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  HIGH NOON


  
    

  


  
    THE LEGAL DISCLAIMER
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    All characters and events are strictly and totally imaginary. They are the products of a fevered and diseased imaginative state caused by living in plus 100 F temperatures.
  


  
    

  


  
    Any resemblance to any living person or avatar -- even if it's your own name and face -- is strictly coincidental and will be laughed out of court! You're more likely to win an iPad in a contest than ever win libelous or defamatory damages from me!
  


  Praise for High Noon


  


  
    

  


  
    "Pooh should have been writing stories...


    I like his writing. He will continue until I tell him to stop." - Recluse

  


  
    

  


  
    "more more more more !!!!!!"- GeoffC
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    "...just won the now-there's-a-word-you-don't-see-every-day award." - Vintage Season
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    "High Noon is wonderful!!" - Javed
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    "This is funny stuff." - WT Sharpe
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    "Thank you! Thank you! I'm starting to think maybe I need this, more than the iPad." - Rebarnmom
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    "I keep coming back for more!" - Davimee
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    "Who needs an iPad? Give me pooh's stories every day" - omk3
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    "tushies!" - kindlekitten
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    "applauds the chicken!" - Mare of Earth
  

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

  HIGH NOON


  



  The relentless sun beats down on the parched town of MR-Rock, dirty and dusty as last week's socks. Tumble weed blows down deserted streets, shutters bang in the hot, fitful wind, and faded shades try to keep out the sun.


  A dark speck on the horizon slowly grows larger as a dusty, bedraggled stranger limps into town. The stranger's clothes are sweat-stained, filthy, and torn. His face is in no better condition. He carries battered saddlebags over his shoulder - his horse died days ago. He's been on the run -- a long time.



  Now it's time to come home. He barely has the strength to push through the swinging doors of the Llounge saloon. It's just as hot inside, but blessedly darker. As he stands inside, letting his blasted eyes adjust to the dim and smoky room, a sultry voice with a faded French accent asks "New in town, are you?" As he turns towards the voice, he nearly falls over a tired gray dog, whose dusty coat blends perfectly with the dirty board floor. Only his colorful hat allows folk to avoid stepping on him.



  Then he sees HER - a lovely French flower past her prime but still noticeable in this hell-hole. "My name's Zelda," she whispered, "buy me a drink?" She flounced closer, shoving the doggie aside with a stiletto black heel. Her drooping flounces and frills looked like a painting in a museum to the tired traveler -- the most color he'd seen in a while. "I sure could use a Sasparilla," she breathed, and led him to a long wooden bar, scarred by untold gun and knife fights.



  The barkeep sidled over and said "What'll you have stranger?"



  "Whiskey," he grated in a voice dry as dust, and just as hopeless. "And a Sasparilla for the little lady." "Lady!" chortled the barkeep, "You've got a lot to learn here boy!" Zelda ignored the barb and snuggled closer to the stranger.


  As he poured the drinks, the barkeep said "They call me Doc Pshrynk. What do you answer to son?"



  "Alex," sighed the stranger. It had been a long time since he had admitted his true name.


  "Hmmm," mused Doc, "there used to be an Alex living in these parts. Then one day he up and vanished. Took the town's iPad with him too. Since then we've been completely cut off from the rest of the world. Yup. Even with its spotty wifi connectivity, it was our only connection. Everyone used it. Then it was gone. Now look at us - a sorry, forgotten lot."


  As Doc told his sorry tale, the gray dog wandered over and begged for a treat. Doc dropped a stale chocolate donut and said "Chew slowly boy, that's the last one. No way to re-order now!"



  After taking care of the donut, the doggie began sniffing at the stranger's saddlebags, which had slipped to the floor as Zelda continued her moves on the stranger. Suddenly loud barking filled the saloon, as the doggie frantically scratched and dug at the saddlebags.



  "Whatcha got in there Alex," asked the barkeep as he bent over and lifted them onto the bar. Alex lunged to grab the bags, but was held in the surprisingly strong arms of his French chanteuse!



  "That's mine," he shouted, "You can't open them!"


  "Well now," mused Doc, "you gotta pay for them drinks. Let's see what sort of cash you're carrying."


  Everyone in the saloon gasped as Doc opened the saddlebag and spilled the missing iPad onto the bar! And then all eyes turned to the ashen-faced Alex. Even the doggie's! 



  



  SON OF HIGH NOON


  The silence in the saloon thickened until you could have sliced it with a dull Bowie knife. The gibbon playing the piano stopped playing and twirled lazily on his stool, absently cracking his hairy knuckles. Zelda kept her grip on the trembling Alex, who couldn't keep his eyes off the iPad. Neither could anyone else in the bar! Zelda opened her crimson-painted lips to scream when .....



