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Part I:


FUCK!


            


            The phone was ringing. Nobody claimed responsibility, due to us all being hung-over from a night of Holy Partying and a tad too much consumption of the Holy Booze.  So the phone kept ringing. Now, you might think it was just because it was early, or that perhaps it could’ve had something to do with the effects of the Holy Booze, but I firmly believe that it was Divine Loudening that made that phone so god-fuckingly loud. 

See, when a phone is that god-fuckingly loud, it can’t just be due to mere mortal shit like early-morning hearing or a massive hangover. That theory is stupid and I will not waste my time thinking about it. No, the best and most obvious answer is Divine Loudening, caused by the Divine Something-or-Other as a warning of what lay ahead.

But we didn’t know that at the time. As I said, we were pretty hung-over and not only did the phone’s ringing hurt our ears, it offended our poor hung-over sensibilities to such an extent that it kind of pissed us off.

“For fuck’s sake,” somebody grumbled from the floor.

“How very dare you,” said someone else, possibly from behind the couch.

“How very fuck you.”

“Answer the phone.”

“I’m the fuckin’ phone.”

“You’re hung-over.”

“As are you, fuckwit.”

“Don’t be a dick.”

“I am Dick.”

“Sorry Dick.”

“It’s ok.”

“Answer the phone please, Dick.”

“I should say not.”

We tended to get grumpy when hung-over and pissed off. It was a well-known and proven fact. We did the figures. Hangover + pissed-offedness = grumpiness. The exact level of grumpiness is directly related to precisely how pissed off and/or hung-over the individual is. Given the levels of hangovertude and pissed-offedness, the grumpiness level could range anywhere from “not too much” to “very much so.” It’s pretty scientific.

We were extraordinarily good at math and science and numbers and things.

 


* * *

 


Meanwhile the phone kept ringing. Me personally, I hate ringing phones of any volume. They offend my sense of hearing. And after a too-long period of time spent listening to that fucking phone ring, I took it upon myself to pick it up.

I slid out of the chair I’d been asleep in, crawled over to the phone and answered.

“Hello?”

“He’s dead,” said the voice of the incredibly persistent fucker on the other end.

“Who’s dead?”

“The Octopope.”

“Hm?”

“The Octopope is dead.”

“Long Live the Octopope!”

“No, I mean he’s seriously dead.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, we kicked him and everything.”

“And?”

“He’s dead.”

“FUCK!”





 


Part II:


 The Divine Drive


 


So that was that.  The Octopope was dead.  Seriously. They kicked him and everything. And as such, we, being the Holy Cardinals and things, were called to the Divine
Palace to pretend to give a shit and wait for the next Octopope to be chosen. As it stood at the moment, there was no Octopope but the dead one, and a dead Octopope is about the same as no Octopope at all, except in this case there was a corpse and not nothing. So technically, while our theocracy wasn’t without a leader, we were temporarily left without a leader with a pulse. And a pulse is very important when it comes to Octopope-itry. We’ve read the books.

And so, after I finished the unpleasant task of waking up my fellow hung-over Holy Cardinals and shit, we packed ourselves into Dick’s Divine Car where we were Divinely Driven by Jeff to the Divine
Palace. We were so pleased that Jeff was able to drive us that we all promised to make him a Saint or something when he died, provided he died before we all did. Otherwise, that’s just tough.

We almost made it the whole ride without anybody upchucking, too. But Jeff took a turn little too sharp for Andy’s gut to handle. Luckily, he was able to lean out the backseat window and empty his belly outside.

“That better not peel the paint,” said Dick from the Divine-passenger seat.

“Pray that it doesn’t,” called Wally from the floor in the backseat, using a tentacle to shield his eyes from the sun.

“You do it, I’m bitter,” said Dick.

Wally, easily the most devout of us, folded up his tentacles and said, “Oh Divine Something-or-Other, please make the paint not peel, ok?  Amen.”

“Amen,” echoed the rest of us.

“And if it does peel,” growled Dick, “grant me the strength to skin Andy alive.”

“Amen,” said Wally.

“It was a joke, fuckwit.”

“The Divine Something-or-Other does not joke, Brother Richard.”

“Dick,” said Dick.

“Uncalled for, Brother Richard.”

Hoping to prevent any forthcoming altercation, I called to Jeff, “Are we almost there?”

“We’ve been here for five minutes.”

“Damn, you’re good.”

“Thank you, Milo.”





 


Part III:


Seriously Dead


 


It seemed we got there just in time. Everyone in the Palace had evidently lost their shit, and we were greeted by two Archbishops who told us as much.

“Everybody just lost their shit,” said the Archbishop of Someplace.

“You guys have to pick a new Octopope, NOW,” said the Archbishop of Someplace Else.

“That’s what we’re here for,” I said in my most reassuring, Cardinally voice.

Wally poked his head up and added, “Have no fear my brothers, for we shall help you all to find your shit.”

“They’re not being literal, Wally,” said Jeff.

“I once lost my shit,” said Wally, “It was most unpleasant.”

“That’s enough, Wally,” said Jeff.

“And Brother Andrew just recently lost his breakfast!”

“That’s enough, Wally,” said Jeff.

“Oh!  But we know where that is, though, so don’t you worry, Brother Andrew, we know where your breakfast is and we will return it to you.”

“Wally.  ENOUGH,” said Jeff.

“How peculiar though, that everyone seems to losing things today of all days!”

“WALLY.”

“It must be a sign!  It mu-”

Dick, standing behind Wally, coiled three tentacles into a ball and slammed them down on his head.  Wally spun quickly, said, “Uncalled for, Brother Richard,” and hit the floor.

“We’re very sorry,” said Andy, “he had a long night.”

“Yeah, sure,” said the Archbishop of Someplace, “but can you get on with the Divine Picking?  Without the Octopope, we’re pretty well fucked.”

“Of course, Archbishop,” I said, taking charge, “but may we first see the body?”

“I guess,” said the Archbishop, “but he’s seriously dead.  We kicked him and everything.”

“I understand,” I said, “we would simply like to pay our respects.”

“Whatever,” said the Archbishop of Someplace Else, “but you’re probably too late.  He’s seriously dead.”

“We understand.  We won’t be a moment.”

Andy dragged Wally along as the Archbishops begrudgingly led us to the Divine Chamber where the Octopope lay, quite seriously dead.

It was a shame too, because it was a seriously nice Divine Chamber complete with seriously nice curtains and a seriously nice Divine Bed, unfortunately occupied by a seriously dead Octopope.

“See?” said the Archbishop of Someplace Else, “He’s dead.”

“May we have a moment?” I asked.

The Archbishop of Someplace looked at his watch and sighed. “Ok,” he said, “but make it quick.”

“Thank you,” I said, growing quite sick of these Archbishop assholes.

They left the Divine Chamber and shut the door behind them. Andy slapped Wally into consciousness, and we approached the Divine Bed.

“Wow,” said Dick.

Jeff shook his head. “I know.

“That’s a seriously nice bed,” said Dick.

“Did you see the curtains?” I asked.

