LEVEL 5 QUEST: A Most AWESOME!!! Quest

EVENT #1 (Port Foozle)

Port Foozle: the main seaport of the Frigid River Valley, and a well-known wretched hive of scum and villainy. You’ve visited it before, of course. In your travelling salesman days some of your best sales were made in towns like this one. After all, who easier to sell novelty rusty razors to than a drunken sailor? Even if you never could figure out what he did with them...

You turn down the main street, sidestepping someone arguing with a parrot salesmen, and walk right into a brightly colored shirt.
"Woah, dude, double you tee eff man? You’re totally ruining my vibe here!" 
On closer examination, the shirt seems to be attached to a bearded, disheveled man with a peg leg and eyes that don’t appear to be focused on anything in this dimension.
"I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to-" you begin.
"Of course you didn’t mean to, man! No one MEANS to get in the way of someone on a spiritual quest to find enlightenment and the best barrel waves ever, dude! Just waves, like, you pull in and you just get spit right out of them, and you just drop in and you smack the lip and it’s all like WHOOPAH, and after that you ride the barrel and get pitted, you get so pitted dude..."
After taking a few seconds to register what was said, you puff up with excitement. 
"Oh, you’re on a quest? What a coincidence! I’m an adventurer, maybe I can help you?"
"Oh, little dude, if only you could, but I think this is a little too much for a pint-sized sword swinger like you. I mean, I bet you’re like totally rad at fighting Kobolds and dragons and debt-collectors, but to do this, you’d have to be like hot-dogging it like WOAH!"
"I... think I can hot-dog it like woah... maybe"?
He stares at the space you’re standing in for an uncomfortably long time, as his eyes struggle to focus on you.
"Oh wow dude! Really? And I was so sure you were just some little dweeb, but maybe... DUDE!!! What if, like, you stepping in front of me wasn’t just you being a dork? What if it was, like, meant to be? What if you stepped in front of my karmic wheel and now you and I are, like, intertwined or something?"
"Eh, sure, why not?" you mumble, trying not to think too hard about being "intertwined" with someone who smells as strongly of seaweed as this guy does.
"How off the scale is this, dude?! We should, like, get matching tattoos or something..."
"So, what exactly is it that you want me to do? Have I got to kill a demon that’s terrifying an innocent village?"
"Pfft, no dude, nothing like that"
"Maybe you want me to go and find the legendary Coconut of Quendor?"
"The what of what?"
"Have I got to sneak into a heavily guarded volcano fortress and destroy the one ring that rules-"
"Dude, no! It’s not some geeky little adventure story! This is something important..."
He leans in close so you can smell the surf-board wax on his breath.
"I’m looking for the shirt of AWESOME!!!"
You jump back. "Did you really have to yell ‘awesome’ like that?"
"Oh yeah, dude, you, like, have to yell the awesome part of the Shirt of AWESOME!!! Otherwise how would all the other kooks know how awesome it is?"
"Eh..."
"Exactly dude! Exactly..."
"So why do you want this Shirt of Awes- eh, Shirt of AWESOME!!!"
"Dude!!! Haven’t you heard of the shirt of awesome? It’s the greatest surfing-related magical item ever to be invented! It was made by the mighty wizard Dude Hobbleguzz, who’s like, so famous that even fish know who he is. He enchanted his board so that when it went on land, it like, shrank and grew wheels so he could surf where ever he wanted!"
You try to imagine someone riding a small surfboard with wheels through a city, possibly while wearing pants that are too tight or a selection of backwards hats, but your mind cannot picture something quite so strange.
"So, does this shirt help you surf or what?"
"Dude, this shirt doesn’t help you surf, it makes you part of your board. It lets you be at one with the ocean, so you can nail every swell and ride every tube! Plus it’s the best way to get all the beach bunnies, and since I had my mondo wipe-out and lost my leg to a sea monster, I haven’t been able to shred and impress them like I used to..."
"Okay, that sounds great! So where do you think this shirt is?"
"Well dude, I don’t know, that’s the problem. They tell me that Hobbleguzz died with it on, while catching some gnarlatious heavies off of the White Cliffs, so maybe you could, like, start looking there?"
He babbles on for a few minutes more about how radical the rips used to be back in the day when he could still surf before you get bored and sneak away. Okay, so "find me a shirt" isn’t quite the kind of quest you imagined you’d be doing when you started out as an adventurer, but hey, at least it’s a quest, right? You’d better get over to the White Cliffs and get started! 