  The swing doors to the saloon swung slowly open, and a man with a bright gold star on his shirt walked in, followed by a short dude wearing a tattered tuxedo coat and carrying an umbrella. "I'm the sheriff in this town, stranger," he growled. "Folks call me HarryT. HarryTheSheriff that is." This is my deputy, pilotbob. Don't let his get-up fool you. He's meaner than a rattlesnake in heat and a durn deadly shot with that umbrella-shooter he carries."



  "Now, what's going on here? What's this I hear about the town's missing iPad? And who is this good-for-nothing low down lurking loner that Miss Zelda's got in her claws?"


  Doc jumped in hastily to explain. But before he could even get the first word out, a high-pitched squeal erupted from the stairs!



  "ALEX my darling! You're back! You did come back for me like you promised! I knew you'd return! I'm the only one that trusted you! I knew you could never forget your dreams-girl!"


  All this caterwauling was coming from a small but well-built blonde leaning over the stair railing, her low-cut bodice exhibiting her assets for free to the leering crowd below.


  "Oh great," muttered Doc "Here comes the town blonde bimbo right on cue."


  BRIDE OF HIGH NOON


  As Alex slumped in the clutches of the fierce French Fraulein, his lips silently moved as he thought "Well, things can't get much worse now, can they?"



  Bad move.



  The doors behind the dreams-girl flew open and more screaming women erupted onto the landing, all attesting their unflagging devotion to Alex.



  "This is just great," muttered HarryTheSheriff, "now the whole cat house comes out to play."


  Doc stepped forward and bellowed: "Now, now, ladies. Yes you Verencat, and Miss Nekokami, Yes you too. Everyone step back and behave. Let the sheriff do his job."


  Everyone was crowding around Alex, but the iPad drew all eyes like a magnet pulling in iron filings. Eager fingers stretched forward to stroke the dusty touch screen. Townsfolk began reminiscing: "Do you remember the App that we used to use? Wonder if it's still there. Maybe it's been updated?"



  Alex kept whimpering "It's mine. Don't touch it. It's mine. I'm not going to give it to anybody! I'm keeping it! Let go of me! I want to leave!"



  As Alex disappeared into a crowd of feminine fur and furbelows, Sheriff HarryT gingerly picked up the iPad and held it up to his faded blue eyes.



  "Sure looks like our iPad folks. But we ought to make sure before we hang the varmint."


  "Who remembers how to use this dang thing? Does anyone still have a copy of the instructions?"


  Doc shouted "Get the librarian! Miss Patricia has a copy of every book in this town! In multiple formats! She'll have a copy!"


  The gray doggie ran out under the swing doors towards the library, fronted by its Greek marble columns. He soon returned, followed by a tall woman wearing long robes and muttering "I don't know. The iPad used a closed system. You couldn't side-load files into it unless blessed by Saint Jobs. I'm not sure if we can jail-break it."


  The crowd parted in front of her, like wheat before a tornado! Sheriff HarryT reverently passed the iPad to her and waited for her response.


  HIGH NOON THE SAGA


  
    

  


  
    Before Miss Patricia could lay hands on the infernal device, the swing doors burst open as the town lawyer, Mr. Sharp Tom, ran in shouting "Don't hang him yet! We must follow due process! We only lost an iPad, not our humanity!"
  


  
    

  


  
    He glared around him and demanded "Where's the prisoner, errr, I mean defendant? What have you savage fiends done with him?"
  


  
    

  


  
    An outburst of girlish giggles answered his stentorian shouts, and Lawyer Tom bravely waded into a gaggle of lace and leather clad ladies all vying to assist Alex in remembering why he had returned to MR-Rock. The sometimes bad, sometimes good Deb was arm-wrestling with the Kindlish kitten for dibs on Alex's torso, whilst Verencat was chasing his bolo tie ends screaming "string!" Neko was just removing her camisole when Lawyer Tom scattered them all by thundering "Raid! Head for the hills! It's Sheriff HarryT and he needs more money for his retirement fund! Anyone that doesn't scurry off in the next 10 seconds will get arrested and fined!"
  