“No,” said Dick as he glanced up at the seriously nice curtains hanging over the Divine Chamber’s big-ass windows.  “Daaaaamn…”

“I know,” I said.

“And they’re absolutely positive that he’s seriously dead?” asked Jeff.

“Lemme check,” said Andy, as he climbed up onto the Divine Bed. “Damn,” he said, “this is a seriously nice bed.” He moved close to the Octopope, extended a tentacle and kicked him in the side. No reaction. “Yep, he’s dead.”

“You’re positive?” I asked.

Andy kicked the body again. “That’s one seriously dead Octopope.”

“Ok,” said Jeff, “so now what?”

“I guess we say goodbye,” said Andy, hopping off of the Divine Bed.

I was about to start my farewell to the dead Octopope, when the Divine Chamber’s doors opened and an Archbishop stuck his head in.

“You almost done? We’d like to get a new Octopope sometime soon.”

Now, maybe it had to do with the high levels of both hungovertude and pissed-offedness, but that just about wore out my patience.

“Who the fuck are you assholes?” I said.

The Archbishop puffed up in annoyance. “I happen to be the Archbishop of-”

“I don’t fuckin’ care,” I interrupted, “we’re Cardinals and shit, and the last time I checked, we’re higher up than you pricks. Now, unless I have an outdated copy of the fuckin’ Divine Hierarchy Book, which I highly doubt seeing as we co-wrote it, I suggest you get your sorry ass out of here before I demote you to…to…”

“Peckerwood,” Dick said.

“Peckerwood!” I yelled, “Now get the fuck out!”

The Archbishop of I-Don’t-Give-a-Fuck huffed and left the Divine Chamber, doors slamming behind him. The room remained quiet for a while.

Dick finally broke the silence. “Milo the Militant, man.  Nice one.”

“Yeah,” I muttered, “can we just say our goodbyes and get this over with?”

“Sure.”

Nobody said anything, awkwardly looking around for someone else to start. This went on for a full two minutes and twenty-eight seconds.

“Goodbye,” we all said at once.

And we fell into silence again.

“…that was fuckin’ weird,” said Andy.

“Let’s uh,” Jeff cleared his throat, “let’s not talk about this ever again, huh?”

“Agreed,” we all said together.

“FUCK,” said Dick.

A few more minutes passed before we left the Divine Chamber in absolute silence.





 


Part IV:


Divine Pickiness


 


The Archbishops, who wisely kept their asshole-heads down, led us to the Divine Octopope Picking Room. Most of the time it was just the Divine Second Floor Meeting Room, but when the circumstances were called for, it was converted to the Divine Octopope Picking Room much to the chagrin of the Divine Maintenance Guy who was made to replace the usual sign over the door with the fancy (and heavy as shit) gold plaque he had to dig up from wherever those fuckers in Divine HR moved it without telling him. In his defense, the people in Divine HR really are stupid bastards.

Once we got to the Divine Octopope Picking Room, we took our seats around the Divine Meeting Table. I made sure to take a little more time dicking around before taking my seat, just to piss off the Archbishops before telling them to fuck off and let us think.  They obliged and left the room, shaking with what I hope was pure unadulterated hatred.  That’s why you don’t fuck with a Cardinal. Or whatever.

We were all seated and munching on the bagels that had been left for us, when I finally asked what we were all supposed to be pondering.

“So. New Octopope. Who do we want?”

 “Fuck if I know,” said Dick, “I do know, however, that I’m not thinking about it until we run out of bagels.”

“I’ll second that,” said Jeff.

“Andy?” I asked, turning to him.

“Makes sense to me, Milo. These are damn good bagels.”

“And Wally?” I asked.

“Clearly,” he began with a mouthful of bagel, “the Divine Something-or-Other has given us these bagels to aid us in our thoughts. I wholly endorse the consumption of the bagels.”

I thought about what he said. “What?”

“Yes.”

“Good.  Bagels, then Divine Picking. Yes?”

“Yes.”

“Outstanding.”

 


* * *

 


After we finished the plate of bagels, we all sat happy and contented, tentacles folded on our bagel-filled bellies.

“Hey,” said Dick, “think we could get those assholes to bring us more bagels?”

 


* * *

 


After we finished the second plate of bagels, we decided that it was seriously time to begin considering thinking about picking the new Octopope.

And so we thought.

“Balls,” said Andy.

“I don’t know him,” said Jeff, “and I will not Pick him.”

“It was an expression of frustration, not a suggestion for Pickingness.”

“I stand by my word,” said Jeff.

And so we continued to think.

“I believe,” began Wally, “that we may have been too quick to dismiss this ‘Balls’ fellow.  I, for one, should like to meet him before reaching a decision.”

“Balls isn’t a person, Wally,” said Andy, “it’s an expression.”

Wally shook his head. “Well we can hardly pick an expression, Brother Andrew.  I’ll ask you to be more serious, if you please.”

“Fuck,” groaned Dick.

Wally’s face lit up. “’Fuck!’ Now there’s a good strong Octopope-name, ‘Fuck!’”

“Wally, please,” I started.

“No no,” continued Wally, “think of it: ‘Octopope Fuck XIII’!  I like it!  I like it and I endorse it! We should bring this Mr. Fuck in for Octopopeification at once!”

I turned to Jeff. “Did Wally take his medicine this morning?”

“Wally doesn’t take medicine, Milo.”

“Fuck.”

“Excellent, Brother Milo,” said Wally, “I was just thinking the same!”

Andy slammed his head on the table. “Can we be serious for one fucking minute and just pick a fucking Octopope, please?”

“Alright,” I said, “any real suggestions, anyone?”

“Dickweed,” called Dick.

“A relative of yours?” asked Wally.

I slammed my tentacles on the table, shaking the room. “Come on! This isn’t that difficult!  We pick a new Octopope, we burn the dead one, we release the purple smoke, we go home, and we partake in a bit more Holy Booze. Yes?”

The table aye’d in agreement, save for one.

“I’m afraid we aren’t taking this seriously, Brothers,” said Wally, “this is a major decision and it is in our lowly tentacles. We must be careful. We must be-”

Before Wally could finish his thought, Dick’s coiled tentacles crashed down on his noggin again. Wally’s head hit the table.

“Let’s do this,” said Dick.

“We need Wally’s approval too, though,” said Andy.

“Fuck it,” said Dick.

“An excellent choice.”

“Shut your fucking face, Jeff.”

 


* * *

 


And so we thought, minus the input of Wally, who, let’s be honest, wouldn’t have been much help anyway.

“It doesn’t seem like it’d be much fun,” said Andy, “maybe we could make one of those Archbishop douches be Octopope. That’d learn ‘em.”

“Hell no,” said Dick, “you saw that bed. That’s a seriously nice bed. I’m not wasting it on one of those idiots.”

“One of us could do it,” said Jeff, “That way we know the bed wouldn’t be wasted.”

Dick pondered this. “It is a seriously nice bed.”

“Don’t forget the curtains,” I added.

“Damn nice curtains.”

