Magic Water

by Chad Descoteaux

This place smells, thought young Ricky Hubert as he walked into a ‘Nuclear Waste Disposal Plant’ on a hot Saturday morning.  The heat made this plant smell worse than it usually did.


And the place was empty…or at least it seemed that way when a sweaty Ricky opened the door and looked around.  He took two steps in, walking slowly and he finally shouted “helloooooooo!”


His voice echoed over the barrels and barrels that had been stacked nearby.  Every barrel here had a yellow warning label on it that had been scraped to the point where you couldn’t read it by the people who managed this plant.  Those labels were designed to warn people that these barrels contained highly toxic chemicals.


Ricky had ridden his bike here from his house, which was two blocks away, because his father had made him.  Ricky’s father, a sergeant for the local police force here in Blueville, California, had insisted that young Ricky get a job.  “The boy is fourteen years old,” he would say.  “I’m not going to be handing him money out of my pocket until he’s thirty-five.  If he wants to waste money at that arcade every week, let him earn it.”


So, Ricky started going to all of his favorite hangouts and asking if they were hiring.  He figured that if he was going to have to work, he might as well work somewhere fun, where he can see his friends, even if he has to serve them.  He went to the roller-skating rink, the video arcade, the convenience store, three music stores and a video store…he even went to the laundromat, thinking that, considering his addiction to video games, getting paid in quarters would be pretty cool.  But none of them wanted to hire a fourteen-year-old.  Most of them had policies that forbid it.  Ricky had been spending money since he was six, but the law said that you had to be at least sixteen years of age to make money.


Hmmph!


But Ricky’s father knows alot of people, you see.  So he was able to call in a few favors and he found the only place in Blueville that would hire a fourteen-year-old.


That place was the Blueville Nuclear Waste Disposal Facility.


Ricky walked down the hallway, towards a door that read ‘ADMINISTRATOR’.  He politely knocked on the door and when he did, he heard a loud, deep voice that scared him, because it sounded very threatening.


“WHAT DO YOU WANT!!!”


Ricky opened the door and gazed down on the person who had bellowed those words.  He was a fat and unsightly sack of garbage.  His belly lapped onto his desk and covered more than half of it.  In between two of the buttons on his plaid shirt, you could see his fuzzy belly button.  The rest of the desk was covered in wrappers from all of the man’s favorite snack cakes, such as Twinkies and Devil Dogs.


It reminded Ricky of a scene from a movie in which a morbidly obese man was found after he had been forced to eat so much that he exploded.  This man looked as though he was about to bust.


His short stubby arms reached up onto the desk and placed an empty bottle of vodka onto the desk in the midst of all the wrappers.  He was the fattest man that Ricky had ever seen.  His name was Bubba Kardosi.


“Um, hello,” said Ricky.  This man smelled worse than the factory, in fact, Ricky had the crazy idea that Bubba might be the reason that it stunk so badly.  I mean, this was Ricky’s first time in a toxic waste disposal plant, so maybe toxic waste smelled okay and Bubba was the one with the nose piercing stench.  “I’m Ricky Hubert.  I’m here for the job,” Ricky said.


In a miraculous turn of events, Bubba actually picked the two fat tubs of lard that he referred to as his buttocks off of the chair and started walking towards his office door.  Bubba then got into Ricky’s face and said, “Follow me.”


His breath smelled like the hot, sweaty buttocks of a mule.


Ricky followed Bubba Kardosi as he waddled down the hallway and led Ricky into one particular room.  This room had cement walls and a high tech mechanical box in the middle of the room that was connected to the wall by a thick pipe.  When Bubba Kardosi pressed a button on the box, the top of the box slid open and there was a light coming out of inside this box that illuminated the entire room.  Bubba lifted one of the barrels up to the box with his stubby, Tyrannosaurus Rex arms and let the green goo flow into the machine.  Ricky was to imitate this redundant task until all of the barrels were empty.  The room was very poorly ventilated and Ricky had to take off his shirt and go outside to take breaks during his six-hour task to stop from fainting.


He did that and received his paycheck before pedaling home.  He was to come back next Saturday for another thirty dollars.


