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GAME INTRO

Propaganda on Parade! 

Brought to you by Frobozz Electric, makers of the Frobozz Electric Totemizer. Frobozz Electric: "We bring bad things to light!"

Thirty-fourth of Frobuary, 1067 GUE. Eastlands. Port Foozle Liberated! Empire Freed from Tyranny of Magic!

Gone are the days of turning castles into fudge, and eggs into ripe guano - Gone the grues and granola, the Flatheads and the foolishness. Today, the Magic Wars are over. 

<YANNICK> Shun magic and shun the appearance of magic! Shun everything - and then shun shunning!

So said the Grand Inquisitor from atop Flathead Mesa, where the grateful masses thronged to welcome Inquisition Troops to newly-occupied Port Foozle.
The Third Dungeon Master has accepted the Inquisitor's generous offer of a permanent vacation.

Today, the Dungeon Master read a brief but impassioned statement in support of the transitional Inquisition government. 

Rumors that the Dungeon Master is leading a so-called Magic Resistance are entirely false.

In other news, the standoff at the Enchanter's Guild ended peacefully last week, when the Enchanters were freed from themselves by caring Inquisition Troops.

Concerned citizens everywhere searched high and low for hidden scrolls and magic contraband - voluntarily purging themselves of the worst excesses of the Magic Revolution.

And finally, at tomorrow's ceremony, the Grand Inquisitor is expected to announce a radical new mind-numbing technology that will implement his visionary "ONE POINT OF LIGHT" program –

<YANNICK> Never forget who is the boss of you. ME!

I AM THE BOSS OF YOU! 

I AM THE BOSS OF YOU! 

I AM THE BOSS OF YOU! 

I AM THE BOSS OF YOU!
PORT FOOZLE LOUD SPEAKER

Curfew will begin in 10 minutes.

Curfew will begin in 9 minutes.

Curfew will begin in 8 minutes.

Curfew will begin in 7 minutes.

Curfew will begin in 6 minutes.

Curfew will begin in 5 minutes.

Curfew will begin in 4 minutes.

Curfew will begin in 3 minutes.

Curfew will begin in 2 minutes.

Curfew will begin in 1 minute.

Curfew will begin in one second.

CURFEW!!!

Curfew has begun.

Curfew began one second ago.

Curfew began five seconds ago.

Curfew began ten seconds ago.

Attention residents of Port Foozle. By order of the grand inquisitor, master of technologies, useful and otherwise, High Lord of all that he wants and then some, Leader of the campaign against all horrid sorts of magic the evening curfew is now in effect.

The Township of Port Foozle is an occupied Inquisition Outpost. No citizen over or under the age of eighteen may appear on or in the streets after curfew is in progress. Violators of Inquisition Curfew may be intimidated, incarcerated, lacerated and/or masticated, if time permits and the weather is fine. 

Further violators of curfew may be totemized, which is unspeakably painful and altogether irreversible, except for in certain cases including but not limited to those at the correctly played end of this game. 

Further violators of curfew will be threatened with smiting and then smitten. Once smote, further smitation and subsequent resmitation will commence until the smitee is deemed sufficiently smit by the smiter. 

Enjoy your stay in Occupied Port Foozle. This message was brought to you by Frobozz Electric: We are the Boss of You!

The following is a paid announcement.

The Grand Inquisitor Rules!

This message was brought to you by Frobozz Electric - "Leave the Thinking to Us!"

This Frobuary

In a world where justice is spellbound

In a time when magic is gone awry

One man will have the power to change and the will to lead "The Magic Inquisition."

Brought to you by Frobozz Adventureworks ZRK, a subsidiary of Frobozz Electric. This motion picture is a melodramatization of actual events. Many actual wizards were harmed in the making of this film.

The following is a paid announcement. 

"Get inside, it's almost curfew you fat lot of yipple dung!"

This message has been sponsored by "Frobozz Electric - Giving you something to conform to."

In a city where anything can happen 

The one thing no one expects 

Is the only thing no one can stop.

The Inquisition.

What a show.

A proclamation for the betterment of society (and the worsement, diminishment and in plain fact - ceasement of magic) To our most loyal citizenry of our once largely peaceable and only rather recently corrupted township of Port Foozle which is to say our persons of only the most excruciatingly and agreeably subservient natures, highly-evolved moral sensibilities, finely-tuned mental capabilities, the philosophically complex, the ethically subtle or, alternately, THE BLINDLY OBEDIENT!

Let it be known throughout our land from the Westlands east to the Eastlands west and all of the good spots in the middle, any persons found, alleged, remembered, or known to be practicing magic of any variety, degree, nature, intention or color or other arts supernatural, metaphysical, cerebral, alchemical, performance, pretentious, and otherwise, will not be funded, tolerated, respected, invited to parties and celebrations, inclusive of but not restricted to curse day and otherwise, will in plain fact, and with clear conscience, be humiliated, intimidated, persecuted, incarcerated, fined, tried, tortured (if time permits) and will be totemized along with anyone they have ever met. (which is, frankly, a very bad thing. Perhaps the worst of all possible things. In a hypothetical universe composed entirely of good and bad things, this would be very nearly the bottom in the list of desirable ones.) 

There is no magic in Zork. There will never again be magic in Zork. Until those who would dare attempt to restore the black arts have been contained (which is to say, destroyed: to wit, see above) Port Foozle is here by, from this day on and from this day back, ordered to obey, in view of a penalty of totemization, a strict curfew of sundown, by order of The Magic Inquisition as dictated by our High Holiness, The Pontiff of Pleasure, The Friar of Fire, The Minister of The Sinister, The Pastor of Disaster, The Higher Power Himself, The Grand Inquisitor of Zork. By your command!

What are the twelve hundred steps to self-containment in the Post Magical Age?

OBEY! CONFORM! ABSTAIN! IGNORE! DENY! REPRESS! RESTRAIN! BRIDLE! CURB! REDUCE! REPEAT! INFORM! SHUN! TELL US! TELL US EVERYTHING! AVOID FLIRTATION! AVOID LIBATION! FLOSS REGULARLY! SAVE OFTEN! WALK BRISKLY! STEP LIVELY! THINK HAPPY THOUGHTS!

Just a reminder: 


All Foozle households must be equipped with a standard Inquisition loudspeaker as per standard Inquisition requirements, blaring standard Inquisition propaganda at all times, which is standard.  Failure to comply will result in standard Inquisition consequences, which is to say, YOU WILL BE TOTEMIZED!

Reports of a strange blue glow near the dock are grossly exaggerated. All citizens are warned to stay away under penalty of totemization.

All citizens are reminded (required) to attend tomorrow's ceremony at the Flathead Mesa.

The Perils of Magic exhibit at the Inquisition headquarters has been closed temporarily. However, the totemized daily billboard is functioning correctly.

Stop by the Inquisition gift shop kiosk and take home a souvenir of your stay in Port Foozle. How about a "Talk To Me" stuffed Grand Inquisitor? Or a facsimile autographed copy of "The Twelve Hundred Steps to Self Containment in the Post Magical Era."

<RANDOM PEOPLE IN TOWN>

<PERSON> Go away! I don't want no trouble!

<PERSON> Please! Go! A! Way!

<PERSON> Can't let you in, sorry! Guess you'll hafta die!

<PERSON> Oh Implementers, it's one of those adventurers again! Go away! We don't need any!

<PERSON> Oh, a poor soul trying to find some meager refuge from the Inquisition. GO AWAY!

<PERSON> Hm. You want one of them agitators, ain't ya? We don't want none of your kind in Port Foozle, ya hear?

<PERSON> The Inquisitor told us about agitators like you. Come into town with all your big ideals. We don't want no ideals, ya hear?

<PERSON> Hey it's past curfew. I want you people to get off my land! You trespass! Get lost! Want some biscuits?

<PERSON> Oh, you're selling perma-suck machines! Um, I've already got one. Go away.

<SALESWOMAN> Fish heads! Fish heads! Get your roly poly fish heads.

<SALESWOMAN> Trying to steal my fish? Get your own!

<SALESWOMAN> That's it! Hey! Guards! Come here and take care of this fish snatcher!

<SALESWOMAN> Would somebody turn that damn speaker down. I can't hear anything over that racket.

<SALESWOMAN> Look. It's past curfew. You're lucky I don't turn you in just for hanging around outside my shop. Now get out of here!

<SALESWOMAN> Last call!

<SALESWOMAN> I said, cut that out! Good thing I installed that Frobozz Electric alarm.

<SALESWOMAN> Oh! Even if there weren't no curfew, I can't let you in. I'm completely nude.

<OLD SOLDIER> Now cut that out, you little creep.

<OLD SOLDIER> Shut your yapper and get out of my face. I don't like you, you see, and I don't know what I'm gonna do next. I'm a madman! I'm a madman, y'hear?

<OLD SOLDIER> Fire! Fire!

<DOLL> Who is the boss of you?

<DOLL> Me! I am the boss of you.

<DOLL> Frobozz Electric

<DOLL> Try to follow the logic. There is no magic.

<DOLL> We don't need magic. We have technology!

<DOLL> Brain washing the general populous 24 hours a day!

<GOAT FISH> Do I look like the kind of fish that drinks mead light.

<GOAT FISH> You wouldn't be fishin' for anything in particular now, would ya? Because, see, I'm a fish, and you're, you know, fishing, so I gotta ask -- YOU WANNA PIECE OF ME, DOCK BOY? Or Dock girl. I can't really tell. All you people look the same.

<GOAT FISH> You're just gettin' your sea legs, so I'm gonna say it to you nice. DON'T DRAG YOUR STINKIN' HOOK THROUGH MY STUFF, OK?

<GOAT FISH> You're just not getting it, are you? Maybe you don't speak the language. ITQUAY URYAY ENNANIGANSHAYS!

<GOAT FISH> I can sit here as long as you can, friend. Yep. All day if need be. And I have a distinct advantage. MY ENTIRE UNDERWATER WORLD IS ONE GIGANTIC FISH TOILET!

<GOAT FISH> No bondage. I mean, I'm no Monkfish, but I ain't into pain.

<GOAT FISH> Ack! Plastic - stuck - around - neck - I - sense - a long but - Ack! - touching - death – scene. Whew! Thank Yoruk for that passing scissor-fish! That mad fish-strangler can have the dock! I'm outta here!

<GOAT FISH> Help - me. Can't - breathe. Low - pain - threshold. I have shamed the family.

<JACK> No autographs. I don't do that anymore. Now beat it! Scram!

<JACK> It's past curfew, and I can't afford any trouble. I can't afford jack, and I am Jack.

<JACK> That's a rope. AND?

<JACK> I let you in, they bust me, you walk and I go to Jail. No thanks. Go find yourself another patsy.

<JACK> What are you, stupid? That's a - it's a - you know. One of those, uh, dangerous plastic thingys. Kills the fish.

<JACK> Mead Light? Do I look like the kind of a guy that drinks light mead?

<JACK> Don't mention it.

<JACK> Forget it. I'm not giving you that lamp. It's for your own good. And, uh, mine.

<JACK> No, ah, that's all right. You keep it.

<JACK> Holy Hungus! A genuine lantern! Looks like the one I had with me when I killed that troll with my rusty knife, in "Great Underground Adventure IV." These things are hard to come by. Nowadays all you get are "flashlights" courtesy of Frobozz Electric. Whoa! Get in here. 

<JACK> Go ahead. I heisted a whole crate off the Inquisition. Well, I know a guy who knows a guy who heisted a whole crate off the Inquisition. And, I paid him. Now - where's my wrench?

<JACK> Looks like this lamp has seen some action. Got a lot of carbon scoring here. Let's see if we can't just - Take a little - Whoah! What's makin' it spark like that? You smell spenseweed?

<DALBOZ> WHERE AM I?

<JACK> Let me handle this.

<DALBOZ> OW! oh, OW! CUT IT OUT! OW!

<JACK> Hope nobody saw you with that lantern. Oh, don't look at me like that. I'm not a real adventurer, I just played one on T.V. I couldn't find my way out of a maze if you paid me. Well, maybe if you paid me a lot. This thing is magic. It's been a while, but I know it when I see it. Trust me. You don't want this lamp. Now scram!

<JACK> You dumb hungus. Hide!

<WARTLE> I'll radio Headquarters. We've apprehended the culprit. Go ahead now and read him his rights.

<TALL GUARD> You have no rights.

<JACK> Aw! You were just supposed to smoke it!

<WARTLE> Ah HA! Arrest the vandal! 

<JACK> What a load of yipple dung. I've been set up.

<WARTLE> Go ahead and read him his rights.

<TALL GUARD> You have no rights. Hey! You're Antharia Jack. I'm a really big fan of yours. Remember that one time, when you killed that thief who stole all your stuff? 

<JACK> Uh, sure pal. Whatever you say.

<TALL GUARD> That was first rate. Bloody good. Can I smite him?

<JACK> Hey!

<WARTLE> Oh, believe smi-smit-smitty, uh, smit - smitation would be appropriate at this juncture. Go right ahead.

<TALL GUARD> Oh ho! I get to smite Antharia Jack. Oh, the guys at headquarters aren't going to believe this.

LANTERN SHOP 

(take lamp)

<DALBOZ> Hey. Thanks for fishing me out of that crate. Don't think I could have taken another spawning season. And thanks for getting rid of that Jack guy, too. We've got lots to talk about, but the introductions are going to have to wait. Get me out of this place, before anyone finds me.

(click on lamp)

<DALBOZ> Hey, hey, hey, not here, okay? Let's get underground. Then we'll talk.