“I wouldn’t mind living with those curtains,” said Andy.

“Keep in mind,” I said, “that you’d also be stuck here until you die.  Octopopedom isn’t all curtains and seriously nice beds.”

“But that’s a seriously nice bed,” said Dick.

“And seriously nice curtains,” said Andy.

“Seriously nice curtains,” said Dick.

“No Holy Booze,” said I.

“Fuck that.”





 


Part V:


Hat Bastardry


 


And on the fifth hour, with the Archbishops growing increasingly pissed off, we finally made our Divine Decision.

Well, I did.

“Look, everybody just write down a name, throw them in a hat, we pick one out, and POOF, Octopope.  Good?”

“Depends on the hat,” said Jeff.

“The hat is inconsequential,” I said.

“I disagree,” said Jeff, “the hat is everything.”

“A hat is a hat.”

“Do we have a hat?” asked Andy.

“Octopope’s got a hat,” said Dick.

“The Octopope is dead,” I said.

“Long live the Octopope!”

“Wally’s awake,” said Jeff.

Dick leaned forward. “Just because the Octopope’s dead doesn’t mean the hat no longer exists.”

“True,” I conceded, “but it does make it a hat on a dead Octopope.  And that cannot be taken lightly.”

“Yes it can.” Dick said. “It’s a hat.”

“On a dead guy.”

“Exactly.”

“Exactly what?”

“Well, he won’t mind.”

“What?”

“The Octopope won’t mind us using his hat.”

“Of course not, he’s dead.”

Dick sat back and grinned. The fucker got me. “You make a compelling argument, Dick.”

“Thank you, Milo.”

“So,” I said, looking around the table, “shall we agree to use the Octopope’s dead hat?”

“Dead Octopope’s hat,” Dick corrected.

“I concur,” I said.

“Me too,” said Andy.

“Yes,” said Wally.

“Alright,” I said, “then we’re in agreement, yes?”

“Yes.”

“Good, so let’s-” I stopped and looked around the table. “Where’s Jeff?”

“I got the hat,” said Jeff, walking into the room.

“Damn, you’re good.”

“Thank you, Milo.”

 


* * *

 


And lo, we took a piece of paper, ripped it into five more-or-less even strips, passed them around the table, and we each wrote down a single name that would serve as our nomination for Octopope. We were very particular about these things. Nothing left up to chance. That’s why we got the big bucks. We were very, very strict. And still a tad hung-over.

I can’t speak for my associates, but I’m not ashamed to say that I chose to write down the name of my very esteemed conjoined cousins Ron and Russell. My reasoning being that if they were to be Picked, not only would they be the first Oct-DUO-pope, but I’d also have an ‘in’, if you will, to the occasional use of that seriously nice bed and those also seriously nice curtains. A guy’s got to have his principles. Mine tend to gravitate towards the nicer things in life, like beds and curtains. And Holy Booze. Sweet fuck, yes.

Anyway, I digress. We wrote down our nominations, crumpled them into little balls and tossed them into the dead Octopope’s hat which Jeff had been so kind as to fetch for us. Jeff was a good guy. I almost wish I had written in Jeff instead. Not like it would’ve made a difference though, for as it was, it would’ve always been. We don’t question that. It’s in the Book. You don’t question the book if you know what’s good for you, and/or you value your scrotum. Just saying.

But I’m also saying that Jeff would’ve made a pretty good Octopope. Not questioning the Book, merely posing an opinion. I happen to value my scrotum very much, thank you. Jeff just would’ve made a pretty good Octopope. There, I’ve said it.  We can all move on now.

 


* * *

 


After we tossed the paper balls into the dead Octopope’s hat, we were left with the unseemly task of picking someone to Pick the name of the next Octopope.

“I’ll do it,” said Dick.

“Fuck you, Dick, I wanna do it,” said Andy.

“Fuck you, Andy, I’m Dick,” said Dick.

That sort of thing continued for a while, with Jeff, Wally and I pretty much staying out of it and waiting for one to kill the other so we could move on. Well, that’s what I did.  I can’t speak for Wally and Jeff, but I was expecting bloodshed and had my money on Dick. Dick was a mean motherfucker. And yet, much to my disappointment, no fight broke out. Verbal warfare, certainly, but no physical contact. Too much time had passed with no violence occurring, and I was fed up. I was also feeling a little bad for not writing in Jeff instead of my cousins, so I piped up and suggested we let Jeff do the Picking. Everybody agreed. Jeff sure was a good guy.

I’d probably rank it as one of the happiest moments of Jeff’s life if I was Jeff, but I’m not so I can’t. And maybe ‘happiest’ isn’t the best choice. Proudest? Proudest. As Jeff reached a tentacle into the hat, it must have been one of the proudest moments of his life. Yes, I think so.

Jeff closed his eyes and felt around, ever so carefully. We heard the rustling of the five paper balls. Jeff’s face screwed up in concentration. The rustling stopped. A look of peace bloomed on Jeff’s face and he withdrew his tentacle, gently cradling a single pall of paper. We all held our breath in anticipation. That paper ball held a name that one of us had written down. The name of the next Octopope.

Tension filled the room. Jeff inhaled deeply. He un-crumpled the paper. He looked at the paper. His eyes went wide. He glanced around the table. He looked back down at the paper. His mouth struggled to comprehend, but he finally managed to pronounce the name of the next Octopope:

“Wally.”





 


Part VI:


Wally Ascendant


 


One of us, I honestly don’t know who due to the shock of the moment, unconsciously let out a low, incredulous, “Whoa.”

Slowly, all eyes shifted to Wally, whose expression had not changed, apparently incapable of comprehending the gravity of the announcement.

“Wally?” I asked, after a long, long period of awed silence. Wally did not move.  He didn’t even register having heard his name for the second time.

“You’re sure it’s Wally?” Dick asked, looking towards Jeff.

“The hat,” said Jeff, “the hat does not lie…”

We took this in. The hat does not lie. That settled it. Wally was the Octopope.  End of story.

“But…Wally?” said Dick. “That Wally?” He pointed at our seemingly comatose comrade.

Jeff turned the paper around, showing us all Wally’s name, scribbled into history.  “Wally,” he said, “I only know one Wally.  And that’s Wally.”

Despite the massive importance of the situation, and the Divine Implications of Wally’s newfound position of Octopopedom, I couldn’t help but use the event to facilitate the use of my favorite swear.

“God-fuck,” I said.

Jeff glared at me. “Milo, now is not the time.”

“Sorry,” I muttered, “but…Wally?  Really?”

“Really.”

I sat back and took it in. Then, after thinking it over, “God-FUCK.”

Dick’s shock had apparently worn off, and he leaned forward on the table, seeming to attempt to process something in his mind. Poor guy.

“What I want to know,’ he said, audibly straining to maintain a calm attitude, “is who wrote him in.”

“Not me,” I said, “I wrote in my cousins.”

“The freaks?”

“Yup.”

“Shit, that would’ve been cool.”

“I know.”

“Shit.”

“Who’d you write, Dick?”

