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    Chapter I

  


  Part 1 (The first 40 pages)


  Hello, he said as he picked her pocket. She spun around to slap his cheeks, but his flatulence won out over his long winded expression of distaste. Taste! She replied, "How do I finish THAT?" Simply He retorted, "Just look out for gas!" He chuckled. "You have me confused," she said. Love is often confusing. So is a bullet He flicked his ashes on her French poodle skirt. She jumped back and pulled out a [and pulled out her] pink daisy pistol. "Now how do you like them apples??" He gasped, I like them juicy red, and off the tree" He smugly grinned. Well, these apples come with seeds, of intrigue!" He scratched his chin.


  He thought “Some dames are just so sexy! And so it goes. Waking with a start he realized the truth. He'd never even asked her her name. So deciding on a novel approach, he stood up removed his boxer shorts, from his refrigerator, and put them in the post to his uncle together with his prized native carved Meerschaum pipe. The next day, his test results came back showing that he had flunked all of them. Sad and depressed, he slumped down on the kitchen floor and clutched his most threadbare teddy. Teddy, my dear Teddy why hast thou forsaken Mrs. Teddy?", he asked. Rather surprisingly, the teddy had a detailed list as long as his spotty failed relationship record and even more heinous. Oh Pooh, he said, as he squatted down How could you be so soft, yet so uncannily irritating?" He said, as Teddy slowly turned, his mouth opened into a diatribe unbecoming of and his flying circus of thesauri.


  Unexpectedly, his uncle, kennyc, and the usual suspects broke in with frozen boxer shorts on their heads. and 45s in their hats. Kenny said: “Obviously this is our first intervention." The group looked at the track marks leading back into the cradle of his arm. What is that!? There. One of the team fell down the stairs which was odd, considering we had no stairs (he'd brought his own) and he was a world class stair smuggler currently being chased by a black-robed figure wearing shiny red tennies. Help, he shouted, "I'm being oppressed! Come see the full story at 9, to be repeated with film at 11. With that taken care of, he headed for the only man who had ever kissed him. Wow! What a night! He felt so alone, except for the mustachioed stranger across the dance floor by the raving purple octopus. Alas, alac and anon! any one see the mistake? Octopuses do not rave. right poster, wrong mistake he said, with a hand puppet named Percy.


  Suddenly, Percy took on an Indian accent and said, "Allow me to introduce you to Kathy Bates, my right and. Right hand, Kathy Bates!" yes, the axe wielding Kathy Bates, my friend. mentor, inspiration and pal Suddenly, terror swept the floor like a flounder flapping aimlessly on the deck of the Titanic. In the distance, ahead, A chocolate iceberg threatened hence tempting all passengers to abandon all diets (women and children, first) (then cats and dogs) (Fat, old guys last!) I’m saved, I’m saved......Suddenly, the chocolate iceberg 'sploded! raining down a chocolate Zabaglione ice-cream deluge. Oh, not again!, sighed the nearest humpback whale this'll make the dolphins in a tizzy about everything. And now I have chocolate in my blowhole. That'll take a right proper reaming to expunge.


  Then he awoke with a fresh idea! I'll join the navy! Overjoyed, he reached for his motion sickness pills and his battery powered blower to blow up and make balloon animals and scare the Ngungunga who had a fear of pelicans, due to an unfortunate incident when the pelican goosed ol' Nbubabuba III, their illustrious majesty and godly mountebank was given a pelican composed almost entirely of beak, belly and fish sticks. And man, did it taste heavenly! But what a godamned stink said neighbor Zelda, while the SHUMs started to shriek like gulls getting into a fight over international politics in south Korea, here the last alien invasion had left an intelligent robot workforce.


  Meanwhile, on the other flipper, the outlook for penguins in the Outer horse head nebula were often to be seen attempting to flag down unsuspecting truck drivers, who didn't know how to keep up with this frenetically paced roller coaster. Up and down it rolls, taking my stomach with it, like a toaster pastry on steroids. These hallucinations are getting recorded on high definition for posterity of course turning my brain into scintillating curried mush. On the left turn it turned around again. Amazingly, the turn was not


  - BOOOOOOM!!! -


  Suddenly an asteroid completely missed the earth. and instead slammed into a large disc floating slightly off-center next to the blue one behind the constellation known as Random Scatter Of Stars Back on earth, the villain known only as Yvan Le Terrible, waited on the results from the latest of polls on ebook reading habits. Meanwhile, back at the beginning of this story, something went terribly wrong what with the twists and the speel cheker knot werking pruperly. Cents the loup around Mars witch then struck a Firefox add-on that underscored Mr Kaufman's Luddite philosophy, as if anyone cared. Godwin's Law having been discredited long since. Now solid proof had appeared (not in the pudding) but in the lemonade, that Luddites and Kaufman had carefully prepared with ridiculous and biased arguments based on ludicrous misconceptions. The attention to trolls became unbelievably stressful for the rational minded reading (are there those? here?) public. Trolls have hidden unfortunately not for long They search for bridges to hide under, burn copies of Atlas Shrugged and generally, prove their stubbornness. They seek something that looks like popcorn. but tastes like chicken legs that have run the interstellar marathon twice. And finished last without losing weight, nor breath not even a single (nor two nor three) feathers during the whole time we were talking.


  Instead it started to exhibit signs of being infected with the swineflu so to save the earth from annihilation, one big hypodermic needle was slowly descending towards the floundering beings on the beach, just south of Noosa Heads where a slow breeze was blowing bagpipes to the tune Dancing Queen when someone showed up with a shovel and started to unearth the remnants of a piece of bacon never eaten by Elvis (nor his time sprout) forever and a day in the name of All that is whacked to shreds by a ten pound lump hammer. (Phew! What a sentence!) (Hence my full stop!) Does anything make sense? It's a made-up storyline based on true facts slightly massaged by hackers living in dark dungeons growing mushrooms for dinner ,lunch, tea and supper. Want fries with that? And a fried buffalo, with a side of beef, fried in lard and dipped in chili , and a large ZCD." But, shortly after the repeated vomiting, there was a small grey dog and a gun-wielding shrinking violet of the worst worsted and wurst who committed suicide by means of attempted chocolate overdose. Meanwhile, in another universe, far, far away, a text scrolled across skywise Application Error. System Halted.


  The sky was blue, the sea was yellow, the air was ambivalent, and my trenchcoat stained with the life blood of turkeys, who had not escaped thanksgiving dinner. With a huge sigh, and a well deserved bowel movement, he hoisted someone else’s petard, as Zelda cheered from the dungeon of the castle. Meanwhile, back in Graceland The ghost of Elvis rose up to rescue a pair of rabid but very bright socks. Terrified socks that looked like they were washed in a radioactive light emitted by an enormous purple and yellow octopus which eyed Hugo and said "who, why, where ... does "foist" come in? And the answer is... no you fool! don't touch that red button! You'll have us blown to the kingdom of Molvania, where there is underneath the Christmas Tree a small rectangular device labeled "DO NOT TOUCH" or Desert Grandma will kiss you with a hearty laugh and joyous warm rolls with butter.


  Uncaring, I pushed it tothe limits of sanity and shattered reality. which is The Llounge. Fortunately, with superglue and some clotted cream, circumstances conspired to return the conspirators to the beach at Noosa Heads, here moose run along the winding roads naked while pandaborgs frolic amongst the trees, sans a stitch in time. That's because they had lost nine of which eight were falsely accused of covering matters of small importance with a checkered tablecloth. Meanwhile, eels in hovercrafts and mischief free, headed up an expeditionary force to determine whether or not the salt levels had been corrupted by Global climate change which effected the taste of Mr. Kaufman's head, where *missed timing* the brain blood barrier created when freedoms are unwisely taken for granted. On the other hand, the axe wielding Kathy of cartoon fame crept slowly towards her date, a large, plump Midol. Alooooooha, she heard as the unsharpened tool descended towards his eyes.


