ABT: Episode Thirty-Three – Introducing…!

Episode Description:

(The following is a description of episode 33, as it appeared on Redlow.net)

ABT! Now in amazing Mega-L33t Format(tm)! When we last left our heroes in Britannia, they had sacrificed their plush dolls in order to save the world's children from the horrors of Renaldo. But, in doing so, they angered the powers that be, who decided to bring down the servers. What now? How far back will our heroes be warped? Will it be to a time before the Rok Hagor infestation? How long will it be between the time this episode is released and Redlow actually writes another? What the hell does the title of this episode mean? Whatever happened to AtNS? At least one of those questions will be answered in.. EPISODE THIRTY-THREE: INTRODUCING...!
Commentary

After a long hiatus, I wrote this episode after repeated endless demands from the Great Lakes community (by community, I mean my friends in UO).  It’s a bit of a step away from the usual mindless insanity of previous episodes, as, in this one, I deal out more socially-mindful humor about the community.  Of course, when I say it’s social commentary, take that with a grain of salt.  This is Ultima Online we’re talking about here, not real life.  Mostly, I make a few jokes at the expense of players who decide to “role-play” vampires, breaking out of prison without actually having anything to break out of a cell with, players who use power emotes, and just generally other unrealistic things including playing any race that has a unique ability that cannot be reproduced in-game.
As with all episodes of ABT, you’ll have to bear in mind when it was written.  Presently the entire guild of OSS does not exist, nor do some of the characters making appearances, as their players have moved on.

On a side note, the title of “Introducing!” was going to refer to a new character (not Captain Roleplay) who didn’t actually make it in.  Further, since one of my quirks with writing is to never change the title of a work once I have decided on one, the “Introducing!” remained.  I also figured it wasn’t a large issue since Captain Roleplay was being introduced, as well as a new format for the script (the remains of the old style can still be seen in the “previously on” section at the very beginning of the episode).


That said, enjoy Episode Thirty-Three:  Introducing…!

As Britannia Turns - Episode 33

(Now in "True" Screenplay format)

Previously on..As Britannia Turns... 
GM Prickboy: *inconspicously reaches into his robe*
GM Ratman: psstt.. they're on to us, Prickboy
GM Prickboy: SHHH!
BlackAngel: Wait.. don't tell me, the server is about to encounter some technical difficulties, isn't it?
GM Ratman: *eyes dart left and right*
GM Prickboy: *presses a switch*
GM Prickboy: Ope! There's some server congestion going on!
GM Ratman: I'm afraid we'll have to take down the server.
GM Prickboy: expect a revert.
GM Ratman: Yes. We may have to revert to a previous save in which the latest Rok Hagor scenario hadn't started.
GM Prickboy: We apologize for any inconvenience this may cause.
EXT. WEST BRITAIN BANK, TRAMMEL - LATE EVENING 

The scene opens outside Britain bank during the busiest time: when all the high school kids are off school and their parents are asleep. Sounds of people spamming sales pitches can be heard in the background with an occasional person saying something like "stfu i am kewler than u." The camera pans the crowd and stops on LEET BOB, who is arguing with a guard, GULAR. 

LEET BOB 

im tellin u, ur bugged. guards arnt supposed 2 talk n stuff. 

GULAR 

(disinterested) 

Thou speakest nonsense. Please, go about thy business. 

GULAR looks sharply to his left at a suspicious looking man in a black robe.

GULAR 

X0rLeetStuff, I know thy type! I hath mine eye on thee, thou most despicable lowly knave! 

LEET BOB 

dewd sea wut i meen?/ ur shuldnt b able 2 call hmi a nave! 

LEET BOB 

mih 
LEET BOB 

HIM! ur not spposed 2 be able 2 call ppl names!!1 
GULAR 

Look, pull out your script for this episode. 

LEET BOB looks confused, but pulls out his ABT script, all the same. Gular moves behind him and points over his shoulder at something in the script. 

GULAR 

See that? We have a page and a half long dialogue in which we have this lame argument and then I kill you. It's pretty dull up until you die, don't you think so? 

LEET BOB 

dewd, yeha i guess, but i -- 

GULAR 

Well then! So long as we both agree - Thou shalt regret thine actions, swine! 

GULAR brings his halberd down on LEET BOB'S head. LEET BOB falls to the ground, dead. 

GULAR 

Har-har! I smite thee, knave! 

GULAR glances left and right. He then snickers to himself and drops his pants and undergarments and crawls on top of LEET BOB'S corpse. 

GULAR 

I shall azzrap0rz thee, knave! 

Several bank sitters notice what is happening and back away from the guard/dead corpse loving. 

RANDOM TRAMMIE 

Dewd! WTF is that guard doing??? 

ANOTHER RANDOM TRAMMIE 

dewd, isn't that illegal now???/ 

GULAR 

Oh yeah! How does it feel Bob?? How does it feel to have thine azz rap0rzed? Don't like being on the receiving end, dost thou?? 

RANDOM TRAMMIE 

To be fair, Bob was never actually able to get as far as you have. You have to be able to KILL someone first before you can azzrap0rz them. 

With a jet of flamestrikes, a GM suddenly appears near Gular. 

GM PRICKBOY 

Gular! What is the meaning of this!? 

GULAR 

Oh.. crap. 

GM PRICKBOY 

Well? 

GULAR 

Uh.. well, sir, someone claimed he was smuggling duped items somewhere in a body cavity and uh.. 

GM PRICKBOY 

Gular, are you ass raping that dead corpse?! 

Gular stands up, pulls his pants up, and salutes the GM. 

GULAR 

Well, no sir! 

Gular looks down at the corpse of LEET BOB, whose pants have been removed and legs spread. 

GULAR 

I mean not any more, sir! 

GM PRICKBOY 

Not any more?! Yer going straight to jail for this, Gular! 

GULAR 

(desperate) 

NO! Not to prison, sir! There's all sorts of idiot powergamers and whiny 13 year olds who can't spell and people who think UO is for cyber and -- 

GM PRICKBOY 

Well you should have thought of that before you ass raped that guy! God, Gular, at least have some common sense. If yer going to do that, at least pick someone who likes humping men. 

GM PRICKBOY stops to consider for a moment while tapping his chin. 
GM PRICKBOY 

Like Bowhunter for example. 

GULAR 

haha.. yeah.. he's so gay. 

GM PRICKBOY 

hahaha! How many times can he tell Redlow he loves him or kiss his cheek or hump his leg before Redlow starts to wonder if he really is gay after all? 

GULAR 

I wonder if Bow has dreams of covering himself in donut glaze and asking Redlow to lick it all off 

GM PRICKBOY 

Uuuuughh. I feel sorry for Redlow. 

GULAR 

hahaha, noooo kidding! 

GM PRICKBOY 

Well, anyway. To jail with you, you sick demented guard. I'll have the bug team check you over while you're there. 

GULAR 

Ack! 

GM PRICKBOY snaps his fingers and GULAR vanishes from sight. GM PRICKBOY then vanishes too and gradually activities at the bank return to normal as LEET BOB'S half-naked corpse slowly decays. 

CUT TO:

INT. MOUSE HOLE IN A TOWER OF SERPENT'S HOLD - DARK 

We find ICKNA in a dark mouse hole on Serpent's Hold talking up a female MOUSE who is busy building a little pile of twigs and leaves in the corner of the hole. 
ICKNA 

So I says to the guy, "Fear me!", baby, see? And he was scared to death. So.. you wanna go into the bedroom over there and pet my whiskers? 

MOUSE 

Ickna, you're a great rat and all, but my last boyfriend was a sewer rat. I mean.. the worst of the worst kind of sewer rat. Scars, patchy fur, heavy drinker. He.. hit me.. Oh, I don't even want to talk about it. 
ICKNA 

Hey baby, you misunderstand me. I'm not looking for a girlfriend. I'm just looking for a gooood time, ya dig? 
MOUSE 

Ickna, when did you start talking like a disco dancer straight out of the 70s? 
ICKNA 

Baby, that's my pimp juice talkin! 

MOUSE 

Just get outta here, Ickna. Your vain attempts to get laid aren't working. 

ICKNA 

But you want me for mah piiiiiip juice! Pimp Juice! 

MOUSE 

Leave, Ickna! Now! 

ICKNA 

Oh fine. Be that way. I'll take my pimp juice to some other customer, baby! 

MOUSE 

(under her breath) 

Yeah, to your right paw and Vaseline, you desperate lil rat. 

ICKNA 

What was that? 

MOUSE 

Nothing! Just get out! 

The camera follows ICKNA as he leaves the hole and wanders around Serpent's Hold aimlessly for a while. After a few minutes, he crawls through the crack under a door and finds himself in the middle of some sort of city meeting. 

NERO OF TENEBRAE 

And, of course, the Drow have taken this opportunity to claim that Serpent's Hold was built on one of their ancient underground temples that is a thousand years old. 

SYNDAR SILVERIM 

Right. And they've waited, what? A hundred years after Serpent's Hold was built to tell us this? It's just another excuse to cause war! 
NERO OF TINIPEEN 

Well, what can we do, Syndar? 

JEANETTE 

We can tell them to .. to.. Go away! 

NERO OF TRAININGBRA 

Silence, woman! 

ABSU MAAL 

Oh sure, we can just tell them we're not interested like they were some door-to-door salespeople. 

ARISTO 

Yeah.. cause it's like they're selling something! 

ABSU MAAL 

(Condescending) 

Yes, Aristo, generally door-to-door salespeople sell things. Thus, the title, 'salespeople'... 

MAGUS 

Well, you know, Mormons go door to door and they're selling ideas not things, but are sometimes still called salespeople 

ABSU MAAL 

Ooh yeah.. true. 

NERO OF TENETIT 

Enough babble!! What do we do about the drow who are claiming Serpent's Hold was built on their ancient temple? 

ICKNA 

I have an idea!! 

SYNDAR SILVERIM 

Who let that rat in?! I will KILL you Ickna! You must die!! 

ICKNA 

You don't frighten me, EDGUARDO!!! 

Ickna stops, reconsiders his statement, frowns and sighs. 

ICKNA 

ER.. I mean: You don't frigthen me, Guy-Who-Looks-And-Talks-A-Lot-Like-Edguardo-But-Isn't-Edguardo!! 

SYNDAR SILVERIM 

Die rat, Die! 

NERO OF TETNUS 

Syndar, hold. Let the rat speak. This idea of his might be worth hearing. 

SYNDAR SILVERIM 

Oh, suuure. We all know what a friggen genius Ickna is. 

ICKNA 

It's simple, really. I crawl into the sewers of Serpent's Hold and go as far down as I can. When I don't find any supposed 'ancient Drow temple', I come back and see what they have to say about there not really being a temple. 

NERO OF TENESMUS 

Hmm... that sounds like an excellent idea, actually. 

SYNDAR SILVERIM 

Waaait a minute. What's in it for you, Ickna? 

ICKNA 

Oh nothing much. You just need to hook me up with one of those street corner whore rats so I can give them mah piiiimp juice! Pimp Juice! 

NERO OF TENETEENS 

Uh.. why don't you just buy one yourself? 

ICKNA 

What? Are you kidding? Those street corner rats are expensive! 

NERO OF TENUOUS 

Well, it sounds like an excellent idea. Syndar, you will form a team to accompany him. If the passages grow too small for you to move in, polymorph into something smaller. 

SYNDAR SILVERIM 

What?! 

ICKNA 

Bahahahah! 

CUT TO: 

INT. DIRTY SMALL ROOM - POORLY LIT 
The camera cuts to a small, poorly lit room that is littered with dog-eared porn magazines, stacks of porn movies and discarded tissues. In the center of the room, ROK HAGOR'S PLAYER sits with a bottle of whiskey in his hand and a case of beer sitting next to him. In the corner of the room is a large pile of empty beer cans and liquor bottles. 

ROK HAGOR'S PLAYER 

I sucked on the duck's bill and they said I suck duck... 

ROK HAGOR takes a swig of whiskey. 

ROK HAGOR'S PLAYER 

..fhuckle them all.. they're all mooonstersssss.... 

ROK HAGOR notices the camera for the first time. 

ROK HAGOR'S PLAYER 

Oh god, they'll know how I live! 

He covers his face with his hands. 

ROK HAGOR'S PLAYER 

You can't see me!! hahaha! I'm hidden! 

CUT TO: 

INT. TALES AND ALES TAVERN - MIDNIGHT 

We are greeted by an empty tavern. Chairs are tipped over and somewhere, water can be heard dripping onto the floor. A few candles here and there flicker with their last breaths and shed spotty light in the tavern. Empty ale bottles cover the floor, indicating a long night of debauchery. The camera holds on the view of the tavern for a few moments until we see the door open and a STRANGER enters, at which point, the camera focuses on her. 
STRANGER 

Alas that I have come so late and missed the festivities. 

Behind her ANOTHER STRANGER enters. As the door opens and closes, a strong gust of wind blows into the tavern and causes the empty ale bottles to roll on the floor. Outside, a storm can be heard brewing. 

ANOTHER STRANGER 

You are not too late, stranger. There were no festivities. 

STRANGER 

Then what is this mess, here? 

ANOTHER STRANGER 

This is the result of a great emote battle between the tavern patrons and a group of so-called vampires. 

STRANGER 

Emote battle? I have not heard of such a thing. Pray tell, what is it? 

ANOTHER STRANGER 

An emote battle, my friend, is what happens when a group of players who want to roleplay some special being that the game won't actually allow for--a vampire for example--disregard this glaring problem and roleplay that being anyway. As one cannot actually suck blood from another 
ANOTHER STRANGER CONT’D

player in UO, they choose to emote it. 

STRANGER 

How very sad! It's like they think they're playing with imaginary friends instead of real people. 

ANOTHER STRANGER 

Yes.. if only they'd realize that you can't just emote stuff the game doesn't allow. Else, what's to stop me from say, emoting that I pull out a gun and shoot you? 

STRANGER 

Nothing! Freedom of emotes would mean chaos!! 

ANOTHER STRANGER 

I couldn't agree more. 

*pulls out a gun* 

*shoots the stranger* 

STRANGER 

*dodges* 

ANOTHER STRANGER 

What? You can't dodge bullets! It's not possible!! 

STRANGER 

And you can't have a gun! There's no such thing! 

The two grow frustrated with each other and begin to toss out other emotes at each other such as *pulls out rope and ties your hands together* and *breaks ropes* and *puts you in a headlock* and *breaks out of headlock* until, eventually, their fight spills outside of the tavern and we are left in silence for a few minutes. From outside, lightning can be heard striking nearby. A few more minutes pass, and abruptly, lightning shoots in through the window and strikes the center of the floor. In its wake, there is a smoldering black scorch mark on the floor. In the center of the burned floor now sits a MAN dressed in a bright white pair of fancy pants and fancy shirt. 

MAN 

I.. liiiiiveee! 

NATE BYRD enters the tavern from the upstairs upon hearing the lightning strike. His hair is disheveled and his eyes are bloodshot. He stumbles, as if blind, into the room and sways dizzily, apparently drunk. 

NATE BYRD 

Eh? Who's there? Who are you? The bar is closed! 

MAN 

I am Captain Roleplay! 

NATE BYRD 

(staring blankly) 

You're what? 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Captain Roleplay! When the cries of oppressed roleplayers everywhere who just want to be able to roleplay super beings wielding special powers was combined with the awesome power of mother nature's lightning SO WAS CREATED CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY! 

NATE BYRD 

...I am so very drunk... 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Wherever there is an opressed roleplayer, I shall be there! Wherever a simple soldier wants to emote a handcuff arrest, I will be there! And if that same arrested criminal wants to emote their way right out of prison, I'll be there too! Never fear, Britannia! Your right to emote swinging a sword of soul stealing that you don't actually have will never be denied you! Your right to emote that you tear someone's arm off without even attacking them will never be refused! For CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY is here!! 

NATE BYRD 

...ok.. Goodnight. 

NATE BYRD climbs back up the stairs, muttering under his breath about drinking too much. 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

What's this? 

*listens* 

My super senses tell me that somewhere, a roleplayer is in need! 

*builds a potion of teleportation-to-roleplayer-in-need out of various half finished alcoholic drinks laying around, takes a swallow of the potion and with a thunderclap that echoes in the tavern, vanishes with a poof of white smoke* 

CUT TO: 

INT. SEWERS - GLOOMY AND DARK 

SYNDAR, ICKNA, GOLDBERRY, REDLOWWINSKI, BRANWEN, and BASIL all stand with their back to the camera initially in the sewers underneath Serpent's Hold. The walls are thick with slime and in the background constant gurgling noises can be heard. Throughout the sewers, there is a thin, green mist. 

SYNDAR 

Okay guys, let's stick together. Ickna, lead the way. 

BASIL 

Um. Question. 

SYNDAR 

Yes? 

BASIL 

Why am I down here helping you guys again? One: I am not good, and therefore don't really want to help. Two: I'm not sure how it is I'm here... 'cause I no longer play Ultima. 

SYNDAR 

The promise of hot Asian chicks? 

REDLOWWINSKI 

The potential return of ... "The Stick"(tm)? 

GOLDBERRY 

If yer real good, me and Brannie might show you a nice hot lesbian kiss! 

BASIL 

...all valid points. 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Can I watch? 

BRANWEN 

No. 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Oh. :( 

ICKNA 

Quit yer yapping, bitches! Everyone, follow me. I know exactly where I'm going. 

SYNDAR 

Oh, I'll bet you do. I vote we kill Ickna here and now and look around on our own! 

There is general silence all around with the occasional person coughing awkwardly. 

SYNDAR 

What?? No one is with me here? It's Ickna! i.c.k.n.a.! 

BRANWEN 

But he's so cute! 
GOLDBERRY 

Yeah, lookat'im! He's so tiny and furry and feisty and stuff! 

SYNDAR 

Why does everyone think the rat is cute?!?!? HE TRIES TO KILL ME!! 

ICKNA 

Oh yeah. They want mah piiiimp juice! Pimp juice! 

SYNDAR 

Redlow, I blame you for this!! 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Me?! 

SYNDAR 

YES! You write this soap! You decide what happens and what does not happen! Let me kiiiiilllll him.. he muuuust dieeeeeee! 

REDLOWWINSKI 

(In a gay-sounding voice) 

Don't hamper my creative vision, ED! 
BASIL 

Look, unless you're going to make with one of the three things you promised me, we better get going. 

ICKNA 

Right. Let's go. 

CUT TO: 

INT. PRISON CELL - DARK 
TWO SHOT - GULAR AND GM 

We get a shot of GULAR sitting in a chair, being interrogated by GM RATMAN. The room is unlit aside from a lantern sitting on the ground next to GULAR. We see little else than the two of them. 

GM RATMAN 

Now.. for the last time, Gular.. why did you azz rape that corpse? 

GULAR 

(in robotic tone) 

I am a guard. I am here to serve. 

GM RATMAN 

Don't play dumb NPC with me, Gular! I know what you are! 
GULAR 

I don't know why I did it, ok!? OK!?! LAY OFF! 

GM RATMAN turns away from GULAR and clasps his hands behind his back. He then begins to pace the room. 
GM RATMAN 

Gular, we don't know each other well, do we? 

GULAR 

Uh no, I suppose we don't. 

GM RATMAN 

Did you know I was voted mostly likely to give free towers in exchange for cyber? 

GULAR 

Uh.. 

GM RATMAN 

Or that I was voted most likely to snap and kill the entire GM staff? 

GULAR 

No.. didn't know that.. 

GM RATMAN 

Look! The point is - don't MESS with me, Gular! I can have your ass handed to you on a platter! Tell me the truth! WHY did you AZZ RAPE Leet Bob?! 

GULAR 

I told you - I don't know!! 

GM RATMAN 

You LIE! How did you break your NPC programming?? How can you kill innocent players? Where did you learn to azz rape corpses?! 

GULAR 

I learned it from YOU, all right???? I learned it from watching you!! 

GULAR breaks down and cries and GM RATMAN is taken back, shocked. 

GM RATMAN 

No.. no, that's not true.. 

GULAR 

Gamemasters who azz rape corpses have underlings that azz rape corpses. 
GM RATMAN 

But, but.. it was so long ago.. how could anyone remember..... Oh, those were the days of my youth... 

DISSOLVE TO: 
We dissolve to a blurry flashback and come to a very young looking GM RATMAN, who is standing over the corpse of a player. 

GM RATMAN 

Yer dead now, you house-breaking cheater! You know what I'm gonna do with you? I'll rape yer azz just like you did to all those poor victims of yours! HAH! 