  
    

  


  
    Unfortunately the ladies (and Alex) were squealing so loud, nobody hear the soft-spoken Lawyer Tom. Ever resourceful, he pulled out a catnip mouse and threw it through the swing doors, stepping aside as a thundering herd exited the cat house to follow the elusive rodent. He found Alex slumped in the dust with claw marks covering his face and torso. Muttering that the town would be responsible for the costs of rabies and tetanus shots, Lawyer Tom helped Alex back to his feet and led him to the bar, where the townsfolk that hadn't chased after the cat crowd remained staring at the forlorn iPad.
  


  
    Alex continued his plaint: "It's mine. I'm not going to give it away to anybody. You can't make me. It's mine. I'm keeping it."
  


  
    

  


  
    "We'll see about that" boomed a new voice in the fracas, as the great Judge Nate waddled forwards. Dressed in vest and frock coat, his jowls hanging over his collar and tie, he looked just like a pelican! A formally dressed pelican!
  


  HIGH NOON THE DIRECTOR'S CUT


  
    

  


  
    All eyes turned to Judge Nate and the babble hushed to a low rumble. Alex cringed behind Zelda as the mighty waterfowl of justice waddled up to the bar counter. His big eyes nearly popped out of his head!
  


  
    

  


  
    "It's back," he whispered in a reverential tone, "It's finally back. I can finally catch up on Lost and Doctor Who."
  


  
    

  


  
    He wheeled around and fixed his gimlet stare on Alex. "Who is this varmint? And how did he happen to be carrying OUR iPad?" he roared.
  


  
    

  


  
    Lawyer Tom cleared his throat, about to launch into a defense of liberty, justice, and the possible loss of his fees in the event of a lynching. But his peroration was abruptly canceled before it began by a quavery voice at the saloon door: "Don't make me use the big stick you blankety blank whippersnappers!"
  


  
    

  


  
    The crowd flew back from the wild and willful wavings of a large knobby stick, closely followed by the oldest, meanest-looking, angriest granny the town had ever seen!
  


  
    "Oh lord," muttered the Judge, it's old grandma from the desert. How in Hades did she hear about this already?"
  


  
    

  


  
    Alex took one look at the harridan advancing toward him and slumped to the floor. Zelda leaped behind the bar, knocking Doc into his shelf of whiskey bottles.
  


  
    

  


  
    Grandma stumped forward, bent over the recumbent Alex, and in a hideous parody of a maternal voice crooned "Poor baby. Near parched to death and all they gave you was whiskey. And look - your clothes need a good wash and mend. Son, you need the care of a kindly female to get you back to rights."
  


  
    

  


  
    And with surprising strength in her wiry frame, she scooped up Alex and slung him over her shoulder, grabbing the iPad with her other hand.
  


  
    

  


  
    The gray doggie leapt up to snatch the iPad out of her grasp as both the Judge and Sheriff Harry shouted "Oh no you don't."
  


  
    Grandma wheeled about, leveling her stick at them, and snarled "Yeah? And just who's gonna stop me?"
  


  
    

  


  
    "I reckon that would be me, ma'am" drawled the deputy everyone had forgotten about. The tiny tuxedo'ed figure ambled forward leveling his umbrella at the dumb-struck grandma.
  


  THE UNCENSORED SCRIPT



  
    

  


  
    Yup, folks tended to overlook ol' pilotbob - literally. He was a soft-spoken short dude that hailed from the Mississippi - where bob used to pilot the big steam boats before river traffic got all snarled up with those moored gambling ships. He struck out west and ended up in MR-Rock, and became HarryT's indispensable right-handed gunner.
  


  
    

  


  
    He slowly sauntered up to grandma, casually cocked his umbrella-six shooter, and said "Drop him, ma'am!" Alex slid to the floor and blearily tried to focus on the nattily-dressed figure who was pointing an umbrella over his head. Grandma ordered a double rot-gut whiskey and stood beating a tattoo on the bar with her big stick, eying the leveled umbrella.
  


  
    

  


  
    "Now then," continued the Sheriff, "let's get some facts straight now, son. Just who are you and why did you have our stolen iPad in your saddlebags? And do you have any next of kin to notify before your lynching?"
  


  
    

  


  
    Alex began spluttering his tired old refrain "It's my iPad. I'm not going to give it away to anyone! It's mine!"
  


  
    

  


  
    The Sheriff nodded to pilotbob to take Alex into custody, and Lawyer Tom began spluttering again about due process and bail, when the lights suddenly dimmed even more in the dusky saloon.
  


  
    

  


  
    A sultry voice began crooning "Falling in love again" and a spotlight suddenly illuminated the blonde bimbo dreams girl on the rickety stage, dressed to kill in satin and lace, singing her heart out while the gibbon (who always claimed he was really an orangutan adopted by gibbons) accompanied her on the out-of-tune player piano.
  