  Paralyzed, by fright, he played pinochle (or maybe dead?) - the axe didn't care. if it interrupted a moment in time for the Spanish Inquisition. "No-one will live to tell expects the Spanish Inquisition !" survived the initial assault massive simultaneous posting assault to rally the gingerbread knights and peppermint steeds to make a counter clockwise sugar surge reversing Oh dear, it's contagious, complained the militant chocolatier to the blonde sitting at the table. "Chocolate," she said, between swallows,her addiction taking control over her sense of survival. Entranced, she approached the door to the llounge and opened it despite a lingering blue one next to the window of enlightenment. "But where is everyone?" she expostulated nervously, while the fish took a deep breath eyeing the cat with a suspicion that fish was the menu for the cat's enjoyment in spite of the somewhat disturbing thoughts that this may the ONE that will bring home the seagulls.


  Even if had to be dragged kicking and screaming through the unspeakable dimensions of the defenestrated window. BUT! There was a single although rather large cat lurking just beyond what we usually refer to as a wall, this time however, it was a very weird-looking cityscape, arranged to appear on alternate new moons but only on a Mobile Read Doughnut Day when the sky is turning a sickly greenish tinge due to the flying donuts crossing the unseen border of the event horizon, leaving everything peachy. Or greenish, depending on the scheme you chose, as well as the direction of the enormous asteroid naked mooses that streaked occasionally across the drab drab drabness of the night sky. There is unfortunately no lights to see where the moose where going to land. Which was a bit scary and quite a risk to the penguins distracted by moose discussing ayyeee, screamed the penquinsit'll be a bit short but 'twill due until we can get to the mothership and beam back the big bad booger from Impa Nima


  Ipa Nima, a lovely Oi! no adverts here.... ... and the tortoise sank into the oily, slimy, muck and died horribly. thus inspiring local civic pride for the fallen mud wrestlers. Who else could honor such glorious insanity with seemingly serious crying and carrying on? Look 'ere guv'nor said the wombat as it groomed its rather filthy mud-wrestling outfit, consisting of an electric blue jumpsuit with small silver beads. "I wonder if this makes my butt look fat?" "Of course it does, you are one fat wombat!" said the legendary private eye estella von farkle the twenty third, eyeing the fourth as she went up the stairs to the small cupola over there in the corner. under the oak with naked elf beneath a single blinking lightbulb. which was apparently shorting on shares in Montsmags industries, even though expectations of corruption were high. that, or the otters were making a takeover attempt. Unfortunately, insane weasels conspired with the squirrels to round up shares along with emus, but the shares went square out the window at a nearby penguin's nose which broke. "Ouch", said the penguin in a soto voce sorta way while it held a squid to the head of the chimney sweep who looked quite horrified and said: "Hey, what would Hugo and Lefty do without first buying Christmas gifts for Zelda like three happy llamas jumping insanely around Vivaldi and causing a kerfluffer to laugh uncontrollably.


  Meanwhile, a sad puppy looked sad, and somewhat puppy-ish, but, ironically, also somewhat angry, and ready to go medieval on someones authentic reproduction faire quality of Zelda's liseuse, which for some strange reason glowed slightly in the aftermath of the nuclear and legendary Paris apéro where Zelda and got into a heated jacuzzi, wearing nothing but budgie-smugglers and knitted hats of a strange pink hue that shouldn't normally be found in a jacuzzi, at least not unless the moon is in the seventh house after the donut shop.


  As it hadn't made with all safety concerns a trebuchet test firing. The pair sang "Feelings." off key and off the deep end* while at the other end of the septic tank a suspicious-looking clown actually a nightmare clown was surreptitiously trying to make off color remarks about otter fashion sense ,not realizing that otters enjoy eating bean burritos. But tonight, the burritos were extra spicy and ,rather unusually, made of stir fried and deep deep-filled stuffed scotch bonnets whose scolville units were higher than the usual , after soaking in ZCDs causing chili prices to fall noisily to the bottom of the barrel. Where they stayed along with a few penguins and a disgruntled duck getting thwacked by unknown entities that was swimming the backstroke without looking a gift-horse in the rear end, which was fortunate given the rampantdecline in the availability of e-books in countries we have never heard due to geographical restrictions and a small bumble-bee completing the minute waltz.In under a minute despite Chopin's complete absence from the playing field VR had completely eaten the original priceless manuscript to the well known Zelda and the seven SHUMS", it's a real page turner, or just thumb twiddler?


  Part 2


  Oh no here come the amazing space elves, with their cute, but lethal, deathrays. decked out in tinsel and glowing in the strange giggling way only the truly innocent can. when throwing a spanner at a goat. "Yummy!" ,the goat exclaimed munching on some crispy bacon and soggy chips with stale tasting guacamole from captain pinktoes' stinky boots . "Stop, that tickles!", he he bleated, unconcerned about global warming and sugar coated cereal, but mystified by the fact that Sony went totally epub on their butts, leading with the left, but following through with a compressed HTML based format that made no sense compared to the beauty of the small, blue one next to the somewhat fish like object that nevertheless did not sing "Llama, Llama, Duck!" and thus, no "TWHACKKK" marred the dreamy silence that existed here, near the much too late Bad Santa Claus, who was busy wrapping up coal and drinking a hot toddy with extra sherry and lashings of a cat-o'-nine-tails in penance for what he did . On the other hand, he had a ring that the Doctor said would work if rubbed on a blue fabric next to a fish.


  The only problem was the closest fish was not all that keen about flopping around on the roundabout, since it was intoxicated with whiskey. And started to vomit diamonds and roses and puppy dog tails, which surprised the fish so much that it simply screamed and jumped out of the water and into the frying pan This feels very cozy said the cook, while he added generous lashings of bacon and cheese to every doughnut except the one covered in strawberry jelly and peppermint with a cherry on top. The blue fish felt left out and went off for a walk in the snow. But suddenly it remembered its urgent appointment with the pshrynk who was treating its homicidal tendencies and it's Oedipus complex with "Get over it!" and "That will be $300 please, you can pay me in e-book gift certificates from Amazon , said the laddy by the green-painted door as we decide if green-painted is one word or two, but it doesn't matter anyway. Green is the new black. And black is the new one next to the green. And with that we almost end the hour with another attempt at a mud-slinging mud-fest in Mudchestershire.


  Meanwhile, Weresquirrels considered Goldbach's conjecture, and plotted, from within GCHQ, using co-ordinates gained illicitly from evil demonic weresloths. The heretofore unbeknownst denizens of long lost Atlantis were having a ball drinking strong love potions. But Weresloths and Weresquirrels usually don't get along unless there is nuts enough to share between them. Unfortunately, this year the Chicago Mercantile Exchange was affected by global hoarding of pistachios, resulting in a sudden and frightening stampede to assimilate nuts and bolts to assemble the large and rather awkwardly insanitarily looking atomic powered peanut shelling inadvertently violent invisible gibbon who liked to dance naked, since he was invisible and that meant that he derived no pleasure from being so . Sad, he searched for a visibility potion that would save his beloved significant other gibbon from the anorexia nervosa that that the psychiatrist triggered inadvertently when he said My, what a nice gibbon donut I had last night in the privacy of my own boxing ring!


  Yet now looking at you sitting there, so horribly overweight." And in another universe, cowboy gibbons roamed the beaches looking for unsuspecting chimpanzees. Chimps were the bane of their existence because they didn't wash very well behind their ears and knees, although their mothers sometimes made very tasty pancakes with the stuff from behind the fridge and under the porch, like spiders. Naturally, the spiders took this the wrong way down the street. Arrested. Charged. And thrown into a vat of cherrypie filling. The baker was none other than William Shatner as himself despite the fake tan and the button down combined corset and nappy with suspenders and belt which he wore with great pride and humiliation thanks to his highly honed sense of hearing that could detect a pink fluffy slipper approaching his famous polished wood , silver, and inlaid gilt acting skillz. "To Infinity or else! Full power, and tape my toupee at warp V, while Heather Locklear looked on, balanced precariously on the left knee," said Shatner. Where are my meds? $300, please. You can tell the laddy to take his annual vacation and leave the door unattended for one month and hope that no-one notices that it is locked tight and not accessible from the outside. Strange occurrences were detected in the Force! Who promptly attached blue lights in a special way to the fish who swam near the beaches was singing Kayleigh. Misplaced strike marks deleted prose where zombies stumbled and disassembled.


