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Prologue

Jim's glinty, glinty eyes surveyed the Valley of Godless Ruination. Four hours prior, the love of 
his life had met a bloody end. In happier times, Jim might have made a meta-joke about someone's 
bloody end, but these were not happy times, as evidenced by the fact that he stood on a hill overlooking
a place called the Valley of Godless Ruination. Nothing good can happened at a place with such a 
foreboding name. Jonathan, he thought. You sexy idiot. What good is it to be so wedded to your fucking
duty if you're dead? How does your beloved duty benefit from your death? You sexy, sexy idiot. 

Jim had no more tears left. Only rage, and an ache in his heart. He knelt and put his palm to the 
cool dirt. You belong to the earth now, my love. He saw a rock the size of an Xbox controller. What the 
fuck did we call it? The Duke? Jim's days as a writer for Destructoid had ended the moment Niero was 
assassinated by the defector Samit Sarkar. In the half second it had taken Niero's head to fall from his 
body to the ground, Jim had transformed into a dealer of shrieking vengeance. The video had been 
posted online as a warning to all members of Destructoid. 

“Give us the one who is called Devore,” said Samit. “We will kill one member of your beloved 
Destructoid every month until Devore is ours.” Samit the Silent, he was called. Good Samit the Silent, 
tactical is he. Jim remembered the song they sang when their former brother had disappeared. They 
thought he had been kidnapped by the Polygonals. They were wrong, and their carelessness had cost 
Niero his head. 

Tactical is he. Damn it! It says “tactical” in the bloody song. We should have known. He 
frowned the frown of a thousand collapsing stars. Then he remembered The Duke and frowned harder. 
Then... then he remembered the naming of Microsoft's third game console and his frown became death 
itself. He picked up the rock. He clenched it in his gloved hand, forcing it to absorb all of his pain. All 
of his rage. His grip tightened. 

Damn you, Samit. Damn you, Niero. The stone began to glow. Damn you, Microsoft. Damn you 
for making us scramble to find ways to differentiate between the Xbox and the Xbox One. The stone 
was red hot and steam was rising from it. His glove was melting. The pleather made popping and 
hissing sounds. He squeezed harder. And you, Jonathan. You sexy criminal. You left me here to finish 
this alone. You know I'm not strong enough without you. You KNOW!!

The rock exploded in his hand. Whether from rage, or the force of his grip, he did not know. His
gaze returned to the Valley of Godless Ruination. He knew not what he would find there, but he knew 
blood would spill upon the dusty ground. Mine?

To his left was an ancient corpse, now merely a pile of bones. The feathered end of an arrow 
protruded from the dead man's rib cage. A sword and a whetstone lay beside him. He was killed while 
sharpening that pitiful sword.  Jim withdrew his own steel, thinking of the joke he might have made, 
long ago, about sliding a shining sword from its scabbard. His sword was massive, and forged into the 
shape of a life sized nude Matt Borealis. It glinted like Jim's eyes. 

He paused to enjoy the shape of the sword. Matt's curves are as lovely as they are deadly. And 
Samit will know it, before long.  He picked up the whetstone and began sharpening Matt Borealis' 
curves. He looked yet again at the Valley of Godless Ruination, and shrieked in fury.



Chapter 1

Mr. Andy Dixon yanked the power cable out of the socket. I bring shame upon House Dixon 
when I commit these acts. I always say I need to quit, but the internet drags me back down every time. 
Something always forced his hand, so to speak. This time it had been a FFVIII cosplay gallery on 
Kotaku. 

“Oh, Quistis,” he sighed. “You're too much for me.” He turned on the bathroom radio and 
stepped into the shower to cleanse himself, and House Dixon. The shameful activity had become a 
daily habit. When paired with a shower, it transformed into an all-out ritual. 

“Cuz we are living,” he sang with the radio, “in a material world.” The stream of water felt 
good on his bare sunglasses. “And I am a materia...” He heard his phone ring on the bathroom sink. It 
was Niero's ring. The great Niero honors me by calling. He was about to be either fired or promoted. 
Niero always communicated with Dtoid staff by tweets. He reserved phone calls for the really 
important stuff. Even if Andy was about to be fired, it still meant that he would have the privilege of 
speaking with The Boss. 

Mr. Andy Dixon's phone repeated the Sonic Drowning Song while he stood frozen in the 
shower. Breathe, man. Breathe. Answer the phone. He turned off the water, dried his hands on a towel, 
and picked up the cellphone. 

“Hel... Hello? I... Niero? Hello?” 
“Hey dude meister! Gnarly radical recap of all the Dtoid articles yesterday bro-hammer!” 
“I, um. Yes. Thank you. It's a pleasure... Sir. I mean, it's a pleasure, sir. How might I um, be of 

assistance, sir? 
“Check it Dix-man. Destructoid has just gotten its millionth Huge Member! That's sicker than a 

nollie heel down a 20 stair! That's like a fakie 5-0 to manual to 3 flip! So here's the deal. I need you to 
go pick up Boston's Favorite Son and fly him to Dtoid HQ in Chicago. I have a surprise for all the 
Dtoiders. It's fucking big, man. It's fuckin' gnarly and tubular, bro. Swag, yo! Swag. Swaggity swig 
swag.” 

“You honor me, sir. I shall not disappoint you. Sir.” 
“I know, man. You're gonna do so good. Just go get J-Ho and bring him down to Chi City. We're

gonna kickflip all over the face of this town, baby!” Niero hung up. 
My god, thought Andy. What an honor! No longer would people whisper poison about House 

Dixon. Keeping Boston's Favorite Son entertained for a weekend would prove Andy's worth in the eyes
of his father, Mr. Andy Dixon Sr. 

“Why can't you be more like that Jonathan Holmes fella?” his dad would often ask. “Now 
there's a stand up guy. Works in a psychiatric facility and still has time to host the finest podcast ever to
grace the airwaves. And you? What have you ever done? All you ever accomplished is wearing 
sunglasses and a pink robe. You're a disgrace to House Dixon.” 

“NO!” shouted Andy. Then he remembered where he was. Naked. Dripping. In his bathroom. 
He dried off and called for his wife. “Wife! Bring forth mine Power Robe!” 

Mrs. Andy Dixon kicked down the bathroom door, pink robe in hand. 
“Power Robe,” she yelled. “Activate!” The robe flew from her hands and enveloped Andy's 

body. He felt like a new man. The Power Robe had a dark and mysterious power. He had bought it from
an old Chinese man in a dusty, dimly lit shop. Not toy, insisted the old man. Not toy. Not toy. Andy 
cleaned his sunglasses with the robe. He put them back on. The phrase Cool Christmas popped into his 
head uninvited. 

“Wife, I must needs attend to matters of significant importance. Boston's Favorite Son requires 



entertainment during official Destructoid business. When I return, I shall need a hamburger and several 
gallons of chocolate syrup. Can you complete the task set out before you?” 

“I shall complete the task with all diligence and haste,” replied his wife. 
“Good. Kiss the lips upon my face.” Mr. Andy Dixon's wife (Mrs. Andy Dixon) kissed the lips 

upon his face. 
“I must make for Boston.” With that, he jumped 400 feet in the air, leaving a hole in the roof. 

He flew toward Boston, a song clattering in his head. 
And I am a material girl.



Chapter 2

Andy landed outside Boston World Headquarters. His colleague and spirit animal Jonathan 
Holmes worked inside the massive skyscraper. I wonder where Jon's hospital is. He entered the sliding 
glass doors and approached the receptionist. 

“Hi Mrs. um... Um, hi. I'm here on official Destructoid business. You wouldn't happen to know 
which floor Boston's Favorite Son works on, would you? He needs to come on... with! With me. He 
needs to come with me. Um, uh, not like that! I uh, we need to go to Chicago... Destructoid business. 
Like I said.” 

“Our Favorite Son is in a meeting right now, but he's given me blanket authority to interrupt 
anything he's doing when someone from Destructoid comes here. Er... not like that. He's on floor 
47,000.” 

“Is that where his hospital is?” 
“Pardon?” asked the receptionist. 
“The Hospital of Monsters. Is it on floor 47,000?” 
“I'm sorry, Mr. Holmes doesn't work in a hospital." The receptionist looked confused. “As for 

the monsters... I'm afraid I can't help you with that.” 
“Um... I was told by a very close friend of his that he's a fully licensed and world-renowned 

psychiatristologist of pedophilia. Not to mention crimefighter, tumbler, 18th century grave robber, 
inventor of light, professor or magic, and head of organized cri...” The receptionist jumped up before 
Andy could finish his sentence. She grabbed grabbed him by his robe. 

“SSSSHHHHHH!!! Shut up! Not one more word,” she half whispered. “What kind of fucking 
moron are you? Just go and talk to him. Leave me the hell alone. I don't have any idea what you're 
talking about. Nothing illegal has ever happened here. This is a place of business.” 

The receptionist sat back down and started typing. She was now ignoring Andy completely. He 
headed toward the elevator. Wonder what her problem is. And how does she not know about the 
Hospital of Monsters? 

The doors opened. He stepped in and pressed 47,000. I'll never get there. It's like a million 
miles away. He pulled his smart phone from his pocket and proceeded to bring shame upon House 
Dixon. 

SEVERAL FILTHY MINUTES LATER 

Andy heard shouting as the elevator opened to floor 47,000. The famous Hall of Monsters! I 
can't believe I'm actually here. Roughly 20 feet away was a door. As he walked toward it, the words 
became clearer. 

“No, that's not what I said, you moronic fuckstick. That's NOT what I said!” 
Whoa! That sounds bad. However, the great Niero has need of Boston's Favorite Son. And the 

mean receptionist said 'blanket authority to interrupt anything he's doing.' Anything. Okay, Andy, let's 
do this. 

He opened the door. Jonathan Holmes slammed his hands down on his desk. He grabbed a 
knife. “I said 'pick your balls up off the floor and stop being such a whiny little bitch.'” He was now 
waving the knife at a man seated opposite him. 

“If you can't deal with this situation by Thursday I will make the last moments of your life so 
excruciating that by the time you die, the fucking torture will start to feel GOOD. Now, are you a 
fucking EARNER? Or are you a sad little fuckstick? A SAD,” he slammed the knife into the desk once,
“LITTLE,” twice, “FUCK STICK??” three and four times. His face was red. 