When Ricky returned home, his father was sitting on the sofa with his feet on top of four issues of Time magazine that were on top of a coffee table.  In his hand, he had the day’s newspaper.  “Well, how was your first day at work?” he asked his son.


“Hellish,” Ricky replied, opening the refrigerator and pulling out an ice-cold bottle of OK soda.


“How so?” his father asked.


“Dad, that place smells wicked bad and I’m pretty sure that it’s dangerous too,” Ricky explained, popping the top.  “It’s very poorly ventilated in there and it’s hot and there’s these fumes and my boss is a big fat drunk who smells.”


“Good,” Dad replied, never lifting his eyes from the newspaper.


“Good?”  Ricky was confused.  “What do you mean ‘good’?”


“Yeah, good.  A tough job like that makes you tough,” Dad told him.  “It’ll put some hair on your chest.”


Ricky smirked.  “It’s a good thing Mom’s not working there,” he joked.  Ricky’s dad never cared for his son’s jokes, so he just continued reading the paper with a stern, straight face.


The next Saturday, Ricky went back to work.  As he passed Mr. Kardosi’s office, he peered in and saw that Bubba was passed out on his desk.  He looked like a big bump that had grown on top of a bump on a log.  A spilled bottle of liquor was still spilling and soiling all of the man’s paperwork.  Ricky did not bother waking Jabba the Hutt up; instead, he just went into his workstation and opened the machine so that he could begin his task.  Men wearing air conditioned suits that protected them from the dangerous radioactivity of the toxic ooze brought barrels full of toxic waste to this room and a shirtless Ricky would empty them into the machine, sweating like he never sweat before.


After Ricky had finished emptying the last barrel of green goop into the machine, he put his shirt back on and he was startled when he turned around to see Bubba Kardosi.


His face was red as a beet.  His eyes were wide open and bloodshot as well.  Stains were a dime a dozen on his shirt and…believe it or not, he stunk.


“Oh…hi, Mr. Kardosi,” said Ricky, who was trying to smile and appear friendly.


“What are you doin’ here?” slurred the speech of Bubba Kardosi.  His hand wiped his mouth clear of a few Devil Dog crumbs.  “FREAK!”


Bubba still smelled like the hot, sweaty buttocks of a mule.


I can’t stress that enough.


That was when Bubba rushed Ricky, grabbing the boy’s shirt with his stubby arms, pushing him up against the disposal machine and pressing the button that made the top slide open.  Bubba, who was extremely strong for such a tub of goo, put one hand on Ricky’s shoulder, one hand on his leg and lifted him over his head, screaming, “I AM THE MUFFIN MAN!”


Bubba stuffed Ricky into the machine, head first.  Ricky remembers the light from the machine blinding him and then remembers receiving the sensation that he was falling.  He hit something hard…it hurt…and he blacked out instantly.


For as long as he can remember, Ugh has always loved sitting out near the lake on a rock and watching the plant-eating dinosaurs drink the water and eat the foliage.


Ugh was a teenager who lived in a cave not too far away with his two siblings, his brother Bugg and his sister Jenny.  They alone inhabited this beautiful area, full of trees, crisp warm sand and beautiful land animals who would come to this place often, for it was an oasis from the sweltering, dry heat of the surrounding desert.


One brontosaurus stuck his head, at the end of his long neck, into the lake and began to lap up the water with his tongue.  Right next to him, there was a stegosaurus, with a whole row of sharp bony plates running down this back.  His spiked tail swung back and forth as he drank; perfectly content with the concept that he was going to be refreshed by this water.  A triceratops soon joined them, taking a spot on the shore of the lake right next to an ankylosaurus.  He drank, holding his head at such an angle that he didn’t let any of his horns touch the water.


Ugh heard a yell.  He looked around in a confused fashion, because he didn’t know where the yell was coming from.  Suddenly, a young boy fell from the sky and hit the wet sand next to all of the drinking animals with a PLOP!


Ugh jumped off of the rock that he was sitting on and ran towards the boy immediately.  The young boy falling from the sky had startled a few of the animals, but the stegosaurus was the only one who had actually walked up to the boy and started sniffing him.