EVENT #2 (White Cliffs)

You limp into the cave, very wary of where you put your feet after the last time. It’s hardly your fault that vicious crabs lying in rock pools sometimes look like convenient stepping stones, after all. It was a mistake that anyone could have made, and you don’t need to feel stupid because of it...

You look around, taking in your surroundings. Wow, this cave looks much more promising than the last seventeen! Scattered around the stone floor there are bits of broken surfboard (one piece with wheels), a tattered bandana and various other pieces of surfing paraphernalia. This must have been where Hobbleguzz met his gnarly end! But if it is, where’s the shirt of AWESOME!!!? You explore the cave and soon find a nook that seems to have been converted into some sort of a shrine. It’s filled with candles and wilted flowers, and in the centre of the shrine sits... a note? You reach in and pull it out, holding it up to the small bit of light that penetrates that deep into the cave.

It reads:

Dear Dude or Dudette,

We know you’re totally bummed that you came here to show your love for the grooviest wizard in town, but we thought this cave was just mondo depressing, so we moved his body and the awesome shirt of AWESOME!!! to a different place. The new shrine is in FRV, and is totally off the wall! It’s so off the wall, we can’t even, like, build walls nearby without them falling over! It’s so WOAH it’s like surfing on a wave of Outrageous!

See you there, Dudes and Dudettes!

You carefully fold the paper away and put it in your pocket. Okay, so the Shirt of AWESOME!!! Is in FRV, huh? You’re pretty sure you know where that is, but who can tell how long it’s been since the shrine was moved? You’d better get there faster than a bitchin’ beach bunny on a bodyboard! 

EVENT #3 (Frigid River Valley)

You push your way through one last dense copse of bushes and find yourself looking out across a clearing, in the middle of which is a stone surfboard with a skeleton stretched out on top of it. This looks like the place all right, but where’s the shirt? Come to think of it, where’s most of the stuff that you’d associate with a shrine? There’s no gold, no incense, no sign of anything really apart from a few broken vases and dying flowers.
You explore the grove further, avoiding the skeleton as much as possible. Who wants to touch dead people, after all? Seeing them is bad enough. However, after an exhaustive examination of the clearing turns up nothing but a self-waxing board and some sunglasses that say "Duuuuuuuuuude" when you put them on, you decide there’s nothing for it but to check the body. You reach down and tentatively pick up the skull. Well, maybe this isn’t so ba-
"SURF’S UP, DUDE!!!"
You leap into the air, waving your weapon towards the sound of the screech, to see a parrot flutter out of the shadows and perch on a nearby branch.
"WOAH, GNARLY! BaGARRRRRRK" it squawks. 

You cautiously put away your weapon, relieved in the knowledge that at least there was no one around to see you scared out of your wits by a bird. 
"I guess you imitate what you hear from the surfers that come here, eh parrot?"
"That’s right!" it chirps.
"Huh?"
"Who’s a bitchin' birdie then?"
"Hmm... I guess it was just a random phrase you got from somewhere..."
"Right again!"
You stare long and hard at the bird, which shifts from one foot to the other and ruffles its feathers slightly. 
"It looks like you hang around here a lot? I don’t suppose you’d know what happened to the shirt of AWESOME!!!?"
"BaGARRK"
"Oh, of course, you’re just a bird, I must have forgotten. It’s a shame, because I have all this fruit I could reward a smart bird with, if only they could be a little more helpful..."
"GARRRK, pieces of eight, pieces of eight."
"Hmm, pieces of eight? Eight pieces of what though..."
"Yo ho ho, fifteen men on a dead man’s chest." You reach into your backpack, pulling out some fruit. 
"A dead man’s chest? Well the chest obviously represents the wealth of humanity, which I suppose is probably the banking system, and maybe the fifteen men represent fifteen different kinds of investor? Or the fifteen different suits in Double Fanucci? Is this whole fiscal system one huge gamble, is that what you’re trying to say?
"GARRK! Pirates!!! Pirates stole it, you stupid adventurer! They went to the White Cliffs Beach, so if you want it then toughen up, go to White Cliffs Beach and steal it back! Sheesh..."
The parrot swoops down, snatching the fruit from your hand and flying back into the forest. You look after the parrot as it flutters out of the cave. 
"Go to White Cliffs Beach and steal it back?" If only the bird had been a little more specific, that could mean anything...