“I'm an earner," said the scared-looking man. 
“You're what?” Jonathan said softly. 
“I'm a fucking earner, sir.” 
“Then why. The. FUCKAREYOUINMYOFFICE?!? GO. AND. FUCKING. EARN.” He spoke 

softly again, “Deal with the thing. Earn the money. And stay alive.” 
“Yes sir.” 
“GO! NOW!” 
The man jumped out of his chair and nearly slammed into Andy, but kept running.
“Hey, Andy!" said Jonathan. "Come on in. Don't mind him.” 
“What was... was that? Sir!” Andy sat down across from Jonathan. 
“Huh? Oh, that guy? He's a silly coworker. Nice guy. We call him Fossil Town. It's not 

important. Anyway, what brings you to Boston? It's good to see you! Gosh, when was the last time we 
saw each other? PAX? How are ya? Haha, jeez, look at me rambling. Sorry, I'm just happy to see you.” 

“Yes. I'm equally pleased to be in your presence, sir. Niero has ordered us to present ourselves 
at Destructoid headquarters in Chicago. He said we have a million Huge Members. He has something 
planned. Everyone must attend.” 

“Wow! A million members? Gee, that's great! You mean everybody's gonna be there? I get to 
see all my Dtoid pals in one place? This is great! It's so great! Yeah, let's go. When do we leave? Gosh, 
I'm so excited.” 

“We leave right now. Can I, um, ask a question, Jonathan? Sir?” 
“Yeah, of course! What's on your mind?” Jonathan was stuffing papers into a diamond studded 

briefcase. He opened a drawer on his desk and took something out. He muttered to himself. “Full clip 
and half of a spare. Shit. Fuck.” 

“Where's your Hospital of Monsters?” 
Jonathan looked up and laughed. “No, that's just a thing Jim made up for Podtoid. There's no 

monster hospital.” 
“Oh, then what do you do here? I thought...” 
“Hey, look. Let's forget about all that other stuff for a while. Destructoid is about videogames, 

right? Can't we just talk about videogames? Have you seen the trailer for the new random 3DS game 
that I'll probably review because I review all the 3DS games? Bright colors, cheery music, happy little 
animals walkin' around... Good stuff!” 

“Um, sure. We can talk about videogames.” Andy watched Jon close his diamond briefcase. 
"How are we gonna get there?" asked Jonathan. 
"Like this," Andy took Jonathan in his arms, crouched down, and crashed through the ceiling. 

Bits of plaster fell away as they raced upward. 
“So, what games have you been playing? Sir?” Andy looked down at Jonathan, who had fallen 

asleep immediately, holding his briefcase like a comfort blanket. 
The lion and the lamb are returning to the den, and all is well in the jungle.



Chapter 3

Blood ran down Dale North's hands. He pulled his katana from the dead man's abdomen. The 
fight had taken too long and been too loud, but finally his prey was vanquished. Steam rose from the 
entrails that had spilled on the cold pavement. Too much light, he thought. Dale didn't usually hunt by 
moonlight, but he hadn't eaten in several days. He was growing desperate. 

Dale sliced off a piece of intestine and savored the chewy texture. A helicopter passed overhead.
Dale screeched. He pushed the corpse under a dumpster and squeezed himself tight between it and a 
brick wall. 

The sun bird hunts Dale. Mustn't run this time. He held his katana against his chest. The light 
passed over him, climbed up the wall, and disappeared; as did the sound of the rotors. The sun bird is 
stupid and impatient. Dale has the upper hand. 

When the sound of the helicopter had faded completely, Dale dragged his meal out from its 
hiding place. Before he could continue eating his phone rang. Dale can never eat in peace, he thought 
as he took out his phone. 

Niero. 
Master needs Dale! Master is in danger! He answered the phone. 
“Master, where are you? Dale will come quick.” 
“Yo, Northman, how goes it? I'm fine, man, chill. Hey, listen. Can you stop by HQ tomorrow? I 

got a rad gnarly surprise. Everyone's gonna come: Jim, J-Ho, Dixman, The Devourer, and so on and 
cetera. We'll have jungle juice, margaritas, hot dogs, chips, candy bars and salt water taffy and burritos 
and all that swag, yo!” 

“Yes, master. Dale will come.” 
"Stellar! Check ya later, Northern Light!” When they hung up Dale tore into his prey. 

ONE HOUR LATER 

Back in his wifi-capable cave somewhere in the subway tunnels beneath downtown Chicago, 
Dale was finally free from hunger. Dale sleeps like a king tonight. 

Like the wild dogs in Moscow, he had learned how to use his city's extensive subway system. 
Tomorrow he would take the Blue Line train from Lasalle to Jackson, where he would transfer to the 
Red Line. North he would travel, and still further north until he reached the Sheridan stop. Dtoid HQ 
was located underneath an abandoned warehouse several blocks west. He could sprint that distance in 4
minutes flat. 

Master has a surprise. Master is a good master. Dale is unworthy, but Dale will make master 
proud. Dale will write the best article Destructoid has ever seen. 

He turned on his computer. Dale already had an idea for the article. A loosely-formed idea, but 
an idea nonetheless. He just needed to do more research to confirm some basic facts before setting out 
to uncover what he suspected was the ghastly truth behind the Nintendo Wii. If he could prove his 
hypothesis, it would shake the very foundation of videogame journalism. 

But all of that could wait. The final episode of Breaking Bad had aired recently. Dale had not 
yet seen it, but he knew where to look.



Chapter 4

Narrator X - Good evening. I am Narrator X. I hide in the dark spaces between chapters. I 
implore you to read no further. This story can only end in tears and blood. Everyone will die, 
probably even you. The happiness of Destructoid members is a fleeting thing that soon will be 
extinguished. There is no way to stop it. I am so sorry. 

“Hell yeah! New Dante kicks mega ass! Fuck. Hell. SHIT! This game is fucking aMAZing!” 
Hamza Aziz turned off his Xbox 360 and punched the wall. “Goddamnshityesfuck!! Yo CandyPop! Get
your sexy ass in here.” 

“What do you want, baby? I'm playing Cookie Clicker. Gotta keep clicking the cookie.” 
“Have you played the new DmC?” Hamza got up and went into the kitchen. His girlfriend was 

sitting at the table, topless, clicking furiously. “It came out super long ago and it's been in my backlog 
forever. But it's SO fucking SICK, dude!” 

“Check it out, I'm at 700,000 CpS.” 
“Hell yeah, bitch!” He kissed the top of her head as she kept clicking. Cookies were raining 

down. “I gotta go back out there and do that Heisenberg shit. I betta get into my muthafucking 
character. Them Nelly-lookin' muthafuckas probably out there again. Just watch my back.” 

“Okay, baby.” She never looked up from the game. 
Outside, Hamza spotted a 20-something wearing a Loyola hoodie and texting furiously. Fresh 

meat. Alright, Hamzaberg, let's sell this boy some product. 
“Yo cracka ass cracka. I got some real fresh 'cain. Good shit. Twenty bucks a hit.” The student 

never looked up from his phone. 
“Hey! Cracka! You real far from home. Is you lost?” The student kept walking, entirely 

unaware. “Pasty-ass lil bitch.” Alright Hamzaberg. Maybe the homeboy routine scared him off. 
Hamzaberg is a good character, just scale him back a bit for the college kids. 

Hamza walked down an alley and saw three more students. 
“Hey, yo!” They looked at him. “Yeah, you. I got some real good shit. Y'all like real good shit, 

right?” 
“Wait a minute, you look familiar.” One of them was wearing a Destructoid shirt. “Oh, holy 

shit! You're Hamza! Whoa, dude! I fucking love Dtoid!! Can I please get your autograph, man? Please, 
please?” Oh, fuck. 

“Naw, man, I don't know what the fuck you talkin' 'bout. Shit, I gotta go.” Hamza started 
running back down the alley as the student shouted at him. 

“Fap fap fap!! Bye Hamza!” 
He turned left on Thorndale and then walked up Winthrop, in front of his apartment. There he 

saw a group of five Mad Granville Disciples. Lately they had been encroaching on Hamza's territory, 
selling their inferior cocaine at a lower price. He might have tolerated it, if not for the fact that their 
product had been killing his best customers, the burlesque dancers. In Chicago, burlesque girls were a 
protected class of citizen, above the cops and politicians. Their deaths had caused the city to increase 
police presence in Edgewater. I have to stop it. 

The Disciples spotted him. One of them spoke. 
“What you about, gangsta?” The Disciples started to surround him. 
“I ain't about shit,” Hamza replied. That wasn't good enough for them. 
“Naw, bitch. What set you claim?” 
“You forget yourself, you skinny lil whiny lil bitch. This is my territory. Y'all killin' my clients. 

They good girls. That shit must not continue while I still breathe.” Hamza was talking to the Disciple 



who spoke, ignoring the others. “So here's the deal. You 'bout to run yo ass back up that block where 
you belong. Then...” 

“This our block now.” The man got in Hamza's face. 
“Yeah,” said a second Disciple. “That's called a hostile takeover in proper white boy English.” 
“Don't presume to use that proper English bullshit on me you tight ass little ass tight ass shit. 

I'm 'bout to get a smidgeon heated. Y'all muthafuckas got five seconds to leave my block before shit get
ugly. Tell ya boys Hamzaberg does not forgive.” 

Nobody moved. 
“Four seconds. Three seconds.” 
All was quiet. 
“Two seconds.” 
A Disciple reached under his belt. Hamza heard a pop and saw the man stumbled back. There 

was red on the man's shirt. 
In the apartment overlooking their block, CandyPop put her sights on another banger. She saw 

Hamza lunging at one of them. One down. She pulled the trigger and the bullet caught a second man in 
the forehead. Three left. Hamza was on top of one, grounding and pounding. The other two Disciples 
were just now realizing what had happened. They reached for their pistols. CandyPop, still topless, put 
a bullet in one's knee and another in his partner's ass. Both men collapsed and their guns went flying 
out of their hands. 

She provided watch while Hamza choked his adversary. Two dead, two injured, and Hamza's on
the last one. It didn't take long for the two injured men to regain composure and scramble for their 
pistols. CandyPop aimed and fired two more shots. The guns exploded into several pieces. 

Hamza released the man he had been strangling. He took out his knife and grabbed the man 
who had been shot in the knee. He cut into the neck and began sawing. When the blood started 
spraying, Hamza walked over to the Disciple CandyPop had shot in the ass. His head came off in under
20 seconds. Hamza threw it on the unconscious strangled man. 