This boy was wearing clothes that were unlike anything that Ugh had ever seen.  Ugh poked at these clothes with a stick.  The boy seemed hurt.  Ugh ran through some bushes and ran back to his home, a cave, to enlist the assistance of his brother and his sister.


Bugg and Jenny were playing a new kind of game.  It was a game that Bugg himself had invented.  Jenny, quite an accomplished artist, had carved Bugg’s idea onto a slab of rock.  This slab of rock basically consisted of a series of squares that created a windy path from the top of the slab to the bottom of it.  Both Bugg and Jenny had selected a rock that they could use to represent their progress on the board and they were tossing around a flat piece of rock that had five dots on one side and two on the other side.  Whatever number was face up when the rock hit the ground that was the number of spaces down the carved path that they were to move their rock.  It was their history’s first board game, with an accessory that served the purpose of dice.


Jenny was ahead of Bugg by three spaces when Ugh came running into the cave.


“Bugg!  Jenny!” he screamed, all out of breath.  “Man fall from sky!”


Without another word, Bugg and Jenny got up off of the boulders that they were sitting on and started running, following their brother out to the lake.


Out of big leaves and two long tree branches, Ugh, Bugg and Jenny constructed a little stretcher that they carefully put Ricky into before lifting him up and slowly carrying him back to their cave.


Ricky woke up in excruciating pain.  He was lying on a cold table that was made out of rock.  He opened his eyes and the first thing he saw were a series of beautiful cave paintings that made the ordinarily boring ceiling of a cave seem alot more interesting to look at.  The paintings portrayed the beautiful scenery that was prevalent outside, including the foliage, the animals and the happy spirit of Ugh, Bugg and Jenny as they played out near the lake and swam in it.


“He’s awake!” Ricky heard someone say.


He painfully moved his head to the right and saw Ugh, with a big smile on his face.  Ugh had a baby stegosaurus in his arms and was feeding it berries.


“Greetings,” Ugh said.


“Um…hi,” Ricky replied.


“He’s still hurt,” Ricky heard a female voice say.  Then he saw Jenny running towards him with a container that was carved out of rock and that contained a red juice that was a concoction consisting of the juice from seven different kinds of berries that were found around the lake.  “Drink this, stranger.  It shall make you feel better.”

 
Ricky did drink the drink and it did make him feel better.  It was delicious and seemed to energize him.  The seven natural fruit flavors seemed to coarse through his veins like the bus in that movie ‘Speed’ and his pain vanished almost immediately.  Ricky was still weak, but able to slowly sit up.


“I like the paintings,” Ricky said, pointing at the ceiling, after just sitting there and struggling to think of something to say for two awkward minutes.


“Thank you.” replied Jenny.  “Would you like some more juice?”


Ricky declined the juice and asked the cave people, “Where am I?”


“This place is called Oasis Cave.” Ugh replied.  “A place of solace from the heat of the Gobi desert,”


Gobi desert?  That’s in Asia!

“Where do you come from?” asked Bugg.  “And how did it come about that you dropped down from our sky?”


I do remember falling, but…

“I don’t remember.” replied Ricky, holding his head.  “I wish I could tell you,”


Ugh, Bugg and Jenny then took Ricky on a tour of the land that surrounded the lake.  The crystal clear water of the lake, the leafy foliage, the warm sun and the cool breeze created a very peaceful atmosphere.  It was a beautiful spot.


Ricky heard some leaves rustle and stared with awe as a stegosaurus stomped out of the midst of the trees, down from the hills that surrounded this oasis and headed for the lake.


A brontosaurus, whose long necked head bobbed back and forth, followed him closely.


“Legends always portrayed these animals as being the kind who travel around in herds…herds of individual species…” Ugh started to say.  "But here, they live fairly independently…and any semblance of a herd that they have is integrated, brontos with trikes, stegos with the shelled ankylosaurus…”


They started to drink the water.  Ricky wiped a puddle of drool off of his chin and managed to silently mouth the word “dinosaur”.


“Haven’t you ever seen dinosaurs before?” Jenny asked him.  He nodded.