  
    

  


  
    Everyone dropped into a chair to enjoy the impromptu performance, and no one noticed the man in black entering through the swinging doors.
  


  THE NEVERENDING STORY



  
    

  


  
    The blonde bimbo was reaching the climax of her husky ballad when a high clear note came out of the player piano. The ape threw up his paws and dove under a table. All heads snapped towards the door, where the man in black's thin cigar had just set off the smoke detector.
  


  
    

  


  
    "Damn your safety regulations" muttered Doc in the general direction of Judge Nate. "This happens every night and just puts everyone off wanting another drink." He reached under the bar, pulled out a revolver, and shot the alarm off the top of the piano. The bullet ricocheted, blowing the bow off the blonde's head, and knocking pilotbob's umbrella out of his hand.
  


  
    

  


  
    Totally ignoring the ensuing bedlam, the man in black entered the light cast by the lone kerosene lamp over the bar. The entire audience gasped in unison. "It's him! It's the Wolf man! JS the Wolf man! The meanest man in all of MR-Rock."
  


  
    

  


  
    Lawyer Tom leaned over Alex and explained: "JS used to be just an ordinary cowpoke until he took it into his head to visit the Indians camped on the prairie. They made him undergo some new fangled type of spiritual initiation and it changed him bad! Way bad! When he came back to town, his appearance kept changing. One time he'd look like a bear. Then a pig. Then a flightless water fowl. But the worst was the time he looked like a man - yes a man - trapped from the neck down in a giant metal salt shaker - clawing and screaming - trying to pull hisself out of it! But you always know it's him! It's the eyes - they're lop-sided and kind of googly - in a bad kind of way. Never look directly into his eyes!"
  


  
    

  


  
    Alex gazed at this mystery man and blinked as his appearance kept shifting, while the eyes stayed the same. Big, round, googly eyes that stayed fixed on him. He strained his ears to hear the shamanic chant coming from those grim lips: "PDF is NOT an ebook format. PDF is NOT an ebook format." What sort of devilish spell was he casting on the hapless fugitive?
  


  
    

  


  
    The the Wolf man's eyes shifted to the iPad on the bar and the fires of Hades leaped into those soulless black eyes. His hand rose at the end of his arm -- as if lifted by puppet strings -- and his quivering index finger stabbed towards the dusty tablet. "No! No! It can't be! I cursed you, you diabolical creation of Satan! You're not perfect enough to exist in this world! You can't multitask! You don't allow personal files to be loaded! You're autonomous! I can't control you! Die! Die I command you! Die!"
  


  
    

  


  
    And he lunged forwards, black coat tails flapping, fingers clutching like the talons of some great bird of prey....
  


  THE DANCE REMIX


  
    VIEWER WARNING: PG13 - Explicit anatomical references of a highly embarrassing nature contained.
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    A sharp rap from grandma's big stick ended the Wolf man's attempt to destroy the iPad. He slumped to the floor, where the gray doggie began to administer tongue-to-face resuscitation and go through his pockets for any stray donuts.
  


  
    

  


  
    

  


  
    Sheriff HarryT and Deputy pilotbob again approached Alex and the iPad, certain now they could get both into protective custody in the broken-down MR-Rock jail.
  


  
    

  


  
    But word of the iPad's mysterious return had been traveling through the town, from door to door, and mouth to mouth. Folks who would never be caught dead or alive in a saloon were drifting toward the Llounge, eager to see if for once rumor was truth! A large crowd gathered on the hot, dusty sidewalk and tried to see into the dusky tavern.
  


  
    

  


  
    A tall woman wearing a beret pushed her way through the crowd into the saloon. In a voice noted for its perfect French accent and perfect diction, she caroled: "Alex! Eet ees meeee! Florence! You haff returned to meeee! Now I can finish painting your portrait! And you can pay me with your iPad as you haff promised!"
  


  
    

  


  
    Grandma spat on the floor, cursing as no woman could or should be able to curse, and rasped "What took you so long, you Frenchie-fied floozy? Think we don't know what goes on in that so-called studio of yours? Think we didn't look in the window and see those nekkid men? Huh? And you want to be paid for lookin' at them pieces and parts? Think again sweetie!"
  


  
    

  


  
    Sheriff HarryT bravely, if foolishly, stepped between the incensed octogenarian and the artist known as Florence. "Well," he drawled, "you claim you was painting this fellow, eh? Can you prove it?"
  


  
    

  


  
    Florence blushed hotly and whispered "Mas oui, mon sheriffe! I never forget a tushie! Especially such a handsome tushie!"
  