He looked around. People were watching him in silence. One bystander was taking video with 
his phone. Good, Hamza thought. Let them see what happens when people invade my territory. Blood 
was pooling around the corpses of four Mad Granville Disciples. This'll be clickbait on Kotaku for 
months. 

“Let this shit be known,” he bellowed. “Granville bangers would be wise to heed this. Stay the 
fuck north of Glenlake. Everything from here to Berwyn is MY territory! Also, don't forget 
youtube.com/dtoid. We got a new office chat for all you bitch ass honkies. Heed that shit, too. Heed all 
the shit I say! Heed it! HEED IT!” 

He pulled up one of the dead men by the hair. 
“HEED IT!” He sank the knife into the neck and sawed away until it hung by a strip of flesh. 

“HEED IT!” 
The skin tore apart and the body fell to the ground. 
“HEED IT!” He threw the head on the still-unconscious man. 
“HEED. THIS. SHIT. You would be wise,” he severed the next man's head, “to heed this shit.” 
He removed the final man's head. 
“HEED THIS FOREVER!!” The unconscious Disciple came to and sat up. He was hit by a 

flying head. He looked down and saw his dead friends staring back up at him. 
“What the fuck?!” He scrambled backwards. “Oh shit! Of fuck shit! No no no no.” 
Hamza clasped both hands around his neck and yanked him to his feet. 
“Yo, man! Chill. We was just larpin' as bangers out here. We never wanted none of this shit! I 

swear!” 
“You done fucked with me on the wrong day,” said Hamza. “I GAVE you boys a chance. I 

TOLD y'all to run back up that block. But the homies there,” he pointed at the heads, “they didn't heed 



me. I. Run. This. Street. I. Run. This. Block. OKAY!?” 
The banger nodded. 
“Now you got two choices, son. Do like I wisely suggested, and you unwisely ignored, and 

RRUUNN yo scared bitch ass back up that mothafucking block. In a zig-zag. That's option one. Option 
two is I remove yo liver with my hands.” Hamza released him. 

“Now. Choose.” The man turned and ran in tight, quick, unpredictable zig-zags. 
“Tell the homies what happened here,” Hamza shouted as he pulled out his .45 and took aim. 

Two shots, he thought. He pulled the trigger and a puff of concrete shot up next to the running man. The
second round caught him in his shoulder. He fell and shrieked in pain, but got up and ran faster. 

Hamza's phone buzzed in his pocket. 
“Yo.” 
“Hey, Hamzotron 4000! Sup dudebarf? Can you stop by tomorrow? It's crazy psycho mega 

important.” 
“Yeah.” 
“Great, awesome. Thanks, H-Bomb. Catch you later.” 
“Yeah.” Shit. No slangin' tomorrow. I gotta make this a banner day for Hamzaberg's Cocaine 

Slangatorium Inc. I gotta slang all that mothafucking cain on my beautiful Chicago block. 
Hamza, soaked in blood, went back inside, showered, changed into his finest slanging apparel, 

and proceeded to slang all that mother fucking cain on his beautiful Chicago block.



Chapter 5

DTOID HQ – CHICAGO 

The office was abuzz with excitement. Everyone had turned up. All of Dtoid's staff members 
were in attendance, as were and most of the prominent commenters and cbloggers They were all 
chatting away, waiting for Niero. 

“Yeah, yeah. I understand all that,” said PhilKenSebben, “but why do we have to be here in 
person? I just don't get why this couldn't be handled with a couple fucking emails or Skype sessions. I 
mean, I love you guys, but I have shit to do back home.” 

“I was told we'd all be thanking God for me. That's why we're here.” Jim Sterling was licking 
his giant purple Saints Row dildo. Phil looked skeptical, but Jim insisted. “Niero specifically told me 
'Yo, tubular bro-fist of doom! I'm loving the Jim's Quisition thing! Come on up here to Chi City so we 
can all thank god for you in person!'” 

“Dearest dearest dearest,” mumbled Zombie Orwell, who shambled in circles by himself. 
“Prescient and Orwellian... Filthy pervert readers.” Just outside the entrance, Sephzilla was clearly 
drunk. 

“So Occam,” he said, “how many bands are you actually in? Cuz, ya know... you like to say 
'blah blah blah is the name of my blah blah band.' You some kind of fuckin' music geek?” 

“Some Kind Of Music Geek is the title of my PhD thesis examining the parallels between 
classical music and Metallica's once-fresh brand of angry speed metal. Also, cocks.” Occam heard a 
whine behind him. He turned around and saw Niero riding up on a Segway painted gold. 

“Yo bros!” said Niero. “I have a radical, spastic, stellar surprise in the Dzord hangar. Let's go!” 
They followed him inside, where Niero addressed everyone. “Yo bros and bro-ettes!! Cool shit is gonna
happen in the hangar! Let's go!” They all all filtered into the hangar. Niero spoke again. 

“Let's get started, you silly chicken butts. As you all know, Dtoid has officially gotten its 
millionth Huge Member! And I decided it would be totally rad to celebrate. But check it, yo. This ain't 
just any ol' celebration. This. Is. Fucking. HUGE!! Just like the name of the membership! That's rad-o-
rooney!!” 

“Oh, cool! Do we all get a 3DS painted like a Pikmin?” asked Jonathan. 
“Even better!” Niero directed their attention to the massive tarp behind him. 
“For anyone new to Dtoid, let me quickly explain something. We have Dtoid and a Dzord. 

Dtoid is our website, whereas the Dzord is the mech we use to protect the world from evil publishers 
and inferior gaming websites. At the moment, every legitimate gaming website on the globe knows of 
the existence of the Destructzord. Worse yet, dudes, so do a number of rogue publications. They are all 
working on deploying their own Destructzord to compete with our site's radical blogging capability. 
Games journalism is about to see a swarm of these inferior Dzord derivatives, ya dig? 

“We initiated development of the Huge Membership as a counter measure to these pirated 
Dzords. The only thing that can stand up to a Destructzord is, of course, another Destructzord. With the
Huge Membership, the dozens, of not hundreds of Dzord copies that may soon exist all over the 
awesome-sauce world are no longer a threat to games journalism. The blind rush to Destructzord 
proliferation will be contained. It will be Dtoid and our newly reconstructed Zord that will accomplish 
this. 

“There you have it, friends. With this Dzord we will save all of games journalism, probably. 
And now, with the added bonus of a million Huge Members, I have taken it upon myself to mod the 
Dzord, giving it the ability to fuck the entire world! Through the totally tubular process of science, I've 
developed a way to convert a small part of the soul of each Huge Member into actual,” Niero raised his



arms and looked skyward. 
“Huge,” four columns of flames shot up behind him. 
“Metallic,” doves were released from cages. Several of them flew into the fire and came 

plopping down on the concrete floor. 
“MEMBERS!” The tarp fell. Behind Niero stood the Destructzord outfitted with one million 

large metal phalli. 
Jonathan groaned. 
“He's talkin' about penises!” said Jim. 
“YES!” shouted Niero. “I'm talking about penises. Gigantic, indestructable penises!” 
Mr. Andy Dixon gasped. No, Andy! Stay your idle hand. Do not bring more shame upon House 

Dixon. 
“Can't we just talk about videogames, you guys?” asked Jonathan. 
“NO!” shouted everyone in unison. They all stared in amazement at the enormous, glistening 

Destructzord. 
“Oh, man. I was really hoping you'd give us all a Pikmin 3DS. I don't like giant robots. You 

guys already know that violence isn't my thing. And the sex stuff makes me frown. We're a videogame 
website, and Pikmin is so great. You're a cute little alien guy. But it's also horrifying. It's definitely my 
favorite survival horror game.” 

“A million Huge Members have been converted into a million huge members adorning our sick-
gnarly mech. A million huge members, yo!” 

“A million huge members!” they all repeated, except Jonathan. 
“A MILLION HUGE MEMBERS!!” screamed Niero. 
“Videogames,” implored Jonathan. “Please.” 
“HE'S TALKING ABOUT PENISES!!” shrieked Jim. 
“Cookie's goin' in the oven,” said Jonathan. 
“First one to the top gets to pilot the Dzord for two hours!” yelled Niero as he grabbed a large 

metallic phallus and started climbing. Everyone else rushed forward, eager to begin the ascent; 
everyone except Jonathan Holmes, who had now become his alter ego, The Silent Cookie. He pouted 
and sat on the floor, arms and legs crossed, immune to the gleeful cries of his coworkers. 

“This is the greatest moment of my life!” yelled Jim, who had reached the Dzord's torso. 
Everyone climbed. Up and up they went, and still further up, using the million huge members as hand 
and foot holds. Down near the knees, OpiumHerz, Strider, and Elsa made steady progress. 
PhillKenSebben, Occam's Electric Toothbrush, Smurfee Mcgee, and Hamza were right behind them. 

Narrator X – They were so happy. 

Only two were left on the ground. The Silent Cookie continued to pout, while Zombie Orwell 
could only look up and curse his decomposing body. All this excitement has infused my powerful 
cerebellum with an even more powerful hunger, he thought. I must needs feast forthwithly upon the 
flesh of man. He watched the humans clamber up his beloved Destructzord. 

I shall starve before I capture one of them. He saw Mr. Andy Dixon and Sir Tobii struggling to 
knock each other off. They had both chosen to climb up the green metal buttocks. The path less taken. 

The Silent Cookie sniffled. Zombie Orwell heard him and turned around.Brains, he though. 
“Brains,” he said. Brains. He shambled toward Cookie, who had opened his diamond-studded 

briefcase and was fishing for his 3DS. Cookie found it and started playing. He was immersed in a 
bright, colorful, cheery game about animals or cute monsters or something, completely unaware of the 
prescient figure shambling towards him. 

“Ghrarghshrgh,” gurgled the zombie. Unlike Mick Jagger, I shall soon have satisfaction. Every 
step brought him closer to sating his thirst for flesh. 



In his game, Cookie was talking to the mayor of Raccoon Town – or something equally pleasant
– when he felt a sinister (yet Orwellian) presence approaching. He looked up and Zombie Orwell was 
on him, all gnashing teeth and groping hands. Cookie tried to scream, but remembered that he was no 
longer Jonathan. He could not speak until he had cleansed the spirit of a Dtoider with soap and foam. 