WELL

<DALBOZ> Ah! The Underground. Much better. I'm Dalboz. Dalboz of Gurth. They call me the Dungeon Master - well they used to - before I got stuck in this lantern. The job doesn't mean much nowadays, but I was a big deal about a hundred years ago. Then Magic is banished, and Yannick - the Grand Inquisitor - sprays me with Frobozz Electric Wizard Repellent. Suddenly I'm torn from my body, floating helplessly, and I end up trapped in this piece of junk. Which brings me to you. What's your name?

<DALBOZ> Okay. I'll just call you ageless, faceless, gender-neutral, culturally ambiguous adventure-person. AFGNCAAP for short. Anyway, you gotta help me. Standard stuff, really, save the empire, return magic to the land, a little revenge if time permits. I'm a bit out of sorts at the moment, but I know just the person who could help us out. The Enchantress, Y'Gael. She's a bit flaky, but she's one heck of a spellcaster, and she always gives you free stuff when you talk to her. Let's ring her, shall we?

<Y’GAEL> I am Y'Gael, Lost Enchantress of the Empire. I come to you from the Ethereal Planes of Atrii. Ooh, I gotta take that. You mind? Alright, let me get right to the point. This call's not cheap.

<ECHO> Not cheap!

<Y’GAEL> The good news is, there are three magic relics. 

<ECHO> Magic.

<Y’GAEL> Relics strong enough to bring magic back to the empire. The bad news is they are - lost, or destroyed or something, because - hello - no magic. 

<ECHO> Hello!

<Y’GAEL> Zip it! Take this spell book, adventurer. There is much magic hidden in the Underground, if only you know how to look.

<DALBOZ> What'd I tell ya? A spell book. Let me give you a quick rundown. There are three types of magic spells. High magic is creation. Middle magic is enlightenment. Deep magic is transmutation. You pick up spells as you go along, and you write them into your spell book. We'll probably run across a few of each down here -- there are spell scrolls stashed all over the underground. I just can't remember where.

<DALBOZ> The door's locked, eh? I'm not much of a hand with locks but if you open the spell book... 

<DALBOZ> Good. Now cast it on the door. Come on, Rezrov! Buy daddy a new pair of curly toed shoes -

<DALBOZ> Bingo! Open, Sesame. A very nice piece of spell casting, indeed.

<DALBOZ> Oh, come on now. Look, we're safe down here. Even if you could make that climb, we'd be arrested in a matter of seconds.

<DALBOZ> Now you want the rope back, huh? It's tied to the well all the way at the top. Remember? When you put it there?

<DALBOZ> Aww. It's our very first inventory item together. I wish I had a camera.

<DALBOZ> That appears to be your average, everyday subway token. Naturally, it's lying in a bucket at the bottom of a well.

CROSSROADS

<DALBOZ> The Crossroads of the Great Underground Highway. Check it out. And check out the way your head spins all the way around.

<DALBOZ> The Crossroads of the Great Underground Highway. My old stomping grounds. Ah, for the days when I could stomp.

<DALBOZ> Ah, the elusive umbrella tree. Aptly named for its umbrella-shaped blossoms.

<DALBOZ> Hey, there's a spell in one of the blossoms.

<DALBOZ> Look -- it's fall.

<DALBOZ> In case of adventure, break glass. Ok... So, if we ever have an adventure, we'll know what to do, right?

<DALBOZ> It's stuck Chuck. I mean... It's stuck ageless, gender-neutral, culturally ambiguous adventure-person.

<DALBOZ> All the must-haves for the on-the-go adventurer. Well I'd say this applies. Go on.

<DALBOZ> It's stuck.

<Dalboz> Whoa. I just had a massive deja vu.

<Dalboz> Oh, man.

<Dalboz> Hmm, that should have worked. Unless someone forgot to put it in the design.

<DALBOZ> This place looks sort of familiar.

<DALBOZ> The rank undergrowth prevents eastward movement.

<DALBOZ> Aha! Onward then. Into the foliage.

[NOTE: DELETED GARDEN SECTION? INCLUDING GETTING THE SHEARS WHICH WERE SUPPOSED TO BE IN THE GARDEN AND USED TO CUT THE SNAP DRAGON (there is an unused movie file left in the game files that shows this), AND A SKELETON KEY. IT ALSO SEEMS POSSIBLE THE SUBWAY TOKEN WAS ORIGINALLY HERE TOO. IT ALSO SEEMS HIGHLY LIKELY THAT A STRING SOMEWHERE WAS TO BE ATTACHED TO THE TOKEN SO IT COULD BE USED OVER AND OVER AGAIN]

<Dalboz?> This brings back memories. Something about co-ed naked spell casting.

<?> I applaud your pacifistic nature, but what kind of sorry-assed adventurer are you, magazine boy? Never put your sword down.

<?> I was lookin' for those shears.

<?> That's a Great Underground Subway Token. Ya know, it's useful for riding a Great Underground Subway.

<?> Good ole skeleton key. I love you baby.

<DALBOZ> Ah, the teleportation station. Fastest way to get around in the underground. 

<DALBOZ> Let's dematerialize, shall we?

<DALBOZ?> Ahh. The Great Underground Subway! 

<DALBOZ> Hmmm. A token. A slot. But how to put it all together without my "insert-token-into-slot" spell?

<DALBOZ> I was just about to suggest that.

DRAGON TOTEM

<DALBOZ> Hmm. Another vestige of the Inquisition. That tacky little souvenir is called a totem. They hold the imprisoned spirits of magical creatures. It's cheaper and easier than torture, and it's certainly much more space efficient.

<DRAGON> Wha-wha-what was that? I heard that! Uh, hello? Whoever you are -

<DALBOZ> It's me, Dalboz. I got chased out of my body by the Grand Inquisitor and ended up stuck in this lamp. This here's AFGNCAAP. So how'd they get to you?

<DRAGON> Well, I was just minding my own business, hanging out in the forest near Foozle, and next thing you know I'm cornered by a fierce posse, I mean, more of a phalanx, you would really call it, of about a hundred Inquisition Guards. You know! And I don't mean your average regular little sized Guards. I mean, these were big guys. Monsters! It took about, uh, well fifty of them to hold me down because mostly...

IN THE FORESTS OF FOOZLE.

GUARD HAS GRIFF TIED UP AROUND THE NECK WITH A STRONG ROPE

<TALL GUARD> Oh, what's this? You're a nobby little something or other, aren't you? A scrawny, scaly runt of a kitty-fish. 

<DRAGON> Who dares speak to the Great Dragon of the Empire with such insolence?! Behold the flames of my wrath - (gasp)

GRIFF COUGHS UP SMOKE

<TALL GUARD> (LAUGHING) Oh, beg mercy my lord. (BOWS DOWN ON ONE KNEE IN MOCKERY)

<DRAGON> Avert your eyes! My gaze is terrible! I am a dragon! 

<TALL GUARD> (LAUGHS)

<DRAGON> Well, I'm a sort of dragon, after a fashion, you know. If you dare look into my eyes, I'll turn you into, into, uh, jelly!

<TALL GUARD> Stone, you idiot. Not jelly.

<DRAGON> Ah! Stone. Right.

<WARTLE ON RADIO> Unit Red. Unit Red. Should we send backup?

GUARD UNSHEATHES SWORD

<TALL GUARD> You going to give me any trouble, runt?

GRIFF’S EYES GROW WIDE – HE FAINTS AND FALLS TO THE GROUND UNCONSCIOUS

<TALL GUARD> (INTO RADIO) No sir. Everything's under control here. 

GUARD SHEATHES SWORD

<DALBOZ> Tough break. So you're out of commission, huh? Well, I'm sure this kindly adventurer wouldn't mind the extra load.

<DRAGON> Thanks

SUBWAY STATION

<DALBOZ> Hey, slim? Whatcha reading? "How to hypnotize yourself." Guess it worked.

<LUCY?> You think he'd mind if we just borrowed that?

<DALBOZ> Whoo! That really clears the sinuses.

<DALBOZ> Well, that's just great. How are we going to get up there?

<DALBOZ> That was fun. Useless, but fun.

<DALBOZ> It's got to catch, somehow. Is there anything you could tie it to?

<DALBOZ> Ah - just a suggestion - next time you decide to throw a sword straight up into the air, take a step back before it lands. 

<DALBOZ> Very clever. I hope you can climb up there with all this junk you're carrying.

<DALBOZ> This place doesn't look safe.

<DALBOZ> The Underground Underground. "It's a subway! It's a political movement! It's a subway and a political movement!" Sounds like it's still operational, too.

<DALBOZ> Okay, now you want to take the red line east to the yellow line. Then switch off to the- Umm. I have no idea.

<DALBOZ> There seems to be some sort of problem here. I don't think this is doing anything.

<DALBOZ> That's it. Just keep hitting those buttons. Something's bound to happen.

<DALBOZ> If I were the adventurer, and you were the sidekick -- I think I'd try a different approach.

<DALBOZ> That's more like it. Now unless I'm mistaken, all you have to do is pick the place you want to go to, wait at the edge of the platform, and assume crash position.

<BROG> Ooh. Spell no work. Brog still confused.

<DALBOZ> Sheesh!

<DALBOZ> I guess I should warn you - the thing about the Underground Underground is, uh, there were a few cutbacks, and then a few more, and then, well - they just never got around to installing the brakes!

DUNGEON MASTER’S HOUSE

<DALBOZ> That's my house! And this is my garden! I'm home! I'm home! I'm home! Eh.

<DALBOZ> That's an eggplant. Get it? Egg-plant? No? Alright.

<DALBOZ> My gardening tools. Scroll, Shovel. Shovel, Scroll.

<SNAP DRAGON>(snoring)

<DALBOZ> It's a snap dragon. This thing needs to take a chill pill.

<DALBOZ> Watch it! Don't get too close. (if use shears)

<DALBOZ> If it is attracted to you, I'd say it's playing a little hard to get.

<DALBOZ> Might I suggest being a little more discriminating with that spell?

<DALBOZ> I don't think you would've wanted that to work, anyway.

<DALBOZ> It doesn't appear to be fooled.

<DALBOZ> There, there, hush, hush. Let those photosynthetic neuroses just ooze on out of you.

<DALBOZ> This just doesn't seem fair. Effective, maybe, but terribly unfair.

<DALBOZ> Perfecto. Now that's why people say, uh, plants are a man's best friend. Or whatever they say. I don't know any people.

<DALBOZ> I have a great home security system, but he's got some bad habits. Harry! It's me! Come on Harry, let me in.

<DALBOZ> Now what kind of self-respecting alarm system would let you do that?

<DALBOZ> Poor Harry. He starts with just one drink. One drink, he says. What can one teensy little drink do? And then another. And then another. And before you know it - Pffff! My house is sloshed on the front lawn.

<DALBOZ> There, there. He'll sleep it off. Shall we?

<DALBOZ> Do I look like I got any ID?

<DALBOZ> Ah, Quelbees. They'd sooner saw their wings off than let anyone get at their honey. Very delicate olfactory senses. Though I doubt that's helpful to you in any way.

<DALBOZ> They're not going to like that!

<DALBOZ> Pull the lard out first, or you'll curdle all the honey.

<HARRY> Hey baby. This is the Dungeon Master's Home Security System. You ain't gettin in here, so don't even try.

<HARRY> Sorry, baby, can't come in here.

<HARRY> I don't care if you're the Dungeon Master himself. You're still not gettin' in here.

<HARRY> Oh yeah? Well, you got any ID, "Me"?

<HARRY> You look like a lamp.

<HARRY> Sorry. House rules. No exceptions.

<HARRY> Want some Rye? Course ya do!

<HARRY> Here's to us! Who's like us? Damn few. And they're all dead.

<HARRY> You're the money, baby. You're so zorkmid and you don't even know it. You're the bomb.

<HARRY> Ah, nothin' like a good stogie.

<HARRY> Thanks alot, baby. My cuticles are all startin' to sprout.

<HARRY> Your puny weapons don't phase me, baby. Hell, I got the gardners coming this afternoon.

<?> Oh! If you even go near that thing I will personally pop out of this totem and bite you in the tukhas.

<?> I know you probably don't want to hear this right now, but you did deserve that.

<DALBOZ> Ah, my secret mirror room, where I brought lusty nymphs for trysts, I mean, where I woulda brought 'em if I had known any.

<DALBOZ> That window leads out to my bed of trampoline plants. It's sort of an organic fire escape.

<DALBOZ> What do you think, eh? This place has some nice appointments. I've always thought it could use a conversation pit, though.

<DALBOZ> My voice mail!...A message! Yes! Somebody remembered me...Oh. A hundred years ago.

<DALBOZ> She has no idea what she's missing. Actually, neither do I. What's she talking about?

<DALBOZ> Isn't that the fellow who used to do those Encyclopedia Frobozzica commercials? 

<DALBOZ> A hundred years of phone solicitor messages. There really should be a law.

<DALBOZ> These are all a hundred years old. Any poor fellow living in a dragon has probably been digested by now.

<DALBOZ> It slices - it dices - yes, folks, it's a combination mixer and houseplant, all rolled into one. I call it, the "ChiaProcessor."

<DALBOZ> The walking castle. He sure has grown. I'm glad I started keeping him outside.

<DALBOZ> He knows you're here. I think he just doesn't like you.

<DALBOZ> Ah, for the days when it was all as easy as saying - "Tea. Earl Gray. Hot."