  
    

  


  
    All eyes flew to Alex, and his backside, as he tried to dig his way out through the floor boards.
  


  
    

  


  
    Florence continued "Oui - I can prove it! All we have to do is have Alex drop his drawers next to my unfinished portrait. No one will be able to deny my claim then!"
  


  
    

  


  THE EPIC SAGA OF A GENERATION


  
    Viewer warning: This installment contains graphic nekkidness.

  


  
    

  


  
    Well, Sheriff HarryT looked at Judge Nate, who looked at Doc, who looked over, errrr, down at Deputy pb, who looked into the doggie's eyes.
  


  
    "What have we got to lose?" asked Doc, "Let's humor the little lady and get an answer to this baffling puzzle."
  


  
    So the doggie was sent to Florence's "studio of ill repute" to fetch the alleged portrait of an iPad thief, or at least the tush of a thief.
  


  
    

  


  
    The gibbon wound up the player piano and the dreams bimbo beguiled the waiting crowd with a medley of show tunes and Broadway standards. The ladies from the cat house slunk back into the saloon, licking their chops, waiting for more fun to erupt.
  


  
    

  


  
    A packed house awaited the arrival of the portentous portrait!
  


  
    

  


  
    The scratching of claws on hard-packed dirt, loud panting, and the occasional canine profanity announced the return of the gray doggie, clutching the portrait, discreetly concealed in a plain brown wrapper, in his sturdy jaws. Doc erected a make-shift easel on the bar using Grandma's stick and several chairs, and the portrait was proudly positioned in its place of honor.
  


  
    

  


  
    Zelda, Deb, KK, Verencat, & Neko used their combined strength to drag Alex onto the bar next to the painting. The ape began a drum roll on the top of the piano, and the crowd held its breath! Florence stepped forward and slowly, carefully unwrapped her painting, and then dramatically stepped aside, revealing:
  


  
    

  


  
    [image: ]

  


  
    
      At the same time, Zelda de-pantsed Alex.
    


    
      

    


    
      The crowd gasped! Florence beamed! Grandma swore up a blue streak! The doggie swooned! The ape applauded wildly!
    


    
      

    


    
      Florence explained: "Obviously they're identical! My painting has captured the essence of Alex's derriere. I gazed at it for hours and painted the message my soul received!"
    


    
      

    


    
      Well, Sheriff HarryT looked at Judge Nate, who looked at Doc, who looked over, errrr, down at Deputy pb, who looked into the doggie's eyes. Doc stepped forward and covered Alex from public view. Sheriff HarryT re-wrapped the painting. The doggie wept. The gibbon closed the lid over the piano keys.
    


    
      

    


    
      Sheriff HarryT spoke first: "Well folks, if that painting is Alex's derriere, I'm a monkeys .... (the gibbon muttered savagely here), errr, we're all sadly mistaken."
    


    
      

    


    
      Their hopes had been dashed. Florence had been sniffing the oil paints again. The town was no closer to regaining its rightful iPad. Alex was still a prisoner.
    


    
      

    


    
      Doc leaned over the bar and asked the crest-fallen Florence "Say, Miss Florence, in addition to being the town's loose-living Bohemian artist in residence, ain't you also the school marm?"
    


    
      

    


    
      "Why yes" responded Florence, "You know I teach grades K - 6."
    


    
      

    


    
      "Well, ma'am," continued Doc, "If you're here now, who's watching your class?" Florence froze as the full implication of Doc's question sank in......
    

  


  THE PLOT THICKENS


  
    

  


  
    Lawyer Tom was just beginning to chat up Florence about defending her on child abandonment charges when suddenly the bells in the town belfry began to peal! Everyone ran to the door and window and pointed at the belfry, where a lurid green glow poured out into the darkening sky.
  


  
    

  


  
    "It's our town recluse," observed Doc. "He only rings the bells when disaster threatens the town - like when we had that twister last year."
  


  
    

  


  
    The bells continued their hellish din so that the ladies from the cat house only heard the word "Twister" and began screaming "Let's all play strip twister!" Doc ran to get the floor mat. Judge Nate collapsed in a chair to observe the game and make sure the rules were followed. The gibbon began a merry melody on the player piano. Florence grabbed her painting and made tracks for her studio. And the ladies -- Deb, Neko, and Kitten -- all threw themselves onto the floor mat and began spinning the little pointer. Alex grabbed the forgotten iPad and began to sidle towards the back door.
  