Dick shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “I’d rather not say,” he said, “but it sure as fuck wasn’t Wally.”

“Fair enough,” I said, “How about you Jeff?”

“Not Wally,” he said, staring at the paper, trying to will the writing to shift into another name.  Any other name.  Dick, me, him, Andy…

And that’s when I noticed that Andy had remained silent since the announcement.

I turned to look at him. “Andy,” I said, “what about you?”

Dick, who had apparently forgotten Andy was in the room, spun to observe him.

“I…” Andy gulped, “I wrote…Wally.”

Dick went bright red. “You WHAT?  WHY?”

“I don’t know!” Andy yelled. “It seemed like a good idea at the time!”

“This isn’t a joke, you fucker!” Dick screamed.

“I’m sorry!”

Jeff waved the paper. “Sorry doesn’t change this, Andy. He’s Octopope now.  The hat does not lie.”

I laid my head on the table. “Fuckity fuck FUCK.”

“I thought it would be funny…” said Andy.

Dick’s color elevated from a bright red to that of a deeply malevolent radish.  He slammed his tentacles down, shaking the room. “I WILL SHOOT YOU IN THE FACE!”

“I’m sorry!” Andy yelled again, tears beginning to form in his eyes.

“Fuck, Andy,” I said, turning my head to the side. Jeff was nearing a state of absolute panic, if my assessment was correct. His head seemed to be caught in a constant loop of incredulous side-to-side action.

“We can do a do-over,” Andy pleaded, “we can do that, we can-”

“The paper does not lie,” Jeff cried, still caught in his loop.

“But,” Andy stumbled, “but-”

Dick snapped and flailed his tentacles across the table, grasping for Andy but falling short. “YOU SLAT-BASTARD, I WILL KICK YOU IN THE TEETH!”

“Milo, do something,” said Jeff from his head-shaking daze.

I grabbed Dick’s tentacles and held them down while Andy began to sob openly.  In that extremely uncomfortable situation, all I could do to cope was open my mouth and let out a loud, extended, “FUCK.”

And there we were. Jeff suffering a nervous breakdown, Andy weeping, Dick consumed by rage, and me screaming “FUCK” at the top of my lungs.

In the midst of our collective hysterics, nobody noticed the light emanating from Wally’s section of the table. Then we heard a mighty voice echoing through the room:

“I AM OCTOPOPE.”





 


Part VII:


Octopope!


 


All eyes shifted to the light. We immediately ceased our mania and focused on the beautiful brightness. The light slowly dimmed, and we beheld a glorious, if fucking weird, sight.

Wally had emptied the hat of the remaining paper balls and placed it on his head.  His color had changed from his usual pale-peach to a rich and majestic shade of purple.  Somehow he had acquired both the Divine Scarf-Looking-Thing and Divine Scepter-or-Whatever of the Octopope, and he now bore a striking resemblance to the figure he was supposed to be.

“I am Octopope,” he repeated.

He sure looked it.  And after basking in the glory of the now-dimmed light, Jeff posed a careful and tentative, “Wally?”

“Wally is dead,” said Wally, “I am Octopope.”

“But,” Dick added, “you’re still Wally, Wally, just Octopope Wally, Wally.”

“Wally is no more,” said Wally, “there is only Octopope.”

“Well, he is the Octopope,” said Jeff.

“Yeah, but he’s taking it a little too far,” said Dick.

“A bit,” I added.

“I AM OCTOPOPE.”

“We know.”

 


* * *

 


As we tried to work out what to do with Wally and his inflated sense of self-worth, the doors opened and one of those fucking Archbishops walked in.

“Are you guys done yet, or what?” he asked, thoroughly sick of waiting. “We’re thoroughly sick of waiting, and if you fucks don’t pick an Octopope soon, we’re gonna pick one ourselves because we’re arrogant assholes and that’s just how we roll.”

At least that’s what I like to think he would’ve said. But the bastard didn’t get past “if you fucks don’t” before Wally rose up into the air, extended a tentacle, shot forth a bolt of purple lightning, and the Archbishop of Someplace turned into the Archbishop of Lots and Lots of Places, raining down in little bits around the room.

“HOLY SHIT,” screamed Dick, scrambling to throw pieces of Archbishop off of himself and dodge smaller chunks that took longer to fall.

“How the fuck did you do that?” cried Jeff.

“I’M FUCKIN’ HOLY,” said Wally.

And that was the precise moment when we decided it would be in everyone’s best interest to no longer refer to Wally as Wally, but as Octopope.

For Wally truly was no more.

There was only Octopope.

“I voted for you,” piped Andy.

“Thank you, my child.”





 


Part VIII:


Oh Shit.


 


Under the guidance of Octopope, we left the Divine Octopope Picking Room to be cleaned of the Archbishop, and went to the Divine Chamber in order to gather and burn the dead Octopope, releasing the purple smoke to denote the Picking of the new Octopope.  Then we’d issue a press conference or something and tell everyone who the new Octopope is. That’s protocol. That’s how we do things.

That’s what we all thought, anyway.

Octopope (he demanded we drop the ‘the’) had other plans.

 


* * *

 


We tried to figure out how and where we were supposed to burn the dead Octopope in order to release the purple smoke.

“I can’t remember for shit,” said Dick.

“Did we pass any doors that said ‘Furnace’ or ‘Fire Room’ or ‘Burn Shit Here’ or anything?” asked Andy.

“I don’t recall,” I said.

“There’s got to be one someplace,” said Jeff, “they always do it that way on TV.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t see anyplace that looked like a burning place,” said Dick.

“I have no need for this petty shit,” proclaimed Octopope, waving a tentacle at his dead predecessor. The corpse rose up off the seriously nice bed and burst into flame.  Octopope waved another tentacle at the center of the domed ceiling and a good-sized hole appeared in the ornate stone. Purple smoke began rising from the flaming corpse and out through the ceiling.

“Damn, he’s good,” said Jeff.

“I voted for him,” said Andy.

 


* * *

 


We marveled at the surreal display before us. Never before had an Octopope possessed this kind of power.  They were always just figureheads, old fucks who sat in big chairs and seriously nice beds, but that was about it. This stuff was new. And it was really fucking cool. This wasn’t just an Octopope. This was Octopope.

The corpse kept burning. The smoke kept flowing. We kept watching.

And then Octopope began what we refer to as the ‘Oh Shit’ phase of his new ceremony.

The burning corpse shot up through the hole in the ceiling, up into the sky, and exploded, releasing a massive purple cloud and showering the gathered worshippers with its remains.

You could feel the Oh-Shit pulse through the Divine Chamber.

Octopope lifted off the floor and ascended through the ceiling, like the exploded carcass before him. We watched from below as he rose up through his predecessor’s cloud and floated high above the Divine
Palace.

“I,” Octopope bellowed, “AM OCTOPOPE.”

And from the Divine Chamber, as we stared through the hole, we all uttered a humble prayer:

“Oh shit.”