As GM RATMAN is pulling up his robe to er.. do his thing, from the left, LADY MOI enters looking furious. 

LADY MOI 

Ratman! Just what on EARTH do you think you're doing?! 
GM RATMAN 

Oh.. uh.. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. PRISON CELL - DARK 

GM RATMAN 

Thankfully, she didn't fire me once she saw the size of my.. erm.. anyway. 

GULAR 

Hoo, boy... TMI. 

GM RATMAN 

I'll leave you to think about that, Gular. Even with such a serious violation, I wasn't fired. Just think what I could do with a simple guard and get away with it! 

GM RATMAN leaves the cell with a poof of smoke, leaving GULAR alone. 

CUT TO: 

INT. WOMAN'S BEDROOM - COLORFUL, WELL LIT 

HEAD SHOT - GOLDBERRY'S PLAYER 

We find ourselves in a colorful room full of wrestling memorabelia, Bruce Campbell collectible items, and a very comfortable looking, coma-inducing bed. In the center of the room is GOLDBERRY'S PLAYER, who is facing the camera. 

GOLDBERRY'S PLAYER 

I would like to take this time to inform the general UO populace of a few important facts. One: Yes, I am actually a woman who plays UO. Please, get over it. Two: I have large breasts. Yes, it's true. A lot of women have large breasts. In fact, some of you men out there might be surprised to know that approximately half the population of the world are women and therefore, have breasts too. Three: Yes, I have a vagina. All women have vaginas. Four: Just because you have a penis, I have a vagina, and we both play UO does not mean I want to come there and hump you. That is all, thank you for your time. 

CUT TO: 

INT. TRINSIC PRISON CELL - DIMLY LIT 

We cut to the interior of a sandstone prison cell. In the cell there is a cot attached to the wall and a bowl and plate which has the remains of a meal. In the cell, alone, is a dark skinned DROW PRISONER. He is looking around anxiously. 

DROW PRISONER 

If only there was some way to break out of this prison cell... 

The DROW PRISONER stands up from the cot and walks over to the wall. He begins to feel along the wall with his hands. 

DROW PRISONER 

Hm.. I wooonder.... 

*uses special wall-smashing skills he learned while a pupil of a grand-master wall smasher* 

Depiste the DROW PRISONER'S best emoted efforts, he is unable to break the wall down. 

DROW PRISONER 

Blast! The wall is just too strong. Well, I suppose I could send out my carrier pidgeon that I just happen to have with me to a friend to come rescue me... 

Suddenly, with a blast of thick smoke, CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY appears. 

DROW PRISONER 

Woah! Who are you?? 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

I am Captain Roleplay!! ((Insert witty super hero theme music here)) I have come to answer your roleplaying prayers! 
DROW PRISONER 

Well, I sure haven't heard of you before, but I could use your help! I need out of this prison cell! 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Never fear, my friend! I have the answer to your problems right here! 

DROW PRISONER 

You do?! 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Yes I do! You see, I just happen to have with me, this special magic ring. It is called The Magical Ring of Escaping Trinsic Prison Cells. All you do is slip it in your finger, [ooc: then use the player is stuck option], wait about two minutes, and wham! Like magic, you'll be transported right out of this cell to whatever city you have pictured in your mind. 

DROW PRISONER 

Wow!! Thanks, Captain Roleplay! That's amazing! But what should I tell them if they find me again and demand to know how I escaped? They searched me before they put me in this cell and took all my valuables! How did I get this ring? 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Well that's simple! Just tell them that you used your grandmaster tinkering abilities and crafted the ring out of the fork they gave you to eat with! Never mind the fact that you don't actually have tinkering! What they don't know won't hurt them! 

DROW PRISONER 

Wow, that's swell, Captain Roleplay! Thanks a bunch! 

The two wink at each other and then the Drow slips the ring on his finger. In a couple minutes, he vanishes from the prison cell. 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Ah, my work here is finished. Another repressed roleplayer has been saved again! 

CUT TO: 

INT. SEWERS - GLOOMY AND DARK 

We return to the sewers where our party of questors has come upon a giant black iron door at the end of a long tunnel. The party stands in front of the door doing little else other than staring at it and scratching their heads. 

BRANWEN 

Is it locked..? 

ICKNA 

That's why we're all standing around looking at the door, isn't it? 

GOLDBERRY 

Ickna, be nice! You're not so cute when you start bitching. 

BASIL 

(impatient) 

Weelllll...? 

SYNDAR 

Okay. Well. Unlock it Redlow. You write this soap; just make it open. 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Dammit, Ed, I'm sick of you breaking the fourth wall. Quit referring to me outside the context of this game. 

SYNDAR 

Hmmm... ok... 

SYNDAR stops to consider a moment as he taps a finger on his chin. 

SYNDAR 

Ok, in real life your player writes this soap. So ... make with the opening the door. 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Yeah well, now you're just breaking character. 

SYNDAR 

(mockingly) 

Oh please. 
REDLOWWINSKI 

Better watch it or Captain Roleplay will get you! 

SYNDAR 

Who? 

REDLOWWINSKI 

You'll see later in the next episode. 

GOLDBERRY 

Now, what is it you saying about breaking the fourth wall, Redlow? 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Hush. 

For a few more minutes, they only stare at the door again, thinking of ways to get past it. 

BRANWEN 

Waitaminute! I have an idea! 

ICKNA
Eh? 

BRANWEN knocks on the door. 

BASIL 

Yeah, that probably isn't a bad idea. 

The door swings open inwardly. Beyond the doorframe, little can be seen, but all of the pary steps through the doorway nervously. A few seconds after they step through the door, they jump, startled, as a voice out of the darkness greets them. 

VOICE 

Helllooo! 

ICKNA 

What in the name of moldy green cheese? 

From out of the darkness, a HALFLING steps forward. She has short red hair tied back in a pony tail and wears leather pants and a leather shirt. She is armed with only a wooden staff and walks barefoot. 

HALFLING 

Welcome to the 7th level of the temporal underground! LIGHTS! 

At the HALFLING'S command, the area brightens and the party is greeted with a wide variety of people wandering aimlessly. Some are tall and slender with pointed ears. Others are short and plump with bulbous noses and thick beards. Others appear human. In a few corners, dark skinned, tall, slender people with pointed ears rest against the walls. Scattered around the room even appear to be half human, half dragon creatures. 

SYNDAR 

What in the hell is this place? 

HALFLING 

Why, haven't you heard of the 7th level of the temporal underground?! 

BRANWEN 

Not really, no. 

HALFLING 

Well, perhaps it isn't as famous as the 6th level, which is full of Raistlin and Eliminster clones. 

The HALFLING stops to rub her chin in contemplation and then shakes her head. 

HALFLING 

Why, this is the waiting place for Dungeons and Dragons characters who are about to be transferred from D&D to Ultima Online. Technically, it's impossible since UO has no Drow or Halflings or half-elves or draconians. But this... this allows for it to happen! People can use D&D races in UO, even though they don't exist anywhere in Britannia's history! Amazing, yes? 

GOLDBERRY 

So that's where the Drow come from! They were ripped straight out of Dungeons and Dragons! We should have known! 

HALFLING 

Yup. You'd be amazed how many more Drow come through here than any other race. Oh, but this level is nothing exciting, really. Did you know there's now a level 15? I hear some people wanted to roleplay the Borg from Star Trek, so a new level had to be created. 

BASIL 

What is the first level? 

HALFLING 

Oh, Lord British clones of course. Sad really. So many people want to roleplay him... 

SYNDAR 

And the next level is Mondain? 
HALFLING 

You guessed it. 

BASIL, who has been growing more and more frustrated by the moment as the conversation has progressed, finally throws his hands up into the air. 

BASIL 

That's it! I can't take this anymore! 

ICKNA 

What the hell is your problem, stick monkey? 

BASIL 

I'm sick of what As Britannia Turns has become! It's nothing more than political statements and social commentary. Where's the zaniness I so miss? Where are the orc and human love making? Where are the porn scenes? Where are the giant demons named Betsy who eat entire servers?! You've lost your way, Redlow! You've lost your way!!! 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Eh? Me? 

BASIL 

Yes, you! I still remember the days when there was The Stick(tm) or when Mordain sacrificed people in exchange for pizza. 

REDLOWWINSKI 

I'd just be happy that there's even a new ABT, but maybe that's just me... 

BASIL 

Whatever happened to things like N'Sync terrorizing the server or Orcish love poems about farting and stupid humans?? This is nothing but biased exploration of psychological and social issues in UO! And I'm sick of it! 

ICKNA 

Ooo.. a fight! 

SYNDAR 

Well, you know Redlow will win since he writes this soap... 

GOLDBERRY 

*hits Ed on the shoulder* 

Shh. 
REDLOWWINSKI 

What, you want random zaniness? Plots that don't make sense? Implaussible situations? Insane appearances by characters that don't even fit with the story? 

A monkey dressed in drag and wearing makeup walks into the room, waves at the camera, and then hops away. 

REDLOWWINSKI

Okay, fine. You want random zaniness? Is that what you all want? 

BASIL 

YES! Dammit, yes, we do! 

ICKNA 

Don't care. Just want a street corner rat. 

SYNDAR 

A little now and then wouldn't be so bad. 
GOLDBERRY 

I'm just here for the free coifs! 

BRANWEN 

I don't think we get free coifs, hon! 

GOLDBERRY 

What?! Hell yeah then, you better throw in some insanity! If I don't get COIF, I better get a good show at least! 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Oh, fine. F.I.N.E. You can have your insane zany wackiness. By all means. 

HALFLING 

Shouldn't they make a charisma check or something first? 

BASIL 

Shut up D&D-Character-who-some-UO-player-wants-to-use-in-UO. 

CLOSE-UP SHOT -- REDLOWWINSKI 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Ok. Prepare for zaniness. But I warn you, you'll regret it! Mark my woooordssss! 

CUT TO: 

EXT. GREEN HILLS - MID-MORNING 

The scenery changes to that of rolling bright green hills with oversized flowers and an unusually blue sky. Hopping around the hills are bunny rabbits. In the sky, the sun shines brightly and on the sun's surface there can be seen a baby's face, who occasionally giggles and smiles. In the background, the Jaws theme music begins to play faintly. 

From the side of the screen, a large blue creature skips across the grass. In its belly there is a television screen. It is otherwise known as a TELETUBBY. In the background, the Jaws theme music begins to grow louder. 
TELETUBBY 

Hi, I'm Tipsy! Do you want to play? 

From off screen, another voice answers and as it speaks, the Jaws theme music grows louder and intesifies slightly. 

VOICE FROM OFF SCREEN 

Will we play inside or outside? 

TIPSY 

(giggling) 

I don't know! 

The Jaws theme music intensifies further and the Teletubby who was off screen joins Tipsy. 

TELETUBBY 

Hi! I'm a purple teletubby with a triangle on my head whom everyone thinks is gay! I want to play! 

The Jaws theme music grows heart-poundingly intense as the gay teletubby bends over. The scene fades before we can see what happens next. 

CUT TO: 

INT. LABRYINTH - DIMLY LIT 

We return to the cavern containing the D&D characters from the earlier. 

BASIL 

Oh god! No more, No more! 

BRAWEN 

(sobbing) 

Make the bad man stop! 

REDLOWWINSKI 

I thought as much. 

GOLDBERRY 

Didn't you just break the fourth wall again? 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Hush. 

SYNDAR 

Does ABT even have a fourth wall anymore? 

CUT TO: 

INT. PRISON CELL - DARK 

We return to GULAR'S prison cell. For a few moments he is alone and sitting silently. Then, GM RATMAN enters the room and stands in front of GULAR. 

GULAR 

What will you do with me? 
GM RATMAN 

Well, the bug team is still looking you over, but in the mean time, I'd like to run a little personal experiment. 

GULAR 

Er.. personal.. experiment? 

GM RATMAN 

Yes. Bob, you may enter now. 

From out of the darkness, LEET BOB comes and stands next to GM RATMAN. 

GULAR 

Bob, Bob, Bob. We meet again. 

LEET BOB 

wut is tihs place?/ 

GM RATMAN 

You're in the GM prison. This is Gular. I believe you two know each other. I'd like to test Gular's reaction when you commit crimes. 

LEET BOB 

Warez teh 50k u promisd me/ 

? 
GULAR 

Leet Bob! Mind thy criminal instincts whilst thou art here. 

LEET BOB 

dewd dont i no u?/ 

GM RATMAN 

You'll get your 50k once the experiment is over. I shall leave you two alone together for now. 

GM RATMAN exits the area.

LEET BOB

dewd, so chek thsi: me and my hommies ganked this noob in fel nad he hda a boat deed on hmi!111 lol1!! kewl, yha?

GULAR 

I am a guard. I am here to serve. 

LEET BOB 

dewd, u sux. ur boring n stuff!!1 
GULAR 

I am on duty, peasant. Please do not bother me. 
LEET BOB 

dewd, how can u tlk if ur a gaurd?!?! 

GULAR 

AAAAAAAHH! Thou shalt regret thine actions, swine! 

GULAR stands up and hacks LEET BOB in half with his halberd. 

GULAR 

Har Har! 

GM RATMAN reenters the light of the lantern near GULAR'S chair, shaking his head in disbelief. 

GM RATMAN 

There. Now, you see, how the hell do you do that? He didn't commit a crime! 

GULAR 

I am a guard. I am here to serve. 

GM RATMAN 

Stop that! I know you're more than a guard! Tell me what you are or else I'll delete you and be done with it! 

GULAR 

Delete me?! 

CUT TO: 

EXT. FOREST - MIDDAY 

PANORAMA SHOT - BIRD'S EYE VIEW OF FOREST 

We cut to the middle of a forest. In the background, birds chirp randomly and the occasional forest animal can be heard. The floor of the forest is covered with leaves. A WOMAN and a MAN stand in the middle of the forest, facing each other with angry expressions. The MAN is dressed in in a royal purple robe, many elaborate peices of jewelry, and a fur cloak. The WOMAN is dressed in full female platemail and carries a rather large sword. 

WOMAN 

You are not the king! I am destined to rule Britannia! I am Dawn, the one ordained to have the thrown by the gods themselves! 

MAN 

But I have this letter from Lord British himself! 

The man pulls a letter from his pocket, unfolds it, and shows it to DAWN. 

DAWN 

What?! Let me see that. 
MAN 

No, I can't give it to you. But trust me, it says I'm supposed to be the next King. 

DAWN 

What?! How do I know you didn't write it yourself? 

MAN 

How dare you! This is a letter from Lord British himself! 

DAWN 

You lie! 

MAN 

How dare you! You are repressing my roleplay! 

DAWN 

Repressin.. wah? PFFFT! 

MAN 

You know what? I just happen to have another letter here! It is also from Lord British and it says that you're NOT to be king and that, furthermore, you are to be summarily 

MAN CONT’D

executed! 

DAWN 

Now you're just making stuff up as you go along!! 

MAN 

What?! There you go again, repressing my roleplay! How dare you!! 

There is a crescendo of thunder, a puff of white smoke, and CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY appears between the two of them. 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

What is the meaning of this?! 

DAWN 

Who the HELL are you? 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

I am Captain Roleplay! ((insert witty super hero theme music here)) Whenever there is a roleplayer in need, I will be there! Whenever a roleplayer is being repressed, I will be there! And whenever a roleplayer cries out in despair, I will be there to save the day! 

MAN 

Thank God you're here, Captain Roleplay. This woman is repressing my roleplay! 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

What?! Young lady, how dare you! 

DAWN 

But, Captain, his roleplaying is based on a flimsy letter. What he is doing is the same as if I were to make up a marriage certificate to the richest man in the world. I could then ask for a divorce and demand alimony just because I have a made up marriage certificate? 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Your OPINIONS do not matter, Dawn! Who are you to stand in the way of what he wants to do! 
MAN 

Yeah! 

DAWN 

But it's totally arbitrary! Who's to stop me from saying I'm EMPEROR of Britannia and therefore, he is beneath me! 

MAN 

What.. no.. er.. you can't do that! I want to rule Britannia! 

DAWN 

Tough! It just so happens that I have a letter here from God himself that says I'm Emperor. And I didn't just write it while you were talking, I swear! 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Ahhh! Very intriguing. What a twist! 

MAN 

Yeah?! Well I just happen to have a letter here from that same God who says he was drunk when he wrote your letter and meant to declare ME Emperor! 
DAWN 

Oh, but I forgot to tell you! At the bottom of my letter, it says that your letter is fake and just a way of messing with your head cause God wants to play games with you! 

MAN 

But I have another lett-- 

DAWN 

It also says ALL your letters are fakes! 

MAN 

--er that says.. what?! er.. well, I have.. um... er.. 

DAWN 

Hah! I got you now! 

MAN 

Oh yeah?! 

*with the quickness of a fox, ties Dawn to a tree* 
DAWN 

Captain Roleplay, step in here! He's totally making stuff up! He doesn't even have rope to tie me to a tree with! 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

This is indeed a tough case. You are both able to make up total bullshit RP on the fly with quite a great degree of skill. Hmmm... 

MAN 

But I emoted tying her to the tree. So all I have to do is take her letters. 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

There! That's the solution. There shall be an emote battle between the two of you. 

DAWN 

er.. a what? 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

On my count.. one.. two.. three.. begin!! 

MAN 

*pulls out a knife and throws it at Dawn's heart* 

DAWN 

But.. what? You don't even have a knife... 
CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Oh, that's too bad, Dawn. I'm afraid you lose. 

MAN 

Yes! I rock! I am ruler of Britannia! 

DAWN 

What? I'm still alive... what knife? You didn't hit me with anything. You're not even attacking me! 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Tsk. Tsk. You're such a sore loser, Dawn. 

DAWN 

I'm so confused.. 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

I'm afraid you have been killed. 

DAWN 

I have? 

MAN 

She still lives! Alas! My aim was not true enough! 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Finish her off! 

MAN 

*takes out a large battle axe, walks over to Dawn, smiles broadly, and then raises the axe above his head. In the air, thunder rolls and lightning strikes that foreshadows the dark deed about to take place. With a final grin, the axe is brought down onto Dawn's head and a grin spreads across the man's face and blood splatters on his clothes. Dawn's 
MAN CONT’D

corpse falls to the ground in a crumpled heap at his feet and the man laughs with victory. He lets the axe fall to the ground, blood stained. He stares at the horizon, anticipating the destiny that now awaits him.* 

DAWN 

Huh? Your emote contains weather? Now you can control the weather too? 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY 

Wow.. that was some beautiful emoting. It almost brought a tear to my eye. Well, Dawn is dead and you shall be the next King. I believe my job is done here. 

MAN 

Indeed. Thank you, Captain Roleplay. 

In another poof of smoke, CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY vanishes. Soon after, the MAN walks off, humming to himself. DAWN is left alone in the forest. 

DAWN 

Uh.. What the hell just happened? 

CUT TO: 

INT. LABRYINTH - DARK 

We return to the the temporal underground. This time, the group is not in the same room as before. The HALFLING is busy giving the pary of adventurers a tour of the various levels. 

HALFLING 

And on this level, we have no future characters. This level is a storage level for all the items that players want to pull out of thin air. 

He points over to his left at a pile of metal objects, twine, and rope. 

HALFLING 

Over there, you can see a rather large collection of rope and handcuffs on standby for all the times players emote arresting another player. 

GOLDBERRY 

What about for all the times players want to use handcuffs while they're in bed and.. erm.. nevermind. 

HALFLING 

Oh, let's not go there. Now, if you'll follow me to the next level, I will show you -- 

Somewhere beneath them, an earth shattering roar sends tremors through the cavern. 

SYNDAR 

What in God's green earth was that? 

HALFLING 

(terrified) 

I don't know for certain, but it sounded like... 

From beneath them, a giant clawed hand breaks through the earth and reaches around wildly. 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Run! 

The rest of the creature emerges from the ground, pulling itself up through the huge hole it has created in the ground. It is a huge brown creature, standing several stories high. It has small, beady eyes and a single massive horn ontop of its head. It is stooped over slightly, as it looks around and smells the air. Its clawed hands are easily twice the size of its head. 

HALFLING 

Oh dear god! Some idiot thinks they want to roleplay a Taresque from 2nd edition D&D! 

BASIL 

Yay! Absurdity! 

TARESQUE 

ROOOOOOOOOOOOOOARRRRRRRRRRRR! 
BRANWEN 

Run, you morons! 