EVENT #4 (White Cliffs Beach) 
You peep over a convenient pile of rocks and spy the pirates’ camp, where the buccaneers lie spread-eagled on the sand below you, scattered around a rather tattered shirt which lies draped over a chest.

“Yargh, Dude, this ‘ere surf do be doin’ my old heart good.”
“Truly, see how them there heavy breakers do be crashing on the beach, making for some hairy nautical plunder”
“Aye Dude, t’is true.”
“If not for my gnarly wooden limbs, I’d be out there now, plundering them waves!”
You look again at the shirt. It doesn’t look all that AWESOME!!! Really, but then again, something seems to be having an effect on the pirates, so who knows? You survey the camp again, trying to find some way you can distract them, or maybe surprise them? Maybe even make them run off? Hmm, maybe there’s a way to do all three…

You take a deep breath and, at the top of your lungs, scream “SURF’S UP!!!!!!!” The pirates jump to their feet and immediately run towards the ocean, casting aside their cutlasses and grabbing whatever flat pieces of wood they can reach to surf on.
“Come on Beach Buoys, let’s ransack those rips!”
“Cowabunga!!! (Yargh)” 
“The surf do indeed seem to be up!”
You quickly jump out from behind your rock and hurry over to the shirt. After all, who knows how long it’ll be before they realize that whoever called out to them didn’t end the sentence with “dude” and suspect an imposter? You grab the shirt and try to run away, but some of it seems to have got caught in the hinges of the chest. Over the sound of the surf you hear someone shout “Dudes!!! That dweeb is stealing the shirt of AWESOME!!!”
Panicking, you grab both the shirt and the chest and make your escape, running back towards Port Foozle. Maybe once you get back there you’ll be able to untangle them and see what’s in the chest?

EVENT #5 (Port Foozle)

Sitting in a tavern, gently untying the threads that have become locked in the hinges of the chest, you finally pull the shirt of AWESOME!!! free of the chest. Well, it might once have been awesome, but right now it’s just something that smells a little too funky for your tastes. But hey, if some old washed-up surfer wants it, then it’s his business.

Right on cue, the doors to the tavern are thrown open and one washed-up surfer stumbles in.
"Woah! Little Gremlin!!! Have you got my shirt?"
You hold the shirt at an arm’s length, wrinkling your nose. "Urgh, here, please, take it".

He reaches out painstakingly slowly before reverentially taking the shirt from you.
"Woah... Dude..."
"Yeah, I had a feeling you’d say something like that..."
"It’s like I can feel all the mystical energies of the surfing gods pouring into me! I feel, so like, at one with the dolphins..."
"Uh-huh, dolphins. Of course. Look, there was this chest that-"
"Oh, little Kook, why do you try to bother me with these earthly worries? Maybe there’s a chest, or maybe it’s just your MIND telling you there’s a chest there? Maybe it’s all some huge cosmic dream? Maybe all of the chests in the world are just, like, phantoms of our own desires, which we keep locked away from everyone?"
"So I’ll, eh, keep the chest then?"
"Yeah, keep your repressed emotional baggage, I’ve got all I want right here" he says, waving the shirt and starting back towards the door. "It’ll do you no good, trust me! The only path to true happiness is through giving up your earthly worries and catching yourself some divine waves..." 
You watch him as he walks into the wall beside the door and falls over, waiting until he finally manages to make his way out of the tavern before opening the chest for the first time. Well, he might be right, the 8,000 glittering zorkmids inside the chest might not bring you happiness, but it’s certainly taking you in the right direction.

REWARD: 8,000 zorkmids