 


Part IX:


Commandment


 


Octopope hovered over the Divine Palace, peering down through the dissipating purple cloud to gaze at his newfound devoted followers. We really didn’t know what to expect next. I mean, yeah, there had been other Octopopes before, but again, they never had these kinds of weird-ass powers. The last Octopope we’d seen take the reigns was introduced in a pleasant little press conference, and was then ushered into the Divine Chamber where he had a nice lunch and took a nap. After that, he basically did what his advisors advised him to.  Pretty simple stuff.  New Octopope, who used to be a pretty simple, borderline fucking stupid guy, was taking charge like his old self, and certainly no other Octopope, had ever done. Plus, he was flying. And he could blow shit up. That was also new.

Whatever happened to tradition?

 


* * *

 


Meanwhile, up in the sky, Octopope’s ‘Oh Shit’ phase was just getting started:

“You, O humble followers of Octopope and believers in Divinity, have long disappointed Octopope in your lack of Holiness. I mean this not as direct criticism on specific individuals, but instead as a general complaint. Overall, you have been nowhere near as Holy as you could, and should, be. You shall heed my Word. You shall be more Holy.”

What the fuck.

“Have I, Octopope, not made myself clear?  Be it my Commandment to be obeyed:  Thou shalt be more Holy.  Understand this and obey my Commandment.”

“He’s out of his fucking mind,” Dick whispered.

“I, Octopope, have spoken.  So it shall be,” called Octopope. “Rejoice.”

Enthusiastic, if not a tad confused, cheers from the crowd.

We, on the other hand, were wholly perplexed by the entire situation. What did he mean, ‘be more Holy’? How exactly does one ‘be more Holy’? Read the Book more often? Go pray like a sonofabitch? We didn’t get it. But then, it was the Word of Octopope, so in theory we did have to follow it. Fuck.

But the crowd seemed to like it. I figured they’d buy the Word of Octopope, no matter how vague it was. It still didn’t answer our questions, though. But we accepted that. Octopope had control of the situation, and we could probably go home now, right?

Wrong.

Still floating above his followers, Octopope whipped forward a tentacle. We heard loud popping sounds and a mass of screams.  

“NOT HOLY ENOUGH,” yelled Octopope.

“What the fuck was that?” Jeff screamed.

“I don’t fuckin’ know, man,” said Dick, “I don’t fuckin’ know.”

“THOU SHALT BE MORE HOLY.  OBEY OCTOPOPE.  BWAHAHAHAHA.”

What made the entire experience even more unnerving was that instead of laughing maniacally as the written form would imply, Octopope delivered that last bit of his decree with the same enunciated, commanding tone that he had assumed since taking on the role. It was fucking spooky.

“Be more Holy,” came Octopope’s voice, rising through the screams, “and I shall lead you from these dark times to the time of light.  I have seen and lived the light.  I can guide you from these dark times.  But only if you be more Holy.  Holiness is a virtue.  Be more Holy and we shall rebuild the ark.  I shall save you.  We shall all live in the time of light.”

I’ll admit I didn’t follow a fucking word of it. And judging by the bewildered looks on their faces, neither did the other guys. Not even Jeff, and Jeff was a really good guy, especially when it came to comprehending weird shit like this. The real kicker was that nowhere in the Book did it ever mention a fucking thing about dark days, the time of light, an ark, none of that shit. I firmly believe that Octopope was pulling this stuff from his ass with all eight. But hey, it was the Word of Octopope. Those poor bastards out there bought every incomprehensible bit of it. There’s power in obscurity.

From above, Octopope bellowed, “DISPERSE,” and we watched him slowly float down though the ceiling (which repaired itself after he flicked a tentacle at it) and onto that seriously nice bed where he lay down and fell fast asleep.

It’s funny how just that little remnant of tradition can set you at ease despite how massively fucked the rest of your day has been.

 


* * *

 


Later we would find that what caused the screams when Octopope whipped forward his tentacle was a line of explosions that shot through a section of the crowd, spraying bits of followers all over other followers. I feel I should say that that also never happened with any previous Octopope.





 


Part X:


The Time of Confusion


 


Well damn if the followers didn’t try like shit to be more Holy. Granted, nobody knew what the fuck it meant to be more Holy, but shit. They were trying their dumb little hearts out. Of course, we were exempt, being Holy Cardinals and things, so while they were out there losing their minds trying to follow Octopope’s Commandment, we were provided with some quality entertainment. It was like reality TV, only better because this shit was real.  Seriously. We could look out different windows and it was like changing channels:

 


* * *

 


Channel 1: Pretty boring, routine stuff. Sitting around, reading the Book, praying like a sonofabitch…see what else is on…

 


* * *

 


Channel 2: Proselytizing. Fuckers up on soapboxes yelling something-or-other.  We couldn’t hear too clearly, but it sounded like bullshit.  Next.

 


* * *

 


Channel 3: Oooh, child sacrifice!

 


* * *

 


Channel 4: One big fat guy in a suit (where the fuck did he get that?) keeps slapping followers on the head and snatching their wallets.  Amusing, but sort of sad.  The lighting was good though. He knew how to put on a show.

 


* * *

 


Channel 5:  I don’t care what anybody says, there’s nothing funnier than watching idiots try to crucify themselves. Andy made a crack about them definitely being more ‘hole-y’. We took turns hitting him with a stick.

 


* * *

 


Channel 6: Things started to take a more violent turn. Folks started thinking that Octopope’s will included them being blown to smithereens, so they strapped bombs and shit to themselves and blew up in crowded areas. We didn’t laugh so much. It was a rather poignant and telling demonstration of how an extreme belief may skew an otherwise rational person’s judgment and make them do terrible things in the name of their leader.

We paused to reflect on this.

And we laughed our asses off.

 


* * *

 


Channel 7: A group of followers who believed they had found the key to Holiness had decided to go around and kill other followers who didn’t fit into their definition of Holiness. Again, I tend to think that that defeats the purpose of Holiness, but what do I know? I’m just a Holy Cardinal or something.

 


* * *

 


Channel 8: These guys had the right idea. Sitting around drinking Holy Booze like there was no tomorrow. Holy Booze is Holy. Therefore, drinking more Holy Booze would result in being more Holy. Logic is fucking sweet.

 


* * *

 


Channel 9: Hippies strumming guitars and singing about love and shit. Next.

 


* * *

 


Channel 10: And more assholes standing around with signs like ‘Octopope Hates You’ and ‘We’re Better than You’. That sorta pissed me off, until one of the guys from Channel 6 came over, pissed on them, and blew up. Then I cracked-fuckin’-up.  

Things tend to sort themselves out.