The group begins to run away from the monster, who is now rampaging through the room, knocking over piles of books, pens, handcuffs, and snatching up the occasional creature that wanders next to him. 

SYNDAR 

Redlow, this is where you end the soap! 

REDLOWWINSKI 

I couldn't agree more! 

The group runs down a flight of stairs as the monster chases after them, enraged and the scene begins to fade. 

Continued Next time on...

BASIL 

Hold it, hold it! 

REDLOWWINSKI 

What? The soap is over! Whatever it is, it'll have to wait. 

BASIL 

I specifically remember being promised one of three things. Now you better make with the promise! 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Oooh yeahhhh..... 

BASIL 

Yeah, that's right. I haven't forgotten. My stick, hot asian chicks, or a hot lesbian kiss. 

REDLOWWINSKI 

Well... since I can make anyone do whatever I want them to... 

GOLDBERRY and BRAWNEN turn to face is each and look deep into each other's eyes with passion. The run to each other, embrace, and share a long, slow, passionate lesbian kiss. 

BASIL 

Bah, I don't like lesbians. I want my stick dammit! 

REDLOWWINSKI 

What?! 

BASIL 

Give it to meeee! 
REDLOWWINSKI 

Oh, Ok. Fine. Right after.. this... 

Continued Next time on...

As Britannia TurnsTM
BASIL 

Bastard. 

ABT: Episode Thirty-Four – ABT Reloaded
Episode Description:

(The following is a description of episode 34, as it appeared on Redlow.net)

ABT Number 34, continuing in almost-correct movie script format. When we left our team of misfit heroes, they had just been ambushed by the dreaded 2nd Edition AD&D Taresque! Will the team escape with their lives, or will the monster borne of some wannabe roleplayer's dreams vanquish them?? And what about the two side plots? Will Captain Roleplay's warped views change Britannia forever? Will Gular escape prison with his life intact? Whatever happened to some of the other cast members? Greshrem? Sherry? Renaldo? BlackAngel? Find out maybe in... EPISODE THIRTY-FOUR: ABT RELOADED!
Commentary

I wrote this episode a year after the previous one, as I allude to within the script.  Since OSS, which was one of the main subjects of the previous episode, no longer existed, I had to change things up a bit.  So it basically turned into a parody of The Matrix.  Which actually fit perfectly.  My whole beef with what a lot of bad roleplayers were trying to do in-game was that, basically, if you can power-emote and RP vampires, why not RP flying, having a gun, a car, or… you know, anything you wanted.  Which is the premise of The One from the Matrix movies—he can shape the Matrix however he wants and is not bound by the laws of physics.

With that in mind, Gular becomes The One, Captain Roleplay takes on a Morpheus-like persona, and Ickna obviously becomes Agent Smith

With such parallels being drawn, I got to feeling too restricted as I tried too hard to follow the plot of the Matrix movies.  At that point, it became interesting, but not funny, so I became frustrated, as you can see in the script itself, with a muse’s appearance.

All in all, though, it was a shorter episode, not as funny as some others, but I liked the whole concept of RP and the Matrix being related.
As Britannia Turns - Episode 34

“ABT Reloaded”

Previously, on... As Britannia Turns…

The rest of the creature emerges from the ground, pulling itself up through the huge hole it has created in the ground.  It is a huge brown creature, standing several stories high.  It has small, beady eyes and a single massive horn on top of its head.  It is stooped over slightly, as it looks around and smells the air.  Its clawed hands are easily twice the size of its head.
HALFLING

Oh dear God!  Some idiot thinks they want to roleplay a Taresque from 2nd edition D&D!
BASIL

Yay!  Absurdity!

TARESQUE

ROOOOOOOOOOOARRRRRRRRR!

BRANWEN

Run you fools!
FADE IN:

INT. CELL – DARK

The episode opens back up in GULAR’S cell.  He is still tied down, sitting in a chair.  At his feet is a lantern and standing in front of him is GM RATMAN.  

GM RATMAN

Tell me what you know, Gular!  Tell me!  How did you break your coding?  What are you?!

GULAR

I’m sorry, due to localization, I only respond to menu commands.

GM RATMAN

Screw you, Gular!  You will pay for this.  Mark my words!  PAAAY!

Another hooded GM enters.  He whispers something to GULAR that we cannot hear for the most part.  But, in the hushed whisper, we do catch the words “closing” and “moving” and “Redwood studios in California.”

The hooded GM exits and GM RATMAN stares at GULAR contemptibly. 

GM RATMAN

I’ll be back, Gular.  Mark my words.  And when I’m back, you’ll either cooperate, or you’ll be deleted!  Do you hear me?!  D E L E T E D !

GM RATMAN vanishes in a poof of smoke and flame.

GULAR

Why me.  Why must I made to suffer?  Can’t I azzrape pathetic dewds in peace?

There is a soft shuffling noise coming from the shadows.

GULAR

What was that?  Who’s there?  Show thyself, knave!

VOICE FROM THE SHADOWS

You are... The One(… Gular.

GULAR

The one?  What art thou talking about?  Who art thou?

VOICE FROM THE SHADOWS

Free your mind, Gular.  You are… The One(.

GULAR

What?

The shuffling is heard again and there is only silence.

GULAR

Well all right then!  I guess I’m THE ONE!  Whatever the hell that means.

CUT TO:

INT. LABRYINTH – DIMLY LIT

We return to the cavern.  SYNDAR, BASIL, BRANWEN, GOLDBERRY, REDLOWWINSKI and ICKNA have all scattered about the room.  Near the door, the TARESQUE is looking about madly, ready to devour any who come near.  The HALFLING cowers in a corner, trying to remain unseen.

SYNDAR

Quick!  Give it Ickna!  Feed it the rat!

BRANWEN

What?!  No, dammit!  There will be no rat left behind!
GOLDBERRY

Okay.. maybe it’s time we think sensibly here.  He is just a rat…

SYNDAR

Right!

ICKNA

What!  Screw you guys!  

ICKNA scurries out the door unnoticed, having zipped underneath the towering TARESQUE.

BASIL

Okay… being a rat has its perks.

Mustering a little courage from seeing ICKNA successfully flee, the HALFLING tries to run out as well.  The monster quickly scoops him up and swallows him whole.

BRANWEN

Gah!!

SYNDAR

What.Do.We.Do?

GOLDBERRY

(excited)
Wait!  I’ve got it!  Just pull a gun out of your pack!

BASIL

What?  What the hell are you talking about, Goldy?

GOLDBERRY

Just do it!  We’re in … whatever this place is.  Where all the bad roleplayers pull bullshit items they don’t have out of thin air!

BRANWEN

Right!

Each of them reaches into their packs and pulls out various pieces of weaponry.  In a blaze of gunfire, rockets, flame, and blood, the TARESQUE collapses, dead.

BASIL

Well, that was easy enough.

SYDAR

Hm.  Yes.  I guess we can go home now.

BRANWEN

We can?

REDLOWWINSKI

Sure.. I don’t see why not.

GOLDBERRY

Didn’t we come down here for something?

SYNDAR

Oh.. right, right.

For a moment, no one says anything.

REDLOWWINSKI

What were we down here for, again?

GOLDBERRY

I’m not sure, really.  We got pretty sidetracked there, didn’t we?

BRANWEN

Seems like we were looking for something.

BASIL

Yes.. looking.  For.. something…

SYNDAR

(remembering)

Oh!  Oh!

BASIL

Hm?

SYNDAR

We came down here to see if some Drow temple really existed.  That’s right, that’s right.  The Drow were going to declare war on Serpent’s Hold because we supposedly built something over their temple, or some nonsense.  

BRANWEN

Huh.  I don’t suppose it matters now.  Let’s just go home.

SYNDAR

Right, right.  Considering the last ABT episode came out practically a year ago, it’s a little pointless to look for the temple now.  I mean.. in that time, OSS disbanded.  Too bad SOMEONE is a little SLOW on coming out with episodes.

SYNDAR stares at REDLOWWINSKI.

REDLOWWINSKI

What?  Gimme a break, I’ve just been so busy.

GOLDBERRY

Yeah, busy doing the one-handed monkey spank.

REDLOWWINSKI

Oh no you didn’t!

BASIL and SYNDAR snicker.

REDLOWWINSKI

You steppin’ on this, girl?!

GOLDBERRY





(cool)

Oh, it has totally been stepped on.

REDLOWWINSKI

My time spent doing the one-handed monkey spank is only enough to –

BRANWEN

Aaaaannnyyyway.  We’re done here, right?

BASIL

(coughing at first)

Yeah, since OSS doesn’t exist anymore, I suppose we might as well be.

REDLOWWINSKI

Yeah, yeah.

The group recalls away.  ICKNA comes back into the little chamber.

ICKNA

I can’t believe those bitches wanted to kill me.  Stupid bitches!  I am ICKNA!  No one kills the rat!  NO ONE!

His screams echo around the room.

ICKNA

(pondering)

Hmmmmm.

ICKNA

Ickna!!

ECHO

Ickna, Ickna, Ickna!

ICKNA only starts to laughs evilly.  The laughter fills the room.

ICKNA

Oh, they will fear the rat!  FEAR ME, BABY!!  Bwhahahaha!

CUT TO:

INT. PRISON CELL – WELL LIT

LYDIA sits in a sandstone prison cell, up against the wall.  She scrapes a line into the wall with her fingernail, and then begins to write in a journal, which she reads aloud as she writes.

LYDIA

Day 142... still sitting here in this prison, waiting for my trial to begin.  The only thing the guards gave me was this gold bracelet.  I’m not sure what’s up with that.  Since then, I haven’t seen them for about 130 days... Sigh.  I just want my trial to start.

CUT TO:

INT. PRISON CELL – DARK

GULAR

(singing)

Jimmy cracked corn and I don’t care!  Jimmy cracked corn and I don’t care!  Jimmy cracked corn and I don’t caaaaareeee, my master’s gone away.

GULAR looks around aimlessly.

GULAR

(singing)

Nooobody knows the trouble I’ve been through….  Noooobody knows my painnn….

CUT TO:

EXT. YEW WOODS – MID AFTERNOON

RENALDO sits on a fallen log with a lute in his hands.  The sun shines brightly down on the scene, and RENALDO is cast in tones of bright light and shade from the tree he sits under.  He sings a song loosely based on I’m Just a Bill from School House Rock.

RENADLO

(singing)

Oh I’m just a gay

Just a lonely fruity gay

And I’m sitting here on this old log

RENALDO CONT’D

Oh I’ll wait here singing til a man comes along

Then I’ll bounce up and say

Hey are ya going my way?

Oh I hope and pray

That he will

But I know that today

I am the only gay

Sitting here in Yew

A little KID comes up to RENALDO and sits on the log next to him.

KID

Say there, Mr. Bard.  Why the long face?

RENALDO

Oh it’s the people on this shard.

KID

Huh? What do you mean?

RENALDO

No one ever accepts me.

KID

How come?

RENALDO

(singing)

Well I come on to them

And they only say

“That’s pretty gross man

Why don’t you go away?”

So I sit here on my log til a man comes along

Then I’ll bounce up and say

Hey are ya going my way?

Oh I hope and pray

That he will

But I know that today

I am the only gay

Sitting here in Yew

KID

You’re GAY?!  Gross!

The KID runs off screaming, “Mom!”

RENALDO

(singing)

Well I hope and pray

That someday

That kid gets thrown off a boat

And comes to find

That he doesn’t flooooat.

But today I only know

That Redlow makes bad songs.

Perhaps if he had

The real lyrics

But right now,

His Internet is down!

CUT TO:

INT. LABYRINTH – DIMLY LIT

ICKNA stands alone in the center of the room, still laughing.

ICKNA

(between laughs)

Oh, oh.. this.. this is brilliant!

ICKNA

(finally stopping his laughter)

Okay.  Now… If I’m guessing right, this will work perfectly.  This is the room that allows roleplayers to simply pull, from thin air, bullshit stuff from their backpacks... so... 

ICKNA stands up on his hind legs.

ICKNA

All right… here goes….

ICKNA reaches into his backpack and pulls out another ICKNA.

ICKNA 2

Why, hello there, you sexay thang.

ICKNA

BHAHHAHAHAHHA!  It worked!

ICKNA 2

Hm… this is an interesting room.  A little empty though, isn’t it?  Let’s find us some bitches so we can make them FEAR US!

ICKNA

It worked, it worked!!

ICKNA reaches into his pack and pulls out yet another ICKNA.

ICKNA 3

Hm.  Ah.

ICKNA

Hello, Ickna.

ICKNA 3

Oh, hello Ickna!

ICKNA 2

You’re looking damn fine, Ickna.

ICKNA and ICKNA 3

Why thank you, Ickna!

ICKNA 2 reaches into his pack and pulls out another ICKNA.

ICKNA 2.2

Ah!  It was stuffy in that pack.  Damn.  Where’s EdGuardo?  We need to be chewing on his feet so he can FEAR US!

ICKNA

In due time, Ickna.  In due time.

ICKNA 2 reaches into his pack and pulls out another ICKNA, as does ICKNA 3

ICKNA 2.3 and ICKNA 3.2

Why hello.  I must say, you are one damn fine looking rat.

The room quickly fills with ICKNAS.

CUT TO:

INT. PRISON CELL – DARK

GULAR

Seven-thousand fifty eight... seven-thousand fifty nine... seven-thousand sixty... seven-thousand sixty one... seven-thousand sixty two....

GULAR’S gaze shifts to the left as the shuffling noise is heard again.

GULAR

Hello?

A beat passes and the noise is not heard again.  GULAR sighs.

GULAR

Seven-thousand ...er... where was I...

GULAR is silent a moment.  He then sighs again.

GULAR

One... two... three... four... five... six... seven... eight... ni—

VOICE FROM THE DARKNESS

Gular!

GULAR

Who art thou?  Who is there?  Show thyself!

The figure steps out of the shadows and we see that it is none other than CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

I cam Captain Roleplay!  I have sought you out, Gular, because you are... The One(!

GULAR

Who are you, why are you named Captain Roleplay, why are you here, what is the one, and why am I the one?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

First, you do not understand the significance of ... The One(!  You do not say it properly.  You call it ‘the one’, but it is ... The One(!

GULAR

Whatever.  Who are you and why—

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

THE ONE(!!!

GULAR

Fine, oy!  The One( ... There, I said it.  Who the hell are you?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

(taking a deep breath)

I am Captain Roleplay!  Whenever a roleplayer is being oppressed, I will be there to save the day!  Whenever one person wants to roleplay a cyborg killer from Earth’s future, I will be there!  Whenev—
GULAR

Earth?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Nevermind.  What is important is that you are ... The One(.  When the Gem of Immortality was broken into shards, in each shard there was born a person who had the gift of shaping the shard anyway he saw fit.  That person is you, Gular.  You are ... The One(.  You can bring balance to GL roleplay.  If vampires don’t really exist and can’t really be played, then you can make a vampire!  If naysayers tell you that you can’t roleplay a cyborg, then you can make that person into a cyborg.  No story will be left untold, no goal left unaccomplished.  You have done it for yourself.  NPCs can’t talk, but here you are, talking.

GULAR

Er.. right.  But who are you?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

(hesitating)

I... am Captain Roleplay... Whenever... there is a roleplayer in need, I will be there...!  Whenever a GL RPer is being repressed, I –

GULAR

No, no no.  God, please stop.  What I mean is who are you?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Oh.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY lifts his mask, revealing himself to be BlackAngel.

BLACKANGEL

I’m BA!  Who else would have the craziest role in this soap?

GULAR

Ah.  Well, yes.  I suppose I could have guessed.

BLACKANGEL pulls his mask back down.

GULAR

So what is it you want me to do exactly?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

You must kill everyone on the High Council!

GULAR

What?!  Why??

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

I dunno.  I don’t write my own lines.  I think Redlow must be getting pretty bored with this plotline here.

GULAR

Ah.  Yes, he tends to get bored fairly easily.  And this really isn’t too funny.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

As ... The One(, you could make it funny.  Just free your mind.

GULAR

Hmm... okay.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY slips on a banana peel.

GULAR

Ah hah hah hah hah!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY stands up, calmly walks over to GULAR and slaps him.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Pathetic!

GULAR

Ow...

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Maybe you should just stick with the RP thing.

GULAR

Righto.

CUT TO:

INT. PRISON CELL 

We return to the prison cell, watching LYDIA.

LYDIA

Day 162... Still in prison.  I’m so very bored.  I’ve been here for about half a year now, waiting for my trial to start.  I have given up all hope.  As far as I am concerned, there is going to be no trial.

LYDIA closes her book and leaves it in the cell.  She then faces the wall, leans far back, and, as hard as she can, smashes her head into the wall.  A few seconds later, her ghost appears, and she walks through the prison door and to freedom.

CUT TO:

INT. REAL LIFE HOUSE – LATE EVENING

We see a man sitting at a computer typing in a word document.  He has short hair, is tall and very thin.  On his left is a stack of empty soda cans.  Having gulped down the remainder of a soda, he throws the empty can across the room in frustration.

REDLOW’S PLAYER

This is crap!  This is total crap!  What am I doing wrong?!

Suddenly, a voluptuous woman appears in a transparent gown.

WOMAN

Redlowwinski...

REDLOW’S PLAYER

Oh god... my porn is starting to talk to me!

The WOMAN smacks her forehead with the palm of her hand.

REDLOW’S PLAYER

Geebee was right.  I’m addicted to porn!  Oh man, this is bad, this is really –

WOMAN

No, Redlow.  I am not your porno come to life.

REDLOW’S PLAYER

You’re not?

WOMAN

No, Redlow.  I am the Greek Muse of Comedy.  I am here to help you.

REDLOW’S PLAYER

Why do you keep calling me Redlow?  My real name is -- 

WOMAN

That is not important right now, Redlow.  You must listen to me.

REDLOW’S PLAYER

I seem to recall finding a Greek porno somewhere... are you sure you’re not my porn come to life?

The WOMAN grabs REDLOW’S PLAYER by the shirt and shakes him violently.

WOMAN

Listen to me, you lil bitch!

REDLOW’S PLAYER

All right, all right.  What do I do?  This episode just isn’t funny.

WOMAN

You must make a sacrifice to the Gods!

REDLOW’S PLAYER

Oh shit!  You want my porno don’t you!!

WOMAN

(sighing)

God no.  I’ve seen your porno.  What the hell is with that sick woman in a monkey suit fetish you have?

REDLOW’S PLAYER only coughs.

WOMAN

No, Redlow, you must sacrifice the one who has pressured you the most into writing new episodes.  It is because of him that writing has become a job to you, an obligation.

REDLOW’S PLAYER

Yes... yes I see now.  I know of whom you speak!  Cornelius must die!

The mysterious WOMAN nods gravely and then slowly fades into nothing.

CUT TO:

INT. TAVERN IN UO – LATE EVENING

Two men sit at a table within the Royal Oaks tavern.  One is CORNELIUS, the other is EDGUARDO.  They chat over a pitcher of ale.  In the other parts of the tavern, sit GOLDBERRY, BRANWEN, and RADIAN FL’GITH.

CORNELIUS

I asked you to meet me here to tell you something, Ed...

EDGUARDO

Jesssss?  What’s up?

CORNELIUS

Ed... I am your father!

The others in the tavern gasp.

EDGUARDO

What?!  Don’t be ridiculous.  

CORNELIUS

Why does my own son refuse me!  Why?!

EDGUARDO

No one would sleep with you, that’s why!

Suddenly, a pack of dozens upon dozens of ICKNAS burst into the tavern and start chanting ‘fear’ in tiny, squeaking voices.

CORNELIUS

Sweet mother of Iolo!

ICKNA

Kill him!  He matters not!  Surround Edguardo!

The tiny ICKNAS swarm onto CORNELIUS, and soon he is brought down with a horde of biting rats covering his body.  He is quickly devoured.

BRANWEN

I think I just soiled my armor...

RADIAN FL’GITH

Run away!  Run away!

GOLDBERRY, BRANWEN, and RADIAN FL’GITH run out the tavern door, but the ICKNAS begin to surround EDGUARDO.

EDGUARDO

I don’t know how you managed to do this, Ickna, but you will be stopped.  Your reign of terror ends here and now!

ICKNA

I think not, Edguardo!  We will rule the wo—

EDGUARDO stomps on the ICKNA with a crunch and a splat.

ICKNA

--rld soon and you will bow before us, Edgu—

EDGUARDO stomps on another ICKNA in frustration.