Zombie Orwell's hands were very busy touching inappropriate places. Worse yet, his teeth had 
locked onto Cookie's shoulder. Oh no, thought Cookie. I need to shout, but I haven't sudsed anyone up 
yet! He frowned and tried to push Zombie Orwell off of him. If only I weren't so weak. But I'm just a 
cookie, I wish I was some kind of tough mob boss with a diamond-studded briefcase as a pistol on... 
Wait! I AM!! 

For just a second Cookie remembered his life before the oven. He reached for the pistol on his 
calf and put a bullet in the zombie's temple. Little fuckstick. A second later, after Zombie Orwell's 
corpse slid off him and hit the ground, Jonathan felt The Silent Cookie overtake him again. He picked 
up his 3DS and kept playing. 

Back on top of the Dzord, Mr. Andy Dixon was immeasurably proud. He had reached the head 
first. House Dixon shall be remembered forever. They shall write songs about this day. He felt a beat in 
his stomach and a groove in his rib cage. He looked up. 

Nile Rodgers was playing the groove Andy felt. It was the purest groove he'd ever heard. Two 
robots were providing bass and drums. An unimpressive falsetto voice was urging him to dance, so he 
did. Right there on top of the Destructzord he lost himself in the music. More people joined him, but he
didn't notice; he was too busy bringing glory to House Dixon with his righteous moves. Jordan Devore 
and Hamza paired up and started swing dancing. Occam's Electric Toothbrush and Elsa were lindying, 
but Occam kept tossing Elsa so high that she spent most of her time in the air. Jim, of course, had torn 
off his clothing and was foaming at the mouth, all gyrations and spastic flopping. Below them, Cookie 
played his 3DS, smiling at the happy animals on the screen. 

The only person not dancing was Niero. He was sitting on the mech's shoulder, watching the 
happy dancing fools. He knew what would happen next, and it filled him with dread. They need this 
moment. Soon they will be on a trail of blood and vengeance. He let them enjoy what he knew would 
be their last few minutes of happiness in a long time. Everything will change when we open the hatch. 
What on Earth have I agreed to?



Chapter 6

Narrator X – Lord Father Miyamoto, please grant them safe passage to your shiny arcade in the 
sky. Things unravel. 

DTOID HQ - CHICAGO 

They opened the hatch on top of the Dzord's head. A man in a red helmet and spandex came 
levitating out. He was grinning. 

“Excellent speech, my friend. Gift of the silver tongue. They say it's the mark of a good 
blogger.” 

“Identify yourself!” shouted Strider. The man clad in red lost his smile. 
“I am Samitshaska! Also called...” he paused for dramatic effect. “Shotgun Octopus.” He 

grabbed Niero. 
“Now, do not interrupt me again,” said Samitshaska. “As I said, Niero, you gave a fine speech, 

and that was a truly euphoric dance number. Daft Punk and Nile Rodgers in the same song. Haha... 
Who woulda guessed? But the good times they are a-changin', as my friend Bob Dylan once told me.” 

“Leave Niero alone!” Jordan Devore leaped at Samitshaska. They fell to the ground, with Niero.
Samitshaska quickly regained composure, pushed Jordan off, grabbed Niero again, and stood back up. 
Then a shock wave exploded from his helmet. All the Dtoiders went flying. They thudded on the 
ground. Samitshaska jumped into the Dzord's hatch with Niero. 

Mr. Andy Dixon was still in the air, having braced for the shock wave. He saw the zord crash 
through the ceiling of the hangar. This is my responsibility now. None of his Dtoid comrades could fly. 
Moreover, they had all been knocked unconscious and had probably sustained grave injuries. 

This shall truly be House Dixon's greatest day. He blasted forward in pursuit of Niero's 
kidnapper. The Dzord was halfway downtown and lazers were spraying from its eyes. Andy saw the 
offices where his developer friends had made a game about a father who was also a dad. Then he saw a 
lazer melt their building. 

“NOOO!!” he screamed. The building was gone in a second. So was the Dzord. It disappeared. 
Samitshaska had vanished with Niero and the beloved mech/zord/robot. Andy flew into Chicago's 
skyscraper canyons. 

A few seconds later he emerged on the lake side. He did not find them, so he went up. Then he 
saw it motionless below him. Andy rushed toward Niero and his kidnapper. The draw distance is 
amazing! I can even see the hatch from here. No pop up! But not enough bloom and lens flares. Real 
life graphics get a 9.5 out of 10. 

The Dzord was still stationary. Andy sped toward it and landed on the head. Something silver 
flashed in front of him. The next second he was on his back getting beaten by several of the flying 
silver things. The members. He retreated and saw the metal phalli return to their places on the outside 
of the zord. 

He flew at it again, this time aiming for the eyes. I'm gonna smash through that glass and drag 
that red shithead out screaming. He closed his eyes and rammed into the Dzord with all his power, but 
the glass stood strong. Andy opened his eyes and found himself in a cage. 

He could just barely see outside through tiny spaces between the bars. The cage was flying him 
away from Niero, away from his kidnapped leader. He kicked the bars, but they didn't budge. Niero, 
I'm coming. We're all coming. We'll save you. 

While Andy fought against the huge members that formed his temporary prison, he saw the 
Dzord lift slowly into the air. Samitshaska, you will bleed. I, too, can fly. And I shall bring you pain. 



Half of the huge members had flown back to the Dzord, affording him a view of the Chicago skyline. 
Only then did he realize he was hovering over Lake Michigan. The cage plummeted. Andy 

grabbed the bars and felt his stomach slam up into his throat. He tried to fly upward, but the cage did 
not relent. He struggled against the bars in a weightless free fall, his only option was to brace for 
impact. 

As he watched the lake rise up to meet him he felt a surreal peacefulness mixed with terror. 
He smashed into the water, somehow harder than concrete. His body gasped involuntarily 

forcing water into his lungs. He gasped and coughed. Each gasp brought more water into his body. He 
thrashed at the cage as he saw the sunlight fading above him. 

His prison dragged him down and down. He tried to scream. He yanked the bars as hard as he 
could. It was no use. He was exhausted. Again, he tried to scream, but managed only to push water out 
of his lungs. He cried as the cage hit the bottom of the lake. 

He felt life slipping away from him. He gave up and he gave in. Mr. Andy Dixon closed his 
eyes. I tried, Niero. The rest is up to you. My fight is now over. Forgive House Dixon, please. 

The huge members broke formation and returned to the Destructzord. Their threat had been 
neutralized. 

Niero watched the members fly back toward the mech. 
“We both knew there would be sacrifices, Niero. Theirs and ours.” 
“He deserved a better death,” said Neiro. “Not like this, Samit. He deserved a warrior's death.” 
“He got a warrior's death,” said Samit. “He died trying to save you. And now the others will 

have two martyrs. They'll have twice the fury, twice the drive.” 
Niero sighed. “Let's just get this over with.” 
“I didn't want him to die like this either,” said Samit, “but this fucking thing stalled. Anyway it 

doesn't matter. People are going to die. Things are going to take on their own momentum. We can't turn
back.” Niero didn't respond. 

Samit hit the thrusters and the Dzord sped away, leaving Mr. Andy Dixon at the bottom of Lake 
Michigan.



Chapter 7

Narrator X - No one will ever hear their cries. Yet the world will remember them. 

DTOID HQ – CHICAGO 

The hangar was silent, except for the bleeps and bloops of The Silent Cookie's 3DS. He ignored 
the pain in his shoulder; the mean zombie was dead. On the ground nearby, Dale North whimpered. 

His arms and legs started making little running motions, hind quarters first, then front. Faster 
and faster he sleep-ran. He growled, still unconscious, though now he was flopping and writhing on the
ground. The dream was growing more intense. He was sprinting now and his body was trying to wake 
him. He stood on all fours and bounded into a wall. 

He stumbled back, dazed. The shock brought him out of his dream. He surveyed the room. 
Warehouse, Dtoid, master, Dale's pack is asleep. Sun shone on him through the hole in the roof. He 
looked up and remembered Niero's masterful speech, the robot concert, scaling the Dzord, the figure 
clad in red who called himself Samitshaska. 

Master is gone! Why does the pack sleep? He ran to the still-nude Jim Sterling and nuzzled his 
face. He licked Jim's cheek. No response. He barked, but Jim did not move, so he went over to Hamza 
and tried the same thing. Hamza mumbled and pushed Dale away. Frustrated, Dale growled and barked
louder. He took Hamza's hand in his mouth and shook it. 

“Not now CandyPop. Hamzaberg needs to work.” Dale was fed up, so he bit down hard. Hamza
screamed and pulled back his hand. He looked at Dale. 

“What the fuck, Dale? How did you get in my apartment?” Hamza stood up and held his injured
hand. 

“No. Not in apartment. Dtoid. Master is gone. Kidnapped!” 
“Oh, shit,” Hamza started remembering. “Oh, fuck shit.” The zord's gone! That red spandex 

nerd stole it. Shit, we gotta wake up the others.” 
After they had awaken everyone, they had to convince Jim to wear pants. Effective search and 

rescue missions, they told him, involved protecting the bits and pieces. 
As Jim was, reluctantly, pulling up his pants, they all heard Cookie's bleeps and bloops. What 

the fuck, John?!” Elsa was glaring at Cookie with a mix of anger and incredulity. 
“Fuckjon is a character in my Game of Thrones erotica parody,” said Occam's Electric 

Toothbrush. Nobody got it. “Y'know, like the Greatjon? Jon Umber? Bannerman for House Stark? Grey
Wind bit off his fingers when he drew his sword against the young wolf... Anybody?” 

Elsa started toward Cookie, high heels clacking on the floor. Fuck these shoes, she thought. 
Cookie didn't notice her until she was standing above him. She smacked The Silent Cookie. 

“Jonathan, what the fuck? What the absolute FUCK have you been doing this whole time? 
Niero's gone and we were all unconscious.” She saw the pistol beside him, then noticed Zombie 
Orwell. “No!” She grabbed Cookie and stood him up. “Tell me you did not kill Zombie Orwell. TELL 
ME!!” 

The Silent Cookie was silent. “Jonathan, he was supposed to lead us all to the zombie liberation 
utopia.” Cookie looked at the 3DS he had dropped on the floor. 

“SAY SOMETHING!” 
“Cookie,” he mumbled. “Oven.” 
“What?!” 
“Oh, Christ,” said Jim. “Cookie's in the oven. This is my fault.” 
“I'm sorry, Jim” said Elsa, “but this really isn't the time to discuss baking.” 



