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TOUR BOREDOM

 


It's the kind of tour that could get you
killed.

Jamie Peters just wanted to chill out. You
know, a little relaxation. Five minutes of rest from the weary
world of corporate banking – even a minute would have been nice –
but, NO, that couldn't happen. Not this holiday. Not in this damn,
stupid, f-ing forest.

Dirt crunches up into his shoes so hard that
it almost creates new souls for them. Everywhere he looks there is
wet, living, green forest loaded with forna that he wished he
didn't now have a tour group PHD in. Up ahead the source of this
information and his ever present, non-stop, continuous lecturing is
keeping the group of six entertained with the natural wonders of
somewhere the Joey had thought was a good idea before actually
visiting.

“Thisisatreethathasbeenhereforsevenyears.”

Everything the man says
has no spaces. First thing he told everyone was that he wanted to
be a gangster rapper, but settled for the family business. For some
reason that means he has to speak at breakneck pace with no tempo
or pitch differentiation. Joey did not think that he'd use the
word differentiation in a thought in his whole life, but here he's doing it and he
wish he wasn't.

“So, how's your
girlfriend? Is she hot?”

It's everyone's favorite neighbor Carl. Joey
would slither off the track a little to get away from the man, but
there's nowhere to go. He grits his teeth and smiles sweetly.

“She's wonderful. Thank
you. I really love her.”

Carl gives him a buck tooth, fat man grin
and cackles out a laugh that is shared by his equally rounded wife
of probably around 50 years. His breath is foul in that 'did you
eat fish today?' kind of way.

“Sure you do. Listen, if
you are lonely in your tent tonight, me and Anna
would...”

Joey puts a hand up. He shakes his head
firmly and gives the man his best death stare – the one he reserves
for annoying, ugly men at the club when the hanky panky gets a
little far over the line.

“Not-going-to-happen.”

He takes several steps forward to the most
normal of the group Le Don, a french man who speaks no English, but
seems to understand what Joey is going through just fine.

“If you are out there God,
save me from this hell.”

God isn't listening, but a small glowing
white, somewhat blurry, and oh-so-lovely, cloud around mid-pine
tree six meters above Joey's head is. Cloud Of Love would smile if
it smiled, laugh if it knew what that was. In the end it settles
for “Man Love” spoken at a whisper. Pity the only other gay
inclined individual is 500 meters to the west and not human. He
hears the call all the same.


KING OF ALL ELVES NETHER

 


“Sir, I
really don't think that this would be appropriate.”

The king of all elves everywhere frowns down
at his short retainer and continues to organize the untastefully
posed elf males into some semblance of an erotically presented work
that will soon be painted by the king himself.

“I do
believe that the queen will have a heart attack if she sees what
you are up to,” the short retainer advises. “You know that she is
concerned about your behavior since your
3999th birthday.”

King Nether scrowls and pops another cherry
flavored chocolate snap into his thin mouth without another
word.

“Sir...”

“Leave me, Trunk. Can't
you see that I am trying to focus?”

The only thing that he is really focusing on
is the positioning of Secret Lover #1's bottom and Secret Lover
#2's manhood. The latter is not looking happy at this point as he
only today became aware of his predecessor – partly through the
king having him find out for his own amusement – and just so
happens to be in love.

“Gorgeous. Yes, this is
wonderful.”

King Nether strides fluidly to his canvas
and brings forth his number 4 brush. The men strain in the
difficult positions that he has set them in in the royal throne
room. His paints are on the throne itself and he picks them up to
swirl colors ineptly on the large white sheet he had prepared.

“NETHER!”

The elf king glances around his canvas to
find that his wife – fat and ugly as she is – giving him the death
stare of a lifetime.

“Yes,
Hell-ina?”

He has been spacing the
words out since their 400th wedding anniversary
when he realized that she really isn't the kind of woman that a
magical creature should end up shackled too. Unfortunately, as it
is 'until death' and elves don't die (not without some kind of
murder going down), he is stuck with her forever. Nether wishes he
wasn't.

“What are you doing to
these poor men?” she shouts. “And why are they bare bottomed like
this?”

“Ah... I'm painting
them.”

She stomps straight up to the canvas, takes
a look at it, perks her not so dainty nose due left and snorts like
a pig about to loose a fart on the trough.