<DALBOZ> This recipe, if I remember correctly, works almost like a potion --

<DALBOZ> Cocoa - hot and rich and murky, like a fresh compost pile.

<DALBOZ> Oh, wow, talk about deja vu. The last time I got a whiff of this stuff, I was working on a new spell. It had to do with time tunnels. It's - it's too dangerous to jump through them normally, but -- That's right. That's right. It let you send spirit essences through time. When they come out on the other end, they're back in their bodies.

<DALBOZ> It's called Yastard.

<DALBOZ> The cup's the best part - isn't it?

<VOICE MAIL Shona>

Hello, this is Shona from Gurth Publishing. And we're finishing up the latest edition of Gluttonous Recipes of the Fat and Unemployed, and we seem to have some discrepancy over the specifications for your cocoa blend. First off, Flatheadia Fudge is illegal contraband, not to mention a tad hard to come by. We can't find anyone with the guts to go near a Quelbee's nest. A bar of glazed hungus lard is just disgusting. And none of us can figure out what hotbugs are. And then there's this last thing, Moss of Mareilon. You don't really expect someone to go scraping for moss, do you? Look, we appreciate your submission, but if we can't reproduce your recipe, we can't expect anyone else to.

<VOICE MAIL SNEFFLE 1>

Right. Hello. Yes. Uh, this is Sneffle of the Guild of Bakers. Sneffle, yes, two 'ff's'. I've relocated, and I live in the, uh, throat, actually, of the, uh, Great WatchDragon of the Coconut - one word, WatchDragon - and there isn't normally a phone in my flat, except for my flatmate appears to have swallowed some sort of ship.  Well there's no accounting for, you know, digestive processes, but it appears to have once been a ship. That's what we get out here mostly, ships and the like - but that's neither here nor there –

<VOICE MAIL SNEFFLE 2>

Uh, sorry. It's me again. Sneffle, of the -- well, we've discussed all that. Right. Anyways, I'm a baker by trade, which should be fairly clear by my name, Sneffle of the Guild of -- right. Anyways. Since the end of all this magic business, I've had a devil of a time staying in business. I brought this up at the Guild, we took a vote, and all that, but nobody could help me, really. When a simple 'gloth' spell would fold the dough 83 times I could make a profit, but now 'gloth' hardly works, and when it does, it usually folds the dough too often and the butter melts, or it doesn't come out the right size, or –

<VOICE MAIL DOUG>

Hi. My name is Doug and I'm calling with a fantastic offer from the Frobozz Electric Publishing Company. If you subscribe to both Obedience Monthly and Conformer Reports today, you can qualify fo-

Hold on for an important message.

Has a phone call ever changed your life? This one quite possibly can. Frobozz Data Institute would like to offer you -- DALBOZ OF GURTH a free trial subscription to the Inquisition Cranial Enema Program.

<DALBOZ> My room! Ah, the nights I spent in this room - Warm, cozy, secure -Alone, bored, miserable, waiting for hour after sluggish hour to tick by - I guess I don't miss this place all that much.

<DALBOZ> Oh, how'd that get there. It's a time tunnel.

<DALBOZ> I wouldn't do that if I were you. You're likely to come out puréed on the other side.

GUE TECH

<DALBOZ> Now, if my memory serves me correctly, there should be a university around here somewhere. Good Lord, somebody moved it. 

<DALBOZ> Ah, my alma mater. The most prestigious spellcasting institution in all of Zork. And I was first in my class, too.

<DALBOZ> If you want to get in, you're going to have to pass the entrance exam. The three pillars. They test your aptitude for visualization, pattern recognition - and clicking.

<?> Fire above, water below

<?> What is cross but not angry?

<?> The shadow knows.

<?> What is you but not you?

<?> What shades you as you walk, is sculpted out of rock, and flows forth from your...

<?> Huh! Ah! Disgusting, I'm not going to say that!

<?> What has passed through you, but now must be passed through?

<DALBOZ> As you'll notice, the university doesn't exist in our space-time. It's in a parallel dimension called the Ethereal Planes of Atrii, which we sorcerers share with snack-cakes, former child stars, and people who own ferrets.

<DALBOZ> Hey! Free dirt.

<DALBOZ> What's going on here? Is all this really necessary?

<DALBOZ> Oh, fabulous. Now we get to do another one.

<BELBOZ> This is an Emergency Magicatronic Message from the Enchanters Broadcasting System. I am the Wizard Belboz. This is probably not a test. Should a tyrannical anti-magic despot have in fact eliminated magic from the Empire, you must find the following three lost Magic Artifacts. If you find them, magic will return.

<BELBOZ> You must find the Coconut of Quendor. It contains the magic knowledge of the Circle of Enchanters - knowledge enough to fill an entire coconut - hidden before magic was banished from the realm. It holds the power of High Magic - and makes, I'm told, one heck of a pina colada. The Wizard Y'Gael set sail into the Great Sea with it in 966 GUE. It was never heard from again. 

<BELBOZ> You must find the Skull of Yoruk, which contains the soul of Deep Magic. The powerful Skull has fueled wars, raised empires, toppled cities - and through it all, remained quite shiny. The Skull was stolen by a pack of Grues, near the historic White House, in the year 948.

<BELBOZ> You must find the missing Cube of Foundation, one of the seventeen building blocks which form our existence. The Cube that contains the power of Middle Magic was allegedly won in a game of Double Fanucci by the scoundrel Antharia Jack, proprietor of a gambling hall in Port Foozle. As the sources were intoxicated in the extreme, this information has never been verified.

<BELBOZ> Search out the time tunnels - this is the sole purpose for which we built them, aeons ago. This has been an Emergency Magicatronic Message from the Enchanters Broadcasting System. This has not been a test. If this had been a test, an annoying tone would have sounded. The tone would have sounded very much like this -- (an annoying tone)

<DALBOZ> Hey, uh, we've been doing this for a while. I don't think the end of this hallway is getting any closer.

<DALBOZ> This is the main hallway one took to class. I've never been down it.

<DALBOZ> This corridor goes on forever. It's almost as if it were -- Infinite.

<DALBOZ> Look! This is my locker! That's my stuff! My books and my papers and my - my - I guess I should have washed those gym shorts.

<DALBOZ> That's Yannick's locker. That rat-ant was my roommate here for three terms. Before he became the "Pastor of Disaster" up in the aboveground. He would have failed out, first term, if it weren't for me.

<DALBOZ> There you go. Crisis averted.

<DALBOZ> You have no idea. You can't imagine how many times he got crammed in this very locker. And who do you think jimmied him out? Look how he repaid me.

<DALBOZ> Look at this -- cheat notes. Crib sheets! He may run the empire, but he's not quite MENSA material.

<DALBOZ> Uh-uh. This is a magic university. These doors have all been Rezrov-proofed.

<BROG?> Whooh! Locker go BOOM!

(distant creak)

(BOOM)

(distant slam)

<Lucy?> Whooh. If that's your locker, I would hate to see where you live.

<Lucy?> What a geek. This guy must have been the biggest nerd in your class.

<SPELL CHECKER>

Checking spell.

Checking.

Spell check complete.

Spell named Snavig is torn. 

Repairing spell.

Repair is complete.

Spell named Beburtt is not yet imbued. 

Imbuing spell. 

Imbuing is complete.

Spell named Obidil is soggy. 

Drying spell. 

Drying is complete.

Spell named Zemdor is undamaged. Zemdor spell can only be cast once.

SIX-ARMED INVISIBLE BRIDGE GUARD

<BROG> Brog no see anybody! Who you talking to?

<DALBOZ> My lantern sense is tingling -- warning me of danger. Oh, and your sword's glowing, too.

<DALBOZ> I've heard of an armed guard -- but a six-armed guard?!

<GUARD> Bah. Get away from me bridge, ya cretin.

<GUARD> Go ahead, then. I could take ya with five arms tied behind me back.

<GUARD> For the sweet love of Pete, what do you want me to do with that?

REZROV GUARD

<GUARD> (-Zzip-) Doh! (-Zzip-) You don't go messin with a man's zipper.

IGRAM GUARD

<GUARD> Fat lot of good that'll do ya. How de ye think I got to be the six armed invisible bridge guy in the first place? Somebody already beat ya to it, me friend.

GIVE ROPE

<GUARD> That's a rope. And...?

GIVE ZORKMID

<GUARD> I spit on your filthy coinage. I'll have no part of it!

<GUARD> Take that! And that! And that, and that, and that and that! Ah HA!

<GUARD> Look at me, damn ya. I'm the six armed invisible bridge guy. Nobody messes with the six armed invisible bridge guy.

<GUARD> Oh, yer askin for it.

<GUARD> D' you go aroun' emptyin' yer pockets to every strappin' swordsman you meet?

CUTTING ROPES WITH SWORD, DEFEAT SIX-ARMED GUARD

<GUARD> Aaaaaaargh!

<DALBOZ> You gained 86 experience points and found a healing potion. Oops. Wrong kind of Dungeon Master.

GOLGATEM CHASM (WITHOUT WATER IN GORGE)

<DALBOZ> Hmm, if the spell was "build a bridge over a place where there used to be running water," that would've worked.

GOLGATEM CHASM (WITH WATER IN GORGE)

<DALBOZ> I like your style. Splendid job.

<DALBOZ> The spell checker. You used to have to wait in line for hours to use this thing. I guess we can cut to the front of the line now.

<DALBOZ> The Beburtt spell gives the appearance of inclement weather. I use it for family reunions.

<DALBOZ> Ah, Snavig, the trusty, all purpose shape changer spell. Nice fix.

<DALBOZ> The Obidil spell looks good as new.

<DRAGON> A Cretin? Moi? A cretin, indeed.

<DRAGON> What's that? Oh, okay! Well, that's all I needed to hear. Let's go.

<DRAGON> Hey now come on, would you listen to the guy? Let's just stop all this. I don't really need to get out of this totem, you know. I'm fine in here. Really. We all are.

<DRAGON> Oh, well I can see that he's obviously a man of principles. And I applaud that. Now let's get the hell out of here. Okay?

<DRAGON> Now, that's what I call a spellchecker!

<DALBOZ> GUE Tech, Eastlands. Boy this takes me back. The glory days of enchanting. I can't remember a damn thing.

<DALBOZ> Cha-Ching! 500 zorkmids!

<DALBOZ> Five hundred zorkmids. Let's just stuff those in a handy little sack, shall we?

<DALBOZ> Hey - where'd the water go? There's something stuck in the drain.

<?> Well that's a time saver. It writes itself in.

<?> And that, Jimmy is how a spell becomes a spell.

<?> Ah, the autognustoing spell book. Now that's the magic of .....magic.

<ALARM> 

Warning! Warning! 

Presence of cola beverage detected. 

This candy will self-destruct in 45 seconds.

Caution! 

Zork Rocks have been corrupted. 

This candy will self-destruct in 30 seconds.

Danger! Danger! 

Meltdown is imminent. 

This candy will self-destruct in 15 seconds.

10

9

8

7

6

5

4

3

2

1

This candy has self-destructed.

<DALBOZ> And the hallway becomes - a smallway.

<DALBOZ> Snacks! Sweet snacks! What a welcome sight to the road-weary adventurer!

<DALBOZ> Just where were you keeping that?

<DALBOZ> Look - an ice cream bar!

<DALBOZ> Hmm. I think some of these were here my freshman year.

<DALBOZ> NOOOOOOOOOOOO! I hate it when that happens.

<DALBOZ> It's not called the temporary-suck, is it? No. It's stayin' right here.

<DALBOZ> Perma Suck. From Frobozz Electric: "We don't make things that suck. We make things that suck - permanently."

<DALBOZ> Looks like those Zork Rocks fried the machine. This thing really does suck. Leave it here.

<LUCY> Oh man, that is the worst. I hate it when that happens.

<DRAGON> Ah, not to rush you or anything, but you know - you realize that we're going to explode in a few seconds, right?

<DRAGON> Look, I'm trying very hard to stay calm here - I really am. But you're not helping any by wandering around like this. Can we do something please?

FLOOD CONTROL DAM

<DALBOZ> Ah, I'm remembering why I've always preferred teleporting. This is the stop for the famed Flood Control Dam Number 3. I believe it was quite the tourist attraction in times far distant.

<DALBOZ> That right there is your average everyday letter opener. I'd tell you what it's good for, but that would rob you hours of game play.

<DALBOZ> Oh, no no. One letter opener wasn't enough for you pal.

<DALBOZ> There it is. One of the crowning achievements on Lord Dimwit's flat head.

<DALBOZ> Don't look at me. It's my first time here.

<DALBOZ> Oh, this is frustrating.

<DALBOZ> Now you're thinking outside the box. Snaps all around.

<DALBOZ> That musta done something.

<DALBOZ> Well, whatever. I guess a much-loved and irreplaceable three-hundred year old national treasure is a small price to pay. Congratulations!

<DALBOZ> That looks like - yep, it's Moss of Mareilon. There doesn't seem to be very much of it, though.

<DALBOZ> Beautiful. That's plenty.

<DALBOZ> I said, that's plenty.

JACK TOTEMIZATION 1

<WORKER> Totemization? Good. Now if you'd just be a lamb and sign this confession. It's a formality, really, you willingly agree to be eternally bound and totemized and so forth, blah blah blah, you've violated the laws and/or pointed suggestions of the Inquisition etc. etc. etc.

<JACK> No problem. Of course. Oh, look, wait. There's a mistake here on line 17 C.

<WORKER> Be a lamb. Just sign on the line.