  Fearing an explosion they ducked, not realizing the low-lying laser beam was tracking them. Unfortunately, a thwack upside the head made them go away feeling a little sick to the stomach and curiously mellow about about being cross-eyed. Kaboom! The ultimate zombie appeared! She was wearing a itsy bitsy teeny weeny diamond ring that her toe sparkled as she wondered where it came from outer space. Then, Noddy Holder shouted, "It's my pension fund! Play it again Sam, for old thyme's sake, which is beyond another dimension and behind a cupboard being guarded by very big, ugly, lewd porcupine. Who were angry and desired revenge on the big hairy Santa who ate all the pies, and gave the cookies to Santa Claus and didn't leave even one for those silly reindeer who ended up sulking and plotting horrible vengeance.


  Meanwhile, back at the almost forgotten beaches, the dolphins were wondering what the large beach ball was doing next to the small in comparison Klingon starship that came from outer space. Well, where else would it come from, unless we're Completely deluded, added the Narrator. Seeing shocked looks, it turned around and asked what on earth is that horrible sound?" Cracking, crashing, cacophony came from the heretofore ignored Really Terrible Orchestra Embarrassed, the Klingon captain cuddled the large beach ball which she mistook for a large hand grenade ready to explode in southwestern France. Fortunately, the beach ball was entirely confused as to the location of France, as Dark Star had leftthem rather spatially challenged. No Kaboom? asked the somewhat dispirited penguin who had just stopped programming a new word processor. Am I typing this? and who am I to be the author of the greatest work using skywriting ever." Mischievously the massed squirrel airforce went into an uncontrolled frenzy and started cracking jokes left right and even behind the fridge.


  Some of the more off color jokes offended the zorange and genies who went into action wearing nothing but a thong. Or maybe two half-coconut shells over their head for protection. Of course, that didn't stop the ducks from ducking and getting thwacked THWACK!! THWACK!! THWACK!! THWACK!! said the narrator, vengefully then giggled manically and had another doughnut with a hole in it . The Donut People appeared slightly puzzled by what they should do with long prophesied holy holes conspicuous by their absence Lo, these many years... they hoped for something but they knew not the doughnut hole secret. For decades they searched following the doughnut prophecies of Nostradonutus, little realizing that Bart Simpson knew that only Lisa could unlock the mysteries of the secret code embedded in the tattoo that the doughnut high priestess had placed on the long-lost jewel-encrusted doughnut fryer of imminent doom that loomed over that beach. It's the world's end! screeched the befuddled Klingon in a voice that made mountains tremble with glee and cast out a vorpal can opener into the aforementioned pub. The can opener smashed into the glass bottle which prompted a green flash and a blue bottle relative to cry foul, then the umpire went down on all four words at the tip of his tongue.


  Unfortunately, the cat [Cat? Why always cats?] grabbed his tongue and [dog got your tongue???] ran away with it which is typical behavior in countries that start catering to cat's behavior. Thus rendered silent, sign language was the only means of communicating what the nefarious gibbons had was happening next year with those nefarious gibbons in Oz, where things [Crap!] were always just about hum drum every day except for New Year's first three hundred and and sixty party animals. Meanwhile, over there the nefarious gibbons flowed freely and noisily around the chocolate fountain, dipping their rear ends in the liquid chocolate, then licking icing from donuts under cover of darkness until it was stolen by an untimely sunrise, shedding confused celestial mechanics students, a mindset that guaranteed keeping the spaceship docked in correct area of common reality was unlikely.


  Hey, what happened to Zelda, our Queen?" asked the Klingon captain to the celestial mechanics students who started looking for clues as to her personal timeline. Shocked, they discovered that she was in the parlor, eating into her very life-force! Which doesn't seem like it would taste very appetizing. In fact, it had a certain aroma eerily reminiscent of a boiled skunk, a delicacy not to be missed. As to what she had planned to do it had been totally secret. She existed in only in a plane , those plans were now scuppered. Scuppered beyond redemption. but at least they disregarded all pretence of decorum and ripped off their uniforms, shocking many. All they had underneath were Aquaman underroos. Blinded, they screamed out loudly for mind bleach in intravenous drips to be given twice daily. However the concentrate had got volatile after being mixed with chocolate ice cream. Seismic brain freeze manifested like a bolt of supernova gamma rays, piercing the eardrums of the nearby choir who were busy rehearsing their famous rap and yodeling combo of the song "Feelings." Suddenly, the monkeys took fright at the dreadful wigs being worn by Bald-Headed Invaders of the Laundromat. They washed down their donuts with an effervescent acid, burped iridescent violet bubbles and grew sparkly gossamer wings. which they used for clothing while they washed their lacy undergarments.


  Meanwhile, blinding snow fell in clumps from air vents (it was very cold) and the air conditioning , powered by hyperactive ferrets, played "ice ice baby" with arrangements by montsnmag . The ceiling began retracting very, very slowly, and with razor sharp spikes a mechanical spider descended without any menace involved , as it knew the lyrics and choreography to Thriller. It had no intention of causing any problems. It just wanted What is this blasphemy to observe the situation whilst wearing a red shirt with "Bengals Suck!" that smelled lightly of freshly squeezed lemon juice and carrots. Metaphysically speaking, the diet of marsupials can be quite painful. Just imagine digesting twelve spiny lobsters and then forgetting you had butter sauce to make it more slippery and tasty. Multiply that feeling by the square root of eleventy and you begin to understand the magnitude of what hitherto only the ancient Mayans had been able to calculate by means of painstaking use of two llamas specially trained for this task. However, the llamas were not always reliable and sometimes miscalculated to deliberately annoy the priests.


  Deep in the bowels there was a rumbling and a tumbling as the ire of jealous gods cascaded upon the five mischievous llamas, who nevertheless persisted in their attempt at playing volleyball in pink striped socks and matching undies while reciting the full llama sutra . "Hi, my name's Adrian," read the Mayan hieroglyphs with probable copyright infringement not to mention definite DRM-related geographic restrictions risking defenestration, decapitation, death and a dance routine featuring the five llamas doing perfect Elvis Presley impersonations. Woe to all who mess with monkey gods." For monkey gods will (and other gods won't) she really loved it said the adolescent f***wit . The moon rose slowly over the misty mountain , while dwarves enviously wondered how to steal the sparkling green emeralds. They Made my ego hurt much like this storyline the detritus of which is in next H&V and the raisin pudding of doom. It being the eleventyth prequel to some other story that [bad double post save] will have already been of Spotted Dick and Mottled Harry with cream laced with juniper berries that were too stupid to know the difference.


  The moon then slowly plunged into utter despair having learned that only one person had ever survived a four-word-post thread That had become sinful without pulling his f***ing head off and replacing it with one not quite so sodding awful Knife out of place! interjected the adolescent f**kwit who has no wrongdoings other than breathing too often (like, at all). Peace, brothers said Adrian lest you wake the Mob boss and his pet hamster, which is still lodged deeply in The crab, which confuses Manny and Solly, who Made me laugh hard enough to spit milk which was very messy. Mathematically speaking, whenever possible the struggle must end in tears. So, what most of us want is a new drug, and Friday's question of where are the donuts? Yeah! Where is it? They were eaten by restless natives chanting "Where has the middle gone .


  Terror swept the natives as they realized that EBay wont let you Live free or die when selling other people's rutabagas. On the other side of the galaxy things were beginning to shatter. Reality was unstable as it had been torn apart by the timeline damage caused by the supernova bubblegum explosion Very fruity paradox, I instantly thought about Michael . The previously unknown dimensions prepared their attack forces consisting of one spatula and three melon ballers . Fortunately, the size differential Does not matter, maybe they were ghosts. Knowing what a martyr is, they selected one unfortunate subterranean tunnel dweller to subject to the ultimate punishment, something so horrible, so terribly, mind-bogglingly painful ...The Call of Cthulhu. seemed a mere blip in comparison. The unfortunate subject was jettisoned into the vast, fluffy, wildly, bed of horrifying comfort. It was as if any consolation, having to lay in a marshmallow-cloud while being tortured with a sticky iced-donut massage!