“No,” said CaimDark, “it's a Podtoid thing. Jonathan says 'cookie's going in the oven' if he gets 
sick of being harassed. Then he won't talk until Jim asks to be cleansed.” 

“Niero has just been fucking KIDNAPPED!!” shouted Elsa. She smacked Cookie, who 
frowned. 

“Elsa, let me handle this,” said Jim. 
“What the fuck is his problem?” She glared at the former Jonathan Holmes. “Fine. But hurry 

up.” 
Jim took Cookie's hand in his. He knelt and looked Cookie in the eye. “Cookie, suds me up with

soap and foam.” Cookie looked back at Jim. 
“Yes, child,” he made swishing sounds with his mouth. “Mhm. Your soul has been cleansed, and

it has been cleaned, my dear.” In that moment Cookie had been transformed back into Jonathan 
Holmes, PhD LMFT MD, Certified Psychiatristologist of Pedophilia, Pulitzer Prize-winning journalist 
for Destructoid.com, protector of the Animal Kingdom, and all around horrible racist. 

“Fuck the Australians,” he said. “Oh, hey guys! Gosh, where are we? My shoulder hurts. 
Anyone wanna talk about videogames and how much the Argentinians can go fuck themselves? 
VVVVVV is pretty great. I talked to the creator on Sup Holmes and...” Elsa smacked him again. 

“You ASShole!” she yelled. “Niero's gone! We got knocked out. Why the fuck didn't you do 
anything?” 

“What? Oh no, that's terrible! Gosh, guys, I'm sorry. The last thing I remember was that 
everyone got excited about penises and robots. So cookie had to go in the oven for a while.” 

“That's not an exCUSE, Jonathan! How old are you? 33? 34? You can't just dothat whenever 
you feel like it! Grow up!” 

“I'm sorry, Elsa. Gosh, now I feel bad. Fuck the Chinese.” 
“Did you say your shoulder hurts?” asked Jim. 
“He also killed Zombie Orwell,” said Elsa. 
“Oh, shit. Jonathan, you've been bitten.” 
“What?” Jonathan looked at his shoulder. “Oh, no! Guys, I don't wanna become a zombie. 

Zombies make me frown.” 
“We need to kill him right now,” said PhilKenSebben. “I love you, Jonathan, but we all know 

how this shit goes.” 
“No! I don't wanna die! Pikmin 4 hasn't even been released yet. And who's gonna take care of 

my dog when my wife goes on vacation?” 
“No, we are absolutely not killing him,” said Jim. “His wife and I will not be left widowed. 
“Where's Andy?” asked StriderHoang, wearing a Pikachu costume. 
“He must have chased after the Dzord,” said Hamza. “He can fly. Maybe He didn't get knocked 

out like us. Holy shit, what if he saved Niero? There's a strong probability that they're both coming 
back here right now.” 

“Strong Probability is the name of my statistics core punk band,” said Occam. 
“Statistics Corps is the name of my army of math nerds,” said Jordan Devore. 
“Army of Math Turds is the name of my coprophagia porn flick,” said Caimdark. 
“Coprophagia Porn is the name of a children's book I'm writing,” said Phil. 
“Jonathan Holmes!” yelled Jim, “is it pedophilia or not?” Jonathan sighed. 
“But seriously, guys,” he said, “you're not gonna kill me yet. We have to find Andy and Niero.” 
“Fine,” said Phil. “Fuckin' fine. But I'm putting a bullet in your head the second you go zombie 

on us.”
“What if I'm like Zombie Orwell? You didn't kill him.” 
“First off,” said Phil, “don't you ever compare yourself to him. You'll never be even half the 

zombie he was. Second, we didn't kill him because he was the world's most Orwellian writer. You don't 
just kill somebody with that kind of capacity for conveying important information... Unless he's trying 



to eat you. You killed him in self defense, so I'll kill you in self defense.” 
“Boys,” said Elsa, “this conversation can wait. We'll deal with Jonathan later. Right now we 

need to find Niero. And Andy. Our best course of action would be to find out who this 'Samitshaska' 
asshole is.” 

“How?” asked Jordan. “We know nothing about him except his shitty name.” 
“Really, guys?” Hamza looked annoyed. “Fucking really? FGE, dipshits.” 
“Yeah,” said Occam. “Google that shit, morons.” 
“A-google,” said Jim, “a-that, a-shite, Jonathan Holmes.” 
Hamza pulled out his phone and started typing. When he hit Enter, he noticed everyone else was

doing the same. 
“Bing is so fucking slow,” said Occam. They all looked at him, incredulous. 
“What?!” said Phil. “You use Bing? That shit only works for videos.” 
“So what? I prefer Bing. It has a nicer interface. Although you do pay for it with the shitty 

speed.” 
“Oh, fuck me.” Phil was shaking his head, then he saw that the results had popped up. There 

were a couple links to Destructoid, a bunch of spam, and a suggested search term. Did you mean: 
summit shasta?

“Dare I click on page 2?” asked Elsa. 
“Don't bother,” said Hamza. “If it's not on the first page, it doesn't exist.” 
“Too late,” she said. “the first result is a link to Samitshaska's bio at a site called 

PolygonalGaming.edu.” 
“Click it,” said Phil. “We've come too far to give up now. We've done the impossible: we found 

a relevant result on page 2.” 
“Oooh,” said Elsa. “I like the layout. Clean, smooth... the font is simple and big. Anyway, it 

says 'Samitshaska, AKA Shotgun Octopus, joined the PolygonalGaming family in 20XX after 10,000 
years of dedicated service to several videogame websites and developers. Samitshaska is Poly's Sports 
Games reviewer, poet laureate, head chef, and master masseur. He is also a certified mech pilot and sith
lord, as well as the inventor of Minecraft and yoga.'” 

“What? Really?” asked Hamza. “How much of that is true?” 
“It's the internet,” said Jim. “It's all true.” 
“Holy shit!” said Hamza. “Holy holy holy holy shit. You guys. What the fuck am I looking at?” 
“It's a phone, asshole,” said CaimDark. 
“Phone Asshole is the name of...” said Occam before Hamza interrupted him. 
“No, shut up. I'm serious. Look at this.” Everyone gathered around Hamza's phone. He was on 

polygonalgaming.edu/countdown. 
“Holy... what the fuck?” Smurfee McGee grabbed Hamza's phone. “Twenty eight minutes? 

Niero, what the fuck? What the fuck the fuck fuck?” 
“I can't see it,” said Jonathan. “Give me the phone. What's goin' on?” Smurfee gave him the 

phone. Jonathan looked at the screen. 

27:52
Countdown to Niero



Chapter 8

POLYGONAL GAMING HQ – A billion miles above Los Angeles 

As he climbed down from the Dzord, Niero's legs felt weak. Forgive me, Andy. It wasn't 
supposed to end like that. He was nauseous. He wanted to run, he wanted to get back in the robot and 
fly to Dtoid HQ, but he knew he couldn't. I can't turn back. This needs to happen. God, why did it come
to this? 

“You look like shit. Give me your hand.” 
“Thanks, Samit.” Niero put his hands around Samit's shoulders. 
“This takes balls, man. I've told you that before. I mean, we're all gonna die, but, shit... To know

exactly how and when it's gonna happen, and to go ahead with it anyway... Fuck, Niero. How did we 
get here?” Before Niero could respond, they were interrupted. 

“Hey, guys,” she said. “We're live in 25 minutes.” She looked at Niero. “I can't tell you how 
much I respect you, sir. Your level of commitment is extremely impressive.” 

“Every atom in my body is screaming at me to run,” said Niero. “I just hope that today can 
mark the beginning of the end. Something has to be done. Things can't continue on the same path.” 

“I completely agree,” said the woman. “Apart from you and Samit, nobody has the courage to 
actually effect change. In 24 minutes, we hit the restart button.” 

“No, I'm sorry, Tara. I can't wait 24 more minutes. The waiting is too much. Please, let's just do 
this right now. You can broadcast the footage as a fake live stream later, but I can't handle this dread for
another half hour. I'm begging you.” 

Tara looked at Samit, who nodded. 
“Yeah, we understand. Alright, then. Let's get started. The set is right this way.” She led them to 

the set shared by Polygonal Gaming and RevvedUp Games. The building was vacant except for the 
three of them. 

“Please, Tara, stay behind the camera. Nobody needs to know that you're involved in the 
slightest. This is strictly between Poly and Dtoid. No one at RevvedUp needs to get hurt.” 

“I'm not even here,” she said as she opened the door to the set. When he saw it, Niero collapsed.
“Fuck,” he muttered. Samit helped him up. “I don't know anymore. I'm not strong enough.” A 

blue tarp was laid out on the ground and pulled up as a background. The words Polygonal Gaming 
were spray painted in white on it. On the ground was a thick tree stump and a sword. 

“Yes you are, man,” said Samit. “Come on. The hardest part is over. All you gotta do is get to 
the set. The rest is my job.” They walked forward. Every step was deliberate. Left, Niero thought. 
Right. Left. Right. Left. Right. B, A, Select, Start. He almost smiled. When they made it to the stump, he
sat down. 

He saw Tara turn on the cameras and give a thumbs up. This is it. 

Narrator X - I told you to read no further. You disobeyed. Everything will burn. You caused this. 

DTOID HQ – Chicago 

The live stream started. 
“They're up, guys,” said Hamza. Everyone gathered around him. They saw Niero sitting, 

looking defeated. 
Behind him was Samitshaska, wearing the same outfit as before, but now his nose and mouth 



were covered by a balaclava. He was holding a sword. 
“What the...” 
“Oh, god.” 
“Destructoid,” said Samitshaska, “this is your devastation and your final hour. This is the end of

Niero, and therefore it is your end. We are Polygonal Gaming. We declare war against you. Our reasons
are many, but they do not matter. You cannot appease us; you will have war. There is no negotiating. 
Only once you have been eradicated will our mission end. With that in mind, you have two options. If 
you resist us, you will die squealing. If you submit, you will be granted an easy end; a quick escape 
from the pain and uncertainty of this life.” 

Nobody made a sound. 
“Before we end this video,” said Samitshaska,” before we blow out the tiny flame that was your

leader, he will have the final word.” He grabbed Niero's hair. “Speak, dead one.” 
Niero had been staring at the floor the whole time Samitshaska spoke. Now he looked into the 

camera. “Dtoid is coming.” 
With that, Samitshaska yanked Niero's head back, exposing the soft flesh on his neck. Niero 

didn't struggle. When the sword bit into him and blood started dripping he didn't scream or cry; he 
stayed silent. His body began to slump as knife did its job. Before long, Samitshaksa was holding 
Niero's head by the hair. The live stream went dark.