<JACK> No, no, really, look. Here, where it's supposed to say "Stand in line for three hours and then get Totemized" it says - "Pop the Inspector one!" Oh, sorry -

<TALL GUARD> I'll sign for you. Pink copy's yours. Have a nice day.

JACK TOTEMIZATION 2

<WORKER> NUMBER FIFTY-SEVEN? FIFTY SEVEN?

<WORKER> Go on, then. In you go, fifty-seven.

<JACK> Wait - that's it? "In you go, fifty-seven?" Don't have to read something or, you know, say something? 

<WORKER> Yes. I say, "In you go, fifty-seven." And you go in. 

<JACK> Oh. Well. Can I at least have a hug?

<WORKERS> People! People! Not again. That's it. I can't work in these conditions.

<JACK> So, am I getting totemized, or what?

HADES
<DALBOZ> Can you hear it? Thousands of voices, lamenting some hideous fate. Or maybe it's just me.

<DALBOZ> It's a direct line to the Commissioner.

<PHONE> Thank you for calling the Hades Shuttle Service Courtesy Phone. Since the dawn of time, your choice for crossing over into the afterlife. To skip a message at any time, press 4. This service has recently undergone a retro-fitting to insure full ease of abuse, customer dissatisfaction, and user-unfriendliness while inefficiently bringing you, the recently deceased, to your final destination.  Before crossing, you'll need to answer a few simple questions using the touch tone pad.

<PHONE> Press 1 for the list of questions

to press 3, please press 7

to hear these options again, call back and listen to them again.

to press 4, hit the pound key

to return to the main menu, you're already there. 

press 8 to press 1

to wait on hold, stay on the line

to press 6, press 2

for a list of numbers, count to 10

to press 7, press 5

to hear the answers, press 6

to press 0, press the star key

to hear these options backwards, press 9

to press the star key, press 0

press 3 if you really want to

for all other inquiries, please blah blah blah blah blah blah blah.

<PHONE> halb halb halb halb halb halb halb esaelp, seiriuqni rehto lla rof ot tnaw yllaer uoy fi 3 sserp

0 sserp, yek rats eht sserp ot

9 sserp, sdrawkcab snoitpo eseht raeh ot

yek rats eht sserp, 0 sserp ot

6 sserp, srewsna eht raeh ot

5 sserp, 7 sserp ot

10 ot tnuoc, srebmun fo tsil a rof

2 sserp, 6 sserp ot

enil eht no, dloh no tiaw ot

1 sserp ot 8 sserp

ereht ydaerla er'uoy, unem niam eht ot nruter ot

yek dnuop eht tih, 4 sserp ot

.niaga meht ot netsil dna kcab llac, niaga snoitpo eseht raeh ot

7 sserp esaelp, 3 sserp ot

snoitseuq fo tsil eht rof 1 sserP

<PHONE> Press the star key for 'What is all this? I just want to call the damn shuttle, is that so much to ask?'

<PHONE> 
The answers are as follows:

press 1 for 'yes'

press 3 for 'rather stinky'

press 6 for 'no'

press 9 for 'a great deal of cheese'

or press the star key for 'What is all this? I just want to call the damn shuttle, is that so much to ask?'

to return to the main menu, return to the main menu.

<PHONE> I don't have to take that.

<PHONE> I did not hear you entry, please re-enter your selection now.

<PHONE> I hope you enjoyed yourself.

<PHONE> Are you currently living?

<PHONE> We're sorry, but use of the Hades Shuttle Service by pre-mortem individuals is strictly prohibited. Please call back when you are extremely dead.

<PHONE> Did your period of demise occur within the last 10 days?

<PHONE> We're sorry, but entrance into Hades must occur within a 10 day grace period. Failure to do so will result in a punitive 100 year waiting period. Please feel free to make use of our generous lobby accommodations.

<PHONE> Incorrect

<PHONE> What did the people of Thriff use to thwart starvation during the 3 month period in which their space-shifting village was trapped beneath the milk sea?

<PHONE> Incorrect

<PHONE> What was the famous response from Dinklemar the Curt, when asked to describe his unfortunate stay in the belly of a malodorous surmin?

<PHONE> Incorrect

<PHONE> You have correctly answered all the questions. Congratulations. A shuttle will be along shortly to transport you to Hades, where you will languidly spend the rest of eternity. Have a hell of a day.

<DALBOZ> Charon. The oarsman of the River Styx. Whew! I don't know how he manages to generate a stink, but he most certainly does.

<DALBOZ> You've transmogrified yourself into his clone! If you're gonna do something, do it fast. You won't stay like this for very long.

<DALBOZ> Your sword's blowing glue. Let me try that again. Your sword's glowing blue.

HEAD1=LEFT HEAD (HIS RIGHT HEAD)

<HEAD1> Lets cut the crap, ok? You got this far - you know the drill. You're the adventurer, I'm your basic

<HEAD2> We're your basic two-headed guardian of Hades type creature. You're looking for treasure, manna, crystals, red pages, blue pages, whatever.

<HEAD1> It's all the same really.

<HEAD2> The point is, you wanna get by.

<HEAD1> They always do.

<HEAD2> And we gotta kill ya. 

<HEAD1> We always do.

<HEAD2> There's a little banter, a little slaying, chop chop chop, yada yada yada, and then I gotta string your entrails all over the place and make a big mess. 

<HEAD1> Do us both a favor. Beat it. That is before we change our minds.

<HEAD1> Haven't you heard a word we've said?

<HEAD2> That Charon guy'll row just about any moron across the river.

<HEAD2> Don't even start with us, sparky.

<HEAD2> Oh, sure. Just dig into the old inventory. Something's gotta work. 

<HEAD1> What are you, stupid?

<HEAD1> Ooh. Have we slimmed down? There's something - SASSY - about us today. 

<HEAD2> Sassy? What are we talking about? We look the same as always. We're a big, fat, ugly two-headed monster.

<HEAD1> A big, fat, SASSY two-headed monster.

<HEAD1> So tell us, what time do we get off work?

<HEAD2> We just need to take a long, cold shower. Together.

<HEAD1> Hmm. Now you look like us. Which is an improvement, but you're still not getting by.

<HEAD1> Taking your lunch break early, huh? Don't forget to punch out.

<HEAD1> What are you doing?

<HEAD2> That's not your card.

<HEAD1> You're not Charon!

<HEAD2> Who are you?

<HEAD1> Where... Where'd you come from?

<HEAD2> You're not getting through here again sparky!

<HEAD1?> Sweet buckets of bony ass. You just turned into him.

(gasp)

<DALBOZ> Relax boys, it's addressed to me.

<DALBOZ> You've got mail

<DALBOZ> 666. Very cute.

<DALBOZ> Mail? Open it! Open it!

<DALBOZ> Somebody sent us a letter.

<DALBOZ> Oh look, it's addressed to me. Ain't that the darndest thing? My fan mail follows me everywhere.

<DALBOZ> Oh my. That's a time tunnel. I don't do time tunnels.

<DALBOZ> Not me. You're the adventurer, I'm the lamp. I do the sidekick thing, make a few wisecracks -- standard stuff.  Whatever goes through there, goes without me.

<DALBOZ> Oh, that's an interesting look. Interesting like Jojo the Slime-Faced Boy is interesting.

<DALBOZ> Of all the choices, you decide to go straight to hell. What exactly was the thought process involved in that decision?

<DALBOZ> Could you get up? Nothing personal. I can't breathe.

<DALBOZ> Sheesh. Remind me never to die.

FIND BROG

<BROG> Pretty Buttons. Pretty buttons not nice for tummy. Pretty Buttons make big machine go BOOM!

<BROG> Bad guys squish Brog in thing. Brog thing now. Brog sitting here LONG time - being thing and thinking about rocks. Rrrrrrrrrrocks!

<DALBOZ> Hi, my name's Dalboz. I'm the one in the lantern The person who's carrying us hasn't given us a name, so I just use AFGNCAAP. I find it fits he, she, or it pretty well.

<BROG> Brog am Brog.

<DALBOZ> Uh-huh. I never woulda figured that out. So how'd you end up in that totem, big guy?

<BROG> Hello-oh. Brog like rocks! Mmm. Rocks. Brog thinking about Rocks. Brog thinking about Rocks and how nice they are. Nice for his tummy.

BROG INTRO

BORG ENTERS TOTEMIZER ROOM IN MONASTERY FROM GRATING BELOW (FROM SUBWAY)

HE STANDS TO HIS FEET AND LOOKS AROUND

<BROG> Nice cave. Cave good place to hide.

WALKS TOWARDS THE CONTROLS OF THE MACHINE

<BROG> Hello buttons. 

PRESSING THE ‘ON’ BUTTON. THE RED LIGHT TURNS OFF, GREEN LIGHT TURNS ON. DOORS TO TOTEMIZER OPEN. EERIE LIGHTS SPILL OUT OF IT.

<BROG> Oooh. Green is pretty. 

BROG CRAWLS ON THE RAMP INTO THE MACHINE.

<BROG> Brog find nice hiding place. No bad things will happen to him noooooow. Ooooow!

WATCH DRAGON

<BROG> Uh-oh. Brog can't swim. No. Brog want go back now.

LUCY FLATHEAD

Whoa. This doesn't look anything like the brochure. 

I don't know how to break this to you, but I'm not much of a swimmer.

Let me rephrase that. I'm not, well, any of a swimmer. All us Flatheads -- we drop like rocks.

DRAGON 

<DRAGON> Come to papa - you nut.

<DRAGON> Oh, now that's what I call an entrance

<DRAGON> Let's go home, okay?

<DRAGON> I'm flying. Hey! Look at me! I'm flying. Weeeeeeee!

<DRAGON> Uh, you don't actually want me to fly into a dragon's mouth, do ya?

<DRAGON> You know the odds against successfully flying into a dragon's mouth are about oh, I'd say, a zillion to one.

<DRAGON> Oh, what an attractive little archipelago! Now, this is my idea of a vacation. A little fun, a little sun and, I don't have any nose cream.

<DRAGON> Uh, hey - can we get a few drinks around here?

<DRAGON> Oh, uh, the kind with the little umbrellas?

<DRAGON> Well I heard you the first time. Well, I'm not much of a swimmer, you know what I mean?

<DRAGON> I'm like a big-time, dragon-type guy. My scales are like armor! I am huge! And Fearless! I'd just sink like a stone!

<DRAGON> I'm baking out here. Oh, the heat! I'm gonna get heatstroke out here. I know it.

<DRAGON> I could open that if I wanted to. You know. I just don't feel like it, just today.

<DRAGON> Hmmm. Let me guess now. You'll be wanting me to open that. Right? Well, you can open it yourself.

<DRAGON> It's like a sauna out here. Did I mention that before? A Sauna.

<DRAGON> Oh! Tha-tha-tha-that's a wa-wa-wa-water grue. Do you know what water grues do? They rip your flesh from your bones and chew you up into little bits. Little bits.

<DRAGON> What are you NUTS! I'm not gettin' near that thing! I mean, it's not that I'm scared or anything. I'm just - I'M FREAKIN' TERRIFIED!

<DRAGON> Aww, poor little guy. It's like a water grue t.v. dinner waiting to happen.

<DRAGON> What are you gettin so torked up about? It's called fishing. It happens.

<DRAGON> Oh, he's bait.

<DRAGON> Well, is that really necessary? Because, you know, I mean, uh, that's kind of a sharp rock, see, and not to mention the whole transaction seems just a smidge unsanitary.

<DRAGON> Oh, all right. But I'm getting kind of sick of you telling me what to do.

<DRAGON> Awww, do I have to, boss?

<DRAGON> Oh yeah, sure, whatever. I'm like putty in your grubby little hands.

<DRAGON> Okay, but I'm really beginning to question the dynamic here. I mean, I just "give give give give give" and you just "take take take take take." Is that it?

<DRAGON> Wha-wha-wha wha what was that? Oh dear god it’s a dragon!

<DRAGON> Don't look now, but I think the island just wa-wa-woke up -- and he's a ...WEE BIT CRANKY!!!

<DRAGON> Well, that's an air pump. So? Let's pump some air.

<DRAGON> That's how I feel most of the time.

<DRAGON> Oh hey, well, uh, "ahoy there!"

<DRAGON> Uh, excuse me. You got the wrong guy. I'm a dragon not an elf.

<DRAGON> At ease.

<DRAGON> Hey! Who you callin' a scallywag? Scallywag. And I don't, uh, want anybody blowin' anybody down here either - what you said.

<DRAGON> Thanks, pal. I'll keep that in mind.

<DRAGON> Ah! You're full of hot air.

<DRAGON> It's a boat. So? You wanna make something of it?

<DRAGON> Uh, you think this island is so safe? I mean, those rocks don't look so stable over there.

INFLATABLE CAPTAIN
You ever been stuffed in a dragon's nose? 

This ain't funny ye sick sea-farin' bastard.

Yearr! 

Yeaharrr! 

Yearrg! 

Arrrg!

(POP) Thar she blows!  (SPLASH) Arg!

SNEFFLE

Hello? Hello? What's going on up there?

Mind the shaking, would you? I've got a zorkshire pudding in the oven down here.

Actually, since you're there, maybe you could help me out. 

I'm trying to make meself a pina colada down here, and I'm running short on ingredients. So I need to run to the store to pick up a coconut. If I throw you a rope, could you tie it to one of the dragon's teeth so I could climb up?

Brilliant. Thanks, mate. I'd, oh, I'd invite you down, but the place is a mess. And, I, well, I'm...naked.

Cheers!

Aah!

Just hold the rope, please. Thanks, mate.

