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PROLOG
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It was a difficult birth. At least, I assume it was. I remember the howling and the screaming. And it wasn't just my sisters excited for the new arrival. Only to be disappointed. I was a little thing, apparently. Hardly worth the trouble. My horns were barely protruding and my breathing was shallow.

My father took one look at me and said: “It's so insignificant.” I'll never forget those words. They were the first I ever heard.

My mother didn't say anything as I was carried off and tossed into a pit of bones. Tiny, little bones picked clean. I can only assume where the like is cast.

I crawled around the best I could. My legs were limp. I was hungry, but there was nothing. I never tasted my mother's cream. Never caressed, never wanted.

It didn't take long for the beasts to notice me and they began to salivate. I was afraid. I crawled away as fast as I could, but I wasn't fast enough. They surrounded me. All I could see were large jagged teeth frothing with every bark. I didn't want to die, but I didn't want to live either. I shut my eyes, accepting my fate. I could only imagine what my life could've been if only I was the right size. The breath of the beasts wreaked. It was hot. The air around me rose up. I could feel my pulse steadily increase. I could feel my hair waving. And I was overcome by a sudden rush. Was this what death is like? Is this how it feels?

Then there was a puff of smoke and my body slammed onto the ground with such great force my whole back was bruised. What happened? I wondered. I opened my eyes and to my surprise I was somewhere else. The beasts were gone. I looked around and all I could see were extremely sharp edges. There was an opening in the crust, in the far distance. It was tall and coned shaped with a vent where ash and gasses escaped.

I looked around further and saw a purple colored object on the ground. It was spherical and had been there for a while. It smelled foul, but it also smelled edible. It wasn't very far away, near a woody perennial plant, growing to a considerable height and bearing lateral branches at some distance from the ground. From those branches hung other purple colored objects.

So, I crawled. And crawled I did, dragging my limp legs across the ground with so many sharp edges. They tore and bled as I scraped along. It was painful. More painful than I thought I could endure. I wanted to give up more than once, but it was right there. If only I could endure just a bit more. And a bit more I did; with mangled flesh and some bones showing I reached the purple colored object and didn't hesitate to eat it.

The flavor was a balance of sweet and tart with a zesty crisp. It was horrendous. Still, it was a good day. That day was the last time I was ever afraid.
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SHE'S MY GOTHICA
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I never knew girls could invoke darkness with such flair

The planets have aligned and the werewolf mist is in the air

••••
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Vampires stalk the streets under a moonlit night

Hunting with a blood-lust in their eyes

You're giving me the creeps, making my skin crawl

Gazing deep into your piercing black eyes I saw

A melting pot ready to spill all over me

Embracing your touch you made my eyes bleed

••••
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Pronounce your evil desires

For in the Queendom of Night

I awe at her fires!

••••
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A journey through the underworld makes her pertinacious

Bite marks on my neck, paralysis of the senses

You're everything I need and all I ever wanted

Casting spells of black magic turning me wanton

She looks like she's dead and sleeps on a rack

A perfect girl to love for this necrophiliac

••••
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Pronounce your evil desires

For in the Queendom of Night

I worship her fires!

••••
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She paints her face with the blood of crows

It masks the pain inside that we all know

Only those with the kiss of woe revive

••••
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Pronounce your evil desires

For in the Queendom of Night

I awe at her fires!

••••
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Pronounce your evil desires

For in the Queendom of Night

I worship her fires!

••••
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Salvation through damnation
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BOMBSHELLS & BOOMSTICKS
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The crack of dawn.

Strapped and in uniform, onward the swines, and the chicken, march across the dirt path, wheat fields at either side, in search of the infernal monkey whose blight irks them so highly. Mainly their commandant, Menzel, who cocks his shotgun while grinding his teeth.

The chicken nervously grips his machine gun, filled with unyielding dread at the possibility of encountering the monkey. He hears a twig break to his immediate right. He panics and opens fire into the field of wheat, howling as he does so, consumed with utter madness. He ceases fire and breathes heavily.

Menzel approaches while covering his ears. “Whoa,” he said with a gleam of pride in his eye. “What was that about, soldier?”

The chicken is shaking uncontrollably. “I heard a twig break, sir. Thought it might've been the monkey.”

Multiple thuds are heard from within the wheat field.

“Well, whatever they were,” said Menzel, patting the chicken on the shoulder with a smile, “they're no longer a threat. Good job.”