“I come from a place where dinosaurs are believed to have been dead for millions of years.” Ricky replied.  His response seemed to fascinate Jenny.


“When your memory returns, will you tell us more about this place you come from?” Bugg asked.


Ricky agreed.  “I can tell you all about where I come from now, Bugg.  I haven’t forgotten that.” he said.  “When my memory returns, I will remember how I got from there to here…and hopefully be able to figure out a way back home,”


That was when Ricky and his three cave dwelling friends witnessed a peculiar and terrifying event.


A brontosaurus lifted his head up out of the water with his eyes shut tight.  He let forth a few high-pitched grunts that suggested a bit of pain and then he backed away from the lake.


The stegosaurus did the same thing.  He backed away from the lake and stuck his head in the leaves of a bush.  It sounded like he was crying.


Bugg had already voiced his concern over the odd behavior of these animals.


The brontosaurus walked over to the stegosaurus and, with a fierce hissing noise, he tried to bite him.  The stegosaurus backed away quickly and let out a growl.  The eyes of both the stegosaurus and the brontosaurus had become bright red.


“What is going on here, Ugh?” exclaimed Jenny.  “Why are these animals attacking each other?  I’ve never seen these animals act like this before.  They are supposed to be plant eating dinosaurs.”


“You are the oldest and the most curious, my sister,” Ugh answered her.  “You have seen things that we have not and come to conclusions that we cannot began to think of.  Therefore, I have no clue.”


Plant eating dinosaurs, or herbivores, are usually very slow animals, which is why Bugg fainted dead to the floor when the stegosaurus bent its knees and leapt to the torso of the brontosaurus with its teeth showing.  The stegosaurus bit a massive flesh wound into the brontosaurus’ side.  Letting out a roar that was riddled with pain, the brontosaurus started snapping his teeth at the stegosaurus and was able to reach only his tail.  He finally did pull the stegosaurus off of him and threw the animal away with one powerful whip-like snap of his long neck.  The stegosaurus landed in a nice, soft brush and got back on his feet only to watch the brontosaurus collapse to the ground with a sickening thud.  The brontosaurus had been weakened considerably because of all the blood that he had lost from that particularly deep flesh wound.


The stegosaurus, feeling good about his victory over the bronto, started walking towards the lake to receive a refreshing drink as his reward.  As he peered into the water out in the distance, he saw something flat and round emerging from the depths.  As it kept on coming out of the water, the stegosaurus could see that it had two bony horns protruding from it.  A pair of eyes soon surfaced and the stego backed away from the water as a rampaging triceratops stormed out of the water, splashing water in every possible direction.  The stego got scared and started running backwards and even stood up on his hind legs as the trike just kept on coming.  The trike jabbed his horns into the stego and just kept running, pinning the animal to a tree.  The impact of the collision and the stegosaurus’ strong, bony spikes destroyed much of the tree and made the top of the tree crumple over.


The fight continued.  Ugh, Bugg, Ricky and Jenny were in a very safe place where no monsters would eat them.  They were hiding behind a rock that was quite far away from “all the action”.


The fight continued for a while.  Both the stegosaurus and the triceratops were snapping at each other for a while after that.  Jenny started walking through the woods around the lake, towards the fallen bronto.


“Jenny!” Ugh whispered loud.  “What are you doing?”


Ugh refused to follow his sister, who was getting far too close to the “dinosaur deathmatch” than they preferred to be.


Jenny, always curious and seeking to learn, walked over to the fallen brontosaurus and started putting her hands up against the animal’s warm stomach.  She felt bad for it.


“Jenny is very curious,” Ugh explained to Ricky.  “She wishes to study the dead.”


“If she doesn’t be careful, she’s gonna have to study being dead,” Bugg said quite frankly.


Crouching down and sticking her hand into a puddle of the dinosaur’s blood, she looked at it and seemed puzzled by it.  She walked alongside the creature’s neck for a while and then, when she made it to the animal’s head, she started to look at it.


Its eyes were closed.  So was its mouth.  Straining, Jenny pulled up a small portion of the bronto’s lip and started looking at its teeth.  They were sharp and jagged, like the teeth of a tyrannosaurus rex.