The Chicago Post Herald Review Times Examiner Daily

The body of internet superstar Mr. Andy Dixon was found on North Ave. Beach early this morning. 
Exact circumstances surrounding the demise of the 3,219 year old blogger and pervert are unknown. 
Police Chief J. Jenna Jameson offered only scant details, instead using most of her press conference 
to implore the public to “find that Spidered-man and deal him the mustard.” Before ending the 
conference, an associate handed her a slip of paper. As she read the statement, she injected her own 
thoughts and commentary, which is entirely inappropriate and which this journalist finds disgusting in 
the extreme. 

She told the assembled journalists, “I forgot to say something super important. 'Mr. Andy Dixon's 
corpse was found with a huge metal dildo in the rectal cavity.' What a freak, huh? I mean, I'm a porn 
star and police chief, but even I find that super duper creepy. Man, what a weirdo! 'At this point in the 
investigation, and given the nature of the deceased, we will most likely rule this death Auto-Aquatic 
Asphyxiation. We refuse to speculate on the exact type of fish that Mr. Andy Dixon most likely found 
sexually attractive, but with the invasion of Asian Carp in Chicago's watershed, it's probably Asian 
Carp.' Golly, poor fish. What did they ever do to deserve that?” 

This is the second Destructoid-related death in as many days. The website's founder and leader, Niero
G, was decapitated in a live video broadcast by a group calling themselves Polygonal Gaming. 

Mr. Andy Dixon Sr., the deceased's father was reached for comment. “He died how he lived, 
disgracing the once-great House Dixon. He was always a disappointment, not like that Jonathan 
Holmes fella. A really standup guy, him. The son I never had, but always deserved.” 

There will be no funeral service. They grand city of Chicago does not tolerate public perversion and 
fish-lust, no matter how badass any given community manager might be. Also, cocks. 

http://podtoid.wikia.com/wiki/Spidered-Man


Chapter 9

DTOID HQ - Chicago 

Jonathan Holmes put down the newspaper. “Gosh,” he said, “that was nice of Andy's dad to say 
about me.” 

“Oh, god,” said Elsa. “I need to sit down.” Andy and Niero are both gone. This can't be real.  
The Dtoid crew had spent the previous day crying, drinking tequila, and breaking things at HQ. 

“Niero had plan!” said Dale. “Niero told Dale, 'Dale must listen, dude. If Niero gets killed, it 
may mean gaming is under attack. What a bummer, man! Dtoid has angered powerful forces. So if 
Niero is killed, Dale must research. Dale must unite Destructoid.' That is what Niero told Dale.” 

“Dtoid is coming,” said Occam's Electric Toothbrush. “His last words. Like a call to arms.” 
“Oh, god,” said Caimdark, “you mean like at the end of every single fucking episode of Extra 

Credits? I hate how they pitch up that dude's voice. But the Mario 64 intro music they use is pretty 
rad.” 

“I woulda told Samitshaska to shut the fuck up,” said Jim. 
“He wasn't filming an old Jimquisition, dude,” said Caimdark. 
“He shoulda said thank god for me.” 
“Will you fucking take this seriously for once?” said Elsa. 
“We need to go kill that Shaska dude,” said Hamza, caressing his knife. “A head for a head.” 
“No, guys,” said Phil. “Market forces.” 
“What!?” Strider, in his Pikachu costume, was ready to join Hamza. “Market forces? What the 

fuck are you talking about?” 
“Think about it,” said Phil. “Dtoid is beloved the world over. Niero was killed by a 

representative from Polygonal Gaming. The market will devour them. Karmic justice! Soon, 
Samitshaska will living under a bridge eating cardboard.” 

“Forgive me, Phil,” said Strider, “but are you some kind of moron?” 
“I'm anything you want me to be, baby,” said Phil, pinching his nipples. “All night long.” 
“We must research,” said Dale, but the other ignored him. 
“Let us royally smite that Shaska bitch,” said Hamza. 
“Market forces.” 
“Bloody vengeance on Shaska and Poly.” 
“Capitalism.” 
“Research!” implored Dale. “We must unite. Niero told Dale.” 
“We gotta spank him,” said Hamza. 
“JONATHAN HOLMES!” shrieked Jim. “Is it pedophilia or not?!?” 
Jonathan frowned and walked away. He left the warehouse. 
“No!” yelled Dale. “Come back! Jonathan must come back. We must unite and research.” Dale 

ran after him. “Come back.” 
“You can do your research,” said Jonathan, “but I'm sure a polite email will clear up this whole 

thing.” He kept walking. “Also, fuck Canadians.” 
Email, thought Dale. “Jonathan is wrong, but Jonathan gives Dale and idea,” he said to himself, 

and he ran back to his cave. 
“I'm telling you,” said Phil, “the market is gonna handle this.” 
“The market?” Hamza was irritated. “The benevolent, magical, invisible hand of the market is 

gonna restore balance to the force? Is that what you're telling us right now?” 
“Yes.” 

http://www.penny-arcade.com/patv/show/extra-credits
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“The same market that needed slave labor to build Dubai? Shit, fuck Dubai, the entire USA. 
You're telling me the same market that depends on slave labor and occasional gigantic contractions to 
keep from eating itself within a millennium is the same market that's gonna avenge Niero?” 

“The market works in mysterious ways, my friend.” 
“You know what kinda person you sound like? Have you been smoking my product?” 
“Are you coming on to me, you manly man?” 
“Maybe a little, sugar,” said Hamza. 
“Look at that,” said Jim. “I wish Jonathan would talk to me like that. He always runs away or 

changes the subject. Or he laughs it off.” 
“Oh, Jim,” said Elsa. “You just need to take him on a nice date and be clear about what type of 

relationship you want with him.” 
“I thought I was being pretty damn clear on Podtoid every single week for the last few years.” 
“He thinks you're joking,” said Occam. 
“He fuckin' what?!” said Jim. 
“Yeah. The way you laugh, the way you intersperse the harassment with silly movie pitches and 

ridiculous ideas.” 
“Silly?!” he sputtered. “Ridic... I'm not fuckin' joking! Why would anyone joke about that shit? 

Why would I spend so much time developing those movie pitches if I weren't serious?” 
“You've never been serious,” said Elsa. 
“Excuse me? I'm always serious!” 
“You can't even bring yourself to be serious now, with all that has just happened. Look at 

yourself, you carry around that Saints Row dildo like a sword! On the rare occasion you're not nude, 
you always wear sunglasses and a top hat. For fuck's sake, Jim, you're pining for a coworker when we 
just lost Andy and Niero.” 

“You make a good point, madame. But the Violator, here,” he held up the Saints Row 
memorabilia, “is an integral part of my identity. The clothes grant me a cohesive visual aesthetic for my
videos, and the nudity broadcasts my intentions toward my future princess: the world's freakiest 
Constantina.” 

“Okay, whatever,” said Elsa. “Look, I just lost two friends. I need to be with my husband. If you
guys need me, you know how to find me.” 

“Yes, ma'am,” said Phil. “Wwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww.destructoid.com/blogs/elsa. 
Take care of yourself.” 

“I'll try. Goodbye, guys.” Elsa left. Hamza, silently stroking his knife, glaring at the floor and 
mumbling to himself, looked up. 

“I gotta go, too. I need to think.” Hamza followed Elsa out. He was squeezing the blade so hard 
that blood started to drip. 

Strider looked at Phil. 
“So, market forces, huh?” 
“Listen, Pikachu,” said Phil, and they spent the rest of the day debating the ability of capitalism 

to solve their problem. Names such as Subcomandante Marcos, Milton Friedman, David Harvey, 
Arundhati Roy, and Alan Greenspan were invoked. There was much discussion. 

Narrator X – They got a little bit off topic, considering two friends had just met their demise, but 
let us grant them a few brief moments of stimulating conversation and cuddling as they debate 
Naomi Klein's The Shock Doctrine before their flames, like Niero's, are forever snuffed out. 

That night, Hamza took the bus up Clark Ave to his favorite Irish pub. Lady Chatterley's was 
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usually busy, but now it was nearly empty. In a dark corner, two men were clearly conspiring against 
him. I might have to slip back into character, he thought. Candle-lit shadows danced on the mahogany 
walls, and the men's Russian stouts appeared a shade brighter than their intentions. 

“Evenin', Hamzaberg.” The bartender, as always, was wiping dust off a wine glass. His red bow 
tie was off center and his comb-over was particularly unkempt. “I saw what happened to Niero. Drinks 
on the house tonight.” Hamza sat down and looked the bartender in the eyes. He nodded toward the two
men in the corner. 

“Never seen 'em before,” whispered the bartender. “They ordered Rasputin. Beer don't get any 
darker than that.” 

Hamza got back up. He approached the figures, who were now staring at him. “Who the fuck is 
Samitshaska?” he asked. 

“What?” 
“Tell me what I want to know right now. Hamzaberg don't fuck around. He ain't yet fucked 

around ever, not in his whole life. He ain't about to start now, not for you beer-sippin' Poly bitches. 
Now, tell me, who is Samitshaska?” 

“Sorry, man. We don't know what you're talking about.” 
“Wrong answer.” He whipped out a throwing star and threw it at one of them. Before it reached 

the man's neck, Hamza's knife was in the other's heart. “You do it to Niero, I do it to you.” Hamza 
began his fifth decapitation that week. He spoke softly to his victims. 

“You will heed me, Samitshaska. You will heed me forever.” He finished and removed the 
throwing star from the other man's bloody throat. He put it, dripping, in his pocket and began to work 
on head #7. When the job was done, he went to the bathroom. 

As he washed his hands, he saw himself in the mirror; red eyes, blood spattered face, and 
perfectly-maintained hair. Whiskey. He went back to the bar and sat down. “Laphroaig. Quarter cask. 
Neat.” 

He sniffed it, noticing very slight floral notes. He sipped. Melted band aids, he thought. God I 
love whiskey. 

POLYGONAL GAMING HQ - A billion miles above Los Angeles 

A day had passed since the execution, and Samit was tense. Why haven't they busted down the 
door and strung me up?  He was slightly behind schedule, having spent most of intervening hours 
watching cat videos. He needed to write Niero's letter, but procrastination always won. No longer! he 
thought. Today I break the habit. I must write that letter immediately. He opened his laptop and clicked 
on Word. He knew it had to be convincing, and was unsure how exactly to word it. 