Suddenly, a small rock hits Menzel on the back of the head. He stiffens up and slowly falls forward onto his face. Then grunts and sees stars.

The other swines and the chicken are in shock. They then look around and see no one, but hear a faint giggling coming from a large tree in the distance, right behind them.

Menzel struggles to push himself up, clutching the back of his head, infuriated. He hears the giggling. Then looks back, over his shoulder, and sees a silhouette within the branches of the tree. “Big man! Attacking from behind!”

A brown colored irregular shaped ball hurls towards them and splats onto the ground, at their feet.

“What's that?” asked Hoss. “It looks like mud.”

Denzel covers his nose. “It doesn't smell like mud.”

The chicken panics and screams. “It's a dirty bomb!” Then he runs away. “BA-GAAT!!”

Menzel pounds his fist on the ground. “Where’re you going?!!” He then rises to his feet in a huff and stomps over to the tree where the monkey is still giggling. “Alright! I've had enough of your diabolics!” he said, tossing his shotgun to Denzel. Then pulls back his sleeve and makes a fist in midair. “Get down here and face me like a real man!”

With the swines’ attention taken, several other monkeys sneak past them, at their rear, making their way to the nearby Peach Orchard in a single file line.

Menzel scoffs. “Oh? Not so brave, huh?”

The monkey sits on a branch, bursting out with a belly laugh, slapping his knee and kicking his feet.

“Stop laughing!” screamed Menzel, extending his hand towards Denzel. “Gimme my boomstick. I'm gonna blow ‘m away!”

The other monkeys exit the Peach Orchard the same as they came in, but with several peaches cradled in their arms.

Hoss takes a quick glance over his shoulder and notices the other monkeys. “Menzel, look, more monkeys,” he pointed.

Menzel looks back and becomes irate. “He has ground troops!” Then immediately begins blasting, cocking his shotgun repeatedly, firing shot after shot in a blind rage. The monkeys all run off in a hurry, dropping peaches along the way, heading to the mountains. Some are shot dead from behind, while three surrender and cower in fear, dropping their peaches as they put their hands up.

Menzel throws his beret to the ground, frustrated. “God-forsaken monkeys! It's fated to happen,” he pointed, “one day I'll send you all to Hell!”

Denzel chimes in. “They were after the peaches. But for what?”

“The reason doesn't matter,” gruffed Menzel. “Those peaches are the lifeblood of the farm. Without them, it'll go under for sure!”

Hoss points at the cowering monkeys who surrendered. “At least we have some prisoners, sir.”

Menzel rubs his eyes, trying to hold back tears. “Just put them in the stockade.”

Denzel clears his throat. “The, uh, stockade is currently full. And quite... unpleasant.”

Menzel sighs sharply. “Just drag the bodies out and make room,” he said between his teeth.

••••
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At the monkey village.

The monkeys return with their bounty. Apparently, the monkey that has been a thorn at the side of the swines is the chief of the monkey village, and the peaches they've acquired are used for three specific things: the brewing of Peach Mead, the baking of Peach Cobbler Pie, and tributes to their Monkey God, The Mighty Conk.

The largest monkey amongst them, Bongo, (who's really a gorilla) steps in with a pair of moracas. “The Peach Mead will flow tonight! Ha! Ha!” He then shakes his moracas, full of joy and excitement.

A celebration commences.

The monkeys dance and eat, elated at the successful mission, but also honor those who have fallen with even more dancing and eating.

The Monkey Chief is met by his wife, Chiquita, holding their daughter, Bitsy, in her arms. She puts her down and Bitsy runs into her father's open arms for a tender hug.

“The swines aren't so smart,” smiled Chiquita. “You know, dear SunSun, there was a bet on whether or not you'd return.”

He raises a brow. “Oh?”

She nods. “I lost 13 seashells.”

SunSun’s jaw drops.

The old wise monkey steps in. “If I may say something.” A quick hush falls over the crowd.  “A great honor goes to a successful mission, yes, but perhaps there would’ve been fewer losses if not for the pranks?”

Bongo whispers to SunSun, “The old one is way past his usefulness. Why not chuck him in the river already?”

SunSun smiles, but shakes his head. “I cannot, Bongo, he is my father, after all. I need him as my advisor. His words of wisdom encourage me to do the opposite of whatever he says,” he hooted.

The old wise monkey overheard and looked displeased. “Oh, no, don't listen to me,” he said to himself, “I pee as I walk.”

