Chapter One 

I lack the necessities to be a great, awesome adventurer. I can only do so much with sticks, I am scared to the bone by large, evil animals, and last time I ate a wild plant, I blacked out for about two weeks, only to wake up in a pit, which was oddly dug in my backyard. However, I had to become an adventurer in my o-ohcrapijustrevealedtheplot. Ok then back to step one, I suck at adventuring. Step two: The beginning, middle and end. Step three: sell, be cool, have movie adapted by Peter Jackson that’s kind of hard to sit through because, come on, it’s three damn hours. Thus, we go to step two.

I don’t know when it happened, so lets say it was about a week after my birthday, cause, come on, all adventures start like that (i.e. Lord of the Rings. umm… Lord of The Rings?). So, it’s spring and it’s the year things are finally looking up Joe Q. Everyman (a French name, originating from Pierre F. Everymane).  I just got promoted from Assistant Lame Managerial Job to Head Lame Managerial Job.  I got a new paycheck, new condo, new car, new new (My old new was wearing out.). Yet, I lacked a real family life, seeing as the last time I saw my family was when pogs were still in style. So, I flew over to North Carolina, ate bad plane food and landed. Thus, after a very awkward cab ride (see me next week on HBO’s “Taxicab Confessions”!) I was at my folks place, which was next to their folks place, which was next to their cousins place, and etc., and etc. Seeing as all my family, in a desperate act to always stay in touch, was so huddled together that you had to drive 3 miles out of your way to meet a mate so you wouldn’t be in police records under “intent to inbreed”, this made things a real pain, especially when you have around 100 elderly aunts pinching your cheeks even though your 25 and have stubble that could kill a small animal (trust me, I know first hand). 

When I first got there I was greeted by slight, near unintelligible shrieks of “OHMIGODHEYLOOKJOESHEREOHGODOHGOD” and then inescapable body slams of my younger, male siblings onto just cut grass. After they were pealed off with much resistance (crowbars were used) I got much love from my parents, and was treated to some SCFC (look it up). “It’s nice to have you back.” and “Oh, the things that happened!” were common subjects at the dinner table, until a rustling in the bushes in the backyard interrupted the fun. My Father, with a square look on his face, pulled out a rifle, and went into the backyard. I closely followed, scared for his safety (though the fact he took out a rifle hinted something) “DAMMIT GO BACK TO THE PLACE YOU CAME FROM”. Boom, thud, clang, zoom, pow, wop. I saw what he shot. It wasn’t an animal; it was a human being, a male in a tight green leotard and natural wings. He was a fairy, in both senses of the word.

