said. 
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Entry #14: Land of the Lost 
 

We, the Ancient Knowledge Rocks of the Lost Underworld and beyond, cannot stand 
behind the recent strange behavior of the once docile Tenda tribe. 
 

 
 

The Tendas, a normally quiet and reserved people, have begun acting very strangely in 
the past hours. We believe the disturbance to be connected to the arrival of four human youths 
led by the red capped boy, Ness. Before they showed their faces, the Tendas remained almost 
silent throughout the day, tending to their needs in beautiful silence. 

But since the humans came, the Tendas have gotten out of control. For example, one of 
their new pastimes, called "beer pong," involves the ingestion of large amounts of intoxicants as 
well as minor physical activity and loud, obnoxious cheering. 
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The Tendas have also begun utilizing their "Weird Junk" collection to make as much 

noise as possible, often late into the night. Most mornings have become very difficult for the 
tribe as they have complained of a lack of rest and headaches throughout what used to be their 
most productive morning hours. 

 

 
 

Nearly the entire tribe has gone from respectable, self-minding individuals to intoxicant 
swigging, loudmouthed hooligans. 

Observe, for example, Democyan, a once-respectable father who now sleeps all day and 
spends his nights ingesting microbe waste and making rude gestures to his fellow Tendas. 
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This ruination can be traced to the teachings of the young humans. Yet, through our 
collective consciousness, we sense that these children are indeed the saviors of the world. Their 
ruination of the Tenda tribe is a regrettable side affect of the rescue process, but it is still our duty 
to help them achieve their goal of destroying the evil Giygas, destroyer of lands. 

After removing the inhibitions of the previously puritanical Tendas, the young humans 
entered Lumine Hall, a sacred place once inaccessible to all benign living things. It was up to us 
to begrudgingly aid them in their quest. 

"I am a talking rock," we said. 
 

 
 
"Holy crap," replied Ness. 

Throughout Lumine Hall, we aided our new friends with invaluable information, 
including this indispensable tidbit: "I am a talking rock." 
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As Ness and his friends approached the limits of Lumine Hall and the entrance to the 
Lost Underworld - we gave him the indispensable hint "I don't have much to say" - the youths 
met up with the Electro Specter, the strongest villain taking up residence in Lumine Hall. 
 

 
 

It looked as if all was lost until the one they call "Jeff" destroyed the beast with a single 
rocket attack. Then, the four Chosen Ones headed down into the heart of Lumine Hall.  

Without hesitation, they hopped into the entrance to the dinosaur haven. 
 

 
 

We watched their progress from our many perches in the underworld. 
"I feel so tiny," said Paula, "almost like an ant." 
"Hopefully not like the ant I squashed at Giant Step," said Ness. 
"There!" exclaimed the prince of Dalaam, "there in the grass!" 
Two huge beasts grazed on the lush vegetation in the distance. The youths gasped with 

surprise and awe. 
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"Gasp!" said Ness. "I am surprised an awed!" 
 

 

 
 

Paula stared up through the palm trees. She was the last of the four to accept her 
new, diminutive stature. 
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"If the trees are this big," she said, "how about the monsters?" 
Ness shivered a bit. 
"Hopefully we won't ever find out," he said. 
The prince ceased moving and grabbed Jeff's shoulder, stopping him in his tracks. Paula 

and Ness noticed the discrepancy in their formation and stopped walking as well. 
"I think we are about to do just that," said the prince. 
Looking down at them was a giant, terrible lizard that time had forgotten. 

 

 
 

*   *   * 
 

"If one dinosaur took that much out of us, how will we ever defeat Giygas?" asked Paula. 
She was equipped with the peculiar new weapon the Chompasaur had dropped after his defeat at 
the hands of the children. 

"I don't know, but we have to keep going," said Jeff. "We have to keep going for 
everyone you care about. We have to keep going for everyone who exists, even my father." 
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"I'm sorry he hurt you, Jeff," said Paula, "but I know he loves you in his own way." 
At that moment, the four crossed paths with the most knowledgeable of all ancient rocks. 

It called out to their leader. 
"Ness!" 
The four focused on the rock. 

 

 
 

"Listen Ness. I'm going to tell you something very important. You're the chosen one. 
Your destiny is not only yours... It's the destiny of the whole universe. There will be a time in 
which all of you in the universe will overlap each other. Do you remember Giant Step in Onett?" 