Friends, colleagues, Dtoid crew, these are my final words. Samit was pleased with the opening 
sentence. If you are reading this, I am dead. This letter is my confession.



Chapter 10

BENEATH DOWNTOWN CHICAGO 

In his wifi-capable cave, hidden in the subway tunnels, Dale was scouring the internet for 
information about Polygonal Gaming that wasn't on their website. He cursed himself for spending all 
night on Steam, but he was happy with his new purchases. There was a sale; every game was 10,000% 
off, including recently released PC copies of Wii and 3DS exclusives. Finally Dale can play all the 
games Jonathan Holmes loves! 

He clicked on Staff and his screen showed the names of all Poly employees. The first name he 
saw was Bubsy Ricciticcitello – CEO/Editor-in-chief/Hereditary Monarch. No! The evil Raccoon John 
has spawned hellspawn! Bubsy's father, John, had gained slight fame in the gaming press for his 
bloody 483-year reign over Electrical Artisan Studios, transforming it from a small soup kitchen for 
orphaned leper kittens into a multinational corporation that built concentration camps and filled them 
with orphaned leper kittens. 

Narrator X - They stole me. 

Dale searched for Bubsy and found a 2012 video interview with her father, conducted by the 
fine “journalists” of Large IED, a well-known gaming blog. He clicked play and had to sit through 
several minutes of ads in Swiss. Fucking proxy servers. Then the interview started. 

“Why is every game released by Electrical Artisan Studios the bestest game ever?” asked the 
“journalist.” 

“Well,” said Bubsy's father, “that's a good question. EAS games aren't solitary, one-off 
experiences. For example, ever played Portal? There's literally only one way to beat each level. The 
story never changes; and change is a huge marker of quality. Portal doesn't even have a cover system. 
Or a suite of iOS apps and books and graphic novels. You can't customize your portal gun. You can't 
engage in wave-based combat against increasingly powerful enemies. You can't save the galaxy. You 
can't purchase fish for your captain's quarters. There's no dubstep. No recharging health. Yikes. No 
thanks, man. I'll take Mass Effect 3 over Portal any day of the week.” 

“And your daughter, Bubsy? She seems destined to follow in dad's amazing footsteps.” 
“She's doing a really fantastic job over at Polygonal Gaming. I couldn't be more proud. And she 

had the great sense to snatch up Samit Sarkar from Destructoid.” Samit Sarkar! Dale was struck by an 
unthinkable idea that he instantly knew was true. Samit Sarkar IS Samitshaska!!!!!!!!! Then he realized 
nine exclamation points were not enough for his emotions, so he added several more of them.
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

“Samit and Bubsy are gonna increase Poly's shares by at least $14 each. Anyone thinking of 
buying should do so right now.” 

“Tell us little about how DRECK is gonna improve gaming.” 
“For anybody who doesn't know, DRECK is short for Foundation for the Advancement of 

Cover Systems, Online Passes, Shoehorned Multiplayer, DLC Suites, RPG Elements, and Corporate 
Kickstarter Campaigns. The whole acronym is FFTAOCSOPSMDSREAECK. We shortened it to 
DRECK in order to give it more zoom, more zazz, more pizzow. DRECK reminds you of 'direct' or 
'recreation.' Direct Recreation is what we aim to offer the entire gaming community. And 'K' is a letter 
that really resonates with our audience. 

"Our plan is multifold. It involves synergy, upward horizontal growth trend shaping, turnover 
capitalization, entreprellanthropy, capitalizing on the backend, and producing IWs, or 'Increase Waves,' 



of market growth saturation. In more ground-level detail, we plan to buy out all currently existing 
developers and incorporate them into DRECK. Luckily, the Save Gaming Act has just passed Congress,
which makes our job easier. Soon all indie developers – parasites working to destroy gaming – will be 
arrested. However, they will be treated more fairly than they deserve. After arrest they will be shipped 
to one of our Indie Paradise Facilities. Each IAF is a wonderful place to live and they're totally not 
starvation camps filled with gas chambers.” 

“Who runs this awesome new venture?” 
“I do, of course. After resigning from EAS, I needed a way to stay involved with the industry I 

love so much. Bubsy is my VP. Samit Sarkar is CFO/Whipmaster General in addition to his duties at 
Poly. We have the capital and know-how to make this an immediate success. The gaming community 
will tremble with gratitude.” 

“Sounds very cool, man. Very dystopia-chic. I'm pumped. Bring on the horse armor!” 
“Thanks for having me. Keep doing the great work. It really helps to have people out there 

doing our own PR work for us, emphasizing only the positive aspects of games in your reviews. And 
those consistently middle-of-the-road reviews are stellar.” 

Dale paused the video. What has Dale just seen? There, on his screen, contained within a 6 
minute interview, was all the evidence he needed to rally Dtoid and get revenge for Andy and Niero. 
Why is nobody talking about this? This is a huge deal. 

He hit CTRL-T and opened his email. The Evidence Against Polygonal Gaming, he wrote in 
the subject line. Then he erased it. They'll never read that. I need a title that captures attention. He 
wrote Free iPad Miley Cyrus Nudes – Dtoid Exclusive!!!  His friends and coworkers might not care 
about an email containing evidence against Poly and Samit, but everyone would open a link to a video 
promising free iPads. The perfect click-bait, he thought. 

Dale sent his spam across the tubes and surfed over to The Pirate Bay because he was worse 
than Hitler.



Chapter 11

10,000 YEARS AGO 
DTOID HQ – CHICAGO 

“Niero, have you seen this new site? I think it could be a problem.” Samit was reading 
PolygonalGaming.com. Niero walked over and looked at the screen. 

“What, Poly? Naw, they're cool. They have some totally radtastic writers.” 
“Yeah, but look who runs it.” Samit clicked Staff. “Are you really okay with Ricciticcitello's 

daughter running an influential game blog?” 
“There are a million blogs, Sammich. I don't see the harm. And I really don't feel like policing 

them all.” 
“I don't know, man. Something just feels so wrong here.” 
“That would be the burrito, Sam Hills.” 
“No, I'm serious. Let me check it out.” 
“Sorry, dude,” said Niero. “You gotta review the boring sports games that nobody plays except 

you.” 
“Please, Niero. This feels all kinds of fucked up, and I don't even know why.” 
“Samburger, I love ya, dude. I love ya to pieces and bits and sprinkles, but people depend on 

you to tell them about [INSERT GENERIC SPORTS GAME HERE] and its [INSERT 
MEANINGLESS NEW FEATURE HERE] and how it differs from [INSERT TITLE OF LAST 
YEAR'S IDENTICAL OLDER SIBLING HERE].” 

“Please, please, please please please! I'll work nonstop until my pending articles are done. All I 
need is four days to check out Poly HQ afterward. Pleeeeaaaasse. I'll never ask for another favor ever 
again. And I'll owe you 10 favors in return.” 

Niero sighed. “Fine, Samba de Amigo. If it means that much to you, go for it.” 
“Thank you! Thank you so much, man. I know something's up with them. I'll prove it.” 
“If you find something, great. I really doubt it, Sam Raimi, but I trust you like a billion. Do your

work and take some time off to investigate.” 

When Samit had finished his articles and manually placed them in Dtoid's Magic Article Timer, 
he walked out of the office and headed to the hangar, grinning. He didn't need to research, he just 
needed to meet some people at Poly HQ. 

He entered the hangar and looked up. The prototype Dzord's construction was just beginning. 
Hundreds of large spiders crawled to and from, building it one nanobot at a time. His space ship, 
outfitted with wings shaped like one of the last letters in the alphabet, had recently been painted bright 
pink. So rad! It was capable of FTL travel and had a killer soundsystem. How is this possible 10,000 
years before the invention of mechs and nanobots? Samit thought of a satisfying sci-fi explanation, and 
his mind was at ease. He opened a can of delicious sugary soda several millennia before the creation of 
neoliberal industrial capitalism and was entirely untroubled by the chronological impossibility of it all. 

Yummy fizzy bubbles tickle my tongue. Me is happy. He jumped in the space ship. “Poly HQ, 
please.” The ship shuddered to life. He played Pokemon 6: Fabula Crystal Spectra Dodecahedron the 
whole way there. 



PRESENT DAY 
NIERO'S APARTMENT – CHICAGO. 

Samit Sarkar, AKA Samitshaska, AKA Shotgun Octopus, turned they key and stepped into 
Niero's apartment. He was greeted by roughly a dozen topless women. Holy shit, Niero was a serial 
killer. I've just saved these women. I'm a hero! Then he remembered that heroes in situations generally 
wound up on the news and, later, with auto-tuned remixes of their speech. 

Samit couldn't risk Dtoiders knowing he had been to Niero's. I can't let them tell anyone they 
saw me. What should I offer? Money? A Youtube Partners deal? No, they'll probably only be satisfied if
they can have their way with my body. 

“Girls, you're free!” he said. “That psycho can't hurt you anymore. But you can't tell anyone I 
was here. I don't have any hush money. All I can offer you in repayment is your freedom and my body. 
I won't struggle. You may have your way with...” 

“Where's Pumpkin Daddy?” asked one of the women. 
“When's Pumpkin Daddy coming back?” asked another. 
“What?” said Samit. 
“Have you seen him? He's been gone for days and he won't answer his phone.” 
“He hasn't even tweeted.” 
“He said he had to go back to the factory for a couple hours, but he's been gone way too long.” 
“Wait, what? What factory?” Samit was starting to think he had incorrectly assessed the 

situation. 
“The pumpkin factory. He's the owner. Where the hell is he?” 
“Niero owns a pumpkin factory?” 
“I don't know who the hell 'Niero' is. Pumpkin Daddy told us his name was Johnny Gat. Pretty 

badass name, right?” 
Samit realized these women had been lied to and had no idea who their Pumpkin Daddy 

actually was. Samit could take advantage of the situation. “Quick, girls!” He tried to look out of breath 
and frightened. “Niero told... I mean Pumpkin Daddy told me to come here. Look, he's in serious shit 
with some bad dudes. They're coming here right now looking for him. You have to leave! He said to 
meet him in Naperville. He's hiding out there.” 