 


* * *

 


And during all this carnage and shit, Octopope just kept on napping. We found that particularly hard to believe, since all the noise from outside tended to culminate in the center of the room, right where the seriously nice bed was. When you stood next to the bed, you could hear bits and pieces from every window. It was a sort of symphony of stupidity and explosions. It went something like this:

 


* * *

 


“You there!  Be more Holy!  *BOOM*  AAARGH…Octopope loves you, yes he do…*KABLAM*…be saved and feel His presence *KERPLOOEY* AAAAGH…we’re Holy, you’re not!…ACK, I’VE BEEN STABBED…pass the Booze…don’t worry son, you’ll be dying for Octopope, so it’s all good…*THOOM*…look at me, I’m a martyr…Octopope hates *KABOOM*…”

 


* * *

 


And so on and shit. Octopope just kept on dozing. Maybe the sounds of death and shit were soothing to his crazy-ass Octopope brain. Maybe he was just a heavy sleeper.  We didn’t question it, we just thought it was fuckin’ weird. But we shook it off and went back to watching dumbasses blow up, or nail themselves to wood, and occasionally pondering where one could get a suit like that guy on Channel 4 had.

But while Octopope slept and Dick, Andy and I watched the mayhem, Jeff took it upon himself to mark these events in a new chapter in the Book. After all, maintaining a record of important things was part of our job. That’s what Jeff said, and Jeff was pretty fucking smart. So he began work on the new chapter, listing Octopope’s wholly unspecific Commandment and the horde of atrocities (his words, not mine) that followed.

He called this new chapter ‘The Time of Confusion’.

Andy suggested ‘Land of Confusion’, but Dick insisted that Genesis died when Peter Gabriel left and beat him with a stick.





 


Part XI:


Octopope Wakes


 


The Time of Confusion lasted for eight days and eight nights. On the morning of the ninth day, Octopope awoke.  We decided early on that there was nothing we could do in the current situation, so with the exception of Jeff, who had been busy writing the Book’s newest chapter, we spent the past week eating popcorn and watching the chaos outside build to a head and gradually subside as more and more followers bit the dust.  By the time Octopope raised his head and smacked his lips, the streets outside were stained with blood and ash, littered with corpses and studded with eight-pronged crucifixes. The survivors maintained their fanatical ideas of individual righteousness, but the new-found shortages of explosives, wood, nails and assorted weaponry caused them to seal themselves off into their respective factions and resort to glaring angrily at each other.

Admittedly, the last few hours were pretty boring.

When we heard Octopope yawn, we all ceased our activities (popcorn eating for most of us, writing for Jeff) and circled the bed, staring in silent frustration at the freshly woken Octopontiff.

“Good morning,” Octopope said, the distinct stentorian bellow seeming to have vanished from his voice.

“Have a nice rest?” asked Dick, barely managing to control the rage in his voice.

“Oh yes, very much thank you,” said Octopope. “How has the Holiness been coming along?”

“Pretty dead, mostly,” said Andy.

“Dead?” Octopope asked, rubbing sleep from his eyes. “How so?”

“Killed each other,” I said.

“Themselves, too,” muttered Jeff, “I kept a log.”

Octopope took a moment to let this news sink in. “Now why would they do that?”

“They didn’t know what else to do,” Jeff said, “they were confused.”

Octopope shook his head. “Confused by what? I believe I was pretty clear in my Commandment.”

“Apparently not,” said Dick.

“Well, blah blah blah,” said Octopope, “it was fairly self-spoken. Not my fault if they didn’t get it.”

I shook my head. “Do you mind telling us just what ‘it’ was again? Just for clarification?”

“Oh, y’know,” said Octopope, waving a tentacle, “something about Holiness and shit.  And a boat too, I think.”

Now, looking back it’s fairly easy to see that Jeff was pretty shaken by the whole ‘Time of Confusion’ thing. I mean, can you blame him?  Me and Dick and Andy were just watching it, but Jeff was keeping record of that shit.  That’s gotta have some effect on a guy.  And when Octopope woke up eight days later and couldn’t even remember what the fuck he had told the followers…well, I believe Jeff sort of snapped right about then.

“Fuck you!” he screamed. “Fuck you and your fucking bed and your fucking curtains and your stupid fucking hat!  People fucking died out there!”

Octopope looked hurt. “My hat is…stupid?

“IT WAS A BLOODBATH, YOU ASSHOLE!”

“Oh,” said Octopope, taking off his hat and looking it over, “it couldn’t have been that bad…”

“Yes.  It.  WAS.” Jeff held up the pages he had written. “I kept a fucking log!”

“Damn, you’re good,” said Octopope.

“Go fuck yourself.”

“Be that as it may,” ventured Octopope, “how many are left?”

Andy went to the windows and took a quick headcount. “About eighty, maybe ninety.”

“And they’re alive?” asked Octopope.

“Oh.” Andy went back to the windows. “Forty, on a good day.”

“Wow,” said Octopope, “I guess I should say something, huh?”

“An apology would be nice,” grumbled Jeff.

“I am Octopope!” said Octopope. “I make no apologies!”

“But you’re why they died,” Jeff said.

“OCTOPOPE!” cried Octopope, and he launched up through the ceiling once again.

 


* * *

 


“MY PEOPLE!”

The remaining followers stared up at Octopope, floating high above the Palace, and merged into one group. Inside the Palace, Andy got a piece of paper and tallied up the survivors. Thirty-eight. Thirty-eight idiots survived from that massive group, and they still stuck around.

Fucking sheep.

“O mighty Octopope,” they called, “what is thy Word?”

Octopope was silent in contemplation. His next words would have to be pretty fucking spectacular, otherwise there could be a revolt. Not from the followers, though.  They’d do whatever Octopope said, we already saw that. No, Jeff just might kill his ass.  I’d never seen him that pissed off, and he wasn’t even hung-over. So I don’t think murder was too far from his mind. I figured I’d probably help in that case, and Dick and Andy probably would too. There wasn’t much else to do but drink at this point, so it’d be entertaining if nothing else.

The small crowd of survivors below held their breath. Octopope’s Word, no matter how fucking nonspecific, was their law. Octopope speaks it, dumbasses do it. As it always has been, it blah blah blah.  

I was kind of sick of tradition by then. I just wanted to drink and go home.

But Octopope just hung up there in the air, gazing around at the destruction that had passed in his sleep.

“Say something,” called someone from below.

Octopope absentmindedly flicked a tentacle and we heard a wet pop. Andy erased a check on his tally sheet. Octopope then raised two tentacles and spoke.

“A latte.”





 


Part XII:


Well, Shit.


 


I mean, how do you react to that? The guy gives his followers some obscure instructions that throw them into a massively confused panic, causing them to nearly wipe themselves out while he sleeps through the whole fucking thing, then he wakes up, and having forgotten what his fucking Commandment was in the first place proceeds to kill one of his remaining devotees and announce to the rest that he’d like a fucking latte?

Now, we’re generally pretty relaxed (as are most professionals), but what in the name of mighty FUCK?

And guess what.

They gave him one.





 


Part XIII:


Latte Time with Octopope


 


Un-fucking-believable.

Octopope floated back down with his latte, provided by his dumb fucking followers (who, might I add, deserved to be blown up by this point), and sat on his bed before us.

It’s surely no surprise that we had to restrain Jeff from finding a very inventive way of using a latte to murder an asshole. And don’t think we weren’t tempted to let him.

“I think that went well,” said Octopope between sips.

“RATFUCKER!” Jeff screamed.

I looked at Jeff. “Ratfucker?”