"Yeah, with the big nasty ant," Ness replied. 
"That is one of your sanctuaries. It is a spot which gives you power and allows you to 

realize all your skills. You must reach all of the eight power spots; when the Sound Stone records 
the melodies of all eight power spots you can finally see your world." 

"My world?" Ness asked. 
"Listen to the melodies of all eight power spots. If you do not fail, you may upset Giygas' 

plans... Understand, Ness?" 
"No!" he exclaimed. "I don't! Who... who am I?! Why can't I just be a normal kid?!" 
"That's fine," said the rock. "The time will come. The time when the destiny of you and 

the whole universe will overlap... It is fast approaching. You must obtain the final melody at the 
Fire Springs, to the east." 

That's when the most ancient of all rocks ceased speaking. Ness was still confused. He 
pleaded with the rock to give him more information. 

It remained quiet. 
 

*   *   * 
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The four solemnly walked through the giant foliage of the Lost Underworld, in the 
general direction the most ancient rock had told them to go. In their hearts, they knew Ness 
would soon bear the brunt of the responsibility they all shared. 

An enemy - the one known as "Ego Orb" - appeared during this time. 
 

 
 

Ness was so lost in thought that he raised his weapon and slayed the beast in one hit, all 
without removing his hand from his chin. 

Soon, the four had reached the fire rock where no ancients may go. We could sense much 
conflict from within. We knew that Ness and his friends were fighting valiantly for the fate of the 
world. 

Then, a terrible blow. 
Ness, the savior of our world, had collapsed. 
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Entry #15: The Way Things Were 
 
There's something you're trying to remember 
 

and a lot of things you're trying to forget. 
 
You can hear your mother's sweet voice calling you. She and your sister are asking you to stay 
with them forever. The best tree swing in the county blows in the breeze 
 

 
 

and the old barn beckons right up the street; not an adult in sight to keep you from sneaking right 
in 
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and just like always, Dad isn't around. He's never around. 
 
He missed your birthday again. You wonder if he even remembered before Mom told him 
about it days later. 
 
It would be so easy to stay with Mom and your sister. Even your dog is here. 
 
He's just like you remember him 
 

before he got old. 
 

 
 
He's just like you remember him before Mom loaded him into the car the night he just couldn't 
breathe anymore and didn't make it home. 
 
"Turn it off," says a familiar voice in the distance. 
 
Don't tell me what to do. 
 
Mom promises that if you stay she'll never let anything hurt you again. Not even that Peter Pan 
movie that made you cry so hard when Tinkerbell died. She came back a few minutes later, but 
the damage was already done. 
 
It wasn't Tinkerbell you were crying for. 
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It would be so easy to sit down on the couch with Mom and watch Transformers and walk by the 
old rusty bike in the river and have a picnic in the backyard and make forts out of chairs and 
blankets and 
 
That's not the way it is anymore. Maybe it was never like that to begin with. You can't go back 
 

Ever 
 

Your insides feel like they did the night Santa stepped into a squad car and your last shred of 
faith stayed with him. The first crushing lesson you learned is that there's nothing magical about 
your existence. 
 

 
 
The second is that you can hurt others 

 
and others can hurt you. 
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Your mother waves in the distance as you stride forward. By her grim expression, you know 
you've upset her by leaving. 
 
For some reason you begin to focus on the one who hurt you most. At least you're used to Dad 
disappointing you. 
 
How could she do that to you? After so long? After you bought her dinner at that expensive 
restaurant and wore your new pants? She wouldn't even 

 
look 

 
at you when she told you 
 

 
 
You know it's wrong but you wish she would feel every ounce of what she made you feel. 

 
she wouldn't even look at you when she said not to come back. 

 
"You really need to turn that off now," says the voice. 
 
Stop telling me what to do! I can make my own decisions! 
 
Thinking about her makes your stomach twist and turn, not because you want her back anymore, 
but because you wish she would hurt and cry and lose weight from grief. 
 
You've got to press forward. You know you need to keep going where ever it is that you have to 
go. But the more pain you feel, the harder it is to keep walking. 
 
Something positive: 
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When you were little, Mom took you to the Easter egg hunt. The Easter Bunny was there; back 
when you believed in something other than money and the satisfaction of turning off your phone 
so the outside world couldn't intrude on your few moments of solace. 
 