Hello there! Hello? Did you get the rope? Hello? Well - oh - that's odd.

Hello? Anybody? I don't mean to be a bother, but my ice is starting to melt.

<DRAGON> Excuse me?

<DRAGON> Here you go, pal. Take mine. Cause I ain't tyin' nothing to no dragon's tooth, ya got that? It's not that I'm afraid or anything. It's just that I'm, uh, I'm. It's just -- it's just -- not sanitary, what you do.

<DRAGON> You know, my hyperactive superego is composed of complex neuroses, you know, that usually keep me from doing things like touchin' a dragon's tooth!!!

<DRAGON> Okay, that is just disgusting. I mean, what did this guy eat for dinner. I mean, WHO did he eat?

<DRAGON> You know, that would make an excellent popping utensil. But I really don't want to make any dragons, you know, uncomfortable.

<DRAGON> Oh, come on. You gotta be a moron to perform an impromptu root canal on a sleeping dragon. It just isn't done.

<DRAGON> Hey! How convenient. We could put something there!

<DRAGON> That would be a coconut. Oh yeah. The coconut of Quendor. I was looking for that nut. 

<DRAGON> Ah, well that was easy. All we had to do was tickle a freakin' DRAGON, fly into his MOUTH, send a guy to his doom, and shoot an inflatable sea captain out his NOSE! I wish everything in life were so simple.

<DRAGON> That's a rope all right. Thanks mate!

<DRAGON> Hey, what goes up must come down. That's called nature.

<DRAGON> Somehow, I don't think that was its intended usage.

<DRAGON> Well, I'm not going to dwell on it, but that - that was stupid.

<DRAGON> You're drivin' me CRAZY!

INSIDE CASTLE

<DALBOZ> Wow, I've never gone inside him before. This is pretty gross.

<BROG> Brog find nice home for skull. Go to sleep little skull.

<BROG> Whee! Air Brog!

<BROG> Pretty castle. Pretty - guts?

<BROG> Castle is Brog's friend.

<LUCY> Wow! Very sparkly. Not to mention, anatomically correct. The whole place kinda says, "I am magic, hear me roar."

<DRAGON> Hey! Nice joint. Uh, now let's just, uh, stick this thingamabob in that thingamajigger and tango on outta here. Okay?

<DRAGON> Ta-da. Good work, kid.

<DRAGON> I know, I know. Back into the bag.

<DRAGON> Yay! We beat the dragon. We were brave! Oh, I can't wait to get back to my normal neurotic life.

<DRAGON> You know - Wacky Aunt Lucrezia. Mass murdered eighteen hundred husbands of hers, or something - I forget - something like that.

<DRAGON> Uh, you are your Aunt Lucrezia's niece. You know that don't you?

WHITE HOUSE

<DRAGON> Hey! That's the White House, isn't it? Wow. Before it was condemned.

<DRAGON> Uh, with all due respect, I'm afraid that my hyper-neurotic tendencies sort of mandate a strict adherence to state and federal law.

<DRAGON> Oh jeez, what if someone's in the house? I don't wanna get caught. Oh, all right.

<DRAGON> Hey, the spell fairy left us another present.

<DRAGON> That oughta do it.

<DRAGON> Oops. I almost forgot.

<DRAGON> Uuuup.

<DRAGON> Doooooown.

<DRAGON> Oh Jeez. I, uh, really hope not.

<DRAGON> I understand.

<DRAGON> I am the Great Dragon of the Empire. Be-Beware the flames of my wrath!

<DRAGON> All ye who stand before this bridge have completed a great and perilous - You don't really need me to read this, do you? Really?

<DRAGON> Sorry pal. I can fly, I can complain, I can breathe fire - okay, maybe I can't breathe fire, but I sure as Hades can't pull these boards off either.

<DRAGON> Welcome to Zork! Zork is a game of adventure, danger, and low cunning. In it you will explore some of the most amazing territory ever seen by mortals. No computer should be without one! What's a computer?

<DRAGON> Well I do have to agree with the lady, here. This is far from productive, you know, and who's to say we shouldn't be conserving our energy for, uh, you know -- whatever lies up there ahead.

<DALBOZ?> A hard-boiled Grue Egg. Am I enabling something here?

<DALBOZ?> This seems somehow metaphorical.

<DALBOZ?> Do you have some kind of plan here, uh, that you might fill me in on, or, uh, were you just suddenly craving eggs?

<DALBOZ?> Is an egg ever really just an egg?

<DALBOZ?> You know, I wonder how old Mother Grue is going to feel about us frying up little Junior, here.

<DALBOZ?> Oh dear. Oh dear! The elvish sword is glowing. That means danger is afoot. Can we go home?

<BROG> Brog no like it here. Brog teeny bit scared.

<BROG> Brog know dumb. That dumb.

<BROG> Whoops!

<BROG> Oh. Brog throw like girl!

<BROG> Oh no! Brog need eggs.

<BROG> Brog do good.

<BROG> Egg go BOOM!

<BROG> 

Every Broggie do your share, 

do your share, 

do your share - 

Every Broggie do your share, 

oh - I forget.

<BROG> Brog get it. Just need time.

<BROG> Aw. Brog throw like girl Brog.

<BICKERING TORCH> Was that a Grue? Is this a dark cave? Did you hear one word I said to ya? See ya, pal. I'm doused.

<BROG> Yuch! No no eat egg! Brog like Rocks!

<BROG> Rocks! Mmmm - Brog like rocks.

<BROG> Mmm. Creamy quartz filling. Brog favorite flavor.

<BROG> Oooo. Brog tummy full. No more rocks today.

<BROG> Brog eat rocks!

<BROG> Rocks! Mmm. 

<FLICKERING TORCH> I will not flicker. I will not flicker. I will visualize myself becoming brighter and brighter. I am a star. No - better! I am the sun! Or perhaps just a small, flickering torch.

<FLICKERING TORCH> Whee! It's almost fun, in a way, isn't it, all this jumping business, when you get the hang of it. I'm not even thinking about the - the Grues. Oh dear. Grues.

<FLICKERING TORCH> We're quite a team, aren't we, you and I? I wouldn't miss this for the world. As long as you're in this dank hole, I'll be burning right beside you, every second of the way. Not a flicker in sight, my thick friend. Oh 

<FLICKERING TORCH> The Skull of Yoruk! We did it! We did it! Oh, good show, my thick-witted friend.

<BROG> Brog no good. But Brog trying.

<BROG> Uh-Oh. Brog fix. Brog fix.

<BROG> Oh, Brog not touch. Brog make big mess.

<BROG> Brog much better at this game. Easy.

<BROG> Brog found skull. Now Brog need to get skull.

<BROG> Good puzzle. Smart Brog.

<BROG> Brog found skull.

<TORCH> What do you want, half-wit?

<TORCH> Leave me alone, short pants.

<TORCH> Go ahead, use me. Why should you be any different?

<BROG> Nope.

<BROG> No.

<BROG> Not going to work.

<BROG> Yeuch! Gooey Grue egg.

<BROG> Hmmm. Big Toothpick. Good for pebbles in teeth.

<BROG> Hold still little torch.

<BROG> Brog is kaleidoscope of emotion.

<BROG> Brog like wood no talk much better.

<BROG> Brog not like eggs in a can, Brog not like them, Brog Brog am.

<BROG> Funny torch.

<BROG> Nah.

<BROG> Ya...no.

<BROG> No work.

<BROG> Okay.

<BROG> Ooh. Big shiny thing. Brog get inside.

<LUCY> Wait -- wait. I got this one. I am standing in an open field, west of a white house with a boarded front door. It's the White House, isn't it? Only before - Well, I mean, it's been condemned ever since I was a little girl.

<BROG> Hello? Hello up there? Why you never talk to Brog?

<LUCY> Ah, the adventurer's credo, "take everything that's not nailed down, even if it's a federal offense."

<BROG> Boards hurting house! Leave house alone, nails!

<LUCY> You know, these boards don't really scream hospitality to me. But I just had to try.

<LUCY> Whoever put these boards up probably meant for them to stay there.

<LUCY> That's okay.

<LUCY> Sorry. I was just doing a little exploring. But I can't even seem to budge you.

<LUCY> Dark caves?

<LUCY> Grues?

<LUCY> Luckless adventurers?

<LUCY> Who?

<LUCY> Are you taking some kind of workshop?

<LUCY> Let me know who wins.

<TORCH> Where are you taking me? What will we be doing? Does - does it involve extreme darkness, explicit danger, or untamed underground animal life?

<TORCH> I'm the Flickering Torch -- I do flicker -- and that's okay. I'm afraid of dark caves, and I've accepted that about myself. 

<TORCH> Sorry. I'm wedged in here too tightly.

<TORCH> BACK OFF! How would you feel if I just walked up and grabbed you?

<TORCH> Sorry. I don't do "explore."

<TORCH> Sorry.

<TORCH> Pass.

<TORCH> Not with a ten foot pole.

<TORCH> Give it up, lady. You can't even lift me. You're no Lara Croft.

<TORCH> Don't touch me. I don't need a -- a -- a whatever you are -- dragging me around with your clammy, uh, paws. Or, claws. Or, uh -- say, what kind of thing are you, anyways?

<TORCH> Ah, blow it out your tail.

<TORCH> I'm the Bickering Torch. That's what they call me, anyways. I prefer to call myself El Grande Queso.

<TORCH> Ignore him. He's, well, uh - let's just say he's taking a little swim in the river of Me.

<TORCH> You must be so proud.

<TORCH> One more word outta you, Happy Clown, and I'm gonna spew.

<TORCH> Oh, all right. But I'm warning you, first sign of a Grue and I'm doused, you hear me? Out like a light. 

<TORCH> Why didn't I get made out of top quality wood like the other torches?

<TORCH> Everyone likes the Flickering Torch better than me.

<TORCH> You know doc, sometimes a torch is just a freakin' torch.

<BROG> All -- ye - um, ye who -- dumb words. Brog hate words.

<BROG> Aw - dumb words. Brog hate words.

<LUCY> All ye who stand before this bridge have completed a great and perilous adventure which has tested your wit and courage. You have mastered the first part of the ZORK trilogy. Those who pass over this bridge must be prepared to undertake an even greater adventure that will severely test your skill and bravery! That sounds pretty rough. What do you say we get out of here?

<TORCH> I really should come with you -- no. I will not tell myself what I should or ought to be doing. I'm afraid I'm quite stuck.

<TORCH> Sorry. We're wedged in here pretty tight. It produces quite a bit of negative chi, but I'm not going to feel isolated. I'm going to feel you-and-me-solated.

<TORCH> Yes, well, I'm getting in touch with my inner wick. Until I got this position, I spent my life in dark caves, surrounded by horrible Grues. The negative energy was defining me. I developed this flicker. Now I'm fighting for me.

<TORCH> I'm hearing that you really enjoy rocks.

<TORCH> Holding in feelings and maintaining composure in the face of death does not define bravery. Bravery is being the torch you are, even when others would impose external standards on how you "should" behave.

<TORCH> Don't let that negative energy shine on me.

<TORCH> I think what you're really doing is projecting your feelings about yourself onto others.

<TORCH> You're projecting again.

<TORCH> Don't let that negative energy shine on me.

<DALBOZ> Euch! Well, somebody better clean it up. You can get a pretty stiff fine for that sort of thing.

<DALBOZ> See, we can do this whole adventure thing, you and I, and – we – I've got a bad feeling about this.

<DALBOZ> Perma-seal. Another fine product from the Perma series.

<DALBOZ> Don't you remember the signs from Port Foozle? It's that totemizer machine - and it's powered up again. They must have discovered an alternative power source - like building treadmills at the local orphanage.

<DALBOZ> Hey, uh, whatcha planning to do with that switch, huh? You're not thinking of pulling it are you?

<DALBOZ> (whimper)(SCREAM!!!)(whimper)

<DALBOZ> You think those cranky Inquisition creeps want us to be doing this? You think that creepy crank with the big swirly mustache wants us to be doing this?

<DALBOZ> Hmm. Informative. Yet deeply disturbing. I'm sorry I can't help. We never covered this in shop class.

<DALBOZ> Jeez, I'm sorry, kid. Looks like you're on the Inquisition's Most Wanted list thanks to me. If it's any consolation, I think you're much better looking than the police sketch.

<DALBOZ> This looks some kind of wacko communication device the guards here must use. Yannick shore do like his toys, don't he?

<DALBOZ> Hmm. I'd say the Inquisition has way too much time on its hands.

<DALBOZ> Oh Zoiks, this is bad. Like, I'll go wait in the mystery machine with Scooby Doo.

<DALBOZ> So this is where Yannick keeps his creepy little totemizer machine. Now whatever you do, don't go inside.

<DALBOZ> What did I say? What did I say? I specifically told you not to go near the totemizer. But, Oh no, you had to touch everything in this game. Ouch! Now look what you... Ouch! That really hurts. I think I'm gonna be..Ouch! Ow! Eeh! Ow!

<?> Thank you very much ladies and gentlemen. I'm here every Tuesday night. Drive safe and tip your waitresses. I love you, you baby, love you.

<DALBOZ> Oh, this is downright embarrassing.

<DALBOZ> You're sitting on my head.

<DALBOZ> Thanks a lot. You perma sealed us. This perma sucks.

<DALBOZ> Hey, this is pretty. Why are you turning blue?

<LUCY> 

Nine thousand nine hundred and forty two bottles of mead on the wall, 

nine thousand nine hundred and forty two bottles of mead, 

you take one down and pass it around, 

nine thousand nine hundred and forty one bottles of mead on the wall.