“RATFUCKER!” he screamed again.

I turned to Octopope. “Ratfucker?”

Octopope shrugged and sipped his latte.

 


* * *

 


We came to the conclusion that Jeff needed some alone-time. More specifically, alone-time with some Holy Booze.
Even more specifically, alone-time in a really big (and pretty damn ornate) mason jar of Holy Booze, which we liked to call the Divine Alone-Time Receptacle of a Shit-Load of Holy Booze.

We basically threw Jeff in and locked it.

He struggled some at first, but soon enough he started smiling and went real quiet.

 


* * *

 


So it was up to Dick, Andy and myself to talk to Octopope.

“So,” I began, “Octopope…”

“Yeah,” said Octopope, clearly enjoying his latte.

“Octopope,” I said again, “you…you, uh…”

“What the fuck’re you doing?” Dick cut in.

Octopope looked up. “Enjoying a latte.”

“Ah,” Dick said, “care to tear yourself away and tell us just what the fuck your game is?”

Octopope mulled it over. “Mmm, not really.  This is a seriously nice latte.”

Dick threw his tentacles in the air. “Fuck.”

“Octopope,” I said, trying once more to form a sentence, “you said something about rebuilding an ark…”

“Did I?” he chuckled, “Oh boy…”

“You did,” I pressed on, “you talked about dark times and times of light, and you said that everybody should be more Holy so you could rebuild the ark.”

“It’s true,” said Andy, “it was pretty crazy.”

“Wow,” said Octopope, taking another sip, “cool.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” said Dick, “we should just let Jeff out and be done with it.”

“Nah,” said Octopope.

“What?” Dick asked.

“Jeff apparently wants to kill me, and I can’t have that,” said Octopope, “at least not until I’ve finished this latte.” Another sip. “Damn, that’s a seriously nice latte.”

We were, quite frankly, astonished.

Octopope took another sip. “Ahh…” He held out the cup. 

“Care for a sip?”

We did.

He was not wrong.





 


Part XIV:


The Divine Frustration of Milo


or,


How I Learned to Fly


 


Octopope took his sweet time finishing his latte. Sure, it was a seriously nice latte, but when you’re the fucking Octopope whose followers have been blowing themselves and each other to pieces in your name because of a decidedly nonspecific bullshit Commandment you issued before going to sleep for eight fucking days and your Holy Cardinals or whatever are freaking out trying to figure out what the fuck to do and what the fuck’s going on and one of them’s pretty much lost it and has to be locked up in a big-ass mason jar full of Holy Booze to stop him from killing you, I believe there are more pressing matters at hand than a fucking latte.

And I said as much to Octopope. Verbatim, give or take a swear.

 


* * *

 


It didn’t go over too well.

I barely had time to bask in the glory of my words when I found myself flying about the room at an amazing speed. I imagine that from the outside it must have looked pretty damn spectacular. However, from the point of the recipient, it was thoroughly terrifying and pretty damn painful. The spectacle, I fear, was lost on me.

By the end of my flight, I had become well acquainted with the wall.

 


* * *

 


I came to rest at the foot of Octopope’s bed. Let me assure you that I wasn’t dead, I wasn’t seriously injured, but I was reeeeal
fuckin’ sore. Andy started toward me, but Octopope threw a pretty vicious glare his way and he went back to standing with Dick. I managed to get myself upright and squeaked out a small, “Fuck”.

“Have you anything else to say, Milo?” asked Octopope.

I shook my head and let it rest back on the floor.

“Outstanding,” said Octopope, clapping two tentacles together, “I’m very sorry I  had to do that, but I don’t appreciate sass.”

“But he’s right, you know,” said Dick.

Octopope slowly turned to face him. He rose up so that his tentacles were about a foot off of the floor and floated over to Dick, getting uncomfortably close to his face.

“Say that again,” Octopope whispered.

Dick stood his ground. “I said Milo’s right.”

Octopope set himself back on the floor and looked at me. Then he turned back to Dick. Then to me.
Then to Dick again.

“Is he?”

Dick glanced from me to Octopope and carefully said, “Yep.”

Octopope hung his head slightly. “Oh.”

My mouth fell open a bit.

Octopope turned and approached me.

“Uh…sorry about that, Milo,” he said.

I blinked.

“Ow.”





Part XV:


The Ark


 


We agreed to take a break to let me regain a little consciousness and mobility before the serious discussion began. To get the blood flowing back in my tentacles, I went to check on Jeff.  The Divine Alone-Time Receptacle of a Shit-Load of Holy Booze was nearly three quarters empty, and Jeff was floating in the remaining Booze with a look of sheer drunken bliss. Bless him, I thought. After all the shit that’s been going on, he deserves it. Occasionally he would roll over, immersing his face in the Booze, and take a huge gulp before facing up again. We should all be so lucky.

Back in the Divine Chamber, Octopope was either meditating or napping on his bed, while Dick and Andy entertained themselves by throwing crumpled up popcorn bags out the windows at the remaining followers.

Octopope opened his eyes when I entered the Chamber, and my associates approached me.

“Are we ready to talk now?” I asked.

“Yep,” said Octopope.

“Outstanding,” I said, sitting on the floor, “let’s get to it then.”

“Ok,” said Octopope.

“Go ahead,” I said.

Octopope turned to Andy. “Andy,” he said, “is there something you wanted to say?”

Andy glanced around. “No.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah.”

“Positive?”

“Yes.”

“Grand,” said Octopope.  He turned to Dick. “Richard, is there somethi-”

“ENOUGH,” I said, “You’re talking. Start, please.”

“Alright,” said Octopope, “don’t get your panties in a bunch…”

“Just fucking ask him, Milo,” said Dick.

I took a deep breath. “Your Commandment. You talked about dark times and light times.  Being more Holy. Rebuilding the ark. Care to elaborate?”

Octopope looked at us blankly. “Nope.”

Dick slammed his tentacles on the bed. “You fucking SAID it! There had to be a reason!”

Octopope shrugged. “Not really.”

Dick turned to me. “How’s the Divine Alone-Time Receptacle of a Shit-Load of Holy Booze holding up?”

“Don’t give up just yet,” I said.

“Oh, come on,” Dick groaned, “He could rip you to shreds just by looking at you.  Hell, he already beat the shit out of you without touching you.  You want to risk that again?”

“He could do it,” I said, “but he won’t.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right,” sighed
Octopope.

Huh. Didn’t think that’d work.

“Right,” I said, making shit up, “he’s confused and stupid, but Octopope’s got an answer somewhere. The Book says so. ‘The Octopope shall always have the answer.’  I think you wrote that, Dick.”

“That was Jeff,” he mumbled.

“Sorry. But it still stands.”

“Alright,” said Octopope, “I’ll talk.”

We all looked up at him.

“Cool.”

 


* * *

 


“It came to me in a vision,” Octopope explained, “when the spirit of Octopopedom grabbed hold of me, I saw the world in a flash. Dark stuff and light stuff, and Holiness or something, I don’t know…it was really fast and really confusing. I could swear I saw the Divine Something-or-Other.  Though it could’ve been lettuce.  Again, it was really fast.”