  Meanwhile, back at the first page of the thread, "Hello" he said as the world restarted. At first, there was an awkward moment as nobody realized what was the matter with the rapidly diminishing gravity, they had trouble drinking coffee without their sippy cups. THEN SUDDENLY FROM BEYOND the mountains came Reginaldous, a vast multi-legged grey-bearded accountant. Shocked, he said What's up with this?! Then slowly pulled down a large account sheet which no longer balanced left with right, nor inside with out. "Who let the dogs out?" Without unreasonable doubt, decide upon an accounting method which treats securitized mortgages on dog kennels as if they were merely personal privatized petting zoos with no smoking areas , particularly for the llamas, at least those with chronic shopping channel addictions. Get not one, but four, and there's more if you call within the next two hours and fifteen minutes, you'll receive a years supply of chupacabra repellent!" The offer was irresistible and I phoned straight away!


  Everyone phoned right away! The phone lines were overloaded, onhold music by John Williams entranced everyone. but not everyone was enamored when ABBA came on. Suddenly the lines went silent and then ever so slowly, there was an increasing sound of clapping as happiness or of happing clappiness.. which is defined as a ZCD before breakfast. Unfortunately, they used a a greased squirrel bartender to squirrel away theexact recipe for the chupacabra repellent. Tragically, weasels , wearing squirrel suits, had married the squirrel's sisters, and the resulting squeasels ran rampant all over the quiet fox the unprepared, non-squeasel-proof world.


  Part 3


  This would of course caused a worldwide shortage of violator ejection otters who broke many thread rules Expensive freaking, I have to-... learn how to count before the astronomical conjunction erases us from story , shattering the thread's structure. breaking the fourth wall and generally causing much havoc and sprinkled doughnuts landing on our heads. Only time will tell When to die, there aren't any new precedents But many old prenuptials involving those ubiquitous lawyers and their antecedents which didn't like old prenuptials despite anti-ageist legislation legislation which legislated firmly against anti-anti-ageist legislation legislation, thereby once again referencing prenuptials. On the other hand a vow of poverty and five little fingers that were holding a five fingered discount at a body part emporium. Divorcing this scenario we now divert our attention from the pre-prenuptial-prenuptials into scenarios, which cycles incessantly through, around and over , over, around, and through! Which does not bode well for the cows which old MacDonald had taken into the lounge , so unlike a farm. Dogs barked their heads to the music of ABBA's "Dancing Queen." Naked except for tin-foil, covering all four paws Which kept the aliens and their ears. all cozy inside one shiny flying saucer. Travelling Over several illegal miles of hidden chocolate farms there lay hidden many Cocoa Army divisions. Armed, and legged, with armor plated genitalia, just in Time for awkward battle of fondue fork lancing. Then, out of nowhere the Caramel Troopers arrived. They stood there wondering Is this the end?


  Pulling out their ereaders, and screaming "LAAAHHOOOOTIIIIIIII MAAHBOOOOOOOOOOTTTIIIIIIII The Army then realized they'd forgotten to load the secret password into the fortune cookie for the snacker of nations. They were concerned that The Keebler Elves Would find the neurotic gnomes stealing all Their underwear and wearing them on their heads as they ran the U.S senate As people became dumber, more and more democrats decided to eat donuts and grant themselves raises and kill little kids while clubbing baby seals in their imagination only! The room fell silent. OBAMA started to speak about our no-politics rule and about donuts. Since no one listens anyway, the donuts became the reason Obama left politics and also this thread. Fortunately for the My-Little-Ponies, the aliens from Saggitarius Dwarf Elliptical Galaxy (SagDEG), were already on their hippity-hoppity way toward Easter break in Cancun (period . . . end of sentence.)


  Much to my chagrin, Cancun was closed, but no one had told the hooter girls I had a small unit sent to provide alcohol , tator tots, and roofies as the tin roof fell on their heads. When they recovered, Babs asked if they wanted her Oatmeal Cookie recipe.(period, end of sentence.) No thankyou, said the glowing ectoplasmic gnome. "The roofies will quickly kick the squirrels into touch football games with less accuracy than falling snowflakes. However, soccer was different. For starters, more hooliganism and less stupid mascots. Registered hooligans are required to wear pink tutus and florescent orange bowties. Desmond Tutu was heard but not seen at the world cup games saying "Go Team! Go!" At which they all went team went. Bittergent tasted better after a can of BBQ spam. Give me a dollar!!! someone loudly called out. got change for a a well-to-do Banker on the verge of gross insubordination to his masters command to buy up all the leftover tutus, odd socks and the last bowtie. Reuters reported squirrels, lobsters, pandas, OTTERS and other unidentified creatures plan a World-domination-Plan to recreate Noah's Ark without the water. This would cause great problems in accommodations as now ducks [THOUAQUE!!!] would need to find a way to transform stray animals into meatloaf or other singing superstars but mostly just meatloaf when he was singing I would do anything... for love, but I won't basejump during thunderstorms ." Flabbergasted and shocked onlookers gasted flabbers, onlooked shocked, flabbers shocked onlooked gasters who were ghastly, flabby (that's no whale), just absolutely baffled the Smurfs sudden misguided thouacque!!! attack which failed completely, due to unexpected thouacque breakage. Some might blame environmentalists , others fnargle the grnoblags otherwise grnoblag t' fnargles , for the music of the magical, mystical mini-mouse. The flood of pandas meant that all sense went whooshing around the fabulous floating bamboo groves on Pandora. The pandas mating chants filled the opera houses and pubs with a hypnotic atmosphere of go-go dancers and stoned naked one-eyed giants. Fortunately, go-go dancing hypnotized him, her, them and the awesomeness froze them.


  Secretly this thread has started to envy them. Rudolf the red-nosed-reindeer flew into the club to finangle some flanging irons but ended up getting flanging aluminums instead. Disappointed, Rudolf ordered some JackDaniels by the case-load, and in a stage whisper to the right. Bang snap, crackle, and pop Rudolph had firecrackers in his backpack, along with his entire collection of chocolate and Paris Breasts Paris Breasts? Santa asked. Ooops. Brests., replied misspeller. It happens, Freud retorted. A Freudian slip, if ever there ever there was one." stuttered the embarassed misspeller. Meanwhile, Rudolph , fascinated, search for Paris Hilton abandoned, slipped on something a little more see through, drew whistles of delight from bronchial brontasaurii recently time-warped in from his latest adventures in COBOL programming on uncommon common business oriented etch-a-sketches. The only real way to say "I have nothing to do." , is by pestering the weatherman to stop with the deluge of frogs and the synoptic, mischievous farking winter predictions that doesn't come off no matter how much hand-having or how hard they try to package it . Consumer comments? 1-800-DRINK RC.


  This is, of course the beginning of something super stunning and sexy : the Eurovision Song Contest. ha ! kidding. i meant, Mamma Mia, the Musical! ha, ha !!! [hysterical laughter] Thankfully, a comet hit the Earth before they got taken over by the squirrels and otters. Not long after that ABBA admitted to never having written the lyrics to any of their latest hit songs. But in a subsequent lawsuit the band Culture Club vehemently and tearfully explained about the crying game. I know all I need to count to four and tell the moon that ABBA is wonderful." Sang the chameleon of many numbered colors whilst karma flowed liberally in the direction of ducks and lavender snowmen. The karma challenged however, have warm and freshly baked croissants to console them as they watched the setting sun rise above the blue ocean with bubbles in the foam and cute little fish soaring over the waves and splashing joyously with the dead seagulls floating past the beaming lighthouse Those dead seagulls sure look tasty," said the carrion eating lobster of discerning tastes, on migration to the Nor-southerly Sea. Abruptly, a crashing sound resounded like thunderous applause. which begat thunderous laughter and also thunderbolts and the sound of silence dwindled from consciousness . Bombilating not found in dictionary , was sent to committee for unauthorized post change . Meanwhile, the nomadic gnomes joined forces with the stationary pink flamingos, to decorate Marc's front yard. The most notable leader of blue tattooed Maoris decided to marry his mortal enemy's favorite daughter by the erupting volcano Ruapehu. This caused great confusion, Marc being Australian. So they decided that an Australian and Maori union of invisiblewould not be the end of the road merely a starting point down a one-way street to perdition. Speaking of cannibalism, did you hear what the cannibal said to the mobilered.com moderator?