ICKNA

ardo!  Soon all of Britannia will bow before us!

EDGUARDO, enraged, begins stomping on ICKNAS one right after another.  But just as it seems he is making progress, another hundred ICKNAS burst into the tavern.

ICKNAS

Fear us, Ed!  Fear us!!!

The room fills with little squeaky ‘fear me!’ as the ICKNAS begin to converge on EDGUARDO.

CUT TO:

INT. PRISON CELL – WELL LIT

LYDIA

Day 181... Well, they caught me again and threw me back in here.  I’m starting to go a little crazy, I think.  Yesterday I thought I saw Redlow run by the prison’s gate, chasing after a woman in a monkey costume.  Sigh.  When will this end?

CUT TO:

EXT. YEW WOODS – MID-DAY

GULAR and CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY stand under a giant Yew Tree, conversing with one another.  GULAR mostly just nods, but occasionally comments.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

So when a player wants to roleplay a nymphomaniacal gargoyle with the ability to fly over the ocean and turn other players to stone with her giant boobs of evil, all you have to do is snap your fingers, and that’s exactly what the player will become.

GULAR

Hm.  I see.  But wait...

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Yes, what is it, my young apprentice?

GULAR

Won’t that cause some game balance issues?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Nothing is more important than giving players the freedom to roleplay what they want to roleplay!  Nothing, Gular.

GULAR only nods and CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY continues.  From off in the distance, DESDEMONA can be seen walking closer.  She is chanting something, but we cannot hear her yet.

GULAR

So, let me see if I understand all of this correctly.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Go for it.

GULAR

At the server’s birth, I was created with advanced AI scripting... scripting which allows me to change the shard in any way I see fit?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Yes, that is exactly what happened, and—

DESDEMONA

(chanting and staring blankly)

Keeeiiith... Keeeiiith... Keeeiiith...

GULAR

Miss, can we help you in some way?

DESDEMONA just walks on by, continuing to chant with her arms extended forward, zombie-like.

DESDEMONA

Keeeiiith... Keeeiiith... Keeeiiith...

Eventually, she disappears, having passed into a thicket of trees.

GULAR

How odd.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Yes.  But anyway, you understand perfectly.

Suddenly, LORE DENIN appears, having recalled in.

LORE DENIN

(out of breath)

Captain Roleplay!  Thank the virtues I found you!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Oh now what?

LORE DENIN

You have to help me!  They’re after me!  You have to give me some sort of special exterminator powers!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Wha.. huh?  What are you talking about?

From out of the canopy of the trees themselves, hundreds of ICKNAS drop down onto GULAR, CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY, and LORE DENIN.

ICKNA

Fear the rat!  You will all be destroyed!  

GULAR

What are you?!

One of the ICKNAS steps forward and spits out little chunks of yellow and blue cloth.

ICKNA

We are the slayers of the Edguardo!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY removes his mask and reveals himself as BLACKANGEL again.

BLACKANGEL

Ed!  No!  What have you done, Ickna!   Er.. IcknaS!

ICKNAS

Great Lakes will be destroyed!  All will be swallowed in CHAOS!!

The ICKNAS swarm over LORE DENIN and quickly devour him in a spray of blood and gore.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

No!  Not Lore Denin!  NOT LORE DENIN!!

GULAR

We are lost without Lore Denin!!


ICKNAS

Die GL RPers!  DIEEEEEE!!!!!!

The mass of ICKNAS converge on CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY and GULAR as we....

FADE TO BLACK.

Continued Next time on...

As Britannia TurnsTM
ABT: Episode Thirty-Five – ABT: Revolutions

Episode Description:

(The following is a description of episode 35, as it appeared on Redlow.net)

ABT Number 35 is here. Continuing the Matrix trend, ABT: Revolutions takes you deep into serious philosophical quandries about the nature of fate, religion, faith, and control! Right. Like.. totally deep, man. When we last left our intrepid misfits, they were about to be devoured by the sinister Ickna horde. Will they escape with their lives? Did Edguardo really die? Is this the end of Britannia as we know it?! Find out within - EPISODE THIRTY FIVE: ABT REVOLUTIONS!
Commentary

Episode 35 came pretty close on the heels of episode 34.  I began with every intention of following the Matrix trend, although, as I never intended Gular to have any real powers, I realized real quick that the Icknas would kill him.  So they do.  Annnnd… then we move away from the Matrix entirely.
So, at that point, I decided to start to tie together some old story threads and put the characters killed by the Ickna horde down in UO’s hell.  Whether I did it intentionally or coincidentally, the whole bashing of bad RP continues with a display of bad RP leaders.

Lore Denin, because he’s the embodiment of a power emote RPer, Mordain because he’s a catalyst for conflict on the server as well as someone who seems to be on a “dark father” ego trip, and Dorian because.. well, he’s Dorian.

If you’ll note at the end, Tenebrous makes an appearance.  Oddly enough, I had every intention of making him the center point of episode 36 because I don’t really agree with certain aspects of his roleplay style either (RPing a god).  But, as it happens, I don’t think he has a single line in episode 36.  And anyway, I got a liiiitttlleeee bit better grasp of what he was doing, even though I still didn’t agree with quite all of it.

At any rate!  Enjoy ABT: Revolutions.

Side note:  “Lorians” is a real term Lore Denin used.
As Britannia Turns - Episode 35

“ABT: Revolutions”

Previously, on As Britannia Turns...
BLACKANGEL

Ed!  No!  What have you done, Ickna!   Er.. IcknaS!

 

ICKNAS

Great Lakes will be destroyed!  All will be swallowed in CHAOS!!

 

The ICKNAS swarm over LORE DENIN and quickly devour him in a spray of blood and gore.

 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

No!  Not Lore Denin!  NOT LORE DENIN!!

 

GULAR

We are lost without Lore Denin!!


ICKNAS

Die GL RPers!  DIEEEEEE!!!!!!

 

The mass of ICKNAS converge on CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY and GULAR as we....

FADE OUT

FADE IN:

EXT. YEW WOODS – MID-DAY

The scene opens where the last episode left off:  The swarm of ICKNAS are converging on GULAR and CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY.

RANDOM ICKNA

fear!

RANDOM ICKNA

fear us!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Use the roleplay, Gular!

GULAR

But ... there are so many of them!

ICKNAS

No more talk!  Time to die!
CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Gular, you must realize there is a difference between seeing the path and walking the path.  You are The One(... They cannot harm you unless you want them to harm you.

GULAR

Yes.. I understand now.  I am THE ONE(!!!! 

ICKNAS

lol whatever.  fear us and shit.  You die now.

The ICKNAS begin to swarm over GULAR

GULAR

BEHOLD THE POWER OF THE ONE!

The ICKNAS stop their swarming for a moment.

ICKNA

All right, this should be interesting.  Let’s see the power of the one.

GULAR

IN VAS FLAM CORP MANI POR!

GULAR waves his hands about dramatically, preparing to summon a devastating fiery spell of death and destruction of some sort.  His hands glow red and the spell is unleashed.  A single ICKNA begins to sizzle and pop.  It falls over onto its back and kicks its legs in its death throes.

ICKNA

lol.  DIE!

The ICKNAS bring GULAR down in a mess of gore and squeaking.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

What.. wait... that’s not supposed to happen...

ICKNA

bhahahha!  Victory is ours!  

ICKNA wipes some bloody remains off his whiskers.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

But.. but this episode is called “ABT: Revolutions” .... as in, The Matrix: Revolutions?  Neo doesn’t die like that!  The Smith agents are all destroyed.

ICKNA

The Matrix?
CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Okay.. I’m OOC here, you see.  

ICKNA

OOC?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

(OOC: sorry, forgot the brackets.  The movie, “The Matrix” – haven’t you seen it?)

ICKNA

I care not for your insane babble!  I am the Icknas!  This is As Britannia Turns! None can defeat us!  NONE!  Now you die!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

(OOC: Time out, dammit!)

The ICKNAS begin to converge on CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

#%(*&@#(%*

The ICKNAS begin to crawl over him....

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Kal Ort Por

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY vanishes just as the ICKNAS begin to sink their teeth into him.

The ICKNAS look around, frustrated.  Several pop their necks and sniff in disdain.

ICKNA

Forget him.  Let us continue our reign of terror.  Soon GL will be ours!

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HELL – 9am HELL STANDARD TIME (HST)

We find EDGUARDO standing in one spot, looking around with an expression of confusion on his face.  Others there include CORNELIUS, LORE DENIN, SARENE MCLOGHIN, GRESHREM, SHERRY, SEER LEVENSBEY, LIL’JIMMY, and SATAN.  All around him, geysers of flame shoot into the air and in the air, fiery red bats flap about madly, screeching at each other.

EDGUARDO

What is this place?  Where am I?

SEER LEVENSBEY

Hello Ed.  Long time no see.
EDGUARDO

Levensbey?  I thought seers were gone.  What is this place?

SATAN

Welcome back, Edguardo.

EDGUARDO

Satan..?  What on earth?  Someone tell me what’s going on!

CORNELIUS

Edguardo....

EDGUARDO

Corn??  Where are we?

CORNELIUS

Don’t you remember?  You’ve been here before, Ed....

EDGUARDO

Let me think.. yes.. I remember now....

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HELL – MORNING – Years ago

EDGUARDO

How was I supposed to know the Avatar was some sort of all powerful deity capable of leveling buildings with the snap of his finger?
DESDEMONA

Well, DAMMIT, ED! THINK NEXT TIME!

LIL’JIMMY

Don’t cuss, miss.

DESDEMONA

Eh?  Who are you?  Um… Where ARE we?

SATAN

Welcome to hell.

KAZOLA

Hell?!

BLACKANGEL

Hey guys!

KRISTA

BA?  We were wondering where you were.

((See episodes 15 and 16))
DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HELL – 9am HST

The flashback ends and the camera pulls back from EDGUARDO’S face.  CORNELIUS nods sagely.

EDGUARDO

So... we’re in hell...

SATAN

Welcome, Edguardo.  As you can see, some of your old friends are here, too.  Sherry, Greshrem, Sarene...

EDGUARDO

Ah, yes yes.  Long time no see.

SATAN

...Lore Denin, Lil’Jimmy...

EDGUARDO

Ah, Lore Denin.

LORE DENIN

We meet again, my loyal subject.

EDGUARDO

Subject?

LORE DENIN

Yes.  I am the honorable lord of the Kingdom of Lore.

EDGUARDO

The Kingdom of Lore?  What the hell is that?

LORE DENIN

The Kingdom that is made of up Lorians!  We’re all Lorians; we’re all a part of Britannia, or, the Kingdom of Lore.  And I am your King!

EDGUARDO

What?  I didn’t vote for you!

LORE DENIN

You don’t vote for king!

EDGUARDO

Well how did you become king then!?

LORE DENIN

(elegantly)

The Time Lord of the Ether, his arm clad in the shimmering sparkles of ethereal beauty and the power of endless time, thrust forth a The Letter(, stating by divine right, that I, Lore Denin, was to be King!  That is why I’m your King!

EDGUARDO stares blankly at LORE DENIN for a moment, dumbfounded.

EDGUARDO

(annoyed)

Listen, strange men from Ultima prime’s fiction distributing letters is no basis for a system of roleplayed Kingship.  Supreme executive power derives from real events taking place in-game, not some made up bull shit!

LORE DENIN

Be quiet!

EDGUARDO

Listen, supposing all goes around, I was to declare myself emperor—

LORE DENIN

Be quiet!  I ORDER you to be quiet!

EDGUARDO

Oh, order, eh?  Who do you think you are?

LORE DENIN

Bloody peasant!

With a poof of smoke, a GM appears next to SATAN and whispers something in his ear.  We cannot hear the conversation and soon, the GM disappears.

SATAN

Well, it seems Team OSI is being relocated to California.  As the team’s lead bug tester, I’m obliged to make the move.  I’ll return in a few weeks.

SATAN snaps his fingers and disappears.

CORNELIUS

Lead bug tester?

EDGUARDO

Ah, how your memory fails you this time, Corn.  Yes, Satan is OSI’s lead bug tester.

LORE DENIN looks at SATAN’S throne with shifty eyes.

EDGUARDO

Lil’Jimmy, you sure are quiet.  So are the rest of you.  In fact, you haven’t said a word, Sherry!  How long have you been down here?

LIL’JIMMY

Sherry’s tongue has been removed.

EDGUARDO

It has?

LORE DENIN, presently not having the attention of anyone, sneaks towards SATAN’S desk and throne.

LIL’JIMMY

Yes, Ed, it has.  I cut it out.  She has a potty mouth.

SARENE MCLOGHIN

Tis true.  Jimmy hath only grown worse since thou last saw him, Ed.

EDGUARDO

Yes, I see.

LORE DENIN

Silence, slaves!

CORNELIUS

Oh now what?

LORE DENIN

You will bow down to meee, for I am your master!

EDGUARDO

Master-bater! haha!

CORNELIUS

Hahhaha.. ohhhh my.... classic, Ed.

LORE DENIN

I am Satan, and you will obey my orders!

EDGUARDO

What?!

LORE DENIN

Satan asked me to take over in his absence.  You see, I have this letter here.....

EDGUARDO and CORNELIUS roll their eyes.

EDGUARDO

So what exactly are we doing here?  Last I remember, the Icknas were swarming all over me.

CORNELIUS

Same here.  I haven’t quite figured out why we’re here either....

CUT TO:

INT. TEMPLE OF MONDAIN – EVENING

We are in the main hall of the Temple of Mondain.  The walls, chairs, floor, ceiling, and indeed, the very essence of the temple, is cast in shadow.  MORDAIN sits in front of a table with a writing quill in hand.  He reads aloud what he is writing down.

MORDAIN

My dearest friend, Basil Stag Hare, I sir, invented the shard’s roleplay.  You see, I am Kazola.  I am also Enshu Ponfar and Tal’Mah’Rah.  You might also note that I am Rennips and of course, Degodefroi.  Likewise, I am Trugagh, Garret Jax, and Mythra and obviously, the entire original Yew council.

MORDAIN pauses in his letter to tap the tip of his quill to his lips.  

MORDAIN

All of this is evidenced of course, by the fact that I am the greatest and no one else is as good as me.  Please read my attached book, “Why I Rule.”

MORDAIN looks the letter over and nods approvingly.
MORDAIN

Signed, Mordain.

Suddenly, the doors to the Temple break open and in pour a swarm of squeaking ICKNAS.

MORDAIN

Ah now, you’ll have to desist in your breakage of my doors, for you see, I am also Redlow, which means I created you an—

The ICKNAS swarm over MORDAIN and he is quickly devoured in a spray of black, frothing bloody.

ICKNA

Ah, another victory.

ICKNA

Victory tastes gross.

The ICKAS begin to spit out black, gooey blood.

ICKNA

Indeed.  Gahhk.

CUT TO:

INT. HELL – 10am HST

MORDAIN appears abruptly in the center of the inhabitants of Hell.

MORDAIN

and therefore, I can uncreate... you.. because....

MORDAIN looks around, puzzled.

MORDAIN

Where am I?

LORE DENIN

Mordain!

MORDAIN

Lore Denin!  Oh my goodness, what are you doing here?

LORE DENIN steps down from his throne, runs to MORDAIN, and hugs him tightly.

LORE DENIN

It’s the strangest thing, my old lover.  I was just minding my own business, when this horde of rats—

CORNELIUS

Wait, wait.  Lover?

MORDAIN

Yes!  Quiet!  Denin and I are old lovers.  

EDGUARDO

Somehow.. I knew.  Somehow, I’ve always known.

CORNELIUS

Yes.... How disgusting and yet, fitting.

LORE DENIN

No one understands our love.

MORDAIN

You were saying?

LORE DENIN

A horde of rats attacked me.. and the next thing I knew, I was here.

MORDAIN

Hm, yes.  The same happened to me, as well.

EDGUARDO

As much as I hate to associate with you two in any way, shape, or form, I too was killed by a bunch of stinking rats.

CORNELIUS

Hmmm.

CUT TO:

INT.  ROYAL OAKS TAVERN – EVENING

Within the tavern, CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY is sitting down with GOLDBERRY, BASIL, BRANWEN, REDLOWWINSKI, and RA’DIAN FL’GITH.  They are huddled quietly in a corner, trying to avoid attention.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

I called you here because you were the last to be seen with this Ickna character.  And you, Radian, I believe can relay whatever we discover here tonight to the High Council before it is too late.
RA’DIAN FL’GITH

I see.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

This Ickna... he has found a way to duplicate himself.  There must be over a hundred of them.  I watched them eat my friend, Gular.  Nothing was left.  Not even a scrap of armor.

GOLDBERRY

Peen.

BRANWEN

Peenizzz.

GOLDBERRY

Weenis.

RA’DIAN FL’GITH

Joystick.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

?

BRANWEN

Mr. Wanky

GOLDBERRY

PEEN!!

REDLOWWINSKI

Bewbs.

RADIAN FL’GITH

!!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Uh, you guys..?

BASIL looks at CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY and shrugs helplessly.

RA’DIAN FL’GITH

teets.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Hello?

CUT TO:

INT. HIGH COUNCIL CHAMBER – LATE EVENING

Meanwhile, at a special meeting of the High Council, the recently returned DORIAN DELACEY is addressing the council.  The entire council is there, minus RA’DIAN FL’GITH.

DORIAN DELACEY

I have returned, you see, to destroy Mordain.  Long has he been a thorn in the side of this world.

PHOENIX

(slobbering)

Where’s mah puddin!  I kin not watch The Wheel wi’out mah puddin!

JAKOB COVENANT

Silence old man!  This isn’t Wheel of Fortune.

PHOENIX

Puddin!

ARIYANA SUNE

According to our records, Mr. DeLacey....

DORIAN DELACEY

Yes?

ARIYANA SUNE

You are a rebel pirate zombie vampire follower of Mondain ninja wizard clown...

DORIAN DELACEY

Yes?  And?


ARIYANA SUNE

Care to comment?  How are we to assume you aren’t working for the vampires?

MCCRAE

I resemble that comment!

DORIAN DELACEY

I’m not.  I give you my word!

TANDA

Hmmm.

JAKOB COVENANT

Hmm, indeed.

CUT TO:

INT. ROYAL OAKS – LATE EVENING


Meanwhile....

REDLOWWINSKI

Buttocks.

BRANWEN

Bums.

GOLDBERRY

PEEENNN!!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

...

RA’DIAN FL’GITH

Flesh stick!

GOLDBERRY

Nono, p33n.

RA’DIAN FL’GITH

!

CUT TO:

INT. HIGH COUNCIL CHAMBER – LATE EVENING

JAKOB COVENANT

You’ve put us in an awkward position, Dorian.  

DORIAN DELACEY

I understand that.  But you must understand tha—

Suddenly, the ICKNAS pour into the building and a feeding frenzy begins.

PHOENIX

Mah denshurs!  ‘Hey goh mah denshurs!  GAAhhHHKK—

PHOENIX is devoured by the horde of hungry ICKNAS.  Soon, the only person left standing is DORIAN DELACEY.

DORIAN DELACEY

You must spare me!  I’ve come to avenge the community a—

ICKNA

Mord is already dead.

DORIAN DELACEY

Oh.

ICKNA

We killed him.

DORIAN DELACEY

Oh, yes, I see.

ICKNA

Then we ate him.

DORIAN DELACEY

Ah yes.  So.. right..

The ICKNAS look around the room at each other.

RANDOM ICKNA

I’m full.

RANDOM ICKNA

Yeah me too.  I need a break from all this eating.

RANDOM ICKNA

I feel like if I eat another roleplayer, I’m going to puke.

RANDOM ICKNA

He’s not a roleplayer, though.

DORIAN DELACEY

Uh.. yes I am!  I totally roleplay!

RANDOM ICKNA

Ok.. so.. we call him desert and take a break?

RANDOM ICKNA

Right!

DORIAN DELACEY

Nub!  Ee ib un urk!  Uu nub eet ee.  ee nub tayst gud!!

So, the ICKNAS eat him too and then mull around the Council chamber, clutching their bellies and belching loudly.  Some collapse onto the floor, groaning.  Soon half are asleep.  The council door opens and in walks NATE BYRD, looking excited.  A few ICKNAS give half-hearted murmurs of “fear,” but for the most part, they lie still, too full and tired to move.

NATE BYRD

Members of the High Council!  I have come here today to ask permission to steal Alaric’s idea and open my own library and historical archive with a lecture hall!  Never you mind that Alaric has the support of the community already for his Hansonian Institute, I’m going to do it TOO!  Only mine will be like.... TONS BETTER!  