This is an herbivore. Jenny thought.  Or at least it was.  Herbivores’ teeth are round and used for grinding their food.  What could have happened to its teeth?

She let his lip flop back into place and started wiping dinosaur spit off of herself.  She walked around his head and started heading towards his torn torso.  She passed his eye and suddenly jerked her head nervously to the right.  At this point, she was starting to get nervous.  She could have sworn that she had seen that eye move.


At this point, the stegosaurus had fallen in combat and the triceratops resumed drinking at the lake.


“Is she crazy?” Bugg exclaimed.  “Not only have those things just proved themselves dangerous, but these animals have undergone extreme changes and their behavioral patterns have not yet been determined.  She doesn’t know how to be careful around them!”


The brontosaurus’ eyelids were twitching.  A growl came out of his snout.  Jenny stood right in front of the eye, frozen, scared and not sure what to do.


Maybe this is him coming out of the funk he was in before. Jenny thought.  Maybe he’s turning back into a herbivore.

That was when Jenny could suddenly see her own reflection.


In an eyeball.


A red eyeball.


The head lifted off of the ground and started moving.  Jenny backed away from the dinosaur and started running like mad when the bronto opened a mouth that was full of razor sharp, sword length and death dealing fangs.  The neck extended and the brontosaurus bit down on Jenny, lifting her up in to the air, chewing her into little pieces and swallowing those pieces in one hoggish gulp, right as Ugh, Bugg and Ricky watched.


“Oh, my god!” Ugh exclaimed, clamping his hand over his mouth.  “He killed Jenny!”


With that, Ricky followed his two cavemen friends back to their home.


Once there, Ugh smashed a table that was made out of solid granite rock, his face drenched with tears.  Bugg found solace in spending some time with his beloved pet, the stegosaurus that he called ‘Dookie’, feeding him and petting him.


“What could have happened?” Ugh cried into his hands.


“I know what happened!” Bugg said, stroking each one of Dookie’s plated spikes.  “Evil magic has penetrated this oasis.  It’s in the water and it’s changing the herbivores into god awful carnivores.”


“How?” asked Ricky.


“They’re not even carnivores!” screamed Ugh.  “Carnivores kill for food.  These creatures kill and then just leave the body there to rot.  They have littered our beautiful oasis with death!”


“You never know,” Bugg replied, holding up the charm that he wore at the end of a necklace.  Bugg had been wearing that thing ever since Ricky arrived here.  He had been wearing it every day for the past five years, but this was the first time that Ricky had noticed it.  It was a dinosaur fang.  “You never do know with magic.”


Ugh nodded his head.  “We never should have left the Primal City.  Our father was right.”


“Don’t you ever say that!” snapped Bugg.  “Our father was never right about anything in his whole worthless life!”


Ricky was learning more and more about these two cavemen as he listened.  The late Jenny was obviously the scientific one.  Ugh was the logical leader type, the one who was good at making decisions and liked to do so.  Bugg was alot more of a dreamer.  He was very creative, had a vivid imagination and was also interested in the unknown, magic and such.


There were obviously more humans in this alternate, dinosaur inhabited universe than Ugh and Bugg.  They had just referred to a ‘Primal City’ that they had left with their sister quite some time ago after a disagreement with their father.  Ricky began to wonder about it.


“Either way, we are going to have to go back,” Ugh told Bugg.  He seemed very serious and Ricky watched Bugg swallow his pride and nod in agreement with his brother’s plan.  They could not live here.  They needed that water to survive and they could not even get to the water with those monsters roaming around.

***


Meanwhile, back in the nuclear waste disposal plant…Bubba Kardosi was asleep in his office, using a few of his chins as pillows.


Ricky’s father walked into the plant and found his way to Bubba’s office.  Ricky was due home hours before and had not come home from work yet, so Ricky’s mother and father became very worried.  Ricky’s dad peered into Bubba’s office and saw that large tub of a man sleeping in his office, behind a desk that was littered with snack pastry wrappers and bottles of vodka.


“Excuse me!” Ricky’s dad said in a loud voice that woke Bubba up.  The man with so-called ‘tank buttocks’ woke up and let out a ripping belch.