“This is not art. It is a
bunch of colors.”

“Artistically placed
colors, darling.”

“Fool! Do you think that I
can't see what is really going on?”

Nether hopes she can't. If the woman did
then there might really be some murder going on.

“You are torturing these
men for some disobedience. I will not have you floating the law
again. A firm caning is what all of them need.”

“Caning?”

He looks around for his retainer, but the
man is nowhere in sight. Nether remembers he sent the elf away
before. This was bad timing.

“Yes, with a hard cane
made of iron wood several times to the back and thighs until well
bled. I shall organize it now. These men deserve proper punishment.
MAIDEN!”

A fat creature that is probably an elf, but
looks like she is more a pastry than actually living being.

“Get me my whipping
cane.”

The king starts with a “Darling”, but ends
with a face full of hand.

“Keep out of this,
husband. The affairs of the court are my business.”

Right now both of his lovers are looking at
him pleadingly. The king – being highly selfish in nature – is
already considering that they probably won't be much good to him
for at least a few weeks after this. Knowing he can't save them, he
strides towards the great oak doors that lead out to his kingdom. A
sound in his ear makes him stop.

“What did you say?” he
asks.

Queen Hell-ina stops inspecting the elves
rear and gives him a confused expression.

“I didn't mean
you.”

It comes again.

“Man Love.”

The king straightens. Man
Love. Yes, that's right. He has been craving a human lately. All
his life he hasn't had one. Perhaps on the eve of his
4000th birthday – and a
growing midlife crisis – this would be the perfect
solution.

“I'm going for a bit of a
walk, darling. Protect the kingdom and all that. Don't wait
up.”

She's not listening. Already elves are
screaming in terror. The king slips out with a joyful step. Man
Love.


POWER STONES ARE REAL?

 


Four rocks, around about a semi-circle, old
and yellowed like someone took a leak on them, and probably not
hygienic at all, sit in front of him in the small clearing the
stopped at about 5 minutes down the track from Anna and Carl's
latest proposition. He bends down and stares in his most interested
fashion as motor mouth proclaims something about them renewing or
creating love of some kind. The meaning is unclear as he is also
trying to rap the words, but hasn't slowed down enough for any of
it to be intelligible.

He runs a finger over the stone. It's
surprisingly cold. There seem to be some groves in it that might be
writing, but it's not like anything he's ever seen.

“Do you want to cuddle in
our tent?” comes the next interruption. This time it's fat
Anna.

“I'd rather
not.”

She smiles. Her teeth are yellower, older
and more infrequent than the stones at his feet. Joey tries not to
vomit on the ground.

“But what about the
bears?”

Joey tenses. The greenery of the forest
seems much more oppressive.

“They have bears around
here.”

“Yes, hundreds of them.
It's a forest.”

He straightens and stands up briskly,
rubbing his side and glancing around in concern at the foliage.

“Do you think their might
be one near here?”

Anna smiles more broadly.

“I think so. You shouldn't
sleep alone tonight.”

Shaking his head, Joey tries not to feel the
terror that is filter in through his toes and finding a nice home
in his stomach, which is now gurgling around like its about to
explode.

“I would
rather...”

From the distance there is a loud sound.
Everyone gawks in the direction it came from. Strangely, it sounded
much like the bears that Anna was talking about, but more like a
legion of them.

Joey shifts nearer a tree and leaves the fat
fool of a woman where she is. Hopefully, it will eat her first.

A great creature covered in a massive bear
skin lurches out into the clearing, trampling the grass under its
toes with a heavy clomp. The air turns as cold as ice. Joey can't
tell if this is because of the creature of the sheer terror he
feels.

“It's a bear!” the tour
guide yells, finally slowing down enough to be understood.
“RUN!”

Running doesn't seem like a very good idea,
but Joey isn't one for standing about to be eaten by what could
well be a real bear wearing another bear's skin.

Joey turns, fearfully pounding the
undergrowth and lurches towards the trees. Unfortunately, luck is
not with him. A root catches his foot. He falls and crashes to the
ground, a nasty sprain working its painful way up his ankle.

“Ahhhh!”

The bear thing hears his cry and twists
towards him. It stumbles a few steps and stops at the rocks to
untie what looks like a fly, pull out something so huge that Joey
dares
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