  Part 4


  No, because I wasn't dressed at the moment the flashbulbs blinded me. Every once in a blue moon, strange things happen when you're dead. Nobody Owens recounted later - yep, eleventy croissants left. Seventeen-hundred gallons of beer and 2/3rds majority vote on the wall. Seventeen-hundred... shivering ice-gnomes waited for farking winter to end.


  They knew that soon farking spring would start bringing a dangerous and overpowering desire to sit unclothed under the midday moon and pray for fast fingers so they can remove clothes faster and weed the garden , which isnt an innuendo, in which magic pumpkins wait patiently for Linus and little plastic ponies and Red Baron Snoopy T-shirts, rerouted from Paris with amazing speed and the dexterity of a llama with rollerblades figure-eighting two forklifts and three apples, to arrive.


  They finally reached Outer Mongolia quicker than a rabid squirrel on speed. In five minutes and 32 seconds, but then they found that they had no idea where the space ship had landed. "No worries," said the wombat from down under the down comforter, cozy snug but semi moist and starting to feel a little bit drunk but still able to open up the fridge and gasp when the ice cubes began to fly at him from the spaceship's ice cube making machine, which unfortunately had no tribbles in the motor which could eat, eat, and eat and then start to fill up on over-the-counter and completely bury the rules bending maneuvers in record time


  Then the planet's surface began to make me some tea because it was just getting the tea bag. Dizziness enveloped the tea-drinkers who were almost as naked as we were except for a few ugly proud prudes tsking at our absolute perfection. "Burn with witches!", said a particularly ugly prude, "And God Bless Global Positioning Systems and Fox News with their hackery." One bikini-clad prude said "Im in a bikini" shouted the outraged prude.


  The prude was rude not honoring streakers day, but we must ask "Is she beautiful?" Advice from the bard? Shocked, he had none. So then Suddenly, angry clouds roiled with agitation as the sky darkened ominously above with even more snow predicted for tomorrow also. This madness must stop! He shouted to heaven. But no one listened. Without warning, it came from under the couch in a creeping slithering attractive sort of way.


  "AAIIIEEEEEE", he screamed as the formless shape rose seeking a lost girdle to contain the nameless thingy from the whatsit. But suddenly a large pea, shrank away screaming "I like cheese!" but where did I put that shotgun now that the wedding is over I got left at the corner of first and heartbreak avenue. Then I cried all night and shot him in the buttocks.


  I cracked open a celebratory can of creamed corn and french fried whoop arse good. Then the canary droppings were mixed in a tall cool glass of egg yolks and what was left of the tainted spam balls the cat threw up. So the dog ate my corn and whooped arse. Then two tiny hooters flew out of a freshly cut emo wound and warbled gently as a nightingale on LSD. "Tis I" sang the trench coated figure in a ruffled pink tutu who began writing his grocery list on his Shakespearean German Haiku notebook in the blood of OTTERS!


  OTTERS! OTTERS! OTTERS! which had been found inside many different otters (slow down! Too Fast) .


  Giant flying pancakes hovered above and below the gently hopping fluffy bunnies, the alien craft surveiled and also did other electronic eyes of the All day strong Aleve by the shelf near the Aspirin and zanoff the great, who was is... and always will be. Now I look bad... Yes. Very, very bad. Bad psychiatrist! No biscuit! And stop wearing Grandma!


  She needs ironing and carbonating, not to mention the furry green things... stuck in her nose that look rather like a long, straight mustache. Looking in the mirror, and licking the brush she began the process of turning into a Gregor Samsa-like story about how small hairless children metamorphosizedly became giant SHUMS. If given the opportunity phenomenal exacerbation of childishness to use 50¢ words, dime novels, and destitute restitutes while eating grapefruit and listening to "Honey."


  "Honey", of course, wasn't paying any attention to to the rapidly falling barometer. Snow was imminent, masking Neil hiding a big, red, poisonous apple -- an unusual Valentine's Day gift, but if the shoe fits, then wear the little black dress thought Neil sensously slipping on the banana peel of romantic liaisons. Startled and rather dizzy he stood up, adjusted his mortgage rate as well as his LBD. Honey dripped seductively from his moist, seductive lips which begged to be given their due attention. THOUAQUE! Neil never even heard the footsteps behind him of the homocidal otters. The otter's style was not Jean-Paul Gaultier, much more like a young Janet Jackson...not michael. So a wardrobe malfunction revealed, briefly, the left side of the persons hiding in otters' underwear.


  Neil whirled around surprised to confront the sneaky touch of the stink of the Skunk People. These people were genetic modifications of all that which was formerly wind-up , clockwork and annoying. KERTWANG!!! and there went another elastic band on the utters, of two to eleventy, only number seven remained to power the motive device attached to 4 of the octopuss' left purple tentacles, which color clashed horribly with the chartreuse head gear he wore.


  Chapter II


  Part 5


  
    "Chapter II", suddenly screamed the octopus No, really! New chapter! What's that in the box, under the table? Could it be snow Oh not more snow , said Chicken Little who was not little or really a chicken, but rather a canard in disguise, since he was <<Thouaque!>> flying through the ether wearing a small magic plaid cape. It had 1 less jet propulsion pack than a jello snack pack . It's less tasty too. Invisible forces approached from the west, battle ready. the glow appeared in the end of the small intestine. BANG! it went, sending showers of mentionables, unmentionables, substances and money, gold, and hats. Silently, slitheringly, swelteringly the little brown thing creeped toward the open window .


    "I'm free, I'm free!!!" It shouted, falling to the cold snowy curb . The poor little guy badly needed someone to give it a hug. Instead fate had a better plan for little helpless victim of society's lack of a better reason to damage the smelly hairy upper lip of the truck driver who didnt wash properly. Soap's a good thing But only when it is used for good and not for evil. For one must be in a lather to become cleansed in spirit who cares which one...... philosophized the slightly drunk otter, panda, squirrel and half naked big bird as they leaned on that thing over there.


    Part 6


    Another sunny day so glorious, warm and inviting without the hint of that awful awful snow until the blizzard hit and buried all doggies until rapid melting occurred revealing the yellow snow from leftover butter cookies baked by mutant squirrels and an ugly pony. Could this be the start of a new moon on monday. And an old moon on Sunday, even if six laughing hyenas came and ate all the cookies leaving the doggie none. But as the bacon fell onto the dirty hands of an angry ghod, all the sinners hung in the lounge by their big toes. Because that's how he made them do penance or how he rolls, with his lounge homies Sisyphus gave up Craps. Puzzled he stopped and consulted various wikipedia entries. The first entry was about Nate the Great. Marjorie Sharmat once said that her biggest influence was an alcoholic named Prometheus who was fond of straight whiskey.


    Nate, Marjorie, Sisyphus, and Sir Elton John went and then came back and then went again before finally returning to The Finish Line, a banjo was playing the Netherland's National Anthem in a smooth rhapsody with some hints of Ska and a dash ofRudolf's wee fell on deaf ears. But then, who hasn't experienced that? But finally the lovely girl from Orange County (the county was orange) (not the girl) sidled up to her pony -tail and re-combed out the boogers and gunk that rained down from from happy_terd's new haircut .He wanted a MULLET brandished scissors in his gnarled but graceful claws (long sentence this is) and snipped the sentence. The author then paused to smell the roses. Several deep breaths later he was ready to do a little dance make a little loveget down tonight, get down tonight, baby. That's quite enough of that! Cause I'm a Dancing Llama. When that ended, the author reread what had devolved from his superannuated id. "Oh dear," did I write that? At least, out loud?