  
    

  


  
    Only Zelda remained aloof, looking out the window at recluse's shadowy form still tugging mightily on the bell ropes. Suddenly her scream cut through all the clamor: "The shums! The shums are loose! Run for your lives! They're coming this way!" The saloon erupted into total bedlam as folk ran in all directions at the same time, accompanied by the relentless pealing of recluse's warning bells.
  


  
    

  


  
    Alex tore out of the back door, narrowly missing the gray doggie lying on the back steps, and ran into the stable yard. A voice hailed him: "This way Alex. I'll help you escape! Hop aboard!" Alex leapped onto an earth-colored Mare, who promptly left hoofmarks as she dashed into the night. She stopped at the town limits and asked "Errrr, you did bring the iPad, didn't you?" Alex opened his saddlebag to display the coveted tablet, and Mare took off as if rocket-powered!
  


  
    

  


  
    "Where are we going?" asked Alex, but received no answer.
  


  
    

  


  
    After endless hours galloping through the moon-lit prairie, Mare and Alex arrived at the Cross-the-Road Chicken Ranch, owned by veteran chicken wrangler kennyChicken and his lovely wife iAmNotachicken, with their two lovely daughters Pshellyrose (the p is silent) and Psweetpea (the p is silent). His foreman GeoffChicken ran out to greet the visitors and help Alex down with his sacred burden.
  


  
    

  


  
    KennyChicken, still clad in his working bib overalls, ambled over to welcome Alex. "Howdy stranger! Your face rings a bell (literally - he could hear recluse's pealing on the winds) but I don't think you've been in these parts lately. But any friend of Mare's is a friend of mine."
  


  
    

  


  
    Mare leaned over to whisper "He's got it in his saddlebag!" before GeoffChicken led her away to the stables.
  


  
    

  


  
    "C'mon and meet the little woman, son. Yup, I met her at the church social wearing that cute little pink hat with the chicken perched on top - and you could say it was love at first sight! We were meant for each other! And it's been pure bliss ever since."
  


  
    

  


  
    "You're just in time for supper. I'm sure our Eye-talian cook beppe has rustled up something real special for us tonight!"
  


  
    

  


  MY DINNER WITH ALEX


  
    

  


  
    Alex let himself be led into the big red farmhouse and was introduced to the two daughters, lovely Pshellyrose clad entirely in red floral patterns, and Psweetpea who purred when introduced to the handsome stranger wearing the weary but knowing smirk under his dusty Stetson! The two little ladies vied with one another to gain his attention and monopolize his conversation.
  


  
    

  


  
    "Shame, shame" cried their mother, the shortest woman Alex had ever looked over, errr, had ever seen, "leave the poor boy alone until at least after supper." KennyC(hicken) saw his bemused stare and explained "Yup, she might be short but she's the best cuddler this side of the Pecos." IAm blushed prettily and said "Oh pa! Don't embarrass me in front of our guest."
  


  
    

  


  
    Just then Alex was saved from further conversational forays by the sound of the dinner gong: "Cock-a-doodle-do" reverberated over the ranch, causing all the nesting hens to shriek madly inside the barns.
  


  
    KennyC hauled Alex into the brightly lit dining room and sat him down between his two daughters, who simpered and primped using their shining dinner plates as mirrors.
  


  
    

  


  
    Then chef beppe, "the terror of all pullets," and his shy, quiet assistant Davimeet-ya began serving the dinner. It was ALL chicken! Course after course after course of chicken. Beppe and Davimeet-ya groaned under the trays of gallinaceous gourmet pickings. Chicken soup. Chicken cheese sticks. Roast chicken. Fried chicken. Cold chicken. Chicken nuggets. Chicken slivers. ....... Alex's head swam with horror as he heard his host declaim: "Yup, we love chicken here. All chickens. All the time. We have chicken every day for every meal. We even dream of chickens. Chickens are my best friends. My little girls grew up in the hen house playing with their meals." And on and on and on went the devilish diatribe until Alex became pale and faint. The two girls accentuated their father's speech by clutching Alex's thigh excitedly just thinking about chickens.
  


  
    

  


  
    Just when Alex thought he would scream if he heard the word chicken one more time, the drums began .... at first faintly in the far distance, but then growing loud and rhythmic as the individual drummers found their beat. Desperate to change the dinner table topic of non-conversation, Alex innocently asked "Who's playing the drums? Is it a neighboring ranch?"
  


  
    

  


  
    KennyC's face darkened at once, suffused with rage and hatred. "Them's the drums of those heathenish Oz-Indians! They live in the middle of nowhere and obey no laws of man or land. They claim their tribe sprang forth on a continent of their own, but can't explain how they ended up here in our desert. They claim that their tribal motto is 'Better living through chemicals' - but every time one of them varmints yells it they all fall down howling and laughing like wild godless apes."
  