<LUCY> Six zillion three hundred billion and sixteen bottles of mead on the wall, 

six zillion three hundred billion and sixteen bottles of mead, 

you take one down and pass it around, 

six zillion three hundred billion and fifteen bottles of mead on the wall.

<LUCY> Hey, you guys! Down here! In the bin!

<LUCY> Thanks. When they left me behind in the bin, I thought I was gonna be stuck here forever. Oh, no. You guys are totems too. 

<DRAGON> Yeah. We all got squished. What did you do?

<LUCY> I was part of the Resistance. You know, the Magic Underground. There's a whole movement in the streets. 

LUCY INTRO

LUCY FLATHEAD IS IN THE ALLEYS OF PORT FOOZLE. SHE SPRAY PAINTS “DIS” IN BLUE SPRAY PAINT BEFORE “OBEY” ON A POST OF YANNICK THAT ORIGINALLY READ “OBEY THE INQUISITOR”

<LUCY> Now that's a rule I can live by.

WARTLE AND A GUARD CATCH HER IN THE ACT

<WARTLE>Ah HEM! And to think your people once ruled the empire. (LAUGHS) Arrest the Flathead!

(GUARD TAKES THE SPRAYCAN FROM LUCY)

<LUCY> Wait - It's not what you think!

<WARTLE> Oh really? What am I thinking?

<LUCY> Hmmm, gee it's hard to tell. (PUTS HER POINTER FINGERS TO HER TEMPLES) There's so much interference coming from your - mustache. (WARTLE AND GUARD FINGER THEIR MUSTACHES) You're out of milk. (WARTLE RESTS HIS HANDS ON HIS BELT) Your pants are chafing you. (WARTLE PULLS UP HIS PANTS) And you're going to totemize every magic creature in the empire. And here I thought oppressing the regular folks was enough of a full-time job. (PUTS HER HAND ON WARTLE’S CHIN) Busy, busy, busy!

<WARTLE> (PRETENDING TO ACT AMUSED) For you, I'll make the time. Take her to the totemizer.

(GUARD APPREHENDS LUCY)

<LUCY> What? Over a bit of paint?

<WARTLE> Well listen, it doesn't matter what you do, telepath. Your species, like all magic, has been declared extinct. Take her to the totemizer!

<LUCY> What! No rack? No gallows? (SHE ELBOWS THE GUARD) What kind of loser Inquisition is this? (GUARD TAKES HER AWAY)

<WARTLE> It's attitude like that that made the House of Flathead what it is today. Fallen!

EXHIBIT 1

In 773 GUE, a local civil servant caused unspeakable devastation to the city of Mareilon when he attempted to cast Zemdor, a spell that turns originals into triplicate, and accidentally cast Zimbor, a spell designed to turn one really big city into lots of tiny, little ashes. He reportedly apologized to the city, with the words: "Whoops! My bad!"

EXHIBIT 2

Havoc struck Quendor when the Wizard of Frobozz, the court magician of Lord Dimwit Flathead, accidentally transformed Dimwit's famed castle, Flatheadia, into a mountain of fudge. In one errant stroke of wayward magic, the Wizard simultaneously destroyed both the skyline and the waistline of the House of Flathead.

EXHIBIT 3

In the mid-10th century GUE, a group of rogue alchemists seeking the fifth element of the quintessence of immortality, released a vengeful force known as the Nemesis. The Nemesis tormented innocents -- and a great many less-than-innocents, when innocents could not be located -- throughout the Eastlands.

EXHIBIT 4

The History of Zork was rarely a chronological study, until the Inquisition officially sealed the ancient network of time tunnels that runs beneath the Empire. History in Zork now happens but once - and there are, as the Quendoran schoolchildren are known to say, "No Backsies."

PORT FOOZLE IN THE PAST

<LUCY> Sweet Yoruk! 

<LUCY> God, does it feel great to get out and stretch.

<LUCY> Look - it's Foozle. Minus a whole lot of barb wire and a few Redcoats running around.

<LUCY> I remember these good old days, when we were between Inquisitions.

<BROG> Brog feel funny here. Whoah - oh! Body? Body? Oh, little body, you came back to Brog! Nice blue body. Brog miss you!

<LUCY> I'm beginning to sense this mission is fraught with peril.

<LUCY> Anybody home in there?

<LUCY> Um, I haven't danced in a long time.

<LUCY> I'm beginning to sense this mission is fraught with peril.

<LUCY> We get the point.

<LUCY> That's right, big boy. Just stick to the fundamentals.

<LUCY> That bites.

<MAN> Hello? Hello? Oh very funny, guys. Good joke.

<MAN> Ha-ha. Morons. 

<MAN> We don't serve your kind here. 

<MAN> You're gonna have to wait outside.

<MAN> HEY! Oh - just your luck. It's ladies' night. Come on in and save me a dance!

<LUCY> Ah. We are lame. I don't know what we're supposed to be doing here. Let's travel back on out of here.

<DRAGON> Okay now. So I'm lookin' for some kind of coconut, right? Some magic freakin' thinga-ma-jig...?

<DRAGON> Oh my spine. Time travel is terrible for the lower lumbar, you know. You think there's a chiropractor around here?

<DRAGON> I don't know about this. I'm not so sure this is a good idea. 

<DRAGON> Forget it. I, uh, changed my mind. Let's get out of here.

<DRAGON> Oh, that's just great. I'll wait out here with the droids.

<DRAGON> Uh, I'm just gonna take that as a no.

<DRAGON> The Wizard?

<DRAGON> Uh, okay, right, uh, well that's as it should be. Thanks a lot and uh, sorry if we inconvenienced you in any way. He's a big guy.

<DRAGON> Let's go? Ok, I, uh, know when I'm not wanted.

<FLYOD> I love the lovely ladies.

<FLYOD> I love to love the lovely ladies.

<FLYOD> Breathe in. Breathe out. 

<FLYOD> In. Out.

<FLYOD> Um. Ah. Um. Ah. Um. Ah.

<FLYOD> Sorry lady. High rollers only.

<FLYOD> Whoah. Sorry.

<FLYOD> High rollers only!

<LUCY> Not bad?

<FLYOD> You got the egg!

<LUCY> Yeah. So what did I win?

<FLYOD> Nothing.

<JACK> Hey Floyd!

<FLYOD> Yeah boss?

<JACK> Go get her, bring her here. Ok? She's ready to play. Go, go get her!

<FLYOD> Uh, you won a very special privilege. You get to go into the back room, and uh, play with the high rollers.

<LUCY> What do you mean?

<FLYOD> Follow me.

<BAR TENDER> (who is the same as the OLD GUARD)

Want some rye?

Course ya do!

<JACK> Uh, Hi.

<LUCY> He is cute. Too cute. Something must be wrong with him.

<JACK> I'm Jack. You know, "Antharia Jack." You probably remember me from my hit TV series, "Z-Team?" 

<LUCY> Bingo! What a conceited pig! Did I just say that out loud? Where, ah, I mean, I was expecting you to be a conceited pig.

<JACK> Me? I think I sense some chemistry! We're going to play a high-stakes game of Grue, Fire, Water. Floyd, tell her about the house rules.

<FLYOD> Oh, there's rules. Yeah. They're real easy. Grue drinks water, water puts out fire, fire scares Grue.

<LUCY> So what's the ante?

<JACK> Floyd, tell her about the ante.

<FLYOD> Oh yeah, there's an ante. You're wearin' it.

<LUCY> Strip - Grue, Fire, water?

<JACK> That's right.

<LUCY> Unbelievable.

<JACK> Floyd! You game? Please, please, please be game!

<LUCY> Tell me something, Jack. Does this little game actually work with women?

<JACK> You tell me. I'm so pathetic!
<LUCY> Pathetic but cute. Okay. I'll give it a try.

<JACK> Great. But I have to warn you. I haven't lost a game yet.

<JACK> You ready to play for real this time? Cause I'm not gonna wait around forever.

<JACK> Everyone always takes fire when they've just been beaten by it. I'll fake her out. I'll use water. No, no, no! I'll fake myself out and use fire. Yeah.

<JACK> Ah, trusty fire.

<JACK> Ah, fire. Nigh invulnerable.

<JACK> You go Grue.

<JACK> I'll use water. No one ever expects water.

<JACK> She thinks I'm gonna use water. So I'll use fire. Nah - but maybe that's just what she wants me to do ... nah! I'll play Grue.

<JACK> Hmm. Grue. Fire. Grue. Fire. Grue. Fire!

<JACK> Everyone always takes fire when they've just been beaten by it. I'll fake her out. I'll use water. No, no! I'll fake myself out and use fire. Yeah!

<JACK> Oh, I'm onto her now. She's trying to trick me into using fire again. Well, a little water action should douse her flame. Hey, that's pretty clever.

<JACK> Come on, Grue. Good old Grue.

<JACK> She's gonna use water I can feel it. She's definitely giving off a water vibe. So, uh, what beats water again?

<JACK> She's looking at the cigar. Yeah, she's staring right at it. She's got fire on the brain.

<JACK> Ah - I'm drawing a blank here. I'll just go with Grue. Come on, Grue. Good ole Grue.

<JACK> Come on, Jack. Keep it together. Play it cool. Just reach over and pull out the fire.

<JACK> I'm getting rusty. She thinks I'm down for the count. I'll blind-side her with water.

<JACK> Hey - hey - hey! Wait! C-c-come back. Wow!

<JACK> Hey, it's not over yet.

<JACK> What'd I say? Come back!

<JACK> Good ole water.

<JACK> Good ole fire.

<JACK> Ah, trusty fire.

<JACK> Ah, water. Steadfast and noble.

<JACK> Ah, fire. Nigh invulnerable.

<JACK> Ah, Grue. Elusive beast of darkness.

<JACK> Water. Hmm. I could use a tall one. 

<JACK> She's hot. Hey! That gives me an idea.

<JACK> She's cool. Like the sea.

<JACK> When in doubt, go Grue. 

<JACK> Oh, you go Grue.

<JACK> Come on Grue. Buy daddy a new pair of Grues.

<JACK> Aw, beginner's luck.

<LUCY> Aren't you going to take the hat off?

<JACK> No, that's - trademark. 

<LUCY> I thought the cigar was.

<JACK> No, that's - habit.

<JACK> You lose. Take it off.

<JACK> Dramatic

<JACK> You lose muffet. Take it off.

<JACK> You lose. Take it off.

<JACK> You lose. Take it off.

<JACK> Wow, oh wow. Come on. Say something suave.

<JACK> I think I sense some chemistry.

<JACK> Please please please be game.

<JACK> I'm so pathetic.

<JACK> Oh Jack. You're such a liar.

<JACK> Yes! Yes! I've totally lost my nerve!

<LUCY> Unbelievable!

<LUCY> It's so crazy, it just might work.

<LUCY> You lose, muffet. Ante up. Oh, what's the matter? Lost your nerve?

<JACK> Who me? No, no. Don't be ridiculous. Yes, yes, I have totally lost my nerve. You know, I do have something else - 

<LUCY> Jack! That's the Cube of Foundation! I've been looking everywhere for that! 

<JACK> Really? Don't you love it when a plan comes together?

<LUCY> You know, that whole Antharia Jack thing kind of works, coming from a guy in his underwear. What am I saying? What's happening to me? Well, that's my castle. I should go. Goodbye, Jack. 

<JACK> But I don't even know your name! Of all the lousy stinkin' mead joints in Foozle, why'd she have to walk into mine?

<LUCY> Okay, so you're sending yourself mail to Hades? I don't know what use that's gonna be when you're dead, but, hey, that's just me. Go ahead. You're the adventurer.

<LUCY> Oh, yeah, I love these things.

<LUCY> Up.

<LUCY> Down.

<LUCY> Welcome to Zork! Zork is a game of adventure, danger, and low cunning. In it you will explore some of the most amazing territory ever seen by mortals. No computer should be without one! What's a computer?

<?> 

Ok, here's the setup, baby. You're the luckless adventurer, and you stumble across this crazy lamp, and wham-o! Magic may have gone Underground, but Zounds man, the Wizard is in. the Wizard is in.

JACK AND YANNICK

JACK IS SITTING IN A CELL

<GUARDS> (FROM OUTSIDE CELL) Good evening Grand Inquisitor!

YANNICK ENTERS THE CELL AND CLOSES THE DOOR.

<YANNICK> They're rioting in the streets, you know. There's even talk of a magic rebellion. Those imbeciles! If only they knew how much I care. (GETS A LITTLE EMOTIONAL, AS IF HE MIGHT CRY)

<JACK> Have you ever just tried talking to them? 

<YANNICK> Oh, everything's so messed up. That's not even the worst of it. I just killed my college roommate. Or at least I thought I did. Apparently some idiot is carting him around the underground in a magic lamp, and if my men don't find them soon - they could ruin everything! (STARTS TO LOOK LIKE HE WILL WEEP)

<JACK> Aw, come on. Don't cry, Mr...Inquisitor.

<YANNICK> (SADLY) Yannick.

<JACK> You think you've got it bad. I let the love of my life slip through my fingers over a stupid game of strip Grue, Fire, Water.

<YANNICK> Well, at least you had one.

<JACK> I never even knew her name. Oh, now I'm gonna be crying too. Look, I wasn't going to say this, but if I tell you where you can find that, uh, idiot, and the lamp guy, would that make you feel any better?

<YANNICK> (STARTING TO FEEL A BIT BETTER) Oh Jack. Would you?