“But the ark,” I said, “what about the ark?”

“Right,” he said, “there’s going to be a big-ass flood or some shit.  We need the followers to rebuild the ark so we can survive it.”

“But we’re octopuses,” Andy said, “couldn’t we just -”

“Andy,” I said, holding up a tentacle, “Don’t.”

Dick was still processing. “So what does Holiness have to do with rebuilding the ark?  Couldn’t they have just rebuilt it as is?”

“Well, yeah, I guess,” Octopope said, “but Holiness is a fucking virtue, and they weren’t being as Holy as they could’ve.”

“Holy shit,” I said, “I think that’s Wally in there.”

“Well, he IS Wally,” said Dick.

“I AM OCTOPOPE,” bellowed Octopope.

“Sure you are,” said Dick.

“Wow,” Andy muttered, “that’s heavy.”

“Yeah, gravity and shit. Can we get back on topic?” Dick asked, turning back to Octopope. “So you’ll admit that Holiness has nothing to do with building an ark?”

“I guess.”

Wow. I guess folks really will believe anything just because somebody fancy says it.  Shit.

“Alright,” I said, “let’s swear to never tell Jeff that, lest he devise a gigantic paper-shredder and feed Octopope through it while cackling like a fucking demon, agreed?”

Octopope stared at me. “You have a vivid imagination, Milo.”

“Thank you, I try.”

“So…what now?” Dick asked. “Make the followers rebuild the ark?”

“I guess so,” I said.

“You really think it’ll be that easy?” said Andy.

“Probably,” I said, “they’re fucking sheep.”

“That’s abhorrent,” said Octopope.

Andy looked at me and mouthed the word, “Wally?”

“Shit,” I groaned, “they’re not copulating with sheep, they are sheep…”

“They most certainly are not sheep,” said Octopope, “they are octopuses, as are you and I, although I am a considerably more powerful one.”

“Sure,” I said.

“Do be more careful about confusing species, Milo.”

“Sure,” I said, “just go out there and tell them to rebuild the ark, ok?”

Octopope beamed. “Ok!” And launched himself up and out through the ceiling for the third time.

 


* * *

 


As we watched Octopope ascend, Dick turned to me.

“Are we not going to address how he can fly and shit?”

“Fuck no,” I said, “you heard him, that’s still Wally in there.  You wanna extract that fucking tooth, be my guest, but leave me the hell out of it.”

“Fair enough.”

 


* * *

 


“PEOPLE!”
Octopope bellowed. “REBUILD THE ARK!”

“Why?” came the reply.

“BIG FLOOD A’COMIN’!”

“Ok.”

 


* * *

 


“You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me,” said Dick.





 


Part XVI:


The Triumphant Return of Jeff


 


Octopope gently floated back down to his bed and assured us that the followers were making preparations for the construction of the ark.

“Did you tell them how to do it?” I asked.

“Nah.”

“Don’t you think you should?”

“Fuck that, I’m nappin’.”

Octopope crawled under the covers of his seriously nice bed (lucky bastard) and Dick, Andy and myself found ourselves being pushed out of the Divine Chamber by an incredible invisible force. The door to the Chamber slammed in our faces.

“Well, shit,” said Dick.

 


* * *

 


The three of us decided to kill some time by checking on Jeff in the Divine Alone-Time Receptacle of a Shit-Load of Holy Booze. The huge mason jar barely had a half-inch of fluid left inside while Jeff was sprawled out in the center, apparently passed out again.

The Divine Alone-Time Receptacle of a Shit-Load of Holy Booze had served its purpose.

We opened up the Receptacle and pulled out our comrade. Jeff spluttered and regained some small semblance of consciousness as we tossed him to the floor.

“Wha’fug,” I believe he said before beginning an hour-long vomit-thon.





 


Part XVII:


What News From the Front?


 


We got Jeff cleaned up and recapped him on the whole Octopope situation, leaving out the whole ‘Holiness is meaningless’ thing as we’d agreed.

“Well, shit,” said Jeff, “they’re really building an ark?”

“Sounds like it,” I said, hearing sawing, hammering and clanking sounds from outside.

“Well what the fuck, man?” asked Jeff. “Why?”

“Octopope said to,” said Andy.

“That’s just fucking stupid as hell.”

“You don’t know the half of it,” said Dick.

“And what the hell does he plan on using it for?”

“So we can survive the flood,” said Andy.

“There isn’t going to be a flood,” said Jeff, “I’ve looked in the Book, and nowhere does it so much as mention a light rain, let alone a whole fucking FLOOD.”

“We figured that much,” said I.

“So what in the mighty FUCK is he talking about?”

“Pulled it out of his ass, most likely,” said Dick.

“He IS Holy, though,” said Andy, “maybe he knows something we don’t.”

We looked at him.

“Andy,” said Dick, “shut the FUCK up.  Seriously.”

 


* * *

 


“Alright,” said Jeff after some thought, “you said there’s still a lot of Wally in there, right?  What if we try to access that part of him, the old him, and talk some sense into him as Wally, not Octopope?”

“I say we kill him when he’s sleeping,” said Dick.

“No, no,” I said, “Jeff might have a point.  Maybe we COULD access the dormant Wally…we’ve done it before, right? We’d just have to keep the Wally part of him up top and listening. I mean, Wally was never the smartest guy out there. There’s a chance he might still listen to us if we play it right.  It could work.”

“I think we could have a shot at this,” said Jeff, “Andy, what do you think?”

“Yeah,” said Andy, “Wally’s definitely in there. I miss that guy.”

“We all do, Andy,” said Jeff, “what about you, Dick?  You in?”

Dick looked around at all of us.

“Seriously, guys?” he said. “I mean, really?”

“Yeah,” I said, “what?”

“Guys, I’ve GOT a gun. I could just shoot him in the head!  BOOM, dead.  Case fuckin’ closed.”

“For fuck’s sake, Dick!” I yelled.  “He’s still Wally!  You can’t shoot him, no matter how crazy he is!  He’s our friend!”

“I don’t know if I’d call him our friend,” Jeff interjected.

“He’s our fucking acquaintance,” I said, “you don’t shoot acquaintances in the head while they’re sleeping.”

“It’d be too risky if he was awake,” said Dick.

“You’re not shooting him!”

“Fine. Ok. I’ve got knives. We could pull a Brutus on him, fucking whatever!  Guys, we could end this shit RIGHT FUCKING NOW.”

I wrapped my tentacles around Dick’s throat. “We are not killing Wally!  Do you understand me?  NOT.  KILLING.  WALLY.”

“Et…tu…Milo…?” Dick mock-choked at me.  I released him and stepped back.

“When Octopope wakes up, we’re trying Jeff’s plan.  You can help us, or you can keep being useless. It’s up to you.”

Dick glared at me, gritting his teeth. I folded my tentacles and stared back at him.

“DAMN, you’re good,” Dick said, grinning. “Alright, we do it your way.”

 


 


THE END
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