    I think I oughta think about the purple people eater that I had let in the club house. I wonder "What about blue people?" "Lets cheer them up."Because happy people become so rare around here. I'm leaving for venus in search of love. Left here all alone on Pluto's backside, we no longer had planetary status and were now mere 'toids. Woe is a heaviness that weighs heavily upon those dispossed of their posses (huh??). But somewhere out there was an igloo with a pretty large fireplace. A small family of sweating penguins had begun to hunt the walruses who had eaten their box of glazed doughnuts. "Oh, no!", cried one of the surviving donuts "But where's my hole?" the doughnut responded agrily. Who knew penguins sweat? pondered one of the pundits on the shore "kiss my penguin butt!"snarled a surly bear who was contemplating historical anachronisms and the invention of memory in the bright red toaster by the last rock lobster. Blue was her name and pink her mood but mystery her game. She liked Thai food but could not eat because of no mouth and no fork either.


    There once was a doggie who lost his life chasing parked cars. A very short life. Never learned to dance. Or engaged in romance. Poor little neutered doggie. But everyone loved him. Except Nigel, who hated the sight of the furry hot dog and his not so furry companion Frobisher, the hairless cat. Frobisher had been traumatised after the hair-restorer incident ,her mother wasnt related to lollipop sucking kojak . Frobisher looked horribly depressed. His nipple fell off. And then the dog happily licked Frobisher's face. It's breath smelled of the bitter dregs of coke filled mud cup. I had a dream of a world where no cat was hairless or weighed less than than a blue smurf on steroids. But then nothing weighs more than a dead bloated smurf. Meanwhile the hairless cat was dreaming of hairless kittens. In the background a sunbeam's gentle touch caressed the hairless rats and warmed them until their blood gently sizzled. Eyes went red and...glowed radioactively in the nick of time, because time, now, was chronologically unhinged and seeking revenge in the form of antiquarian fishing rods at Long John Silvers Restaurant.


    Part 7


    Transformational thinking led to a swift climb in donut consumption statistics in spite of rising inflationary cost of delicious chocolate. Somewhere, somehow the devil believes in chocolate doughnuts as a domination tool. On the other hand, cream doughnuts can be used as a flotation device, but only if properly inflated to max pressure but be careful not to leave children unattended near doughnuts, lest some angry old guy beckons to them with a rusty spoon filled ovaltine with a touch of flaked lead paint tasting deliciously like lemon squeezed on paper cuts and force fed into the wee tyke's little maw.


    Meanwhile out at the neighborhood's only popular coffee house there stood a rather oval shaped little man named Swen. Now Swen loved donuts dipped liberally in cream and sprinkled with chocolate . But he loved women lightly sprinkled with pepper and lots of butter.Fortunately, he lived near many large unfriendly sorts of hairy dirty old mean tired angry evil electrons that seized power from the majority minority who couldn't reach the top of the farking fork drawer. Now the neutered neutrons gathered for one last time, but ionization had occurred and the neutrons were too charged to really act like they should act. Thankfully the mercury rose higher than the column (Nelson's), which meant that it was very high and breaking local bylaws. 'Good morning, Canada' said Robin Williams, shooting his left foot off, using a laser, borrowed from area 51, which is where the egg-shaped spacecraft messed up a perfectly top-secret operation, involving the CIA, McDonalds and one Senator of Mobilita Republica. (We have senators here??)


    The resulting investigation revealed rampant corruption and blatant misuse of french fries in that order. Area 51 became covered with blancmange, trifle, jelly and that in no way the cold affects different people's behinds differently. Now who says they're fat! I wouldn't dream of coconut shies at dawn. But a fatty likes long unbranched aliphatic tails and triple whoppers. It emphasised the eventual outcomes of global warming debates that overheated and dried all but the polar bear's large and furry buttocks. It was a mighty fine handle he could use well to drag the oxen from the velvet living room, away from the xbox, which was in danger of being sat on. Suddenly the large blue one next to the snarky little fish in the bottom of the repetitive trope about fish and fruitless wild negatation. started talking gibberish throughout the broken, dismembered storyline of yesteryear. These days logic is worthless and highly overrated by members of the otter family who nevertheless insist on getting paid in salmon colored fishnet tights.


    Strangely enough people wanted to get a pair for an elderly couple's retreat. That was however not acceptable since they all exhibited extremely large, but otherwise shapely and well formed heels, calves, thighs and slightly dented tushies. But fashionados no longer give a damn about ruffles,truffles, ladders, snakes nor the green piece of silk normally found on hither too blue flanks. On several different loin clothes the faint pattern of rare def leopard skin had been brutally torn from the thong side of the tracks. But enough of this frivolity said the stern sad with grief that his thong had been torn. But a slender thread remained, allowing it to decently cover the remaining soiled left butt cheek.


    Moving on to cleaner rye fields with catchers in the outfield playing while talking about the odd head wear of posters and the craziness of life as we know it on the third rock from an alien sun. The pitcher wound up his tentacles and beaned the batter!!! The the crowd roared its appreciation of nuclear baseball even though it was hard to see the reason why all of the players were running naked through the bright glow of nuclear destruction.On a lighter note, the Dow Jones Industrial strength underwear was wearing thinner than an eyelash on the face of an adversarial adversary. BANG went the pop tart. POP went the small kitten stuck in a micro-wave oven inadvertently set for stun and awe and made fluffy a little extra crispy. Down the road and up the tree called the little chocolate squirrel, a stranger named tree,lost in the confusion and left for dead.but not really, because all that ever was, is now, and ever will be, forever and ever, ramen!

  


  Chapter III


  Part 8


  It was a dark but not at all stormy day at the chapter two summary party. Sparky showed up and decided to drink all the ink he found in the squid. This resulted in E-ink's invention.Burp, hiccuped Sparky inkily.then he dropped dead.The End. Alla Fine. of chapter 3.

  

  Chapter IV


  Part 9


  Strange things were happening when shortening chapters led to the concentration of better screen writers.Meanwhile, the worse screenwriters worked on a movie that was going to feature a talking skunk. Presently, all was forgotten as the world span began to shrink (pshrynk?). Call for help now! Help! Help! Help! Help! Called the helpless screenwriter Was there anyone there? The poor screenwriter died. Another chapter ends shortly? Soon. But not yet. On the other network TBC The Bacon Channel, a squirrel and otter died and never returned. Back in the Netherworld in the regions between the otters and squirrels' neighbours on farmville. He could find no trace of any vegetables or any evidence that vegetables or even vegetable-like things buried under the ice were responsible for the hideous menu items at The Restaurant at the End of the Planiverse. At the Other End of the Spiral Arm there was this quaint and thatched example of an English pub there . With small cheese wheels rolling gently down the backsides of some of the otters that lounged in the verdant meadows. This remarkable joint was jumping with the tunes produced by the fledgling fowl with the brass gauntlets of hotty potty.


  In another corner several millimeters away, there were millions of tiny shiny spiny doo-dads with buckets over their tiny shiny spiny doo-dads which also served as spouts for the streams of warm <I'm not going there> wise choice little doggie who suddenly saw SQUIRRELS!!!and otters and bears! Swirling eddies in the bacon wrapped corners ofthe layered vortices of chocolate galaxies were carrying complicated sentence structures to an entirely, yet competently, realized level of nonsense.


  Chocolate coated snowflakes evoked a brief sad life.The otter shook its syrupy head and left leg in the air. Obviously this was a secret signal to the the other angry otters in the large pool filled with cricket bat swinging mosquitoes. Finally there were some other animals involved that had better remain in significant for further development could follow certain inquisitions conducted by violin playing bats in the belfrey of Our Lady's Chapel.


  If that wasn't enough, nothing would be enough! But in the meantime,copyright violation is theft! Have you tried cannibalism?asked the reverent beaver via non sequitur outburst. And how about materialism? Cannibalism always gives me a feeling of duplication.White glowing stars danced in circle around Jo, what we talking about???buzzed the mosquitoes wonderingly . The firmament darkened as the bats started hoovering up the four-word-story plot!