<JACK> Two words. Time tunnels. Didn't you ever see Great Underground Adventure Three?

<YANNICK> The Time Tunnels. (SMILING) Of course. Thank you, Jack.

<JACK> Aw, forget it. Now pull yourself together, man. This is embarrassing.

<YANNICK> Right. Of course. I'm sorry.

<JACK> Come on. Where's that tyrannical madman? Do the face. Give me the mean face. (LOOKS SERIOUS, ALMOST WITH A SNARL) Now. Where were we?

<YANNICK> Guards! 

<GUARDS> Yes sir!

<YANNICK> Bring in the Frobozz Electric hungus prod! (EVIL MENACING LAUGH)

<GUARDS> Hungus prod. Right! Let's go!

(JACK TRIES TO LAUGH UP HIS STUPIDITY)

<YANNICK> You pathetic fool.

(YANNICK LEAVES)

<JACK> (SMILING) That's my guy. Hungus prod. Oh.

(SOUND OF ELECTRICITY FROM OUTSIDE CELL)

CAPTURED

<YANNICK> I admire your resourcefulness nearly as much as I pity your ignorance. You can't stop me. I'm the future. 

<WARTLE> And you're history.

<YANNICK> Throw history in jail! Along with that other interloper. Now, we'll see how the powerful Magic Rebellion comes to its pathetic end. Who's the magic now, baby?

IN PRISON

<GUARD> That's it. We get to take off early today. 

<GUARD> Wartle is staying to make sure that Antharia Jack guy doesn't get any smart ideas. 

<GUARD> We're free to leave.

<GUARD> Oh! Wanna go to the mesa to check out that "Inquisavision" thing?

<GUARD> No. That sounds kinda boring.

<GUARD> Yeah. I suppose I should go and water my plants anyway. 

<GUARD> Yeah. Good luck with that. I'll see you later.

<GUARD> Ok. Bye bye -

<GUARD> Alright - see ya -

<JACK> Hey. You. Over here -- in the vent.

<JACK> You! You know what they did to me because of you? You ever seen a hungus gettin' prod? It ain't pretty.

<JACK> Time tunnels? What are you talking about? Okay, so I told him about the time tunnels. Look, the guy was crying. I panicked.

<JACK> Oh come on. Don't - don't start. Not you too. He was gonna find you sooner or later. Here. Blow your nose on this. 

<JACK> Hey, uh, you planning on doing anything or what?

<JACK> You know, I've been involved in a lot of jail breaks before. They were all dramatizations, of course, but you kinda get a feel for it after a while. Anyway, the ones that worked best were usually the ones where we made some kind of attempt at getting out of our cells. Just a thought.

(ON MONITOR)

AFTER YOU USE THE CONTROLS TO UNLOCK JACK’S CELL, THE DOOR SWINGS OPEN. JACK TIPTOES OUT, CHECKING TO SEE IF THE COAST IS CLEAR. WHEN HE NOTICES THAT NO ONE IS AROUND, HE RUSHES OUT OF THE CELL. HE GRABS YOUR INVENTORY AND HIS CIGAR, THEN COMES TO FIND YOU.

WALKING CASTLE

JACK RETURNS TO YOU WITH YOUR STUFF.

<JACK> Here's your stuff. (HE THROWS THE PLAYER’S INVENTORY TO HIM) Did you see me in there? And I did all my own stunts. Let's just say - there's a new adventurer in town.

(GETS READY TO SMOKE A CIGAR, BUT IS INTERRUPTED BY THE DOOR OF THE WALKING CASTLE BREAKING THROUGH THE WALL)

<JACK> Wait a minute - I know that castle! It was there, that day. With her. Come on. We gotta go find her!

(YOU AND JACK BOARD THE WALKING CASTLE. THE WALKING CASTLE RISES AND WALKS AWAY FROM THE FOOZLE PRISON AND TO THE FLATHEAD MESA)

<JACK> This is the last place I saw her. Long time ago. She got the shirt off my back, and I didn't even get her name.

(THE CASTLE DOOR SETS ON THE MESA)

YANNICK IS STANDING ON A PODIUM ON THE FLATHEAD MESA WITH SEVERAL MONITORS ALL AROUND HIM. THE CROWDS OF CITIZENS OF PORT FOOZLE LOOK ON FROM THE LOWER GROUND BELOW. HIS VOICE IS PROJECTED OVER LOUDSPEAKER.

<YANNICK> My loyal Foozle - Foozilli - people of Foozle. Today, citizens, I give you the all-purpose remedy to your boring and mundane lives. (THERE IS CHEERING FROM THE CROWD) I have in my hands the detonator that will blow the magic out from under us. Five thousand channels. 

JACK AND YOU WALK UP TO A MONITOR SHOWING THE BROADCAST OF YANNICK.

<YANNICK> (ON MONITOR, CONT) A picture in picture in picture in a picture. 

SUDDENLY, YANNICK IS REPLACED BY Y’GAEL ON THE MONITOR

<Y’GAEL> I am Y'Gael, Lost Enchantress of the - We covered that, didn't we. Yeah, well hurry up, people. You gotta save the Underground!

<JACK> Okay. Thanks - 'cause we were just gonna go home.

<Y’GAEL> You're not hearing me. Will you take out that horrid Grand Inquisitor guy already?

<JACK> Could you be a tad more specific?

<Y’GAEL> Look. You have the three lost treasures of the High, Middle, and Deep Magic. They have an order. What, do I have to spell it all out for you? High magic? Hello? That radio tower is the highest point in Foozle. With this scroll, you can complete your quest. (A SPELL SCROLL FABRICATED IN THE AIR) That's all I can tell you, because, well... that's all I know.

THE MONITOR GOES TO STATIC

<JACK> (NODDING DUMBFOUNDEDLY) You take the tower. I have an irrational fear of heights. Cut that cable and I'll send the G.I. your way.

JACK LEAVES TOWARDS YANNICK’S PODIUM

<YANNICK> What advances technology has brought us in the past hundred years, following the decline of magic! We have Zerts with Zetsyn and Zogaine with Zenoxidil. We have lights that are activated by a simple clap on - clap off. We have salad shooters and granola grinders and knives that can cut through a can of tinned platypus one moment, and a tomato in the next. Why, only just days ago, I received a patent application at Frobozz Electric, for an individual cube-shaped beverage coolant system, that would enter into a beverage, and cool the substance itself - from the inside out! With the advent of Inquizivision, the Inquisition can help administer a soothing, controlling ideology to your family, within your own home, every hour of every day of every year. We think you will also enjoy the mellow dogma tunes of the Inquisition Muzac as you wash your dishes, make your beds, and polish your busts of the Grand Inquisitor. The beauty of Inquizivision is that it's cost-efficient and simple to use: Just take the remote from your television, and substitute it with the new Inquizivsion remote that comes with the Inquizivision subscription. Screw open the hollow bottom of the remote's outer shell. Take a moment to reflect on the screw as the symbol of the Inquisition in Occupied Port Foozle. Now the rest is easy - all you have to do is remember to take one of the little white pills every day, and allow for ten to twelve hours of dogma recitation on one of our five hundred channels. You should be feeling happy and fulfilled in no time at all. Please do not operate heavy machinery. Offer void where narcotics are prohibited. Actual numbers of pills may very from dealer to dealer. You will come to see me as I see myself -- as a handsome, benevolent magistrate, who is hardly corrupt. Not only will you find yourself able to shun magic and most new sensation, and in some cases, all sentient thought, for up to twenty four hours a day, but you will find that as you supplement your Inquisivision daily dose, you will be able to customize your dogma discipline to fit your individual needs. Hungry at night? Try Inquisition Prozork with Evening Appetite Suppressants. Having trouble sleeping? Try our special Inquisition Prozork PM. Trouble in the marriage? The Inquisition Muzzle-Up will allow both you and your partner to avoid unnecessary pleasantries, and even necessary pleasantries, since neither party will be able to communicate in any traditional fashion. Oh People of the Great Underground Empire, your Wizards and Enchanters, your Conjurers and your Charmers, have held you for so long in their sway with the blasphemous, black powers of magic long enough. They wielded their magic, good comrades, because you did not. Their power was your powerlessness. They knew no law. They respected no persons. They held order and government in contempt. In short, they turned your empire into fudge, not because they craved fudge, but simply because they could, and you could not. This is the economy of magic. This is the ugly history of our great empire. This is how the Great Magic Uprising came to happen. And what have we learned in the hundred years since the waning of magic? What are the twelve Hundred Steps to Self-Contentment in a post-magical age? We Obey the Inquisition! We Conform to the Handbook! We uphold and invest in the highest platform of the reigning technology! We celebrate the machine, and the liberation from the tyranny of wizardry. We abstain from flights of fantasy, imagination, and invention other that appropriately patented according to the governances of current code! But there were few precepts I knew to be more true than those soon espoused in the Inquisition Handbook. I knew that two twin powers would drive our great empire forward. The power of the people to control themselves - and the power of the party, the movement, the Inquisition - to control them. 

<YANNICK> Obey! Conform! Abstain! Ignore! Deny! Betray! Refrain! Cease! Appease! Shun! Shun magic and shun the appearance of magic! Shun everything -- And then shun shunning! Avoid new sensation! Avoid old sensation! Avoid any sensation! Avoid unnecessary pleasantries! Avoid necessary pleasantries! Avoid flirtation! Avoid libation! Avoid fermentation! Avoid all of these in combinations. Save often! Floss regularly! Floss meaningfully. Floss athletically. And above all, never forget, who is the boss of you? Me! I am the boss of you. I am the boss of you!

<GUARD> Hmm. What's your favorite poem?

<GUARD> I'm a real sucker for the romantics, I have to admit.

<GUARD> Oh. What kind of benefits package did the Grand Inquisitor promise you guys?

<GUARD> Pretty standard stock options package, 401K, profit sharing, but I won't be fully vested for another 3 months.

<GUARD> My broker told me that it's a bad time to invest in fanatical religions right now.

<GUARD> Say, Charlie. That's a nice vest!

<GUARD> Thanks! It's got a little tear, see, right here. Not that you'd notice. 

<GUARD> You know who has really good posture? Clark Vooman!

<GUARD> Yeah? Is it alright if I smoke.

<GUARD> I really wish you wouldn't. Thanks.

<GUARD> I have to tell you, I am having a honey of a time trying to get someone in to look at the leak in my bath tub.

<GUARD> Why didn't you say something before? I'd be happy to give you a hand.

<GUARD> Oh, you guys are the best. I mean it! I'd still be on the bottle if it wasn't for you. 

<GUARD> Sweet Yoruk! We're all going to die!

<GUARD> Oh merciful heavens! Is this the end?

<GUARD> Try using the alarm clock on the door.

<GUARD> Oh that's never going to work! Who's going to water my plants?

<GUARD> can't breathe. The walls are closing in!

<GUARD> Let us out! Let us out! 

<GUARD> Please!

<GUARD> I hate adventurers.

<GUARD> Oh my god! They killed KENNY!

<DALBOZ> Alright! We are back! We've got the three artifacts, and it looks like we're right where we need to be, too. Flathead Mesa.

<DALBOZ> Okay, now you're extremely unattractive. Can we get on with this?

<DALBOZ> Careful. That tent is filled with the Grand Inquisitor's personal guard.

<DALBOZ> Crafty.

<DALBOZ> That was easy. Too easy. Uh-oh. My lantern sense is tingling again.

<DALBOZ> Not bad. But it's still electrified. 

<DALBOZ> You are truly gifted, you know that?

<DALBOZ> You sure you want to do that? I don't wanna step on any toes here, but dontcha think this would be a great place to, you know, drop something off for safe keeping?

<DALBOZ> Hey, what's this big CUBE-SHAPED hole doing here?

<DALBOZ> When you see something like this, you just have to wonder - was all this pre-designed by some cosmic higher power?

<DALBOZ> Uh-oh. It's crooked. It needs to be counter-balanced. Wait! Put my lantern in the other cup to straighten it out. 

<DALBOZ> Everything's in place. All it would take now to finish things would be the casting of one incredibly appropriate and here-to-fore unused spell.

<DALBOZ> Can't - cast - the spell! Too much interference. Yannick's -babbling - too loud. Shut him up!

<DALBOZ> Quick! Cast Maxov!

<DALBOZ> You did great! I'll drop you a line from the Ethereal Planes!

<DALBOZ> I'll be okay. Just think of it as the sort of selfless gesture we side-kick type characters make at the very end of our arcs.

<DALBOZ> I don't think Jack was entirely clear on the plan. He just sent the Grand Inquisitor after us.

<DALBOZ> Not yet. The spell won't work until you've aligned the three magics on something powerful enough to transmit their energy. I know it's a weird rule. But this is a powerful spell you've got here. Do you want it to work or not?

<DALBOZ> Right!

<DALBOZ> What a handy little nook.

THE GRAND INQUISITOR CONTINUES TO PREACH FROM HIS PODIUM

<YANNICK> Save often! Floss regularly! Floss meaningfully. Floss athletically. And above all, never forget, who is the boss of you? Me! I am the boss of you. (CHEERING FROM THE CROWD) I am the boss of you!

ALL OF THE MONITOR GO TO STATIC SUDDENLY FROM THE CUT POWER THAT THE ADVENTURER HAS DONE. THEN AN OFF-LINE DEFAULT IMAGE SHOWS.

JACK RUNS NEAR THE PODIUM

<JACK> Hey! Hey! Look! (JACK POINTS TO THE TOWER) Up on the tower! (YANNICK LOOKS AT THE TOWER) That ain't the cable guy!