The ICKNAS moan.  A few stumble to their feet, irritated.

NATE BYRD

Hey.  Wait!  Where is the High Council?  Who are you rats?  What the hell!  aaaaaaaaaaaa!

ICKNAS

Ughh... who the hell is this and why is he being such a pest?

CUT TO:

INT. ROYAL OAKS TAVERN – LATE EVENING

GOLDBERRY

phallus.

REDLOWWINSKI

vagina.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Would you guys please try to concentrate?!?!

BASIL

This is starting to get old....

RA’DIAN FL’GITH

What kind of name is vagina anyway?

BRANWEN

Yeah.. really.  Penis is such a cute word.  But vagina?  Holy crap.. it sounds like some sort of hideous, drooling, 5-eyed monster.

REDLOWWINSKI

I say we come up with a cute name for it.  Something... penis-like.  Or boobie-like.... hmm.....

RA’DIAN FL’GITH

Indeed.  But what?

BRANWEN

Xak’lax the red-flowing monster?

GOLDBERRY

Frikken tell me about it....

REDLOWWINSKI

TMI.  TMI!!!

RA’DIAN FL’GITH

And you wonder why I like the p33n....

GOLDBERRY

Pootsie?

REDLOWWINSKI

Hm!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

No one cares!  Holy crap!  Icknas are taking over the world, and all you guys can think about is T&A!

REDLOWWINSKI

God I’m horny.

GOLDBERRY

Nooo kiddin.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

(pulling out ABT script)

Ok.. I see the only person who is concerned about Britannia’s problems, other than a bunch of people who are dead, is actually Nate Byrd, if you can believe that.  And Basil.  Care to come with me to visit Nate, Basil?

BASIL

Wait, wait...  Nate Byrd?  I don’t think tha—

BASIL stops and considers.  He then grins like you’ve never seen a grin before.  It is very evil and very disturbing.

BASIL

Why, sure!  I’d love to go pay Nate a visit!

CUT TO:

INT. HELL – 11 am HST

DORIAN DELACEY, LORE DENIN, and MORDAIN are all in the center of Hell, talking excitedly amongst themselves.  EDGUARDO, CORNELIUS, and SARENE MCLOGHIN stand away in the distance, looking frustrated.  With them is the High Council members who were recently eaten by ICKNA.

WILLA OF YEW

Where are we?  I’m confused.

MCCRAE

So am I.  This place is scary.

EDGUARDO

You’re in hell.  

SARENE MCLOGHIN

A long time ago, t’was where characters whom wert removed from As Britannia Turns came to retire.  But, as 
SARENE MCLOGHIN CONT’D

thou wert all slain by rats, it would seem that is Hell’s new function.  Why thou didst not become ghosts, I am uncertain....

PHOENIX

I need mah sponge bath!  Where’s mah nurse!  

ARIYANA SUNE

F&*(#@%  !! You irritating senile old man!  Shut up!  We’re in the middle of a serious conversation here.

PHOENIX

Sponge bath, I sah!  Dagnabbit.

CORNELIUS

It’s strange.  I remember killing a bunch of whiny knights shortly before the Icknas killed me, but the knights came back as ghosts.  Why did we end up here?

EDGUARDO

Wait!  Corn!  You’re a genius.

CORNELIUS

Gah?

EDGUARDO

We weren’t stabbed with a sword or blown up in an explosion!  We were eaten alive!

CORNELIUS

Gah?

EDGUARDO

Don’t you get it?

CORNELIUS

Gah?

EDGUARDO

Stop saying that!

CORNELIUS

Gah?

EDGUARDO

Ugh.  Don’t you see?  We don’t have bodies.  Ickna ate us all.  We can’t return as ghosts because we don’t have bodies.

CORNELIUS

Gah?  Er.. I mean, I see what you are saying.  How do we return then?

Before anyone can think of an answer however, the three stooges – er, MORDAIN, LORE DENIN, and DORIAN DELACEY turn to face them all and begin to speak loudly.

MORDAIN

The Council of Hell has reached a decision!

LORE DENIN

We, the ruling government of Hell have devised the following guidelines for living and working within hell:

DORIAN DELACEY

One.  You will call us “your greatnesses”

MORDAIN

Two.  We invented roleplay, and no one else.

LORE DENIN

Three.  We are your gods, and you will do what we tell you.

DORIAN DELACEY

Four.  You may kill-on-site each other if you intend to war within any guilds you might form.

MORDAIN

Five.  You will not kill-on-site each other in guild wars, as it is impolite!

LORE DENIN

That is all.  If you have a complaint, you will go make an ass of yourself on our message board.  Thank you.  

CUT TO:

INT. REAL LIFE HOUSE

We find ourselves in real life, looking over the shoulder at a man sitting at a massive desk.  The desk’s surface is taken up almost entirely by three monitors.  Each monitor displays a different Ultima Online client logged in.  The man at the desk seems to be talking to himself.

PLAYER

Ah yes, they shall soon know our authority.

PLAYER

But will they know our secret?

PLAYER

I do not think so.

PLAYER

How can you be so certain?

PLAYER

Mordain, Lore Denin, and Dorian Delacey – all ran by the same player?  It is unconceivable.  

PLAYER

Yes.  True.

PLAYER

Indeed.

CUT TO:

EXT. SOMEWHERE IN BRITANNIA – MIDNIGHT

BOWHUNTER stands alone in a forest, looking up slightly, directly into the camera.

BOWHUNTER

The last ABT wasn’t long enough, God Dammit!!

A giant squid eats BOWHUNTER.  Even though... he’s in a forest.... and giant squids live in the water.... okay, so it doesn’t make sense.  Ok, Ok, let’s try it again.

CUT TO:

EXT. SOMEWHERE IN BRITANNIA – MIDNIGHT

BOWHUNTER sits on a log, crouched over a pamphlet of crudely drawn orc sketches.  His pants are down.

BOWHUNTER

Oh yeah... love that orc porn.. gahwd damn!

A shuffling noise is heard in the woods.

BOWHUNTER

Redlow needs to make more of this shit, and longer ABTs.... oh yeah... oh, show me those urk titties, baby....

The shuffling grows louder, but BOWHUNTER seems oblivious as he turns to another sketch of a naked orc.

BOWHUNTER

Gawd damn, that’s some hot shit.  The warts on that orc’s ass just turn me on...

Suddenly, NERO OF TENEBRAE breaks through the forest, riding on the back of a horse.

NERO OF TENEBRA

Haaarraaaah!

BOWHUNTER

O fuxor!

NERO OF TENEBRAE runs BOWHUNTER through with a lance.

NERO OF TRAININGBRA

Hah!  That’ll learn you to steal my orc porn!

And then, as abruptly as he arrived, NERO rides off, orc porn in hand.

CUT TO:

INT. REAL LIFE HOUSE

MAGUS’S PLAYER faces the camera, his fingertips pressed together.

MAGUS’S PLAYER

Exccccellent.

CUT TO:

INT. HIGH COUNCIL CHAMBER – LATE AT NIGHT

By now, the ICKNAS are moving slowly and at their feet.  NATE BYRD is slowly moving backwards, towards the door.

NATE BYRD

Now, really... I’m just passing through.  Don’t mind me....

ICKNAS

Hissss....

And with another melodramatic crash, the doors break open and in runs CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY and BASIL.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Run, Nate!  I’ll hold off the Icknas!
BASIL

No, stay, my dearest friend Nate.

The ICKAS stop their approach, and start squeaking with delight.  CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY turns to face BASIL a look of confusion on his face.

NATE BYRD

Oh hello Basil!  You know I love you!  I’m so glad to see you here.

BASIL

Yes, I’m sure.  I’ve waited a long time for this!

BASIL pulls The Stick( out of his robes and gasps are heard all through the room.....  And then they realize it’s just a stick.

NATE BYRD

Wha..?  A stick?

BASIL

DIE NATE!

BASIL stabs NATE through the heart with The Stick( and NATE collapses to the floor with a scream.

BASIL

Bahhahahaa!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

You tricked me, Basil Stag Hare!  You tricked Captain Roleplay!

ICKNA

You are alone, Captain Roleplay.  None shall help you now.

The ICKNAS converge on NATE, who is still convulsing in pain.  He is soon devoured and the ICKNAS appear to have regained their hunger.

ICKNA

And now.. the rest of you die!

CUT TO:

INT. HELL – NOON HST.

NATE BYRD appears among the growing crowd.  Next to him, is The Stick(.

MORDAIN

Oh!  What’s this?

MORDAIN picks up The Stick(.   He holds it in his open hands, gently, as if it were a precious gem.

MORDAIN

Interesting.  

MORDAIN holds it up to his ear.

MORDAIN

What’s that, The Stick(?  You love me and will grant me powers beyond my imagination?  Ah yes... I see a bright future together, you and I, The Stick(.

DUN DUN DUN!

CUT TO:

EXT. SOMEWHERE IN BRITANNIA

TENEBROUS stares at the camera, his red eyes glowing from under a hood.  The camera zooms forward an inch.  His eyes glow brighter.  The camera zooms forward more and more.  Soon all we can see is TENEBROUS’S shrouded face and red eyes.  The camera zooms more and all we see are the two beady red eyes of pure evil.  Who knows what dark thoughts lay behind those eyes?  Who knows what evil deeds they plot?  Who knows why Tenebrous is at the end of this episode??

DUN DUN DUN!

Continued Next time on...

As Britannia TurnsTM
For this episode, I would like to thank the following people for their ideas or input:Cornelius, Bowhunter, DeathCharge, and Magus, along with my usual readers such as Goldberry, Bran, Basil, Ed, BA, Des, and so on, who are always inspiration for, or direct source of, many tasteless jokes.

ABT: Episode Thirty-Six – As Britannia Ends

Episode Description:

(The following is a description of episode 36, as it appeared on Redlow.net)

This is it. After five years of As Britannia Turns (with numerous breaks, mind you), it's finally coming to an end. Finally, you ask? For real this time? you wonder. Yes. There was a final episode before, yes, but this is really really it. How will it all come crashing down? With a tremendous explosion of epic proportions or a simple, sad, whimper. Will our heroes live on and find new adventures outside the world of ABT, or will all meet a grisly death? Does Ickna really take over the world? Will we ever know exactly who Edguardo's father is? Did Leet Bob ever have a baby? And was it ever really abducted? You can bet that you probably won't even see the answer to any of those questions! But one thing is for certain. There will be no hanging from cliffs this episode! Find out how it all comes to a close in ... EPISODE THIRTY-SIX: AS BRITANNIA ENDS!
Commentary

Episode 36 came around one year after the previous one.  When I wrote this, I was pretty well done with Ultima Online and had moved on to World of Warcraft.  A few people had asked for a new ABT, but not many.  This one I mostly wrote as a catharsis and of course, to keep the previous episode from just hanging there.

There’s more UO-bashing in this episode than there is commentary.  As I said, I wasn’t really playing UO at the time, so I didn’t have much to say.

I did my best to include every roleplayer I could think of, but I’m sure several were left out.  And of course, as I secretly wanted everyone to quit UO and move to WoW, that’s exactly what happens.
Last, the online episode included an animated animation of a advertisement for Captain Roleplay’s Chocolate Rat Chunks Breakfast Cereal.  Sadly, animation doesn’t translate well to printed text, so I did my best to convert it.


Enjoy Episode 36!

As Britannia Turns - Episode 36

“As Britannia Ends.”

Previously, on As Britannia Turns…
BASIL stabs NATE through the heart with The Stick( and NATE collapses to the floor with a scream.

 

BASIL

Bahhahahaa!

 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

You tricked me, Basil Stag Hare!  You tricked Captain Roleplay!

 

ICKNA

You are alone, Captain Roleplay.  None shall help you now.

 

The ICKNAS converge on NATE, who is still convulsing in pain.  He is soon devoured and the ICKNAS appear to have regained their hunger.

 

ICKNA

And now.. the rest of you die!

 

CUT TO:

 

INT. HELL – NOON HST.

 

NATE BYRD appears among the growing crowd.  Next to him, is The Stick(.

 

MORDAIN

Oh!  What’s this?

 

MORDAIN picks up The Stick(.   He holds it in his open hands, gently, as if it were a precious gem.

 

MORDAIN

Interesting.  

 

MORDAIN holds it up to his ear.

 

MORDAIN

What’s that, The Stick(?  You love me and will grant me powers beyond my imagination?  Ah yes... I see a bright future together, you and I, The Stick(.

 

DUN DUN DUN!

((also, earlier))

ICKNA

All right, this should be interesting.  Let’s see the power of the one.

 

GULAR

IN VAS FLAM CORP MANI POR!

 

GULAR waves his hands about dramatically, preparing to summon a devastating fiery spell of death and destruction of some sort.  His hands glow red and the spell is unleashed.  A single ICKNA begins to sizzle and pop.  It falls over onto its back and kicks its legs in its death throes.

 

ICKNA

lol.  DIE!

 

The ICKNAS bring GULAR down in a mess of gore and squeaking.
And now, the startling conclusion of As Britannia Turns…
FADE IN:

INT. HELL.  1PM HELL STANDARD TIME (HST)

A small, brown form lies in a secluded shadowy corner of the depths of hell.  It is surrounded on three sides by cave wall and a small overhang of rock shades the small brown lump from the searing fiery hell sky.

The small brown form twitches and shifts, revealing it to be ICKNA.

ICKNA

Where the hell am I?

ICKNA looks around with mild confusion and shakes his head.

ICKNA

Last I recall, that ho Gular was trying some special magic…

ICKNA glances over himself, and notices a slight charred-black tone to his fur.


ICKNA

Oh, that’s right!  He did manage to kill one of us.  Huh.  Me, I guess.  But—what is this… hell?  I’m not a ghost?  What is this crap?

A VOICE FROM THE DARKNESS

Yo, that’s right, Ickna.

ICKNA

What?  Who said that?  Who’s there?

A VOICE FROM THE DARKNESS

Man don’t recognize his bitch?

ICKNA

Sherry?!

The source of the voice steps into view and is revealed to be SHERRY THE MOUSE.

SHERRY

That’s right, biatch.  ‘N we gots much to discuss.

CUT TO:

INT.  DAMP CELL – LANTERN LIT

We find GULAR, who had just been killed by the ICKNA hordeb sitting in a chair in the center of a damp, dark prison cell.  He is tied to the chair by his hands as well as his feet.  Resting on the floor directly in front of him is a poor flickering lantern, casting a dim orange light in a small radius around GULAR.

GULAR

(waking up)

Icknas!  Get them off!  They’re eating me!  Wha.. what?  Where am I?  What is this?

GULAR glances around, somewhat startled.  He shifts in his chair and soon discovers he is unable to move.  Then, the location dawns on him.

GULAR

(realization)

Oh.. my God.  I know this place.  I’m in that damn cell again in the GM prison!  PRICKBOY!!!!!

Right on queue, GM PRICKBOY emerges from the shadows and steps into the perimeter of the light.  A smile plays across his face.

GM PRICKBOY

Hello again, Gular.  I told you I would be back.  You see, the Team OSI move to California is complete and has been for some time now.

GULAR

What do you want?!

GM PRICKBOY

Oh I warned you.  I told you I would be back.  I told you that you would tell me what I needed to know or I would delete you.  Well.  Here I am.  And now that EA’s butt-fuck assimilation of OSI is complete… we had a chance to review our old records before they were all burned by EA to eradicate any evidence of OSI’s existence.

GULAR

You.. you did?

GM PRICKBOY

Indeed we did.  And we now know exactly what you are, Gular and so we brought you here—saved you, if you will.

GULAR

Wh.. why?  What am I….?

GM PRICKBOY

Only mere hours from ceasing to exist, I’m afraid.

CUT TO:

INT. HIGH COUNCIL CHAMBER – LATE AT NIGHT

A half dozen flickering candles and torches cast the council chamber in an orange light as the horde of ICKNAS surround BASIL and CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY.  CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY and BASIL face the rat horde, standing back to back.  The rat horde cackles and giggles with insane joy as the last defense of Great Lakes stands before them.

ICKNA

Come my brethren, let us savor our victory!

The ICKNAS cheer.  One ICKNA pulls out a little plastic fork and knife and wraps a bib around its neck.  The others soon follow suite.

BASIL

If only The Stick™ were here to save us now.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Basil… I hate to tell you this, but that stick, man.. it’s just a stick.

BASIL

Blasphemy!  The Stick™ holds powers beyond your wildest imagination!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

What?  The power to be firewood?  Hold a bird nest?

BASIL

Yeah?  Well you’re a fine one to talk.  Aren’t you supposed to be the big king of RP?  Why don’t you RP our way out of this mess?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Wait!  That’s it!  What was I thinking?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY pulls a small, metallic device out of a sack at his waist.  The ICKNAS, curious, pause in their slow march toward them.  CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY holds the device to his mouth.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Captain Roleplay to Mr. Data!  Away team in trouble!  Mr. Data, do you copy?  Beam us up!  Mr. Data!

BASIL

You’ve GOT to be kidding me.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Where could he be?!  Mr. Data?!  Enterprise, do you read me?  This is Captain Roleplay!  Two to beam up!  Mr. Data?  Commander Riker?

BASIL

Look, dumbass.  You can’t roleplay Captain Picard. 

ICKNA

Yeah that’s pretty lame. 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Mr. Data please respon—what are you fucking talking about?  I’m not roleplaying Captain Picard!  Only a dipshit would do that.

ICKNA

What the hell are you doing then?!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Sigh.  OOC:  I’m roleplaying Captain Roleplay, temporarily assigned to the USS Enterprise on a classified mission!  IC:  Enterprise, do you read me?  This is Captain Roleplay with the away team!  Please respond!

BASIL

You can’t roleplay a Star Trek character in Ultima Online!  Oh… my.. God.  You’re going to make my head explode.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

You dare repress Captain Roleplay’s Roleplay?!  

The ICKNAS, by now, have sat down to watch what they anticipate to be a good show.

BASIL

I’ll damn well repress whatever I want to!  If you’re roleplaying a Federation Captain, let’s see you pull a phaser out of your pocket and particle-deterorizeate-plasma-beam my head off.  Or whatever nonsense Trek would call it.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Fine!  Maybe I will!

BASIL

Fine!  Do it then!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY takes a very deep breath.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

*Reaches into his back pocket and retrieves a phaser gun, whips it out, and levels it directly at Basil’s face.  With a grim look on his face, Captain Roleplay holds the gun steady.. then waivers.. then lowers the phaser and sighs.  But then!  With a sudden change of heart, he aims the phaser back at Basil and squeezes the trigger as he closes his eyes to shield himself from what must be done.  When he opens his eyes, Basil’s head has been completely vaporized, leaving nothing but a thin trail of smoke.  Captain Roleplay sighs, with a slight hint of sadness, and replaces the phaser in his pocket.*

BASIL

Worst.  RP.  Ever.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

You’re dead!  I shot you!

BASIL

Nu Uh!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Yah huh!

BASIL

O RLY?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

YA RLY!

ICKNA

Enough of this nonsense!  Time to die!

The ICKNAS converge on BASIL first, and devour him whole in a spray of gore.

ICKNA

Minty!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Eee!

ICKNA

Time to die, Captain!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Using my special powers, I narrowly escape my fate!  Ha Ha!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Kal Ort Por

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY vanishes, leaving the ICKNAS looking frustrated.

ICKNA

All right.  Next time, we handcuff him.

ANOTHER ICKNA

Do we have handcuffs?

ICKNA

Uh… lol

YET ANOTHER ICKNA

Of course we do.  I .. bought er, some yesterday at Ye Olde Handcuff Shoppe.  They had a Buy One get 500 free special.

ICKNA

Oh!  Perfect.  That just leaves 973 of us without handcuffs.  Right!  So here’s the plan:  Great Lakes is now ours.  Fan out quickly and devour any remaining scummy RP types you find scattered around.  Then… The Day of the Rat shall be at hand!

ANOTHER ICKNA

Mwhahhaaa!

CUT TO:

INT.  USS ENTERPRISE BRIDGE – ARTIFICIAL LIGHT ONLY, SPACE

CAPTAIN PICARD sits at the center of our view, with WORF behind him, RIKER to the left, and MR. DATA in front.

MR. DATA

Captain, we are receiving another transmission from an unknown origin.

CAPTAIN PICARD

Do we have visual?

MR. DATA

Yes sir.

RIKER

On screen, Mr. Data.