  
    

  


  
    "At first they weren't too bad as neighbors -- until they started stealing the chicken feed and fermenting it into grain mash -- and making their own rot-gut whiskey! Out of perfectly good, nutritious chicken feed! What a waste!"
  


  
    

  


  
    "They're led by a shaman, Mountsymagazines - you'll recognize him right off with his heathenish face paint and ungodly hat. He claims to have a big ugly hairy gibbon as his familiar."
  


  
    

  


  
    Alex broke in excitedly "Yes -- I saw him at the Llounge Saloon playing the piano."
  


  
    "Right," agreed IAm, "when Mags doesn't need him for scrying and casting spells, the gibbon has a day job at the saloon. He's the only one strong enough to wind the rolls and pump the pedals on that old piece of junk they call a pianer!"
  


  
    

  


  
    "The shaman is the one who turned Wolf man into the creature he is today. Did you meet him too at the saloon?"
  


  
    Alex shuddered as he remembered those demonic, brooding mis-matched googly eyes peering into his soul.
  


  
    

  


  
    GeoffChicken ran in the door just then and announced: "Boss! Come quick! Those dang-blamed Oz-Injuns are on the move! Coming this way! And they have their queen riding with them!" Shrill hennish screams rang out over the ranch! Chickens were trying to fly!
  


  CIRCLE THE WAGONS!!


  
    Alex ran to the door with the chicken rancher and his family, and saw a cloud of dust approaching the ranch. Brightly clad figures could be barely made out as the approaching horde began circling the helpless ranch!

  


  
    

  


  
    IAm cried out "Look! There's the queen! Queen Katti'sCat herself! And her royal consort MOTT (Man Of The Teepee) She was cursed by a neighboring tribe's shaman with brain fever - real bad brain fever - and the Oz-ians thought they were going to lose her. But their own shaman Mountsymags and his big ape did some powerful magic along with the rest of the tribe - and she's riding proud and tall again. A little slow yet - but she ain't giving up! No how! No way! We're doomed!"
  


  
    

  


  
    Alex peered into the dust cloud and asked "Who's that slinky sexy woman in blue jammies?"
  


  
    "Oh -- that's SS - the Ozian's warrior princess. She's as mean as a snake - and just as deadly!"
  


  
    "And look - there's the Bird Woman lene-loo-hoo - with her little circle of flying friends. Watch out or they'll land poo-bombs on your head!"
  


  
    

  


  
    By now Alex was becoming totally confused, trying to pick out each Oz-ian as they flashed by. He saw Mountsymags - propeller spinning wildly on his cap, swinging a crowbar around his head. There was nomeskittyque scribbling a description of the battle for publication even before it happened! And hordes more of the gaudily clad wild denizens from the land down under civilized world. They made his head spin as they flashed by on horseback!
  


  
    

  


  
    Then disaster struck! SS rode in swiftly, seized Alex (and his saddlebags containing the iPad) and threw him over her saddle - in the blink of an eye Alex and the Oz-ians (AND THE iPAD) were gone! Only a huge cloud of dust remained, choking the rancher's family and causing the hens to cough mightily.
  


  
    

  


  
    "Pa -- what'll we do?" cried IAm. We've lost the iPad! Pshellyrose and Psweetpea began screeching when they realized they had lost Alex too!
  


  
    

  


  
    KennyC(hicken) grimly walked back to the ranch office and ordered GeoffC(hicken) "Quick! Wake up joyous_cowpat - the fastest man ever to key in messages on the telegraph! Sober him up and have him send out a SOS - this is a job for dave's robotic rangers!"
  


  
    

  


  
    GeoffC ran into the bunkhouse and found joyous_cowpat already bent over the telegraph apparatus, clicking the send key so fast his hand was a blur heating the air over it!
  


  
    "Quick, stop what you're doing! We need to send a SOS to the garrison. Those dang blamed Oz-ians have kidnapped Alex and stolen OUR iPad! Have Ranger dave ride out immediately with his robotic rangers and track down those savages before they break the iPad. Oh, and bring back Alex if SS is done with him."
  


  
    

  


  
    j_c didn't even pause in his maniacal clicking, and said "No problem. I've already posted your SOS at dave's, while also posting obscene messages on the Oz-ian's bulletin board and alerting the town to your catastrophe!" "And I ordered some pizzas, since they took beppe too - and he's the only one here who knows how to cook chicken!"
  