“Who in tarnation are you?” barked Bubba before he realized that he shouldn’t have said that.


“I’m Ricky Hubert’s father.  Ricky was due home hours ago and he hasn’t come home yet.  I was wondering if you knew where I could find him.”


Bubba was very drunk and just looked around.  His eyes were red and crossed.  He was confused and disoriented.


“Could you show me where Ricky’s work station is?” the father requested. 
Bubba obeyed, climbing off of the chair slowly and waddling down the long hallway.  That was when Ricky’s father saw first hand what his son had been complaining about.  He felt very sorry for forcing his son to take this job and then not listening to his pleas for deliverance.  He didn’t want to fight his son’s battles for him, but this was very serious.


“You told me that you could provide a safe working environment for my son,” the father told Bubba.  “This room alone breaks every environmental and safety code that I am familiar with.  Is it true that my son was not provided with a radiation suit?”


“It gets warm and stuffy in here.  Lotsa fumes,” Bubba said.  “A radiation suit would suffocate him.  No doubt about it.”


Ricky’s father stepped up to Bubba.  “Have you been drinking?” he asked.


Bubba poked his fat, cigar sized finger into the father’s chest and barked, “What’s it to you?”


“The regulations of this state prohibit the consumption of alcoholic beverages while supervising the disposal of a Level 3 Biohazard.  I could make one phone call and have you arrested and thrown in jail and this entire place condemned.”


“Oh, yeah!” Bubba said, getting into the man’s face and breathing on him with hot, putrid breath.  “And who are you?”


Before Ricky’s father could respond, Bubba was looking right at a police badge that was being shoved in his face, blocking his dragon (killing) breath.


“Lieutenant Harry Hubert,” he replied.  “You’re under arrest.”

***


Ugh and Bugg had three gallimimuses in a pen that was in back of their cave.  Gallimimuses are dinosaurs that are very bird-like, because of their legs and because of the noise that they make.  They stood like kangaroos and walked like chickens.  Ugh and Bugg used them as animals that they could ride.  Prehistoric horses.


After packing all of their belongings into small bags and loading those bags onto the saddles that they had fitted on the gallimimuses, they were ready to leave their home, Oasis Cave.  Ricky was going with them, riding Jenny’s gallimimus.


When Ugh had loaded the last of his belongings onto his gallimimus, he looked around for his brother.  “Hey, where’s Bugg?” Ugh asked Ricky.


“I don’t know,” Ricky replied.  “Last time I saw him, he was headed outside.”


Bugg was near the lake.  He had released Dookie into the woods and let him roam.  When allowed to roam this freely, Dookie usually sniffed around for a good place to go to the bathroom, which was usually a nice tall plant.  A fern usually.


Resting in front of Bugg on a rock was a thick book that he had taken with him from the city that he and his siblings had left many years ago.  It was a book of myths.  It told tales of forces, both good and evil that were believed to exist in this reality and also suggested a few ways to control those forces, to call the good ones and to banish the evil.


Ugh and Jenny never believed in these forces or anything magical at all, but Bugg was certain that the teachings that were found in this book could cure the mutant animals.


Standing on top of the rock, Bugg could see a pair of fanged stegos that were fighting each other over the right to drink the water, right next to a tricera-corpse that one of them had killed.


He started shouting in a tongue that was not his own.


“O’na sama neena lek moona herana laraka…”


When the whole chant was over, nothing happened, the fight continued between the two stegosauruses.  They did not revert back to their original forms, as Bugg had hoped.  Bugg seemed kind of dejected and started reading the instructions in the book over again, making sure that he did not miss anything.  He came to the conclusion that he had done what the book said correctly.  The spell just didn’t work.


“Nynuk!” shouted Bugg angrily, which caused this book to burst into flames and melt onto itself.  It was obvious to him now that magic was a bunch of garbage and it didn’t work.  His brother was right.


“BUGG!” a voice suddenly snapped behind him.  Bugg turned around to see that his brother had come outside to find him.  Ricky had too.  “This is very unsafe!  Why are you so close to the lake?”