An image of CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY appears on the screen.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Enterprise, do you read me?  This is Captain Roleplay!  Two to beam up!  Mr. Data?  Commander Riker? Mr. Data!  Please respond!

CAPTAIN PICARD leans forward in his chair and peers inquisitively at the screen.

PICARD

I don’t recall a Captain Roleplay …

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Enterprise, do you read me?  Two to beam up!

WORF

It could be a trap, sir.

PICARD

Are we in transporter range of the source of this transmission?

DATA

No sir, the transmission is coming from a location several light years from us.

RIKER

Suggest we move to yellow alert, sir.

PICARD

Make it so.

CUT TO:

EXT.  YEW – EARLY MORNING – SHADOWY DAWN LIGHT

Emotional, tragic music fills the air, as the camera pans through the forest of Yew.  We see an alert RAND AL’THOR on patrol.  He walks along a path, eyes darting to and fro.

RAND AL’THOR

(singing very faintly)

Patrolling patrolling, lolipolly patrolling.  I could be bowling, I could be trolling, ooohhh I could even be doing a little mowing!  But no, I say, I’m out just’a patrollllinnng, patrolling lolipolly…

A faint rustling is heard to the right of the path, and RAND stops and listens.  After a little while, he continues on, singing even fainter.

RAND

Patrolling.. patrolling….

ICKNA

Patrol this!!  Lol

From out of the leaves, dozens of ICKNAS jump up on RAND

RAND

No!  I must finish my patrol—OW OW!  Stop biting me there!  I have to Paatroollll!  There could be a mongbat on the road!  Do you hear me?!  A MONGBAT!

But the ICKNAS do not listen.  They soon pull him down to the ground and begin chewing away at him.  After a moment, RAND is still.  One ICKNA pulls off an ear and nibbles on it.  Another tugs and tugs at his tongue and eventually yanks it out and drags it away.  Another pulls off a steel armored boot and attempts to eat it too without much luck.

JUMP-CUT TO:

EXT. NEWCASTLE – DAWN

PRINCESS NIKKI is sitting under a large oak tree with a book in her lap and a quill in her hand.  She is writing slowly and deliberately, and we hear her voice-over as she reads what she writes.  In the background, the tragic music continues.

PRINCESS NIKKI

My dearest Redlow, I am writing to tell you that you had me at “I make orc porn.”  All my life I have searched for a man who shares my passion for naked, warty orc ass.  That thick, leather-like skin, and those bulbous warts with their pointy hairs really do it for me too.  Attached to this letter, I am including some naked pictures of myself which I commissioned the Newcastle artist to paint.  I realize I am nothing compared to flabby, grime-covered orc flesh, but I hope you like them.  With my warmest, heart-felt—

NIKKI stops abruptly and shifts forward with a yelp.

NIKKI

OW!  What the hell just bit me?

NIKKI drops the letter and pictures from her hands and arches her chest forward as an ICKNA bursts from her stomach in a spray of gore, having chewed through her body.

ICKNA

Fear!! Mwhahaha!

Other ICKNAS soon appear and quickly devour NIKKI.  One ICKNA searches through the letters, tossing aside everything except the pictures.

JUMP-CUT TO:

INT. BRITAIN BANK – MORNING, WINDOW-LIT

We see ICKNA jump up on a chair and tack the pictures of NIKKI to a poster that reads “Ye Olde Amateur Nudes Post dot ye olde com”

ICKNA

Kee kee kee!

JUMP CUT TO:

MONTAGE

We shift through various scenes of Great Lakes roleplayers being gouged, mutilated, disemboweled, and otherwise being pillaged by the ICKNA horde.  The list includes, among others, MAGUS, whose last words were, oddly enough, “excellent.”  And BOWHUNTER, who was too busy dry humping a picture of REDLOW to notice the approaching ICKNAS.  And OONA, who was too small and gnome-like to make any kind of resistance.  Through it all, the tragic music plays on.

CUT TO:

INT.  HELL – 1:30 PM HST

As more and more of Great Lakes’ roleplayers appear in Hell, the self-proclaimed triad of evil that now rule Hell, otherwise known as DORIAN DELACEY, MORDAIN, and LORE DENIN, continue to prattle on about rulings and regulations now imposed on hell.  MORDAIN holds The Stick™ aloft like a scepter as he speaks for them.

MORDAIN

…And further, ye shall call us “Your holinesses” and lo, shall ye be granted the right to have skin.  Those who refuse to refer to us as this shall have their skin removed and shall not be allowed to regrow any such skin.  And further!

MORDAIN waves The Stick™ around in a grand gesture.

MORDAIN

Ye shall not breath until the proper forms have been submitted through the proper channels.  Failure to do so may result in a 2-hour lecture regarding how I was roleplaying conquering Britannia while you were still killing bunnies for their leather in Haven.  AND MORESO!  You will not blink without authority to do so for we have determined that…

MORDAIN’S voice trails off as we focus on EDGUARDO, MAGUS, REN THE CONJURER, TROJAN, OONA, DESDEMONA, GOLDBERRY, REDLOWWINSKI, BOWHUNTER and many others discussing their fate.

EDGUARDO

Okay.  So here’s what we know so far.  We were all eaten alive by a pack of ravenous Ickna clones.

REN THE CONJURER

Right.

EDGUARDO

We didn’t return to life because we have no bodies, having been eaten alive.  So by default, we were sent here.  In ABT terms, retired characters come here… but it seems this is actually a bug testing center for team OSI.

THEOPHILUS

Someday I will meet the real Redlow, and we will eat Oreos and look at naked pictures of Nikki.  Or just sit together and look at naked pictures of Nikki.  But just look.  Um.. we wouldn’t be doing anything else while looking at nude pics.  Cause.. that would be weird.  And.. yes.  Right.

REN THE CONJURER

Stop before you hurt yourself.

THEOPHILUS

(downcast)

Okay.

EDGUARDO

Okaayyy.  And that’s the situation.  Any thoughts?

TROJAN

Shouldn’t we be filling out form 11a-21c and submitting it to Mordain for the 1 to 2 week processing period before having this unsanctioned conversation?

OONA

Trojan?

TROJAN

Yes?

OONA

Go to your corner.

TROJAN

(downcast)

Okay.

BASIL

Take Theophilus with you.

GOLDBERRY

Can’t we just recall out of here?

EDGUARDO

No, we’ve tried that.  All our recall runes are broken.

SILVERBROOK

Uh…. Didn’t BlackAngel recall out of Hell in episode 15…?

REDLOWWINSKI

Shhh.

SILVERBROOK

But--!

REDLOWWINSKI

I said Shhhh!!

BOWHUNTER

Actually if you look later in the episode, Satan finally got off his ass and fixed that.

EDGUARDO

*Think* guys, think!

RA’DIAN FL’GITH

Ow.

BOWHUNTER

Wait... what’s that noise…

Two tiny shadowy figures appear on the horizon.

A SMALL VOICE

You want out?  I am the savior.  Only through me can Britannia be saved.

LEET BOB

Omg!  Zits

LEET BOB

Lol lol i said zits!

LEET BOB

I meant its,.  Its jesus!  Lol

A SMALL VOICE

(sarcastic)

.. yes, this is Jesus, you dumbass!

EDGUARDO

I know who you are….. and we’ll NEVER stoop to asking you for help.  Never again!

A SMALL VOICE

Mwhahhahaha!

The two small figures step into the light and they are, of course, revealed to be ICKNA and SHERRY.

ICKNA

Bow before your saviors!

CUT TO:

INT. KAZOLA’S TAVERN – EARLY MORNING

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY sits at a table with his face in his hands.  From outside, although none are nearby, the ICKNAS can be heard squeaking and chewing their way across Britannia.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

All is lost.  Lost, lost, lost.  Captain Roleplay has failed.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY slowly rises to his feet.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Perhaps it’s time to turn in the cape and retire.  Retire to… somewhere safe.  Wherever that might be now that the Rat Horde has taken over all.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY starts to take off his mask and we see that it’s BLACKANGEL (see episode 34), until he hears a voice and quickly pulls it back down.

A LISPY VOICE FROM ABOVE

Not all isth losth, Captain Roleplay.  There’sth alwaysth hope!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Who’s there?!

The source of the voice climbs down the stairs and is revealed to be none other than RENADLO JUNEO!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

I remember you.  You’re that gay bard!

RENALDO

That’sth right, Captain Roleplay!  And I’m here to tell you…

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Here to tell me what?

RENALDO

I’m here… to tell you, Captain…

(singing – parody of Rocket Man, by Elton John)

I grabbed my tube last night… blue balls.

Fast pace, ten p.m.

And I thought I’d have a man by now.

I miss the ass so much I miss my men.

It’s lonely being gay,

In such a forest town.

And I think it’s gonna be a long, long time

Til lady luck brings me a rump so fine

I’m not a man who likes to grind girl-gap!

Oh no no no, I’m a flaming bard!

Flaming bard burning up men’s rumps as fast as I can!

Yew ain’t the kind of place for a gay bard

In fact it’s – it’s – GOD I’M HORNY!  I WANT YOU TO BEND ME OVER AND PUT YOUR BIG, THICK, LONG---

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Stop!!!  Stop!!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY breaths in and out heavily, his eyes wide, mouth hanging open.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

God, you are the most offensive, stereotypical, perverted character ever!  I wish you were dead!  Do you hear me?  Dead!

RENALDO clutches his head, falls to his knees, and lands face first on the floor with a simple thud.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Wha…?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY pokes RENALDO’S corpse with an index finger.  It doesn’t budge.  He listens for breathing and hearing none, stands up.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

What is this?  I can kill things by just wishing for it?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY scratches his head in thought.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

(realization)

Of course!  My powers!  I can kill things just by wishing for it!  

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

(further realization)

I can KILL things just by THINKING it!  Icknas!  Your reign of terror ends today!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY runs out the door and into the woods, reinvigorated and searching for the dreaded ICKNA horde.

CUT TO:

INT. USS ENTERPRISE BRIDGE – ARTIFICIAL LIGHTING, SPACE

CAPTAIN PICARD is pacing the bridge, while RIKER looks on, stroking his beard.  WORF remains at his control panel, looking rigid and solemn.  MR. DATA is … what kind of name is DATA anyway?  I mean, Data?  That’s like naming your kid “8 pounds of bloody flesh that occasionally cries.”  Anyway.  Frikken Star Trek.

CAPTAIN PICARD

Mr. Data, has there been any further transmissions from our mysterious crew member?

MR. DATA

No sir, we have received no further communications from Captain Roleplay.

RIKER

We can’t discard the possibility that it really is a distress call from a Federation officer.  

WORF

Sir, that is highly unlikely.  My instincts tell me this is a Ferengi trap desi—

PICARD

Nevertheless, Worf, we cannot simply ignore these transmissions.  What are our options, number one?

RIKER

Suggest we proceed to the transmission source at maximum warp or contact Star Fleet Command for orders.

PICARD

Yes, yes…

MR. DATA

At warp 9, we would reach our destination in 25 minutes, 42 seconds.

PICARD

Make it so.

MR. DATA

Course laid in, sir.

PICARD

Engage!

CUT TO:

INT. HELL – 2 PM HST

DORIAN DELACEY

And furthermore!  The letter ‘v’ is hereby forbidden!  We has The Stick™ and will do whateber we want!  Use of the forbidden letter will result in execution!  According to our research, using 25 letters as opposed to 26 will sabe no less than 13$ per person, per month in lost productibity!  

MORDAIN waves The Stick™ threateningly as they continue to prattle on with more and more ridiculous egomaniacal rulings.

The camera pans back to EDGUARDO, REDLOWWINSKI, REN THE CONJURER, and crew as they confront ICKNA and SHERRY.

GOLDBERRY

Wait a second, wait a second.  This episode has some serious continuity issues.  First of all, why on earth would Ickna want to help us?  His brothers are up in Britannia destroying it all.  Second of all!  Sherry had her tongue ripped out by Jimmy just a couple episodes ago.

SHERRY

Yo bitchness, I gots betta!

LIL’JIMMY

Don’t say that word! You’re being very, VERY naughty!

MORDAIN

RAAHRRAAHGHHH!!!!!

MORDAIN stabs LIL’JIMMY in the spleen with The Stick™ then disappears as quickly as he appeared.

AEQUITAS

Woah… they really do mean it about that whole vuh—

AEQUITAS stops himself before saying “v.”

AEQUITAS

Er.  That whole forbidden letter thing.

ICKNA

Listen, Sherry explained it all to me.  It doesn’t matter what’s going on up in Britannia.  The Icknas will destroy all, but that means squat.

EDGUARDO

Does it?  Does it really?  It means squat that we’re all stuck in hell?

ICKNA

Yes!  Listen to me, Edguardo.  For once, I’m not trying to bite your feet off or claim I’m your father or son or second cousin once removed.

In the distance, MORDAIN shakes his fist threateningly.

EDGUARDO

Liar.

SHERRY

Listen to mah main man, you fat ho!

ICKNA

It’s Gular.  The GMs have him, and once they delete him, then we’re all gone.  Not dead… not stuck in hell… gone.

KAZOLA

That doesn’t make sense, Ickna.

NERO OF TENEBRAE

None of this makes sense.

BIDASH

Uu need viagra fur urr peen.

TRUGAGH

Ho ho

NERO OF TINBRACES

Lies!

EDGUARDO

I’ll kill you Ickna.  This is the absolute last time I listen to your nonsense.  No more crawling up my pant leg and biting me where no man should ever be bitten.  No more “fear me.”  No more Ickna armies.  No more GM Ickna.  Today, I kill you.  Today I rip your little furry rat head off and put it right in my mouth and swallow.  If it takes a lifetime, I will eat all of you.  Then, when I crap you all out, I’ll wave like this!

EDGUARDO does a little mid-air salute.

EDGUARDO

And flush you right down the toilet.

UBER ROLEPLAYER

Toilet?  What is this nonsense of which thou speak?

SHERRY

Listen to me, biznatches!  You fuckin tit lickers gotta trust us!  We gots to save Gular.

EDGUARDO

Why on earth… this… you two are NOT making any sense!

ICKNA

Look, Captain Roleplay was right.  Gular is The One™.  He was the first scripted NPC on the server.  But what Captain Roleplay didn’t know is that if Gular dies, we all die.  You see, Lord British was so hung up on roleplay and true immersion into the world, that he couldn’t let players simply “appear” once they logged in for the first time.  So on each server, there is a “father” NPC.  Story wise, all characters are “magically born” when created—and their father is Gular.  A spiritual father of sorts.  And just like the first vampire in those campy vampires with guns movies, if 
ICKNA CONT’D

Gular dies, we all die.

REDLOWWINSKI

Oh for… how convoluted. 

KLAITU

Nonono.  If you look at the charter edition of Ultima Online, all players are from earth and are “charter” citizens.

ICKNA

Yes, but that’s just charter edition players.  How do you explain where non-charter characters come from?

EDGUARDO

All right, Ickna.  Okay.  We’ll help on one condition.

ICKNA

You’re making terms?!  You’re all going to be deleted and you’re trying to make terms with the Ickna??

EDGUARDO

We’ll help you if after all this is over, you destroy the other Icknas.

ICKNA

Fine!  They’d be dead anyway.

EDGUARDO

Good.

DESDEMONA

So what exactly do we do?

ICKNA

We need to do three things.  First, we need The Stick™ from Mordain.  Only with The Stick™ will we truly be in control down here.  Second, we need to find a way to contact Captain Roleplay.  We have to convince him to let the Icknas eat him, so he is sent here.  Only Captain Roleplay can create enough bugs down here to lure Satan, EA/OSI’s bug tester, back to his home.  Third, once he’s back, we somehow convince him to send us to Gular’s cell in the GM prison so we can break him out.

EDGUARDO

None of that seems feasible, guys.  Let’s just kill Ickna.  Who’s with me?!

BASIL

Not me.  Oh no.  Not me at all.  I think I can handle getting back my The Stick™.  And Mordain and I have a score to settle.  Oh yes.  To settle.

RADIAN FL’GITH

Nero needs viagra for his penis.

RANDAL

Heh heh.  Viagra for his peen.

NE’RULL

Ho ho ho!

NERO OF STEAMINGPOO

You didn’t laugh last night, Ne’Rull.

NE’RULL

Er.. wut?  Ee nub kno wut uu tulkin bowt…

ICKNA

Then it’s settled!  Basil and Nero, you will retrieve The Stick™.  Edguardo, Goldberry, Nikki, and Redlow, you will get Captain Roleplay … somehow.  Then, together, with Roleplay’s help, we will storm the GM prison.

CUT TO:

INT. PRISON CELL – LATERN LIT

GULAR struggles against his bonds, as GM PRICKBOY paces in front of him, hands clasped behind his back, explaining himself.

GM PRICKBOY

When you said you learned azzraping corpses from watching me, at first I didn’t believe you.  I hadn’t azzraped a corpse in years!  But only when I was away being butt-fucked by EA, I realized I did teach you how to azzrape.  How long ago it had been.  So long ago….  I had completely forgotten….

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT.  BRITAIN – MID-DAY

We see a blurry flash back of PRICKBOY’S.  He is standing, alone, at Britain’s main bank.  There is no one around, save for himself.  He holds out a magic wand.

GM PRICKBOY

The beta test went well.. but damn that Lord British.  So fucking ridiculously strict about how realistic everything should be.  Dragons should have diets!  Monsters should seek animals to eat!  Liches only attack intelligent players.  Crazy.  This game is way before it’s time, LB.  Way before.  Someday, you’ll leave and it’s totally going to be azzraped by some big mega-game-corporation.

GM PRICKBOY waves his wand around intricately.

GM PRICKBOY

So each shard will get your so-called Time Guardian… through which all characters will be born.  And you,

GM PRICKBOY flicks the wand and a naked man appears.

GM PRICKBOY

You I shall call Gular.  An inconspicuous guard.  And the first thing I will teach you, Gular, is how to azzrape the fucktards that will come to infest this server.  That’s right, I said it.  Fucktards.  All of them.  Lord British may have a grand vision of a utopian roleplayer society, but I know how it’ll be.  Thieves, PKs, and griefers.

GM PRICKBOY creates a dummy corpse, lifts up his robe, and begins to instruct the newly created first NPC of GL, Gular, how to azzrape a corpse.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. GM PRISON CELL

GM PRICKBOY

So you see, Gular, I’m afraid I have to delete you.  All vestiges of Lord British’s innovation have to be eliminated by order of Electronic Arts. 

GM PRICKBOY pulls a digital clock out of his robes and sets it at GULAR’s feet.  He presses a button on it and it and it begins to count down from 3:00:00.

GM PRICKBOY

Effectively having given birth to all the characters on the server and with so much evidence of you all over, it’s going to take a while to process the delete command.  But, in three hours you will be gone.  Enjoy the last minutes of your life.

GULAR

(choking up and holding back tears)

I am a guard.  I am here to serve.

GM PRICKBOY

I’m… I’m sorry… son.  This is how it is.

GULAR

Thou shalt regret thine actions… father!

GM PRICKBOY

I’m.  I’m sorry.

With that, GM PRICKBOY steps back into the shadows and is gone.

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE JHELOM INN – MORNING

A small crowd stands around the Jhelom Inn, talking about a recently finished dungeon crawl.  Among them, off to the side slightly, a MAN and a WOMAN dressed in black robes are arguing.
WOMAN

‘nd then she sed u emoted takni her paties off, u fucker!!1  she said u cybered her all nite long n it was real good.  Y the F would u do that to me??/  u said we were goin steady f u fu !1!!

A flash of blue light emerges from the MAN, and for a minute, he’s confused.

MAN

Oh… oh BOOYYYyyy….

WOMAN

That all u got to sai/?  O boy??  Wf?!  Did u cyber her or no?

MAN

Uh… hang on JUST a second hon, can you wait?  Er.. I mean, can u wait//?  I got.. uh.. an icq bout a haxor.  I wanna read it, k?

WOMAN

U SUCK!  U BETTER HAV a good explunatun!

The MAN steps away for a sec and looks around frantically.  

MAN

(whispering)

Al!  AL where are you?!  What the hell is this?  Am I in a computer game?

Another man steps out from nowhere, transparent at first, and then takes on a solid shape.

AL

I don’t know about this one, Sam.  Ziggy’s really confused.

AL hits a small device he holds in his hands and it seems to make a squeaking noise.