 
 
Mom worked her way to the front of the crowd and 
 

at 
 
the time they let everyone loose, you were at the front. You got all the best eggs out of all the 
other kids. 
 

 
 

Courage. 
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That's what everyone says you need to succeed. That's what the Flying Men say they can give 
you. 
 

 
 

They're tall and proud; they're sort of the opposite of you. 
 
The Flying Men wouldn't let you down. 
 

The Flying Men would never forget  
 

your 
 
birthday or hurt you like that girl did. 
 
With the help of the Flying Men, you're able to push through the pain and keep going. You can't 
feel a thing when the creatures hit you, but you notice that the Flying Men are bruised and 
bleeding. They refuse your aid and push you forward. 
 
"Turn that thing off right now and get to work!" yells the familiar voice. 
 
I'm not listening to you! I can't stop now! 
 
As you trudge through the cold, salty water the only thing on your mind his how you thought you 
were going to be a construction worker. That's not working out. 
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You know that it would never have worked out. 
 

life 
 

is more complicated than a saw and a tree and a lunch packed for you by the woman who should 
have stopped caring by now. 
 
"Did you ever find your lost trumpet?" asks an old friend you barley recognize. His face is 
nothing more than two dots and a smile. 
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He meant the world to you once 
 

and 
 

now you can't remember his name. 
 
It's too hard to go on. You sit down in the water and let it go over your head. For some reason, 
the only thing you can think of is how hard you worked on your English in grade school 
 

 
 

and failed anyway. 
 

No one even noticed when you stopped trying. You 
 

hated 
 

the work and you hated the teachers for not understanding. 
 
The last Flying Man took a fatal blow from the serpentine sea creature standing between you and 
what you didn't want you know; what you had to know. For the first time you felt 
the freezing water in your lungs. 
 
You struggle to the island where you know you need to be. You can hardly see the object staring 
back at you. 
 
What is 
 

it? 
 
It reminded you of your neighbor's yard 
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The thing that always worried you 
 
the thing you couldn't fathom 
 

 
 

You know you don't need the Flying Men anymore. You just need yourself. 
 

What you're facing is a statue 
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A reflection of you and your hate and insecurities. 
 

But by facing it, you've already overcome it. 
 

"You need to turn off that old video game and get to work!" exclaims the familiar voice. You 
finally recognize it. It's your father. And he's right. 
 

It's time to get to work. 
 
Your eyes jet open. You fell asleep playing that game again. The familiar music fills the air as 
you pull your body up into a sitting position. 
 
You're probably still a little drunk. But that's not important. You grab your baseball bat and 
stumble into the night. 

 

 
 

The rain is thick. The street lights are barley cutting through it. You keep walking to where you 
know you need to go. 
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The trees are nothing but silhouettes. From your head into your eyes, the rain drips, but your 
baseball cap is enough to keep you from going blind. 

 

 
 
You pass by your former neighbor's house, now vacant. He was the worst person in your 
neighborhood. He caused so much pain. 
 
But you know that at one time, he was an okay little kid. You used to watch Thundercats 
together. He even shared his ice cream with you 
 

once. 
 

 
 



120 

 

Finally, up the hill and past Mr. Agerate's old house, you're where it all began. Fifteen years ago 
you stood on this very spot and your life changed forever. A decade and a half later and things 
haven't gone as planned. It should have been easier for you thanks to what you did. 
 
But the world doesn't owe you squat. You know you did the right thing because you had to. 
You'd do it again in a heartbeat. 
 
A smile crosses your lips. 
 
Somewhere, the Flying Men breathe once more. 
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Entry #16: Smiles and Tears 
 

It's been a long, hard journey, but I think we're almost done. 
Sometimes I've felt like I've spent years trying to get things just right; trying to make 

things perfect. Maybe I have. 
That's just my nature, I guess. With my father and mother separated by so many miles, I 

pour myself into everything I do. I work to exhaustion to prove myself... and to forget. After a 
while, I didn't need to forget anymore and I had nothing left to prove. Now I work hard for 
myself. 

At times I've cursed this adventure, the long hours, the setbacks and the heartbreaks. But 
now that it's almost done, I have a feeling that I'll be looking back fondly at all the time I spent 
on it. 