“Stop being such a worry wart,” Bugg told Ugh.  “There are no ravenous beasts in this part of the lake and look, this rock is very high and is very good for getting a nice safe look at the animals who are fighting over there.”


Ugh watched the fight for a while.  He also saw an evil looking ankylosaurus beat an already dead brontosaurus into the sand with the hard little bony ball at the end of his tail.


“We are all packed.  It is time to go,” Ugh told Bugg.  Bugg nodded his head in agreement and got up off of the rock, preparing to head back to the cave.


“Hey, wait a minute,” Ricky said, turning to look at Bugg.  “Where’s Dookie?”


Bugg snapped his fingers and exclaimed, “Oh that’s right!  I let him sniff around the woods on his own.  He had to see a man about a fern.”


“A man about a fern?”


“Y’know…he had to go to the bathroom.”


“Oh.”


Bugg started whistling and calling his pet to him.


“Here, Dookie!  Here, boy!”


There was no answer, so Ugh and Ricky decided that they would help Bugg find his pet.  They split up and started searching the woodland around the lake.


Ricky walked through a very rocky region of Oasis Cave.  As he started climbing, he was hit with a stomach-twisting stench that threatened to burn the very hairs out of his nose.  Logic would dictate that the chances of Dookie being in this area were very slim, because he would no doubt be repelled by the nasty smell, but regardless, Ricky kept climbing.


“Here, Dookie,” he said, holding his nose and whistling.  “Here, boy.”


He saw a familiar sight.  Barrels.  The kinds of barrels that he had been paid less than minimum wage to dump into a big machine back home.


Out of these barrels poured a river of green toxic ooze that flowed in between jagged rocks and into one part of the lake that extended farther into the woods than the rest of it.  It was seeing this pile of empty barrels, with the DANGER labels that had been scraped off, that made everything that had happened to Ricky make sense.


Meanwhile, Bugg and Ugh had found Dookie…and they were standing on top of a rock, staring at him with their mouths hanging wide open.


Dookie was next to the lake…AND HE WAS DRINKING THE WATER!!!


“Oh my God!” exclaimed Ugh.  Dookie suddenly backed away from the lake, with his eyes closed and, cradling his stomach with his stubby paws, he collapsed onto the sand.


Bugg knelt next to his pet and started to pick him up.  “Bugg, don’t even pick him up,” Ugh warned.  “Just leave him there.  We have to get out of here.”


“Dookie!” Bugg started shaking him gently.  “Dookie!  Please wake up!”


“You don’t want him to wake up!” exclaimed Ugh.  “When he wakes up, he’s gonna want to bite your face off!


“No,” Bugg said, wiping a tear from his eye.


“Your eyeballs are about the same size as those berries that he eats,” Ugh said.  “He won’t see any difference.”


Ugh’s words brought about a shocking realization to Bugg, a realization that, all things considered, he took fairly well.


“Point made,” said Bugg, quietly putting Dookie back into the sand.  “And duly noted.”


Bugg slowly walked away from the lake.  Ugh grabbed Bugg’s arm and yanked him away from the lake hard, shouting “COME ON!”


Ugh and Bugg jumped on top of their gallimimuses and galloped away, through a wooded area and finally up a windy mountain trail, with Ricky following close behind.


Ricky liked riding the gallimimus.  They were fun to ride and easy to steer, so Ricky didn’t really need too much practice before the trip.


Ricky liked the speed of the animal, the wind blowing through his hair and the sound of the leaves flapping in the breeze.  After riding for about a half an hour, Ricky heard a new, unfamiliar noise.  It was loud and fast.  It sort of startled Ricky.  It startled Ugh and Bugg too.


…crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch…


Ricky lifted his head up.


“Did you hear that?”


…crunch, crunch, cra-crunch, crunch, crunch, cra-crunch…

Ugh and Bugg had both turned their heads to look behind them at this point.  They shrieked with terror.


…crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch…


Ricky saw a blue creature with many bony plates coming out of his back.  He was running towards them at speeds that seemed impossible, ripping through shrubbery and other forms of plant life.  This plated creature was small, a very small stegosaurus with bright red eyes.  His snout was wide open and was full of ravenous fangs.  He started making a loud, screeching noise that pierced the ears of all three travelers.