  A short time later it was found that nothing is as it was last time you decided to fast forward through the inevitability of of what happened before. Despite the pre-occurrence the otters still found time to do what otters do when cross-posts occur . We start over, right? Or over Left, whichever .... is the path of that blue fish over the wide blue yonder that we found while turning the pages of the secret diary of , aged thirteen and burning with embarrassment because of that long-ago post that revealed the true nature of the chicken-hearted [oops] but incredibly good looking mother named heather. She used to have five FIVE, (she said) where? Only four personalities remain.The fifth happily partied while wearing nothing but a full bodied wetsuit.The remaining personalities played a Schubert quartet on the portable xilophones that sounded like wind chimes being struck with doughnuts that had been shot from cannons made of parts used in hotdogs. Jumping onto the subway Sandwich microwave oven demanding to be lightly toasted, but only on one and basted with butter. Chaos floods records in The Top Ten issued a call for the practice to be banned in every location where people enjoy doing it. But a small rebellion overthrew the current government and nobody noticed. So they overthrew the next.But the prime minstrel sang a song of the blue one that was next to the phish band member. Suddenly, a slow, gradual change abruptly erupted into fiery, marshmallow toasting, friendly dragons.


  (Strange image from VR) in my rearview mirror.


  http://ripplingerfamily.us/funnies/RearViewMirror.jpg


  An ominous silence settled


  http://www.swiss-miss.com/wp-content...ta-450x411.jpg


  As we closed our minds to the hideous bright pink taffeta dress [Thanks for the illustrations VR ] and refocused on the matter of the footnotes because the small printwas puzzling to the myopic eyes of the blue squirrel trying to decipher the insane ramblings of those posting on


  http://www.acorncam.com/images/BlueSquirrel.jpg


  Arggg!Arggg! Arggg! Arggg!


  http://www.charlotteaberg.com/drawing--square-face.gif


  Where's the spinach gone!? screamed the otters in Japanese, waving their long


  http://www.uaa.alaska.edu/enri/aset/.../sea-otter.jpg


  whiskers and sniffing at


  http://z.about.com/d/drawsketch/1/0/h/I/lyn-otter.JPG


  sniff, sniff, sniff...........Confound


  http://www.lib.cam.ac.uk/exhibitions...otany_bay1.jpg


  the map, the treasure and the dirty socks.Arriving at the island


  http://jimdoran.net/joy/wp-content/u...ine_island.jpg


  was kinda scary because the dolphins were not


  http://www.webesailing.com/photogall...hin%20Knot.jpg


  mammals but Borg invaders


  http://1.bp.blogspot.com/_gLfeaVZEwN...or%2BBorge.jpg


  , shapeshifting and soul absorbing{that last pic cracked me up doggie }


  http://www.theage.com.au/ffximage/20..._300x527,0.jpg


  [Oh, no!]


  The shore was scattered


  http://2.bp.blogspot.com/_bHSVCs9rX0...inah+shore.jpg


  with remnants of our


  http://plus.maths.org/latestnews/jan.../sand/sand.jpg


  shattered lives, overlaid with meandering, coconut laden swallows.


  [Illustrate this one VR!!]


  http://thumb15.shutterstock.com.edge...ts-1060162.jpg


  [not exactly what I had pictured in MY mind] [don't think I ever want to have this picture in my mind] [my brain hurts now] Suddenly the coconuts went


  http://farm3.static.flickr.com/2152/...0cc563488a.jpg


  flying into the sunset


  http://4.bp.blogspot.com/_T8waSVaPzU...2Bcoconuts.jpg


  lovely set of coconuts


  http://pics.livejournal.com/ecctv/pic/00bhpe69


  http://www.eleykishimoto.com/blog/shaved-coconut.jpg


  Suddenly unicorns appeared on


  http://farm1.static.flickr.com/57/16...616fdc863d.jpg


  the shore and started yelling, "Hooray for pugs!"


  http://farm1.static.flickr.com/57/16...616fdc863d.jpg


  http://biggestloserclub.com.au/verve...hRun_large.jpg


  http://norilyn8.web.officelive.com/images/Pug092.jpg


  Llamas lingered lazily left while yaks gaily danced


  http://loopable.files.wordpress.com/...1/lama_big.gif


  [close enufffff] around a bonfire of broken dreams and wasted


  http://static.stuff.co.nz/1252958648/585/2865585.jpg


  paper books that no-one bothered to pick up. The llamas and yaks couldn't read but they found the books delicious.Especially when dipped in a vat of fine


  http://www.chow.com/assets/2009/08/b..._sauce_600.jpg


  [ooops. maybe I'm getting a bit ahead] [:drools:] barrel aged single malt


  http://www.chow.com/assets/2009/08/b..._sauce_600.jpg


  chocolate brewed by elves


  http://www.chow.com/assets/2009/08/b..._sauce_600.jpg


  in a chocolate tree. Who were completely unrelated to bacon trees, or


  http://4.bp.blogspot.com/_e-10JWQSmu...b+the+tree.jpg


  even Cheddar trees. And fields of Easy Cheese were sowed in France


  http://www.sunytoys.com/pic/8601_web...2009169485.jpg


  'Free Fromage for all' was the election's motto


  http://www.whataboutclients.com/arch...humb779491.jpg


  Getting bored with us? Of course not!, replied


  http://www.jayzeelumber.com/images/boards.JPG


  http://philip9876.com/wp-content/upl...red-kitteh.jpg


  http://www.geekologie.com/2009/01/29/zombies-1.jpg


  the llamas, who had Nazi Zombies running after thread stealing, picture posting


  small grey dog, who


  http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedi...s/3/34/WHO.png


  frightened KindleKitten with a


  http://icanhascheezburger.files.word...e-programs.jpg


  larger kitten than her


  http://www.bored383.com/gallery/albu...ant20Kitty.jpg


  Strider boy. But she was getting confused by


  http://phoenixwolfray.com/wp-content...5-08-small.jpg


  the GPS directions, wandering


  http://www.inside-lane.com/wp-conten...at-Vasquez.jpg


  in a myriad of


  http://www.pierogi2000.com/graphics/brodyd29.jpg


  cloverleaf intersections. "Left turn


  http://hollywooddame.com/wp-content/...eaf-clover.jpg


  [Happy St. Patrick's Day!] , you dummy!" screamed the men in white coats


  http://www.listicles.com/wp-content/...scuit_fire.jpg


  as she careened into


  http://farm4.static.flickr.com/3032/...7f4c0f7474.jpg


  the corridors of theWing, winging a


  http://www.tvworthwatching.com/werts...igh-psycho.jpg


  prayer out of the guy with her handgun set on stun. But


  http://www.junjan.org/weblog/images/...ster-thumb.jpg


  http://gotnomilk.files.wordpress.com/2009/05/fork.jpg


  http://forkartist.mosaicglobe.com/ga.../Dust-Ball.jpg


  http://www.chicsonline.org/used2/loopy-dog01.jpg


  http://www.bunnyburybaby.com/images/...t_HO04DG_Z.jpg


  http://www.lol-site.com/wp-content/p...unda-loopy.jpg


  http://static.desktopnexus.com/wallp...gthumbnail.jpg


  http://members.aye.net/~gharris/blog...e_stand_by.jpg


  http://3.bp.blogspot.com/_WJjc0N1hIH...s400/black.JPG


  http://iquotemyself.files.wordpress....6/tv-snow1.jpg


  "There is nothing wrong with your television set. Do not attempt to adjust the picture. We are controlling transmission. If we wish to make it louder, we will bring up the volume. If we wish to make it softer, we will tune it to a whisper. We will control the horizontal. We will control the vertical. We can roll the image, make it flutter. We can change the focus to a soft blur or sharpen it to crystal clarity. For the next hour, sit quietly and we will control all that you see and hear. We repeat: there is nothing wrong with your television set. You are about to participate in a great adventure. You are about to experience the awe and mystery which reaches from the inner mind to... The Outer Limits. "


  Please stand by folks.