YANNICK IS SHOCKED. HE INSTANTLY LEAPS FROM THE PODIUM AND RUNS ACROSS THE MESA FOR THE TOWER. HE BEGINS TO CLIMB THE TOWER LADDER. HE SEES THE COCONUT FROM BELOW AND STOPS A MOMENT.

<YANNICK> The Coconut of Quendor.

YANNICK CONTINUES CLIMBING THE LADDER.

YANNICK ON TOWER - LOSE

YANNICK REACHES THE TOP OF THE TOWER. HE SMILES WHEN HE SEES THE COCONUT AND APPROACHES IT. HE STRAINS TO PULL IT OUT OF THE ANTENNA COMPARMENT. IT COMES OUT WITH A ‘POP’. HE STUDIES IT.

<YANNICK> Magic and technology. You can have it all. (HE LOOKS AT YOU) It's getting a little crowded up here (HE POKES YOU IN THE EYES) don't you think? (YOU FALL FROM THE TOWER TO YOUR DEATH) Hahahahahahaha!

END GAME

THE SKY TURNS CLOUDY WITH PURPLE STORM CLOUDS.

YANNICK REACHES THE TOP OF THE TOWER. HE SMILES WHEN HE SEES THE COCONUT AND APPROACHES IT. HE STRAINS TO PULL IT OUT OF THE ANTENNA COMPARTMENT. AS HE DOES SO, A LIGHTNING BOLT STRIKES THE TOP OF THE ANTENNA. THE VOLTAGE TOSSES YANNICK BACKWARDS.

<YANNICK> Aaaah!

STUMBLING BACKWARD, YANNICK FALLS OFF THE TOWER. THE ELECTRICITY GOES THROUGH THE COCONUT, AND THE OTHER TWO MAGIC RELICS. ALL OF THE MAGIC COMBINES AT THE TOP OF THE TOWER AND A HUGE BURST OF LIGHT ERUPTS OVER EVERYTHING.

THE BLAST KNOCKS YOU OFF THE TOWER, BUT AT THE SAME TIME THE THREE TOTEMIZED VICTIMS ARE BROKEN FREE FROM THEIR TOTEMS. THE GRIFF DIVES DOWN AND SNATCHES YOU OUT OF THE AIR BEFORE YOU CAN HIT THE GROUND. THE TOWER CRUMBLES AND FALLS OFF THE SIDE OF THE MESA. THE GRIFF SETS YOU ON THE GROUND.

THE BURST OF LIGHT DIFFUSES ALL OF YANNICK’S TECHNOLOGY (THE MONITORS AND REST OF HIS INQUIVISION SYSTEM). THE SKY TURNS BACK TO BLUE.

THE BROG CRASHES TO THE GROUND.

A SCREAMING LUCY IS CAUGHT BY THE WAITING ARMS OF JACK.

<LUCY> (PUTTING HER ARMS AROUND HIM) Jack!

<JACK> You have the strangest life.

<LUCY> Shh. (PLACES A FINGER ON HIS LIPS) Don't talk. This is the part where we kiss.

(JACK AND LUCY KISS)

A GRAND INQUISITOR “I AM THE BOSS OF YOU” POSTER MAGICIALLY CHANGES TO A QUEEN LUCY THE LEVELHEADED POSTER.

QUEEN LUCY STANDS ON THE PODIUM AND ADDRESSES THE NOW-FREED CITIZENS OF PORT FOOZLE. JACK STANDS AT HER SIDE.

<LUCY> Loyal subject of the empire! I hereby declare the Underground Open, and Magic Free to all those who desire it. (THERE IS LOTS OF CHEERING) The Inquisition is no more! 

LUCY THROWS THE INQUIVISION REMOTE OVER THE EDGE OF THE MESA TO THE SOUND OF THE ROARING MULTITUDES.

<LUCY> Go home people - it's over.

THE NEW DUNGEON MASTER WATCHES AN IMAGE OF THE RESTORED WHITE HOUSE (WITH NEW GOLDEN MAILBOX) ON HIS TV IN THE DUNGEON MASTER’S HOUSE. HE TURNS OFF THE TV.

INVENTORY ITEMS

	01 - Unlit Cigar
	I only know two people who smoke that brand of cigar. Well, one person actually. That guy, Antharia Jack. The other one is more of a -- house.

	02 - Can of Mead
	Mead light! What kind of a drink is that? It'd take at least twice what you've got there to do anything. Not that the wizards of this universe use or condone the use of alcohol or any mind altering substance in any way shape or form.

	03 - Six-pack Holder
	NA

	04 - Broken Lantern
	NA

	05 - Cigar
	I only know two people who smoke that brand of cigar. Well, one person actually. That guy, Antharia Jack. The other one is more of a -- house.

	06 - Map
	It's a map.

	07 - Noose
	NA

	08 - Icecream Sandwitch
	NA

	09 - Deflated Boat
	NA

	0A - Glorf Scroll
	NA

	0B - Framed Scroll
	You're on the right track, but the spell is not quite ready.

	0C - Lit Lantern
	NA [(?) Hey! I need a new battery. Just kidding.]

	0D - Booznik Scroll

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	It's the Booznik scroll. It'll reverse the function of everything in your spell book. Well, she must have given it to us for a reason.

	0E - ?

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA

	0F - Booznik Scroll (dummy)
	NA

	10 - Deflated Sea Captain
	NA

	11 - Old Scratch Ticket
	Watch out -- Old Scratch plays for high stakes. 500 zorkmids against eternal damnation. What I'm trying to say is: maybe you ought to save.

	12 - Key
	NA

	13 – Shears 

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	(viewer works though, but no image)

	14 - Subway Token
	Let's work through the logic -- stay with me here -- where would be a good place to use a subway token?

	15 - Sword
	This sword appears to be of Elven workmanship. Standard adventurer ware. You know the type.

	16 - Rope Tied to Sword
	A sword on a noose. I like that. It's like soap on a rope -- only a little tougher to market.

	17 - Hammer
	That would be your basic little hammer.

	18 - Envelope
	Ah, an envelope. But how can we possibly open such a cleverly sealed device? Confound it!

Brilliant. Absolutely brilliant.

	19 - Zimdor Spell
	The Zimdor spell triplicates quantities of intoxicating libations. The Frobozz Magic Alcoholic Beverage Company had it regulated, so it can't be gnustoed into your spellbook.

	1A - 1 Card

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA

	1B - 2 Card


[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA

	1C - 3 Card

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA

	1D - 4 Card

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA

	1E - 5 Card

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA

	20 - 500 Zorkmid Bill
	A 500 zorkmid bill. Cash. Dinero. Moolah. Dough. Sponduliks. Makes me all giggly.

Oh. Charon's not gonna have change for that. He doesn't even have pockets. Or clothes. Or skin.

	21 - TEMP SLOT (?)

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA

	22 - Obidil Novelty Scroll
	The Obidil Scroll. "Will not gnusto - for novelty purposes only." They're just saying that though. Put it through a spell checker and it'll work like any other.

	23 - Mug
	NA

	24 - Perma-suck Machine
	That's a Perma-Suck machine. It'll suck onto anything -- so don't go putting your mouth on it. Or anything else.

That's a Perma-Suck machine. Hey, uh, what are you carrying around a Perma-Suck machine for? Forget it. There's a boundary there. I'm gonna stay well behind it.

	25 - Zork Rocks
	Ah ha, the ever-tasty Zork Rocks. A clever marketing of dangerously unstable spell residue with red food coloring to appeal to the kiddies.

	26 - TEMP SLOT
	NA

	27 - Student ID
	My student ID. Fortunately I cast the "turn embarrassing photo invisible" spell on it.

	28 - Blank Scroll
	It's a blank spell scroll. It won't do anything until you put it through the pressing tables in the right order, then feed it into the spell checker.

	29 - "SNA-" Scroll Piece
	Hmm. Looks like a torn piece of scroll.



	30 - "VIG-" Scroll Piece
	That would be the second half of the Snavig scroll.

	31 - Shovel
	That's what we Quendorians call a "shovel."

	32 - Snapdragon
	You know why they call it a snap dragon? Cause it'll chomp on anything that gets within tongue's distance. Which is just one reason why we should get rid of this thing, ASAP. 

	33 – Mucilage Rose
	That's a mucilage rose. It secretes a sticky, glue-like substance.

	34 - Glowing Zork Rocks
	Let's find a safe home for this stuff, okay? These rocks are about to pop in a very big way and I don't wanna be next to them when they do!

(emit if wait too long)

Hit the floor! Ditch the candy! Clear the area! These suckers are gonna blow, any second now!

	35 - Quelbee Honeycomb
	A rare and tasty Quelbee honeycomb.

	36 - Chunk of Fudge
	It's a chunk of fudge from the remains of Flatheadia Castle. Strictly contraband, but some darn good fudge.

	37 - Hungus Lard
	Ah, Hungus Lard. Sweet Yoruk, is that stuff ripe. It mixes well, though. The right ingredients can drown out the stench.

Hungus Lard. Best kind of lard.

	38 - Jar of Hotbugs
	Look at the way my little flying bugs light up. And they're hot - can you feel it? It's like an oven in there. I call them hotbugs.

	39 - Moss of Mareilon
	That's Moss of Mareilon. Grows mostly in sewer pipes and toilet bowls. Strangely enough, it makes for great eating.

	40 - Letter Opener
	A letter opener! What strange device is this?

[Oh, they'll tell you it's a letter opener. But my lantern sense sees it as more of a tool for unwedging and dislodging.]

	41 - Prozork Tablet
	A Prozork tablet. This stuff'll mellow anything out -- animal, vegetable, or mineral.

	42 - Charon Time Card

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA

	43 - [Flickering] Torch
	NA

	44 - [Bickering] Torch
	NA

	45 - Wooden Board
	NA

	46 - Grue Egg
	NA

	47 - Hard-boiled Grue Egg
	NA

	48 - Opened Envelope
	NA

	49 - (?)

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA

	50 - Skull of Yoruk
	NA

	51 - Inflated Raft
	NA

	52 - Inflated Sea Captain
	NA

	53 - Rope
	That's a rope.

	54 - Dragon's Tooth
	NA

	55 - Coconut of Quendor
	NA

	56 - Air Pump
	NA

	57 - One Zorkmid     
	One zorkmid. Don't go spending it all in one place.

	58 - Telegraph Type
	It's a Frobozz Electric telegraph type. Looks like a big hammer to me.

	59 - Cube of Foundation
	NA

	60 - Notice
	NA

	61 - Lexdom Scroll
	NA

	62 - Combined Snavig Scroll
	You've got both pieces of the spell, but you can't gnusto it when it's all ripped up like that. You gotta run it through a spell checker.

	63 - (Torn Snavig Scroll)

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA

	64 - Glowing Sword
	Blue Glow! Sweet Yoruk! Don't you know what it means when an elven sword glows blue? I don't know what it means in elven, but to us it means danger!

	65 - "-ANS" Scroll Piece
	Hmm. Looks like a torn piece of scroll.

	66 - "-GIV" Scroll Piece
	Hmm. Looks like a torn piece of scroll.

	67 - Burned-out Torch
	NA

	68 - Burned-out Torch
	NA

	69 - Exploding Can
	Now you're talking. 36 gloops of Mead Light would besot the heartiest of the hearty.

	6F - Rope tied to Glowing Sword
	A sword on a noose. I like that. It's like soap on a rope -- only a little tougher to market.

	70 - TEMP SLOT
	NA

	71 - TEMP SLOT
	NA

	72 - TEMP SLOT
	NA

	73 - TEMP SLOT
	NA

	74 - 1 Card
	NA

	75 - 2 Card
	NA

	76 - 3 Card
	NA

	77 - 4 Card
	NA

	78 - 1 Card with bug
	NA

	79 - 2 Card with bug
	NA

	7A - 3 Card with bug
	NA

	7B - 4 Card with bug
	NA

	7C - other card
	NA

	FF - Mike's Pants

[NO LARGE IMAGE]
	NA


<DALBOZ> Now I'm just going to throw this out, here. You can respond however you want. What we're doing right now -- I don't think it's in any way productive.

<DALBOZ> (ice cream sandwich) Hey look! It's got a special treat inside. Well, what do you know. Another scroll.

<DALBOZ> It'd take three times what you've got there to do anything. 

<DALBOZ> Hey! I detect wackiness. That scroll just flipped.

<DALBOZ> Now that piece is flipped too. Wacky.

<DALBOZ> Violence never solved anything. Well, not everything. Okay, not this thing.

<DALBOZ> I think we could safely call that "overkill."

<DALBOZ> The spell's name is Snavig. In order for the scroll to be valid, the letters really ought to be facing in the right direction.

<DALBOZ> No way. I've already done the whole time tunnel thing. Find yourself another guinea pig.

<DALBOZ> It won't work like that. You need to cast it on a totem while standing next to a time tunnel.

<DALBOZ> Uh, the energies of magic don't need to be separated right now. I'm sure they appreciate the sentiment, though.

SPELL LIST

Beburtt

Igram

Rezrov

Lexdum

Narwile

Obidil

Snavig

Throck

Yastard

Kendall

Golgatem

Esrever

Glorf

Voxam

Zimdor

Booznik

Mike's Pants

SPELL NAMES REVERSED

Ttrubeb

Margi

Vorzer

Eliwran

Lidibo

Givans

Kcorht

Dratsay

Lladnek

Metaglog

Frolg

Maxov

Kinzoob

