FOBBIES ARE BORANGE

EPISODE 14

NARRATOR:

Last week on Fobbies are Borange, many zombies were taped down to a tent with the allure of human entrails. We also promised that you’d see strange alien creatures, but we lied. To make up for it, you can hear them this week. On that one show you seem to like, 

[THEME SONG]

[SATURN VALLEY MUSIC]

NESS:

Woah, what the heck is this thing?

JEFF:
I just asked that.

MR. SATURN:

I AM BEING MR. SATURN, BOING!

PAULA:

Mr. Saturn?

MR. SATURN:

WE AAAAALLL MR. SATURN. AND WE AAAALLL FLOAT DOWN HERE.

JEFF:

What exactly are you?

MR. SATURN:

MR. SATURN IS BEING MR. SATURN, ZOOM!

NESS:
Wow, these guys are so cool!

PAULA:
Yeah, they seem to have the same IQ as you, Ness.

NESS:
Haha, very funny. Anyway, I’m beat from all the walking. Is there a hotel around somewhere?

MR. SATURN:

HOTEL BOING YES! OVER THERE ZOOM!

PAULA:
Which building?

MR. SATURN:

THE ROUND ONE BOING!

JEFF:

They’re all round.

NESS:

I think he means that one.

MR. SATURN:

NO ZOOM, BOING THAT ONE!

PAULA:

Oh, I see, the round one. The one with the… round… ness…

MR. SATURN:

BOING YES ZOOM GOOD

JEFF:

I’m still not seeing it.

[HOTEL MUSIC]

MR. SATURN:

YOU BE NEEDING ROOM BOING?

NESS:
Yeah, but… where are the rooms. This building is just an empty room with three stools and a ladder.

MR. SATURN:

WE HAVE PHONE TOO

PAULA:
I dunno, I can’t imagine paying for something like this.

MR. SATURN:

ROOM FREE, YOU STAY!

JEFF:

That’s a good deal.

MR. SATURN:

HERE, PEANUT CHEESE BAR. YOU HAVE FREE NOW!

NESS:

That looks awesome! Lemme try some of that. *nom nom nom Vietnam nom*

PAULA:
Do you think I could have some of that peanut cheese—

NESS:

NO!

[HOTEL RECOVERY MUSIC MORNING MUSIC THING]

PAULA:

*yawn* Well, I feel rested, although I have to admit it wasn’t very comfortable sleeping on a stool. Jeff, how did you sleep?

JEFF:

I didn’t sleep.

NESS:

Why, what happened?

JEFF:

This ladder.

NESS:

The ladder? What’s wrong with it?

JEFF:

It was broken.

NESS:
The ladder was broken?

JEFF:

Yes.

NESS:

Did you fix it?

JEFF:

Yes.

NESS:
Well that’s good. We should get going now.

MR. SATURN:

WAIT. BEFORE GO, MUST LEARN SECRET!

PAULA:
Secret? What kind of secret?

MR. SATURN:
WATERFALL. BIG. SCARY. YOU STEP BEHIND. WAIT THREE MINUTES. FACTORY APPEAR. MANY WORKERS. BAD WAGES. NO 401k. NO DENTAL. YOU SAVE THEM. COME BACK. I HAPPY WILL BE.

PAULA:
That was a lot to take in, but I think I got it. Did you guys understand it?

NESS:

Yeah, totally. We have to rescue the dentists in the waterfall in the next three minutes. We should probably hurry.

JEFF:

That’s not what he said.

NESS:

Whatever. Let’s get going.

[SATURN VALLEY MUSIC]

[CAVE VALLEY MUSIC]

[PEACEFUL REST VALLEY MUSIC]

NESS:

That was a lot of music changes, but hey, we’re finally at the waterfall.

PAULA:
Okay, now we need to step behind it and wait.

JEFF:
We’re going to get wet.

NESS:

Oh well, here goes.

PAULA:

Aaggh, it’s so cold!

JEFF:
Knock on the door.

VOICE:

SAY THE PASSWORD!

PAULA:
Okay guys, now we just need to stand here for three minutes and they’ll open the door.

JEFF:

Okay, no problem.

<WAIT FOR 10 SECONDS>

NESS:

Has it been 3 minutes yet?

PAULA:

No Ness, shut up!

NESS:

But this is BOOOORRIRIIIIIINNGNG!

PAULA:
Ness, this is the only way into the factory, so just shut up for once!

VOICE:
Uh, you guys know that you have to be quiet, right. Like, not say anything for 3 minutes. I’m gonna turn the egg timer over again, so let’s give it another shot.

NESS:

Forget this, I have a better idea.

Hello, pizza delivery!

VOICE:
Uh, to whom is this being delivered?

NESS:
Uh… it’s a delivery for ‘the boss’. Yeah.

VOICE:
Oh, Master Belch! Yeah, awesome. Cool, he never does this anymore. I’ve been working for here for 7 years and it’s probably been a good 5 or 6 since he bothered to order us pizza. Tim, did you hear that? Belch ordered us pizza!

TIM:

What, really?

VOICE:

Yeah man, it’s awesome. Hey pizza dude, is there banana pepper in there?

NESS:

Uh… yeah. 12 of them. With extra banana.

VOICE:
Oh snap, did you hear that, Tim? Belch got 12 of your favorite.

TIM:

I love banana peppers!

NESS:

So do you think you could open the door now?

VOICE:

Yeah man, no problem.

[BELCH FACTORY MUSIC]

PAULA:
Where’d those guys go?

NESS:
Uh… I think we stepped in them. Looks like they were pure puke.

PAULA:
How do you know?

JEFF:

The puke has eyes.

NESS:

Well, this proves it. When in doubt, impersonate a pizza man.

PAULA:

Enough chatting you two, let’s get a move on.

NESS:
Woah, hey, it’s that guy!

KEVIN:

Hey there, it’s my favorite theatre buddies. Looks like you made a new friend there.

NESS:
You’re Kevin, right? The guy we met in the Chaos Theatre?

KEVIN:

Yep, same guy. The Theatre job fizzled out when the Runaway Five left: they actually closed the theatre down. So I was sitting in my easy chair one morning and happened upon a want ad that said ‘MAKE HONEY EARN MONEY’ and I was in like Canada.

JEFF:

Wha—that doesn’t make any sense.

KEVIN:
Hey—this is my story. Anyway, apparently only half of the ad was right and here I am, making honey full of flies for less than minimum wage. There’s not even any dental! Anyway, it totally sucks because all of my co-workers are these small weird-looking fellas with huge noses. Maybe they’re Jewish.

NESS:

Hmm… Maybe you failed to mention that you’re equipped with a ball and chain. How long have you been locked up?

KEVIN:
Eh, since day one. Started a few days ago. Really wish they’d feed us more often.

PAULA:

Well we’re gonna see what we can do about getting you out of here.

KEVIN:
Alright, that sounds awesome. Actually, if you can get them to pay me my missing 401k, that’d be even better.

NESS:

Will do, man.

JEFF:

I think I see something over there.

NESS:

What is that thing?

PAULA:
It looks like a huge 6 feet tall pile of vomit.

JEFF:

Actually, you’re right.

[burp sound effect]

NARRATOR:

And so the chosen ones met the Mr. Saturns and fought their way to the waterfall. Next week they’ll take on Master Belch and finally free the Saturns from tyranny. Only on Fobbies Are Borange.

[outro]