  Once upon a time there was a long sentence that never ended Not now. Not never. It could never end.But it just did! And that is all. Or, at least, most. Actually, not even close. Close to what doggie? What doggie?, he asked.Why do you do what you do when when you do it as you do it? Frankly Speaking, he replied (thinking of Rhett Butler)I hade no idea.i should do something wildly erratic in a squirrely mode of locomotion such as digging up the dirt on a poor unsuspecting celebrity, who specializes in dirt-generation and We are the Pandorg. [Excuse the rude interruption.]You will be acutelated. You will be redundant! Ignore those chick-n-borg poseurs! sues the newspapers when [Just ignore it folks, stay with the story! Wait... what?] no dirt is found.[Try to ignore the ChickenBorg eh?] But then it became obvious that jealous pandas rampage through the china-shops. Otters scattered from the scatterings of scattered grasses that lay scattered on sacred ground intermingled with Bits and pieces of the last meal eaten amongst the bamboo shoots of a sullen, bedraggled chicken rancher who lost his flock after a fight with chick'n'borg army!


  Oh well he said The Pandorg obviously won, but lost the last of our respect when they prooved to be utterly faithless and unworthy. but still incredibly cute


  http://giant-panda.com/pandaslep.jpg


  until they stripped off nail polish from the fingernails embedded in its head. As the nail polish was pumpkin orange sprinkled through with sour apple dots and cans of tomato


  were cleverly being juggled


  "DONT TOUCH MY TOMATOS!!!" said the inhabitant loudly


  http://www.thinkdwell.com/blog/wp-co...mato_house.jpg


  as he fondled onions. At the tomato house the cherry tomatoes complained about not getting the inheritance of Penny Pepper. Meanwhile the squirrels were giving each other massages. The aardvark joined in the rush to get a 100% genuine leather pair of arseless chaps for the party that never happened. It had been cancelled due to chickens flirting with the otters who also lacked any sense of decorum. Raging pandas roared into being, then promptly roared as they started running away from the oncoming roaring chickens carrying lots and lots of dead otters armed to the teeth with absolutely enormous rocket launched blue fish. The fish were purchased, filleted, sauteed, and devoured. Eating them gave me cause to question the cooking time, I suddenly ran to the toilet and quickly sat down and all hell broke in the form of a bucket of water . "Wonder Twins, activate!" said Shape of a twisted er um wonder twin. Wonder Bread not being in a wonder-woman outfit used the Easy Cheese to ease the transformation into the super powered panda which powered off into a tasty freeze Sunday. But it was Saturday Friday was his horse. Whilst monday was saddled Miss Tuesday who was a movie star and Wedneday, a child who said, "where is the hoomanity in hoomanity, eh?"in a woeful way. It was a dark and stormy night. Upon which her body laid peacefully in the field. But out in the
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  interrupted the ninja assassin dressed only in chaps but thankfully had covered part of his buttocks.Is there a full deck of cards available to use in our tower constructing adventure that would house homeless squirrels. ," asked the gnome with the large bluish ears that swivelled whenever he he smelled something strange . "I GOTTA BE ME!!!"Think it was you! said the guy who wanted to be happy but couldnt fall in a big pile of... love. The girl he thought he wanted was a nun he met of the blow-up your own balloon kind and who therefore couldn't manage large portion of spam smoothies blended into chunky salmon milkshakes with chocolate sprinkles and mango lip gloss. She was life size wife size with lots of junk and a little gunk stashed in the trunk belonging to the monk who liked to dunk with the donut chunk! A very loud "thunk!" and a loss of consciousness, hearing, vision, and her butt crack. Sadly it was the end. ...OR WAS IT....hmmm. .....It IS I say.But wait, a new day has come upon this lonely tale of snivelling plots and wanton frivolity on a Sunday morning before the sun is hidden by a dark patch of chocolate.melted into the sheets . A loud siren screamed
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  The amp tubes exploded! Everyone wondered what this
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  strange signal from outerspace meant. It could be a big fat hairy hat fairy with a scary lairy nonsenical whiff and nose the shape of a grape. The grape couldn't count the number of crazy times she had wined and dined at the airport HOJO with several passionfruit, oranges and tomatoes BUT then Mr. Potatohead arrived and started dancing


  http://www.mrpotatohead.net/mrpo.gif


  and taking off his silly hat in deference and sticking his nose inside the hat, offering no reason to believe the passionfruit wasn't the mother of his spuds. Carrot, on the other hand was nowhere to to be seen. Cabbage scents wafted lazily through the tired old moments and cascaded amongst the memories fondly rehashed by the skanky HOJO waitress. Where, oh where is my little dead dog warbled the silly little young guy from nantucket who once had a nose like a bucket he read good books and got strange looks


  and then said puck-it. Funny thing about that squirrel outside the door. It was packing a six pack of cold American light beer and some salted cashews. DONT TOUCH MY NUTS!!! shrieked the raging rodent gripping his pistol tightly. Too tightly. BANG! went his little pinky toe.


  Ow!!!!!! Blood ran everywhere! And the little toe was nowhere to be found. the other four wiggled and wriggled, and begged for free medical and an ambulance ride but ended up alone and dying on the toilet lid of life. Thus ends the Saga. of one particular toe. Finally, Kaput, Zonk ..... Dang! The next little piggy was Rick Rolled. Enthralled, Rick Astley sued the Society for Otter Protection for loss of consortium. Concerned, the otters took a little bit of heat for evidence spoliation. Every once in a blue one next to a fuzzy otter in a bath full of friendly but hungry fish, which nibbled the toes, fingers, elbows and ears and tickled the woes and dispelled the fears of the salmon who sank to the bottom. Meanwhile, back at the sand bar where I ordered a very dry towel to be brought along with my martini, by an impeccably dressed guy in a hooters shirt worn on his upper torso had flirted wildly with the fish [Hey, can you guys finish a sentence?] [Huh?] [Read back that last sentence and weep ] [ makes sense to me ] [but then my avatar is powered by a Tushi-Pop] who complained a lot. The fish did complain. It made quite a lot of loud noise.


  Back at the ranch, short choppy sentences are starting to pile up in front of the gates , Bill Gates, shaken not stirred by all the
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  "Holy crap," said the giant rabid maniacal squirrel. {HELP!!! SQUIRRELS HAVE ME!!!} Barry Manilow had arrived! The story was all over the shop, but located mainly in hardware {NO, REALLY!!! HELP!!! HEEELLLLP!!!} [Can't help free vr] as were the squirrel {WHAT?!?!?! DON'T LEAVE ME!!!!} [call in the chickenBorg] commandoes, who were angry at being left in the sink to dry dishes when they should be outside enjoying a big fat load of BS handed to them .Forensic carrotts meanwhile dish dish out broken versions of old health reform. Some were careful not to mention anything that could make any sense in the current context.


  Every day is like a box of chocolates. And at night, the stars come out to misbehave in the back seat of the SUV. A little scallop named Trixie began to tell a tale of exotic adventures in the parking lot of an airport HOJOS. The stories were enthalling and caused the chickens to ruffle their feathers and shake their hind legs (they had six) (lived under power lines) and dance the night. The chickens were very agitated when they heard that Santa wasn't real. But the tooth fairy was watching from hell and decided she must scratch chalkboards with teeth. She dressed up like the Sandman and went hunting for sleeping victims, sprinkling sand in their poor little eyes, and licking their toes, and taking all their money to buy liquor and lots of dark chocolate. Meanwhile, in South Jersey, out of the mud, came a rumbling sound then the earth started to open up slowly and a giant fist with six dirty fingers wiggled and waggled and waggled and wiggled and fell about limp and withered away. Another hand broke through the sod (sounds like a Valentino poem) cleaner this time with lots of gold rings and shiny glass things it must be god or something close to a siamese turnip with radical radishes attached to funky pink pumpkins with cabbage ears and lettuce lilypads in the pond , or so I thought.


  The large shadowy image conveyed the secrecy of the masons who lived by the misty lake in stony little caverns across the big pond. They often pondered about the meaning of life outside the pond, where strange stories were told. Of a less soggy piece of french toast. Floating in the mist like a butter square in a tibetan tea exists a timid little


  Part 10


  to be continued...
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