••••
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Menzel is on patrol, alone and beside himself, when three baby chickies approach him. “Hey! Hey! Menzel, sir?” said one chickie. “Is that really you?” said another.

“Why yes, it is me,” said Menzel proudly, sticking his chest out.

“Is it true what they say?” asked a chickie.

He takes the cigar from his mouth. “What do they say?”

“That you wear a bulletproof vest at all times,” answered one chickie.

Menzel puts the cigar back in his mouth and unbuttons his shirt, revealing a white undershirt. “I wear a moral vest, chickies. It's my solemn duty to keep the farm safe.”

“Speaking of safety,” said one chickie. “Oh, yeah,” said the other. “Wasn't it great when that girl showed up and beat up The Norf?” “That huge black monster!” said the third. “Yeah!”

Menzel looks away and frowns.

“What was her name?” said the chickies to themselves.

Menzel chimes in. “Who do you think hired her? I handpicked her myself,” he nodded.

The chickies are now fully attentive to him.

He then adjusts his waist band. “Yeah,” he said, clearing his throat. “Sometimes I'm too busy for minor threats. That's where she comes in.”

“Wow!” said a chickie. “Can we join?” said another. “Yeah!” said the third.

“I don't see why not,” said Menzel with a boisterous smile. “You're never too young to die in a meaningless battle. Come,” he continued, taking them under his arms. “We'll get your parents to sign those consent papers later.”

After getting the chickies suited up, Menzel takes them to the chicken. “Alright. I'm going to need you to show these chickies the ropes.”

“Why do I have to do it?”

Menzel gets right into the chicken's face. “You know why, you gutless coward,” he said under his breath.

The chicken gulps.

“I'm off to patrol with the boys,” said Menzel, heading out.

Once he's out of sight, the chicken puts his foot down. “It's time you hatchlings learned the chain of command!”

One chickie punches him in the groin. “Dork!”

The chicken screams and staggers back.

“What a coward,” said one chickie. “Yeah, Coward the Cluck!” said the other.

“That's not my name!” said Coward. “I'll show you!” Then opens fire at the chickies. The shots hit the ground between two of them, completely missing them.

“He's a lousy shot, too.”

••••
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Menzel is sitting at a campfire, with Denzel and Hoss, drinking whiskey, getting drunk. “Those damned monkeys. If only...” he hiccuped. “If only I could find where they hide. I'd burn it all to the ground.”

Hoss snaps his fingers. “That's it, sir. Next time they rob us, we'll follow them back home.”

Denzel rubs his forehead and sighs. “Didn't you see how fast they ran to those mountains? Not only that,” he said, waving his hand dismissively, “those mountains go on for miles.”

Menzel takes out a hunter's knife and gazes at it, rubbing the tip with his thumb and forefinger. “If only we knew their path.”

“We have three monkeys in custody, sir,” said Hoss. “Perhaps they'd tell us the path they took?”

“Boy, you can be real dense,” said Denzel. “Do you really think they'll just betray their own people?”

“Perhaps...” said Menzel with an evil grin dancing across his face. “...with the proper motivation. Hehehe. It wouldn't be our fault, they drove us to it.”

••••
[image: ]


Hours later.

The three swines are wearing freshly cut and loose fitting monkey suits.

“This doesn't feel right,” sighed Hoss.

Menzel swings his arms back and forth. “You just gotta wear it in, is all.”

After making last minute preparations, bringing plenty of ammo, grenades, and a bazooka, the swines begin the long journey to the mountains.

Upon reaching the base of the mountain, past some woods, lies a hidden goat path. Just like the monkeys said. They then scale the path. Hours seem to pass as they tread the seemingly neverending path.

“Are we there yet?” asked Hoss.

“Don't start!” yelled Menzel.

Upon reaching the slope, they see a peaceful palm meadow with a cave at the far left.

Then a large ram rushes out from the cave and confronts them. “You have reached The Slope of Ramsey!”

Menzel is taken aback. “Ramsey!?”

“If you wish to survive our encounter, you will answer three riddles.”

Menzel gnashes his teeth. “Dammit! I knew they left something out.” He then scoffs. “I'm not dealing with this. Hoss, send him to Hell!”

Hoss salutes Menzel and then fires the bazooka. Ramsey's eyes open wide and he leaps out of the way as the mountainside behind him gets blown to smithereens. The
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