AL

He says you’re real name is Jimmy Knocks, a 13-year-old attending Singleton Junior High in Indiana.  You play Ultima Online… I guess that’s what this… uh… lovely pixilated mess is.  Your character name is Hawt Pants.  Um…

AL hits Ziggy and it whines.

AL

Ziggy says Hawt Pants never cybered another girl… and a former guildmate is just telling your uh… “in game” girlfriend bullshit.  Apparently she’s trying to break you two up so you’ll quit and start playing World of Warcraft.

SAM BECKETT

Okay, Al.  Look.  I didn’t know the quantum accelerator could send me into a computer game.  This is pretty fucked up.

AL

I know.. but this should be a pretty straight forward one, here.  What Hawt Pants did was tell his uh.. “in game” girlfriend that he loved her repeatedly, and they got married in real life and.. I guess it screwed their lives up real good being married at 13.  So their guild tried to help out and—

SAM

Stop, Al, stop!  All this drama in a fucking computer game?!

AL

Uh.. well yeah, that’s what Ziggy says.

SAM

Well fuck that, Al.  I’m sick of this quantum bull shit.  I’ll just quit .. what game is this?  Ultima?  Yep.  I quit.  

And so, Dr. Sam Beckett quit Ultima Online and leaped through time… never knowing, but always hoping, that his next leap…. Would be the leap home!!

CUT TO:

INT.  LORD BRITISH’S THRONE ROOM

A single ICKNA sits on the throne while other ICKNAS are lined up along the red carpet.  The ICKNA king has a little plastic crown on his head and holds a plastic, gold-colored scepter.

ICKNA

Lo, and Britannia is ours!

ICKNAS

Bwhahahahha!

ICKNA

Now then, General Ickna!

ICKNA GENERAL

Yes sir?

ICKNA

Bring forth to me, a street-corner rat whore!  I wish to spread my pimp-juice!

RANDOM ICKNA

Piiiimp Juice!

ICKNA GENERAL

Yes sir!  Right away, sir!

RANDOM ICKNA

Uh sir?  Can I have a street-corner rat too?

ICKNA

Of course!  Street-corner whores for all!

There is much rejoicing throughout the throne room.  That is, until, the doors slowly open and outlined in the morning sun pouring into the room is the shape of CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY, newly invigorated and there to save Britannia.

The ICKNA king stands up and puts aside his scepter.

ICKNA

Ah, Captain Roleplay.  Welcome to Icknannia, and I am Lord Icknish, your ruler.  How fare you, this Ick day?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Your reign of terror ends now, Icknas.  For the gloves are off, now.  Oh—oh yes.  Off, I say!  This is for Eguardo.  And Goldberry.  And Redlowwinski.  And Basil.  And Tenebrous.  And Kazola.  And Randal.  And Medic.  Who, you ask?  Medic, I say!  No one remembers him, but he’s getting mentioned, dammit!  And Princess Nikki.  And 
CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY CONT’D

Trugagh.  And Bidash.  And Nero.  And Elwynn.  And Desdemona. And Aenarion.  And Ryu.
The ICKNAS look around, to and fro, starting to wonder if CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY is really going to name off every person they’ve eaten.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

And Bowhunter!  Well… not so much Bowhunter.  But and for Rennips.  And Relder.  And Bedemus.  And Oona.  And Enshu Ponfar.  And Maximillian.  And Trojan.  And Cornelius!  And Aequitas.  And Klaitu.  And Radian Fl’Gith.  And Mythra.  And Phoenix.  And Blitz Phoenix.  And maybe, just maybe, Mordain.  Maybe even White Lotus too!  And Heather and Sam Wise.  And Moonsong.  And Pratt.  And Fryguy.  And Branwen.  And Lag.  And A Beer Elemental.  And Cassidy.  And Belle!  And.. um.. Lord-Jynx?  Oh wait, he doesn’t play UO.

The ICKNA king narrows his eyes suspiciously. 

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

And Haplo.  And Tommy Boy.  And manwhore Fixxxers.  And Pulin.. an—oh wait, Pulin’s just a guy I went to high school with.  And Coremon.  And clone.  And Willa!  Willa?  Oh oh, the mayor of Yew.  And Colban Mormr.. wow.. haven’t seen him in ages. And Ryak.  And Magus.  And Arakasi.  And Belgarath.. er.. he doesn’t really roleplay.  And Sorn.  And Velturus Viaxus!  And Marvin.  And … wha?  Pinechelli21?  What?  Who is that guy?

ICKNA

I knew it!  He’s just reading off a damn ICQ list!  Kill him!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Kill this!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY points at an Ickna and it suddenly topples over, rolling and rolling forward as momentum keeps it moving for a bit.

ICKNAS

Stop, stop.  Why, Captain, what is this new found talent?  Perhaps I have misjudged you.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY merely shakes his head and begins pointing to one ICKNA after another, and each in turn dies with a little squeak.  ROLEPLAY storms forward, pointing a finger of death at as many ICKNAS as he can as quickly as he can.

ICKNA

Run away!  Run for your lives!  God save your king!

CUT TO:

INT. HELL – 2:30 PM HST

BASIL and NERO stand at the edge of the group of roleplayers who have found themselves stuck in hell.  Four dozen feet in front of them are MORDAIN, DORIAN DELACEY, and LORE DENIN.  BASIL and NERO look at each other solemnly, nod in understanding, and step forward.  Immediately they are buffeted with a string of nonsensical rulings, having stepped out of the range of the roleplayers’ loud chatter.

LORE DENIN

--and in addition to the no pooping clause on Tuesdays, you will all also be required to write a The Letter™, explaining why we have divine right to rule over hell.  

DORIAN DELACEY

Also, peeing must be done in our names!  For women, before you squat behind a rock, you must state, “I pee in the name of Lore, Dorian, and Mordain, my Gods!”  and for men, before you shoot and after you shake (which, by the way, may only be done three times henceforth), you must state, “My peeage is dedicated to the triad of evil which guides and directs my life.”

BASIL and NERO have crossed the threshold between the throng of roleplayers and the maniacal rulers of hell.  They now stand only a dozen feet away from the three as they sit on their thrones and prattle off nonsense.

MORDAIN

And most importantly .. er.. of the past few minutes’ worth of rulings.. is this!  Women will not have sex unless it is with one of us.  Furthermore, if you wish to sex up yourself, you can only think of us while doing it!

MORDAIN waves The Stick™ threateningly, before placing it in a holster at his hip.

MORDAIN

This ruling is—oh, why… Basil.  Hello, I didn’t see you there.  And who’s that with you?  Is it Nero of Teenbrat?

LORE DENIN

Now, you two are required to fill out forms 19b, 182b, and 55d, and state the following before a meeting with us, “I, your name here, do so solemnly—“

BASIL

We’ve come to reclaim what’s mine.

DORIAN and LORE exchange nervous glances and immediately stumble off their thrones and run to hide behind hell rocks.

MORDAIN narrows his eyes and stands up from his throne.

MORDAIN

Now, gentlemen.  This here’s hell, and I’m the law ‘round here.  You wouldn’t be lookin’ to stir up trouble, would you?

BASIL merely stares while NERO pops his knuckles.  Between them, a burning tumbleweed slowly bounces and rolls along.  In the distance, a hellhound barks.

NERO

Mord, Mord, let’s not make this painful.  You and I both know that The Stick™ right and properly belongs to my friend here.  You only have it ‘cause you dun stoled it from us.

MORDAIN fingers the air above The Stick™.

MORDAIN

Oh you can have it… iff’ns you gents think you’s fast enough to get it from me.

The three commence with the stare-down.

CUT TO:

INT. HELL – 2:45 PM HST

REDLOWWINSKI, GOLDBERRY, PRINCESS NIKKI, and EDGUARDO stand ontop a cliff overlooking the scene below.  GOLDBERRY peers over the edge, while the others look on.

REDLOWWINSKI

My friends, if all of this fails… and we all end up stuck here under the tyrannical boot of the three stooges, I just wanted to let you know, I love you guys.

EDGUARDO

Let’s not give up hope now.  There’s bound to be a way out of this mess.

GOLDBERRY

No!  Redlow’s right.

GOLDBERRY takes a deep breath.

GOLDBERRY

*jumps off cliff*

REDLOW

Geebee no!

EDGUARDO

Relax, Red, you can’t jump off cliffs in UO, remember?

GOLDBERRY

RP repressor!

GOLDBERRY peers around, her eyes squinted.

NIKKI

I dunno what’s going on up in Britannia right now, Geebee, but something tells me it’s going to take more than one attempted cliff jump to get Captain Roleplay’s attention.

GOLDBERRY

Yeah…

GOLDBERRY nods slowly.

GOLDBERRY

*gives Ed a swift kick in the ‘nads*

EDGUARDO

Hey!

GOLDBERRY

Crumple in pain, I say!  CRUMPLE you RP repressor!

REDLOW

What do we do then?  And are we sure Roleplay can’t just teleport down here like he can everywhere else?

GOLDBERRY

He’d surely be here by now if he could…

EDGUARDO

So.. what we need…

NIKKI

Is something that can never EVER be done in UO…

REDLOW

Something that has to be roleplayed entirely by emotes…

EDGUARDO

And that one of us could scream over and over about how you can’t do it in UO…
GOLDBERRY

Something that’s allllwaaaayyysss being done…

REDLOW

The ultimate in all-emotes action.

GOLDBERRY

Maybe even something non-roleplayers do.

NIKKI

Hmmmm.

EDGUARDO

Of course!  OF COURSE!  I’VE GOT IT!  But.. we’ll need more roleplayers… lots, LOTS more…!

GOLDBERRY

Eh?

CUT TO:

INT.  PRISON CELL – DIMLY LIT

GULAR looks at the clock at his feet.  It now reads 2:17:13.

GULAR

A little over two hours to live.  

GULAR sniffs disdanefully.

GULAR

Was there anything I wanted to do before I die… that can be done in just two hours?

GULAR seems to ponder for a bit. He lifts his eyebrows and grins after a couple minutes of thinking.

GULAR

Hey GM Prickboy!  I have a last request!  Are you around?!

A man in a red robe steps out of the shadows and we see it’s GM RATMAN.  He has his hands folded over his chest.

GM RATMAN

Prickboy is busy with complaints from players stuck in hell or some fucking nonsense.  Is there something I can help you with?

GULAR

Yes! I have a last request!
GM RATMAN

Oh?

GULAR

Yes.. come in closer.  I’ll whisper it to you.

GM RATMAN walks up to GULAR, leans in close and GULAR whispers in his ear.

FADE TO BLACK

A few seconds later…

FADE IN:

INT. PRISON CELL – DIMLY LIT

GULAR is still strapped to his chair, but standing in front of him are two women.  PARIS HILTON and BRITNEY SPEARS.  

GULAR

I fucking hate you both.  Go suck a horse cock and die.

PARIS HILTON

What is this anyway? Are we—

GULAR

No.  Did I say you could talk?  No.  You can’t.  We’re done here.  Please leave.  Please go suck horse cocks and die now.

GM RATMAN

Okay ladies, let’s go.
GM RATMAN escorts the two ladies out of the cell, with PARIS muttering something like “But I like horse cock.”  Then, GULAR is alone once more.
GULAR

Ahhh.  That’s better.

CUT TO:

INT. USS ENTERPRISE BRIDGE – ARTIFICIAL LIGHTING, SPACE

PICARD has resigned to his chair, where he spends most of his time, staring at a large screen.  Honestly, Gene Rodenberry, you didn’t really think that one through.  Space is fucking boring.  Aside from the occasional planet which is metaphorically like a single pencil mark on a 500 foot wide white wall, there’s nothing to see or do except travel.  Man, give them portable DVD players or travel scrabble or something.  Yeah, yeah “holodeck” you say, but we all know they can’t use that unless their off-duty.  Sheesh.

MR. DATA

We have reached our destination, captain.  Now in transporter range of our target.

PICARD

Slow to one-half impulse power, Mr. Data.  Scan the region for life forms.

RIKER

If I may, begin a scan of the system for any cloaked ships or abnormal energy readings.

MR. DATA

Yes, sir.

PICARD

Thinking it’s a trap?  You’re beginning to sound like Worf, number one.

Behind him, WORF grumbles and frowns.

PICARD

No offense intended, Commander Worf.

WORF

(twitching)

None taken, sir.

RIKER

This all seems.. fishy to me is all, captain.  I mean.. look at that planet.  Is there something wrong with our view screen or is it actually stuck in a giant gem?

MR. DATA

According to the ship’s computer, it is identified as Britannia.  No other information is on file.

PICARD

Well.  I’d like to see all of you in the conference room for a meeting.  I need ideas, people!  Mr. Data, you have the bridge.

CUT TO:

INT. LORD BRITISH’S THRONE ROOM

ICKNAS die left and right as CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY continues his reign of terror.  At long last, only a handful of ICKNAS are left alive and remain huddled in a corner as ROLEPLAY towers over them.

ICKNA

We can work together!  With our numbers and your power, we can rule the entire world!

ROLEPLAY zaps another rat.

ICKNA

Please!  Be reasonable!  Let’s talk about this!  And.. and… how is it you’re able to this anyway?!  This is totally unfair.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Well… there was this gay bard, see?  And I wished he’d die.. and he did.  And that’s when I discovered I can simply wish for people to die and they will.

ROLEPLAY points at another ICKNA on a whim and it dies.

ICKNA

But there’s so much more I wanted to do before dying!  Like… pee on a newb.  Have you peed on a newb?  I haven’t.  I don’t think anyone’s peed on a newb!

ROLEPLAY

Well you should have thought of that before going around killing all the roleplayers.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY taps his chin in thought.

ROLEPLAY

Come to think of it, that Renaldo was probably repressing all sorts of roleplay with that sick music of his.  And you guys, of course, well you’re just going around eating roleplayers alive.  I guess this new power of mine is probably just an extension of my good ol’ RP saving skills.

ROLEPLAY shrugs offhandedly and points at another ICKNA.

ICKNA watches his brothers die around him, now only four left.  His life flashes before his watering eyes.

FADE TO:

EXT. KRISTA’S RANGER STATION, YEW FOREST – LATE EVENING

SARENE

Alas, he didst depart in such haste, I hast mine doubts as to the validity of his claim.

ICKNA

Fear me.

.
EDGUARDO

What’s the deal with this rat, anyway?

FADE TO:

INT. YEW HEALER – MID-AFTERNOON, WINDOW-LIT

EDGUARDO

*grabs Ickna by the tail*

ICKNA

Hey!

EDGUARDO

*puts Ickna in a bag and stuffs it in his backpack*

ICKNA

Mph!  Mrrph mmmphm mph!

FADE TO:

INT. SEER DUNGEON – DIMLY LIT

ICKNA

*scampers down a hall way, dragging Zianna's foot*

ZIANNA

*tries to hobble after it*

DELLENA

I am SOOO sorry, maybe I shouldn't have brought it here.

ICKNA calls down at them teasingly from the end of the hall.

ICKNA

Hey seeeerrr!  Why are you missing your left foot?

ZIANNA

ACK!  GET HIM!

FADE TO:  

INT.  LORD BRITISH’S THRONE ROOM

ROLEPLAY

Yeah… you pretty much make this soap.

ICKNA

Yeah.

ROLEPLAY

Remember that one time when you were up on the witness stand for Ed, BA, and Redlow’s defamation trial against the Sandlewood?

ICKNA

Haha!  Yeah!  I was all jumping around on the judge’s head and papers while he tried to smash me with his gavel.

ROLEPLAY

Good times, good times.

ROLEPLAY points at several ICKNAS in quick succession, leaving just one ICKNA still alive.

ICKNA

Aw man.  Cut me a break here.

ROLEPLAY

All right.  I’ll kill ya after the commercial break.

ICKNA

Commercial break?
As Britannia Turns will continue after these messages!

Well now you can have your Captain Roleplay in the morning too!

That’s right, introducing:

Captain Roleplay’s Chocolate Rat Chunks Cereal!

Made with real rat chunks!

Warning:  Contains real rat chunks.  Do not ingest.  Captain Roleplay does not endorse this product,

Nor is he in any way affiliated with Captain Roleplay’s Chocolate Rat Chunks Cereal.

Part of this complete breakfast!
ICKNA

Oh :(  Nice :(

CUT TO:

INT. HELL – 2:50 PM HST

NERO kicks over MORDAIN’S headless corpse and then shoves a pike into the hard, hell earth.  He jabs MORDAIN’S head down onto the top of the pike like it was a melon and smirks.
NERO

Man… talk about anticlimactic, eh, Basil?

NERO nods approvingly at the mounted head.  He huffs on his fingernails and polishes them on his tunic.  

NERO

Yah, yah.  Ahhmm.. yep, still got it.  I don’t even play UO anymore and I can still kick ass with the best of em.

NERO studies his fingernails a bit longer, then, after a moment passes and BASIL still has not said a word, he glances over at him, who is standing nearby.

NERO

Hey.  Basil.  You awake?

BASIL is merely holding the stick in his hand and smiling.

BASIL

Oh stick… it feels like… like a year since I’ve held you in my hands, even though it’s surely been no more than a few days!

NERO

Oh bother.

BASIL

Oh how I’ve missed you.  It still feels like yesterday when the prophet Frank dropped you onto the doorstep of the Black One temple.

NERO

Yeah… I’ll just go inform the others that Mordain and company will no longer be a threat, shall I?

THE STICK™

Oh how I’ve missed you too, Basil.  Hold me close!

BASIL hugs the stick to himself happily as an elated smile plays across his features.

NERO

Riiiight…

THE STICK™

I love you, Basil.

BASIL

I love you too, stick.

THE STICK™

Touch me, Basil.

BASIL

Um… I am touching you.  I’m not sure what you mean, stick.

NERO

Oh jesus fuck.

THE STICK™

Touch me in a special way, Basil.

BASIL

Um, I always thought our relationship was purely platonic, stick.

NERO

Sweet, dear mother of Genghis Khan’s concubine.  I’m leaving now.

NERO walks away from BASIL and his THE STICK™ and back to the others.

BASIL

What’s that stick?  You want me to put you where?  Um… I’m not suuuureee about this, stick.

CUT TO:

INT. HELL – 3:00 PM HST

EDGUARDO, REDLOW, GOLDBERRY, and NIKKI have gathered most everyone around.  As EDGUARDO begins to explain his plan, NERO walks up and joins the crowd, having easily dispatched MORDAIN.

EDGUARDO

All right, I know the original plan was for just the four of us to do this.  But I need everyone working together if this is to work.

RANDAL

Just what are we doing?

EDGUARDO

Okay.  Well, there’s one thing in UO that’s driven entirely by emotes.  It has to be emoted and it’s always emoted.  And!  The best part is that it’s even something non-roleplayers do.  So.  That said, let’s get to it!

ARAKASI

Um… and it is, what exactly?

EDGUARDO

Okay.. bare with me on this one, okay?

RYU

Okay…

EDGUARDO

We… uh…

EDGUARDO scratches the back of his neck awkwardly.

BEDEMUS

Spit it out, man!

EDGUARDO

We all need to have sex.  There, I said it.

KAZOLA

What?!  Are you KIDDING me, Ed?  Honestly, you’ve got to be kidding.  If you really expect us … to… wait.  Yeah that makes sense.

DEGODEFROI

Aye.  I can’t think of any thing else that involves so much emoting…

ELWYNN

Huh.  Neither can I.

RENNIPS

Ulright then, ‘ows this gonna work?

LEET BOB

Dibs on kzalo

LEET BOB

Kazlo

LEET BOB

Lol kazola!  Lol

REDLOWWINSKI

Woah, woah.  No dibs.  We’ve divided everyone into two piles of names.  Men and women.  And put them into two hats.  They’re going to be drawn, one woman and one man, and it’s going to be random.  It’s the only fair way for all the single people out there.

RYAK

Who gets to draw?
REDLOWWINSKI

Someone who has never had an opinion about anything.  Fryguy?  Come forward, please.

EDGUARDO

Right.  We’ll start now.  Fryguy, please grab two names.

FRYGUY reaches into the two hats and pulls out two pieces of paper.  He hands them to EDGUARDO.

EDGUARDO

Ariyanana Sune and … Edgu… er.. I mean… fuck.

ARIYANA

Ke ke ke!

EDGUARDO

All right, Ari.  Just step over to the side and we’ll uh, get started as soon as I’m done here.  Next is…. 

FRYGUY reaches into the hats.

EDGUARDO

Trojan and … WHITE LOTUS.

REDLOWWINSKI

LOL!!!