  
    

  


  
    A HERO IS BORN!

  


  
    Gentle reader, let us hover o'er the Oz-Injun camp, in particular over one softly lit teepee that seems to be convulsing from the activity within. Let us gently place an ear against the brightly painted canvas and listen a little to the sweet nothings being exchanged between SS and her captive Alex:

  


  
    

  


  
    SS: "Stop struggling dang you! I have to search you for the iPad!"
  


  
    Alex: "I keep telling you -- it's in my saddlebags - that you gave to Queen KC!"
  


  
    SS: "I tell you I'm going to search you anyway - hold still!"
  


  
    Alex: "I'm not going to wear blue jammies with kitties on them!"
  


  
    SS: "Then you'll go nekkid!"
  


  
    Alex: "For petes sake, somebody save me!"
  


  
    

  


  
    Let's leave the lovebirds to their unique courting rituals and return to the devastated hamlet of MR-Rock, after the stampede of the shums!
  


  
    

  


  
    Moonlight bathes the tiny, dusty, and tired town of MR-Rock. The empty streets are littered with broken glass, bits of wood, and empty juice boxes dropped by the rampaging shums. The weary townsfolk have finally captured the last rampant shum and returned all to their places of captivity, errr residence. The battle between the generations is finally over for today. A new battle looms on the horizon.
  


  
    

  


  
    The alarm bells have been silenced! Kindlish kitten had crupt up the belfrey stairs and pushed a kitten through the cat flap in recluse's door. She waited until she heard purring - from both the kitten and recluse. Cute kittens could always calm ol' recluse after a shum attack!
  


  
    

  


  
    Figures of authority, concerned citizens, and town drunks have filtered back into what's left of the Llounge Saloon. Doc is busily filling glasses and taking musical requests for the gibbon at the player piano .... who has mysteriously vanished! Doc jumps onto the bar and shouts "Is there a musician in the house?" No one answers. "Dang," he mutters, "without the piano music to distract the customers, I can't water down the whiskey tonight! I'm gonna dock that ape's wages big time for this!" "I better call the girls down early to provide some entertainment for this crowd."
  


  
    

  


  
    Sheriff HarryT and Judge Nate were huddled at table in the back of the room, discussing the missing iPad situation. Deputy Bob joined them, along with the gray doggie.
  


  
    "We've got to track down that varmint Alex and get our town's iPad back! We can't let him get away with it again!" intoned the Judge.
  


  
    

  


  
    "Yeah," agreed the Sheriff, "Miss Patricia has found the manual for it."
  


  
    "But how will we find out where he's got to? The shum stampede has covered all the tracks left by that dang Mare!"
  


  
    The three men sat silently drinking, pondering their seemingly hapless situation.
  


  
    

  


  
    "We could form a posse!" cried the deputy. "Swear in a bunch of townsfolk, find Alex, lynch the varmint, and bring the iPad back to town."
  


  
    

  


  
    "But how are we gonna find Alex now?" objected the Judge. "We'll need a tracker to lead our posse."
  


  
    

  


  
    The gray doggie raised his head at these words, and darted out of the saloon into the night. No one noticed he was gone, except for a few hungry fleas who promptly jumped onto the deputy.
  


  
    

  


  
    Meanwhile, by the empty piano, the cat-house ladies were assembling to sing a few show tune numbers, and had noticed the large absence of the gibbon. They stood there, shifting from stilletto-heeled foot to foot, waiting for the music to begin. The crowd was growing restless, angrily calling for some entertainment.
  


  
    

  


  
    Things were getting ugly in the Llounge Saloon....
  


  
    

  


  
    The gray doggie ran back into the saloon ... followed by a slouched bearded dusty man, who ambled up to the bar and said: "Heard you're looking for a tracker. Well, I'm your man. Name is Vintage Seasonings. I can find a flea blindfolded in a room full of wolves. I can find a flea even if he isn't wearing a blindfold. I'll track down your iPad."
  


  
    

  


  
    "Well stranger," said Doc as he poured the whiskey, "I don't know about that. The fugitive has quite a start on you, there's been a stampede, and we've been seeing a lot of fireworks over at the Oz-Injun reservation. Things look might dangerous out there."
  


  
    

  


  
    Seasonings just laughed in a hopeless, capable sort of way, and said "I like a challenge."
  


  
    

  


  
    He turned to face the now silent room and shouted "Who's with me? Who wants to catch a thief? Who will ride with me into the desert?"
  


  
    

  


  
    A hush blanketed the bar .....
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