“IT’S DOOKIE!”…somebody screamed.  “And he’s out for blood!”


Ugh turned his dinosaur to the right.  The animal jumped over some bushes and headed down an alternate path.


Bugg turned his animal to the left.  Taking into consideration that Ricky was an inexperienced rider and not wanting to be split up too much, he grabbed the reigns of Ricky’s gallimimus and pulled it to follow him.  Dookie naturally followed his master.


They were galloping as fast as they could, through this rocky, woody path.  The animals stumbled over rocks and were stung as branches that they passed whipped them.


Bugg let out a gasp when he realized that he and Ricky were headed directly for a canyon.  It was a relatively small gap, but a six thousand-foot drop to a messy death on top of jagged rocks.  He wondered if the animals could make that jump.


He hoped that the animal could make that jump.


Evil Dookie let out a screech that startled the gallimimuses.  The galloping dinosaurs took to the air with grace of a ballerina and did a split in mid-air with the humans on their backs.  Their jumps had wonderful leverage and they landed safely and softly on the other side.


Stegosauruses, on the other hand, cannot jump well at all.  Dookie tried desperately to stop himself before he fell into the canyon, but he was running at such an incredible speed that his feet did not stop him, they only slid through the dirt before dumping Dookie over into the canyon.  He fell silently until he hit the first pointy rock, which split him like a cantaloupe.


Bugg and Ricky looked at each other with disbelief.


“It’s over,” Bugg said to Ricky.  “It’s all over.”


Suddenly, the shrubbery that was behind them began to move.  They were startled at first, but let out a sigh of relief when Ugh galloped out of the bushes on his gallimimus.


“Ugh!” exclaimed Bugg.  “How did you get here so fast, Ugh?”


“I used the bridge,” he said with a straight face before exploding into crazed laughter.


With that, the three adventurers continued their journey.  Ricky would soon find out about this so-called ‘Primal City’ and he might even find his way home.


Ricky pondered many deep thoughts and began to feel partially responsible for all the things that had happened to Ugh and Bugg.  He was the one who dumped the toxic waste into that lake, unknowingly, of course.  The one who was truly responsible for all of this death and madness was his fat, smelly, tank bootie of a boss, Bubba Kardosi.


What a fat turd. Ricky thought.  I wonder what he’s doing right now.
EPILOGUE:

The Trial of the Century


“Will the defendant please rise?”


This judge was referring to Bubba Kardosi.  Chained up and wearing an orange suit with alot of numbers painted onto the back of it, Bubba rose.


“See them eight digits painted on his back?” one juror said to another.  “That’s how much he weighs.”  The other juror snickered.


“Mr. Kardosi, you are charged with murder,” said the judge.


Apparently, Ricky’s wallet had fallen out of his pocket when Bubba was holding him over his head and screaming that he was “the muffin man”.  It was found next to the toxic waste disposal machine and the top of the machine was still open.  Also, a small dab of the young man’s blood was found on the machine where he had scratched himself while being stuffed into the machine.  This machine was believed to work with very powerful lasers that were so powerful and moving back and forth so quickly that they could disintegrate this thick, dangerous goo in five seconds.  Any human who was put in the path of these lasers would be vaporized one hundred billion times quicker than that.  None of the police (and not even Bubba himself) knew about the portal, so Ricky was declared vaporized.


“…which is punishable in the state of California by execution by catapult!”


If found guilty, Bubba would be put on a catapult and hurled into the sea, where, considering the titanic size of his buttocks, would make him sink to the bottom of the sea like the ship of the same name.


The lawyer that Ricky’s parents had hired had the DNA evidence and a whole bunch of character bashing evidence about Bubba.  It seemed hopeless for the defendant with the big ol’ butt.


Ricky’s parents were sitting right next to their lawyer.  Ricky’s father, Harry, was holding his crying wife, who was grieving the loss of their son.  She was very weak.  She had been crying uncontrollably for weeks.  When the judge’s gavel hit his stand twice, she shivered with horror.


The trial of the century…


The trial of Bubba Kardosi was about to begin…