This path is leading me to my destiny. 
 

                  
 

A Bionic Kraken crushes Jeff's metal body with its massive tail and sends thousands of 
volts of electricity though his crumpled chassis. It would have killed him in his human form. As 
a robot, he's able to pull himself back up and return fire. 

The Kraken fades away. 
Our metal feet clang against the stone floor. It's a bit like aluminum cans being crushed 

with every step. For some reason, I love this sound. 
In the distance, I can see the entrance to Giygas's lair. 

 
*   *   * 
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My attacks aren't causing any damage. There's nothing left to do but pray that I'll make it. 
I knew it was going to come down to this, yet I feel so desperate I feel right now. 

This is amazing. 
I can't grasp the true form of Giygas's attack. The valiant prince of Dalaam takes mortal 

damage. 
Paula falls to her knees and appeals to anyone who will heed her call. Thousands of years 

in the future, the Runaway Five are rehearsing for a joint concert with superstar singer Venus. 
 

 
 

The keyboardist stops first, then the drummer. Soon the stage is soundless. None of the 
musicians are very religious, but Lucky feels the need to pray for the safety of his friends. 

In the past, Giygas's defenses become unstable. 
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Paula calls out again and again, praying for the aid of her family, of Dr. Andonuts, of 
anyone who will listen. She even calls out to the good people of Saturn Valley. 
 

 
 

Though prayer is not a part of their culture, the Mr. Saturn begin to feel anxious about 
their friends and hope with all their might that everything will be all right in the end. 

I feel anxious too as one of Paula's prayers goes unanswered, absorbed into the darkness. 
 

 
 

Another fatal blow. The kind-hearted scientist boy can go no further. He slumps to the 
ground like a broken toy. 
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Paula prays once more. It reaches a person she's never met before, but feels like she 
knows very well. 

_ _ i _ s _ t _ _ I_ _ i prays for the well being of the children. 
Giygas took 167 HP damage! 
Paula prays from the bottom of her heart. 
S _ i _ sat _ I _ oi was moved to prayer once more! 
Giygas took 557 HP damage! 
"NESS! NESS! IT HURTS! I FEEL H  A  P  P  Y!" screams the beast. 
Another desperate attack crushes Ness's chest. I watch as is hit points roll down to zero. 
There's no one left to help and nothing left to do. Paula prays a final time! 
...and S _ igesat _ I_oi keeps praying too! 
Giygas took 1995 HP damage! 
With a final, unfathomable attack from Giygas, Paula can stand no longer. As her HP 

drains, I tap the action button madly. I've made it this far; I won't stop here! 
Shigesato Itoi prayed and prayed! 
Giygas took 19,973 HP damage! 
That when I know it's over. Pokey appears to taunt me one more time, then vanishes. 
I feel drained as I watch the souls of Ness and his friends - of my children - returning 

through time to be with their families once more. 
 

 
 

A sudden knock at my door startles me. 
"Is the final stage of the game program satisfactory, Mr. Itoi?" asks a man in a white 

button-up shirt. His red tie dangles dangerously close to my fish tank. 
"It could be better," I reply. I dash my spent cigarette in the nearby ashtray. A tobacco 

ember floats up and quickly disappears. 
The man frowns, thinking that the game will be delayed for yet another few months. I 

smile and put my hand on his shoulder. 
"But it's wonderful as it is. Please put it on a sample cartridge tomorrow and have it sent 

to headquarters." 
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He smiles and nods. He shuts the door behind him as he leaves. 
I don't need to test the ending again; I know it's already as good as it can be without 

another total rewrite of the program. I shut off the Super Famicom on my desk just as Ness 
reawakens in Saturn Valley. 

It's ready to be submitted for a final quality check, manufactured, then shipped out to all 
the Nintendo gamers, whose good will and encouragement has kept me going, even when it 
looked like this game wasn't ever going to be finished. It's about two years late, but the fans have 
waited patiently. I'm so happy I can finally give them what they wanted for so long. 

I shut down my computer and grab my jacket. I take one final look at my office before 
turning off the light. After waving goodbye to a few other employees who are working even later 
than I did, I head out towards the still-bustling streets of Japan. 

Goodbye, MOTHER 2. You were my curse. You were my sanctuary. 
I'll miss you. 

 