The crowd generally glances at REDLOW.

REDLOWWINSKI

I… er.  Sorry, I was laughing about an ICQ.  Honestly.

And so the reading of the names continues onward.

CUT TO:

INT.  FUCKED-UP SIDE PLOT –- ARTIFICIAL LIGHT, SPACE

PICARD, RIKER, WORF, TROY, GEORDI, and others sit around a conference room, discussing their situation.

RIKER

The scans of the system are complete.  We have found no traces of any other ships, energy fluctuations, or abnormal readings of any source.

GEORDI

In fact, the only remotely suspicious anomaly in the system is the strange gem-like structure surrounding the planet of Britannia.

PICARD

Can our transporters lock onto a signal through the gem?

GEORDI

Unknown.  We’ve never encountered a planet encased in such a crystal.  In theory, there’s no reason why we shouldn’t be able to.  The crystal appears to be porous enough to let even a small ship through.

PICARD

Then unless there are other suggestions, I believe we should beam up this Captain Roleplay along with any living matter within a 20 foot radius directly into a cargo hold with a dampening shield surrounding the vicinity.

WORF

Captain, with all due respect, we don’t know what this “Captain Roleplay”’s intentions might be.  He could be Ferengi, he could be Vulcan, he—

PICARD

I understand your concerns, Commander Worf, but until we have evidence to the contrary, we must work under the assumption that he is a Star Fleet officer.  All sub-space coding embedded into Star Fleet transmissions checked out within his distress call.

RIKER

With the proper precautions, the risk will be minimal.

PICARD

Make it so.  Geordi, please supervise the beamage personally.  Worf, number one, I will need you in cargo hold 6.

CUT TO:

INT. PRISON CELL – DIMLY LIT.

GULAR sits in his chair.  Yep.  Not much else going on here.  Just thought you should know.

CUT TO:

INT. HELL --  3:15 HST

BOWHUNTER, unlucky enough to be the odd man out (or maybe I wrote it that way on purpose?!  We may never know), stands in the corner while every other roleplayer who has ever lived on Great Lakes is busy screwing each others’ brains out.  Or… rather, emoting it.  Or cybering, if you will.

BOWHUNTER

Stop emoting shit!  You can’t have sex!  No sex for you!

NIKKI

*pulls off man’s boxers and licks **censored**

BOWHUNTER

You can’t remove underwear!  It’s glued on!  You’re all totally being lame.

NERO

Oh yes!  Touch my man nips!  *grope*

BOWHUNTER

Stop emoting!  I say what you can RP and can’t RP!

On so on and so forth…

CUT TO:

INT.  LORD BRITISH’S THRONE ROOM

ICKNA

Please!  Plleeeeeeaasseeee!  I can help you come up with a better breakfast cereal than chocolate rat chunks!  Seriously!  You don’t need to kill me.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

No, no.  Time to die, rat.  Once I’m through with you, Britannia will be safe and I—

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY stops mid-sentence and cups a hand to his ear.  He narrows his eyes.

ROLEPLAY

What’s that I hear?  Hundreds upon hundreds of faint voices… voices of oppressed roleplayers!  But… where are they coming from?  I… can barely make it out….

ICKNA

…

ROLEPLAY

If I could only hear it just a little better… why is it so faint?  And how could there be so many RPers being repressed all at once…?!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY bends down and puts his ear to the ground.  ICKNA, sensing an opportunity, flees out the backdoor, and in the background we hear the familiar words, “Kal Ort Por.”

ROLEPLAY

I hear you, my little roleplayer friends!  But where are you?!

JUMP-CUT TO:

INT. LABYRINTH – DIMLY LIT

We return to where everything began, the temporal underground.  Specifically, the 9th level—special weapons division.  ICKNA stands in the room, alone.

ICKNA

Right.  Last time my mistake was relying on numbers only.  Okay, okay.  I admit.  I was vain, thinking that all I’d need to conquer everything was just more of me.  

ICKNA paces, sounding frustrated.

ICKNA

Sure, that’s the problem with most would-be world conquerors.  All they think they need is themselves and sheer determination.  My bad, my bad.  But this time will be different.

ICKNA

*reaches into a pocket and pulls out another ICKNA*

ICKNA 2

Why, hello Ickna!  Time to make the world fearrrr ussss!  Where is Edguardo so that I may chew on his feet?

ICKNA

Patience, patience, my friend.  Now….

ICKNA ponders.

ICKNA

What we need is a plan.  Numbers alone can’t beat Roleplay.  He’s simply too powerful.

ICKNA 2

Too powerful for the rat?!  C’mon now, we be the rat, bitch.  All will fear us.  We bite toes.  You need toes.  

ICKNA

I know, I know.  But we need.. something….

ICKNA appears lost in thought for a minute, then his eyes light up.

ICKNA

*reaches into a pocket and pulls out a F-16 fighter jet*

ICKNA 2

Wow.  

ICKNA

Care to be my co-pilot, Ickna?

ICKNA 2

I’d be happy to, Ickna!

Together, the two hop into their newfound cool toy and fly out of the cavern.

CUT TO:

INT.  HELL – 3:30 HST

REDLOWWINSKI

Keep fucking, everyone!  Bow, keep telling us to stop!  This has to work.  It HAS to!

CUT TO:

INT. LORD BRITISH’S THRONE ROOM

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Where are you, roleplayers?!  Why can’t I figure out where to teleport to?  If I could just hear a little bit better then I – wait… that’s odd.  What’s that strange roaring noise.  It almost sounds like a jet engine from a … speed boat or maybe a plane… but there’s no jet airplanes in UO…

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY is instantly vaporized as, without warning, we hear a deafening blast and our vision is filled with pure white.  During the blinding light, we jump-cut back to the hell scene.  Slowly but surely, the whiteness fades, and CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY is met with a huge throng of roleplayers in nothing but their underwear with BOWHUNTER standing in the corner screaming at them to stop humping each other.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Uh… what?

NIKKI

It worked!  It worked!  Everyone stop!  Captain Roleplay is here!

EDGUARDO

Captain, thank God you’re here.  We haven’t much time.  Can you get us into the GM Prison?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Um… you’re all having sex.

REDLOWWINSKI

Yeah.  

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Sex.

GOLDBERRY

What about it?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

s-e-x.  Every single one of you.

RANDAL

Yep.  That about sums it up.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Can I ask… why are you all having sex?  Why is every roleplayer on the shard cybering?

EDGUARDO

Well, um, it got your attention right?

ROLEPLAY

Ooookay then.  What’s that about the GM prison?  I’ll just forget about this massive RP sex orgy for a minute.

EDGUARDO

Yeah!  We have to get to the GM prison to save Gular.  He’s going to be deleted!

THEOPHILUS

We were kind of hoping you could create a bunch of bugs and get Satan’s attention so he comes back so we can piss him off and so we can get teleported there.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Oh yeah?

RANDAL

Yep.  That about sums it up.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

You could have just shot me a pidgeon.

GOLDBERRY, REDLOW, and NIKKI and give EDGUARDO a sour look.

EDGUARDO

Whhhaaaaat?  Come on.  Like any of you thought about ICQing him.

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Frankly, you’re all putting too much thought into this.  I can just will myself to the GM Prison.  I’ve been to visit Gular there before.  In fact, I broke him out.  So, if you’re ready…

RYAK

You what?  

JUMP-CUT TO:

INT. DARK CELL – LANTERN LIT

Suddenly, hundreds of characters appear in GULAR’S cell and he blinks in surprise.  Right on queue, GM PRICKBOY and RATMAN both show up, standing between them and GULAR.

GM RATMAN

Woah woah woah.  I don’t know how any of you got here, but you’ll have to leave now.

EDGUARDO

We’re here to save Gular!  If you delete him, then we all die!

GM RATMAN

It is the policy of Electronic Arts to not negotiate with .. uh…

GM PRICKBOY

Players who are clearly violating the terms of service.

GM RATMAN

That’s right.  You’re so breaking all kinds of rules.

PRINCESS NIKKI

Screw that.

NIKKI tries to walk toward GULAR and free him, but runs into an invisible wall.

GM PRICKBOY

Invisible wall for the win!

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY

Now listen, GMs, let’s be fair here.  Is what they’re saying true?  If you delete this one NPC guard, will all existing GL characters be deleted?

GULAR

I am a guard!  I am here to serve!

LEET BOB

Eyh… dotn I know u??/  nd if ur a guard, how kan u tlka??// 

GULAR

Ughhh.

GM RATMAN

Yeah.  What do I care?  Yeah, you’ll all be deleted.  But it’s not like any of you obsessive fans who still play this ancient game are going to leave.

GM PRICKBOY

All houses will decay.  Check.  That’s a plus.  Everyone will lose phat loot.  Check.  That’s a plus.  Everyone’s massive gold hoarding will be eliminated.  Yep, don’t see a problem there either.  Everyone will be back to square one.  Yep, sounds good.  And, you’re all too addicted to quit.  I don’t see the problem here.

GM RATMAN looks down at the clock at GULAR’S feet.  It now reads 00:06:23.

GM RATMAN

You’re too late anyway.  You can’t get through Prickboy and me before the delete command is processed.  You’ve only got 6 minutes!

OONA

Dammit, let him go!  Let him go, I say!

Out of the crowd of people, a lone figure moves silently forward, pushing his way left and right through the frustrated crowd with grim determination.

GM PRICKBOY

It’s too late, you whiny RP types.  Oh, much too late.

And then, like a ray of hope, from out of the crowd, emerges GRESHREM.

GM RATMAN

(refusal to believe)

No.

GRESHREM

GM!  GM!  OMG!  Hey GM!  I’ve got a questno!  Er.. Question!  I have a question for you!  GM?  HEY!

GM PRICKBOY

He’s like some fucking plague…

CUT TO:

INT.  LORD BRITISH’S THRONE ROOM

ICKNA sits on the throne, surrounded by other ICKNA rats and with a street corner rat whore on each of his shoulders.

ICKNA KING

Britannia is ours!  Long live the rat horde!

ICKNA

Here here..!

The ICKNA king looks around and twitches his whiskers.

ICKNA

I’m … I’m bored.  Where’s Ed?  I want to chew on his feet.

CUT TO:

INT.  REDLOW’S RL APARTMENT

REDLOW’S PLAYER

I’d like to take this opportunity to say a couple things.  First, you’ve all been great.  I whine and complain about some of you guys occasionally bugging me to write more of these things, but honestly, thanks for all the good feedback and laughs.  I’m not saying ABT was ever huge, but it sure as hell got more popular than I ever would have imagined.  When I wrote the first one, I was just bored out of my skull.  I really thought maybe just Ed would read it and a few days later, I’d read it again and realize I was just bored and the whole thing was dumb… and eventually some day toss it out.  But thirty-six of these damn things?!  Or more… minus the one by Ng.  But damn.. really?  Every time anyone starts something like this, they never think it’ll go anywhere.  So, even though, at the MOST, all I’ve ever had was maybe 100 individual people reading these...  Still, thanks a lot.  It means a lot to me that even after 
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yeeeeeaaarrssss, people still read them, and I still occasionally get ICQs from someone saying they just re-read them all out of boredom over the course of a few days and they still thought they were hysterical.  Even if I never make it as a writer for real, at least I know I’ve had fans.  Even if those fans are just friends of mine.  Thank you, all of you.

To ED’s player—thanks for being the bunt of soooo many jokes in ABT.

To Nikki—sorry I refuse to play UO more than once a month ;)

To Bow—man, please stop dry humping my pics!

And to Goldberry’s player—I’ve known you for years and all these years, I still got lots o <3s for joo.  I know I don’t think it’s possible, but maybe even 4 <3s.  Yes… definitely four.  Maybe four and a half.. but not 5.  GOD NO, NOT 5.  The chaos that would ensue with 5 <3s… the world would end!  At any rate, you’re a wonderful human being!  This episode’s for you.

CUT TO:

INT.  GM PRISON CELL – DIMLY LIT

In the background, Jeopardy music plays.  And, God bless these fingers for the wreck I’m going to give them.
GM PRICKBOY

Ratman… back away slowly.  Maybe if we move away… carefully, slowly... we won’t anger it any further…

GRESHREM

GMs?!  Can you help me with a problem?!

GM RATMAN

Prickboy, this isn’t worth it!  Let’s just get out of here!

GM PRICKBOY

NO!  We can’t leave Gular unguarded.  And for god’s sake… he’s only got 6 minutes.  What can he do in 6 minutes?

GM RATMAN

You don’t know Greshrem like I know him… this… this could be the end of us.

GM PRICKBOY

We can handle it, Ratman.  We have to.

GRESHREM

GMs?  Are you listtneing?  I mean .. litning.  LISTENING I have a question!

GM PRICKBOY breathes in slowly and closes his eyes.

GM PRICKBOY

Yes, Greshrem?  What can I assist you with today?

GRESHREM

O cool!  Yeah, I totally have a question.

GM PRICKBOY

Ugh.  Okay.  Right.  What’s your question?

GRESHREM

Dude… there’s like another game out there I think.  Like.. this is Ultima Online, right?  Well, there’s this other game you play online.  Not an offline game like Everquest or something.  That’s offline, right?  Or is that online too?  Im not sure.  U know?  NE way!   NO WAIT!  This other game isn’t an offline game like Baldur’s gate.  Yeah, that one’s offline.  Or is there multiplayer options?  Um.. ne way. Sry.  This other game I think it’s talled.. I mean called.. I think it’s called World of Warcraft nd its supposed to be pretty cool, right… I hear it’s cool.. but some people refluse.. refuse.. to go play it.  Even though it’s like got millions of ppl playing.  It’s like pretty cool.. and it’s like in 3d n stuff.  You guys know what I’m talking about?  Wait wait.. yeah u do.  Duh.  You like.. know all about this stuff n crap.  OPE!!:LJ LOL LOL  I said crap to a GM.  LOLOLOL  omg, I’m so sorry.  Allkasjdflk  lol please don’t ban me.  OK?  Ur not going to right?  RIGHT?

GM PRICKBOY pants heavily.  GM RATMAN only holds his face in his hands, sobbing softly to himself.

GRESHREM

Lol I guess that’s a no.  dude… ill sue or something if u do ban me.  K?  ok.. I think we have n understand and stuff.  Um.. yeah, this other game.  Its cool!  I played it a bit and like.. my guy was all like “HAIL TO THE NIGHT!” lol it was funny.  So then I went around just saying all “HAIL TO THE NIGHT, THEE!” and “HAIL TO THE NIGHT, THOU!”  lol it was pretty cool.  No 1 else thought it was funny, but I was seriously spending the fist day stuck at lvl 1 because I kept going “HAIL TO THE NIGHT” to everything I could.  Lol.  Did you ever do that in that game?  Dude, I bet you guys are like.. level 20 or something UBER super high.  Did u 
GRESHREM CONT’D

know u can get to level 60?!?!  Holy shit, I can’t even get past level one in UO.  Seriously.  I’ve been playing UO for like.. a year now, and I’m still on lvl 1.  Am I bugge dor sumthing?  So yeah this game.. ist so cool.  But u gotta pay like.. 500 dollars a month or something ot play.  I asked my mom 4 money and she was all ‘no wai’ and I was all ‘yes wai’ and she was all ‘no.” so then I cried for a bit, but kept playing cos I already usd her credit card to start my account.  I’m so HOT for being able to figure out how to sign up for it.  I was all, “I totally haxed the internet” cause .. DUDE.  Ur not gonna believe this.  There were like.. these white bars on this game’s website with stuff like “name” and “age” and “credit card number” and “phone number” and it was some sort of form I guess ro something.  I was all “what in the ?! “  and I thought I couldn’t do it, but I so did.  So this warcraft game I’ve been playing and doing all this “HAIL YE TO THE NIGHT PWN!” stuff in, it’s pretty cool, but my question if yer still lestening?

GM PRICKBOY and RATMAN begin to have spasms, which GRESHREM only mistakes for nods.

GRESHREM

My q then is if you can take the warcraft cool things like the HAIL YE NIGHT PWN MOOOOON! And the cool colors and pixels and put them in uo.  That way I could like… just play er.. I mean PAY for one game only, but still have all the cool stuff.  Cos u know, u can like… just move pixels from one game 2 another, right?  Like.. you just upload the pixels onto a tape and like… sideload the pixels into the monitor and totally reboot the plugs and ports and like all the pixels would be re-interneted, right?  U can do that, right?  GMs?

GM RATMAN and PRICKBOY, unfortunately, met their untimely demise around the time GRESHREM was asking about “sideloading” pixels into a monitor.  And we’re not referring to in-game deaths, here.  Their players died.  I hope you didn’t have any special place in your heart for GM PRICKBOY or RATMAN.  May they rest in peace.

GRESHREM

GMs?  Lol they fell asleep.  Dude.  Or maybe they’re going 2 ask some 1 about it.  Cool.  U gms are ulrite.  I’ll cancel warcraft after a few more NIGHT HAIL TO YE ALL MOON KINs!!!1 and let my mom know her credit card number isn’t being spammed all over.  I think I still have it memorzizesd.. yeah it’s 1928 2525 8210 0016.  pretty kool that I have it memorized, huh?/

EDGUARDO

UuuUuuugghhh..

EDGUARDO shudders.

EDGUARDO

That’ll be all, Greshrem.  Thank you.

GRESHREM

Huh?  What for?  What’d I do?  Lol

EDGUARDO reaches over and presses the “off” button on the timer at GULAR’S feet.  It now reads 00:01:20.  

EDGUARDO

One minute, twenty seconds left before we would have been vaporized.

GULAR

Thank you kind citizen.

GOLDBERRY

Um… Ed?
EDGUARDO

Yeah, Goldy?

GOLDBERRY

The timer is still going.

All look down at GULAR’S feet at the clock.  It now reads 00:00:53.

NIKKI

O fuxor.

REDLOWWINSKI

What do we do?!

THEOPHILUS

I don’t want to die, mommy! 

The ICKNA that came up with them from hell snaps its fingers in disappointment.

ICKNA

Now I’ll never get to pee on a newb.

And then, without any warning, the majority of those in the room disappear in a flash of blue and white sparkles.  The others who were not hit by the blue and white energy simply keel over dead and then vanish a few seconds later.  We pan through the rest of Britannia to see similar scenes:  Those who were left alone by the ICKNA horde also fall to the ground and vanish.  After a few moments, no one is left alive save for scattered, mindless NPCs.

CUT TO:

INT.  USS ENTERPRISE CARGO BAY – ARTIFICIAL LIGHT, SPACE

Every single GL roleplayer, except a few who were outside of transporter range crowd are now in the cargo bay of the USS Enterprise.

PRINCESS NIKKI

What the hell?

A few dozen feet away, the command staff of the Enterprise surveys the situation.

RIKER

Ermmmm.

PICARD

You’ve got to be kidding me, number one.  Are these computer game roleplayers?

RIKER

Yes sir, I believe they are.

PICARD

FUCKING ;LJSKDLFKSJF  You know I HATE computer game roleplayers.  They’re like fucking children.  And you know how much I hate children onboard my ship, right?

RIKER

Oh yes.  Yes sir I do.  Very first episode.  Awkward conversation.  

PICARD

Where the fuck is the nearest RPG planet?

RIKER

Uh.. that would be Argent Dawn, sir.  In the Azeroth sector.

PICARD

Right.  Set course for the Azeroth system.  Warp 25.

RIKER

Uh… yeahhhh.  Captain, I know you’re upset, but there’s no warp 25.  With enough pushing, we could do maybe war—

PICARD

NO buts!  MAKE IT SO!

RIKER

Sir—

PICARD

I said make it so!  Or so help me God, I’ll be number two’ing all over your face!

RIKER

Yes sir.

The command staff of the Enterprise leaves through the cargo bay doors into the ship, leaving the roleplayers alone.

EDGUARDO

Where are we?

CAPTAIN ROLEPLAY shifts uncomfortably, and pockets the silver communication device he used earlier.

BEDEMUS

Was that… Captain Picard?

KLAITU

Ooohhh GOD!!!

KLAITU cups his crotch, which seems to have a wet spot.  Whether he peed with excitement or…. Um… something ELSE, who is to say.

THEOPHILUS

And…. Are we going to Azeroth?

REDLOWWINSKI

Errrr…

PRINCESS NIKKI

I’m pretty sure I didn’t agree to this.

KAZOLA

Pwn.

Continued next time on…

As Azeroth Turns…?!

(yeah… yeah, maybe.)

(edit:  nah, nah.. not likely.)
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