“You're lying.” 
“Yeah, besides, Naperville? That's the suburbs. That's Illinois. I don't live in Illinois, I live in 

Chicago. Illinois can go fuck itself. 
“I'm serious,” said Samit. “You have to go right now!” 
“I already said you're lying. Should I say it again? I can say it all day, spandex man.” 
“Fine,” he said, “I'll level with you. He skipped town and he ain't comin' back. He paid me to 

come here and tell you.” 
“You're still lying. Hey, CandyPop! He's still lying. What should we do with him?” 
“Nothing,” said CandyPop. “Fuck this. I'm going back to my other man. At least Hamza doesn't 

hang around with men who wear red spandex outside of dungeons.” She started to leave, and as she 
passed Samit, she looked him dead in the eyes. 

She knows! If she knew Hamza, she had to know Niero. Is it the same Hamza? How many 
Hamza's can there be? He watched her walk away. Probably as many as there are Samits. He let her 
go, deciding to deal with her later. 

“She's right,” said one of them. “Fuck this.” The rest of the women left, too; not a single one of 
them bothering to put on a shirt. 

“What the fuck was that?” Samit said aloud after he had shut the door. He tried to forget about it
and find Niero's computer. He checked the fridge; nothing. He checked the oven; nothing. He checked 



suitcases; nada. The computer wasn't even in the toilet bowl. Of course! It's so obvious. He lifted up 
Niero's pillow and there it was; and IBM Thinkpad 701. He opened the lid, admiring the sleek, boxy 
designs of mid-90s hardware. So subtle, yet so extreme. 

The laptop prompted him for a password. D-T-O-I-D, he typed. Nothing happened. N-I-E-R-O-
D-T-O-I-D. Still nothing. S-A-M-I-T-I-S-S-E-X-Y produced zero results. After several failed attempts, 
something popped into his head. P-U-M-P-K-I-N-D-A-D-D-Y. Success! He double clicked AOL and 
used the same password to log in as xXxPumpkinXxXDaddyxXx. After an eternity of waiting, the 
computer began slowly loading AOL's homepage. 

He knew not to leave the false confession in Niero's work email. Too obvious. So he used his 
old friend's Hotmail account instead. Again, Pumpkin Daddy was the name and password. Samit started
a new draft and titled it Confession, like the Usher song. He threw in the text, saved the draft, and 
slipped out of the apartment. Only a dozen people knew he had been there. Looks like good Samit the 
silent continues his legacy of astounding stealthiness. He was about to become even stealthier, 
however, when he dealt with the so-called CandyPop. Samit started walking stealthily towards Hamza's
apartment in Chicago's lovely Edgewater neighborhood.



Chapter 12

Dale threw himself at the glass in Niero's bedroom window. It shattered. He landed on the 
ground, shards raining down upon him. He stood up and sniffed the air. Solitude and loneliness. Master
had no friends. No girlfriend. Only Dtoid. The thought incensed him. He wanted to cry and scream for 
his fallen hero. We shall avenge master. Master will be Dtoid's Marytr-In-Chief. 

He looked around the room and saw a heart-shaped bed. Shapes danced and spun on the walls. 
Dale realized they came from a disco ball. Stacks of FHM magazines littered the nightstand and desk, 
both made of ivory. A whiteboard proudly displayed Maxim is SHIT! as well as 
COD>Halo>Gears>>>>>>BF. There was a verb chart just below. To rad, it said. I rad, You rad, 
He/She/It rads, We rad, They rad. Below that: Preterite = I radded, You radded, and so on. 

“Master has been conjugating a nonexistent verb,” Dale said aloud. “He was radding. No! He 
had been radding.” Never again would Niero rad. Neither would he have been radded. He would never 
conjugate another verb ever again. 

Enough. He had to find Niero's computer. Perhaps he would see something useful in the C 
drive. Master told Dale to research. He looked in the stove, but found nothing. The computer was not 
in the garbage can or the freezer. It wasn't even in the microwave. After four long, exhausting minutes 
of searching, Dale had worn himself out. He padded back to the bed and laid down. When his head hit 
the pillow, he felt something hard and unyielding underneath. 

Dale lifted the pillow and found the laptop. Master is a genius! Nobody would ever think to look
under a pillow! He turned it on and spent several minutes looking for evidence. He didn't know exactly 
what he needed to find, but he knew he would recognize something useful when when he found it. 

So far the search was turning up only drift-racing videos. He looked at the clock: 7:42 pm. Dale
has been searching for 10 whole minutes. This is folly. The internet will provide better results. 

He took a detour to Hotmail in order to check if the Dtoiders had responded to his message 
about Poly and DRECK, but Niero's account loaded automagically. 

He looked at the screen name. Was Niero the father to pumpkin children? He never told us. 
Every email came from Pumpkin Factory L3C and they all bore “Weekly Earnings Report” in 

the subject line. Dale opened one from September 14, 20XX and was assaulted by endless charts and 
graphs. The final chart said “Peace-Pumpkin Continuum.” The X axis was labeled “# of pumpkins.” 
The Y axis was “# of peace (in millions),” and it increased exponentially. 

At the bottom was commentary. It read, “weekly pumpkin sales exceeded projections by 
9000%. Sales remain strong, but last week's editorial in Pumpkins Weekly predicts pumpkin famine in 
Nepal, Canada, Germany, Sweden, all of sub-Saharan Africa, eastern Russia, and, most troubling of all,
the United States of America. The famine should hit within 3 years. The board of PumFac recommends 
increasing revenue to PumEd dept as mitigation. Also, synergy.” 

Dale is in the wrong business. But I didn't come here to read about the formal pumpkin 
economy.  On the left side of the screen he saw “Drafts (1).” Without thinking on the enormous breach 
of privacy he was about to commit, he opened the unsent email titled “Confession.” 

Last Scion of the House of Blue Lions And Also Other Words Are Part of His User Name 
Probably felt his phone buzz in his pocket; a new email from his charge, Dale. Before he could open it, 
Dale exploded out the front door of the apartment building and sprinted down the street. The wretched 
creature was sputtering to himself; something about Must Inform Others. Reluctantly, Last Scion left 
his bushy hiding place and ran after him. Mayhaps this time I fail in my duty. Dtoid would be none the 
worse without the beast.  But he knew his reputation would not survive Dale's death. Despite their 
differences, his orders were to keep Dale from harm, no matter what. And nobody was more capable 
than Last Scion. 
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What am I if not a lion?  He tried to remember the words of his centuries-dead leader. What did 
Genghis say? An army of donkeys protected by a lion shall outlast an army of lions protected by a 
donkey? Either that or something similar enough as to make no difference. And what am I if not a lion?

Dale rounded a corner. Worry not, Dtoid donkeys. I shall be your lion.  He followed Dale for 
what seemed like a thousand dusty centuries. He was happy there, lion chasing donkey in the concrete 
jungle.



Chapter 13

HAMZA'S APARTMENT - CHICAGO 

The door was open. Eye of the storm flashed through Dale's mind. He let himself inside. All was
still. He turned a corner and saw somebody laying on the ground. Then he saw blood. It was CandyPop 
with a hole in the back of her head. Dale looked up. “What has Hamza done?” he asked. 

“I didn't do shit,” said Hamza. “Neither did Hamzaberg.” 
“So whodunit?” 
Hamza shrugged. “I don't know, I just got here.” He knelt down and touched the pool of blood. 

“My half-naked honey bit the dust.” He stood up. “CandyPop got popped.” 
“Hamza,” Dale started. 
“Not anymore, man. Hamza's not long for this world. And Dtoid is done.” His eyes flashed with

anger. Hamzaberg was once again asserting control over Hamza. “These fucks can't keep killing us like
this. We gotta rage on 'em. We gotta hurt 'em. Bad.” 

“We must unite,” said Dale. “Master needs us to unite. Come with Dale to HQ.” 
“I saw your email just before I got home and – look – I know Niero said to trust Samit, and 

that's fine. If y'all gotta take that road, it's great, but Hamza's gone and Hamzaberg is about to make 
people bleed.” He pointed at CandyPop. “Look at this. This can't be a random murder. Nobody stole 
shit. Candy didn't fight back. No signs of a struggle. Dale, this is a message. I'm even starting to think 
Andy was a message.” 

“What about Master?” 
“I don't know what to think about Niero. I guess we gotta take him at his word, though. Either 

way, Hamzaberg is coming. I gotta let him out. Maybe he'll get some answers. If not, I'll at least hurt 
some Poly folks along the way.” 

“We must unite, Hamza. Master said we...” 
“I can't,” Hamza cut him off. “I'm sorry, Dale. You and the Dtoiders have to do this without me. 

But whatever happens, just pay attention to the news cuz my trail of bodies might lead to the fuckers 
who started all this.” 

Hamza left the apartment. Dale did not protest. He's the CEO, Dale must let him go. The other 
Dtoiders will have received Dale's email by now and will be heading toward HQ. Dale must make 
haste... After adding a new level on Tiny Death Star. Dale took a moment to enjoy the jazzy little 
remake of the Imperial March before looking one last time upon CandyPop's corpse. May the force be 
with Hamza. He left the building and began trotting down the sidewalk unaware of the benevolent lion 
stalking him. 

Narrator X – Lions can not pilot zords. All arguments to the contrary are lies. 

JONATHAN HOLMES' “MONSTER HOSPITAL” - CHICAGO 

“You miserable shit stick stain!!” Jonathan Holmes coughed up blood; Zombie Orwell's 
Orwellian venom was beginning to take effect. The frightened man sitting across from him fumbled for
a cloth. When he offered it to his boss, Jonathan slapped his face and hit the button on the intercom. 

“Zip, Chispa, get the fuck in here. Now.” Two large men entered the office. “Get Bulinski OUT 
of here.” 

“It's Bleszinski,” said the frightened man. 



“I DON'T FUCKING CARE!” He spat up more blood and wiped it away with his sleeve. “You 
fucked up for the last time, Cletus.” 

“It's Cliffo...” 
“SHUT UUUUP! Chispa, mouth.” One of the men unspooled a roll of duct tape while Jonathan 

smiled. “I love that sound.” Chispa tore off a strip and pressed it on “Cletus Bulinski's” mouth. 
“Your actions,” said Jonathan softly, “have allowed the Berlusconi family to move in on my 

industry.” He grabbed Cletus by his tie. “I don't have time for some shitty mafia war right now. I have 
Dtoid business to resolve. So here's the deal,” he tightened his grip and pulled the man closer. “You're 
going to fix the Berlusconi problem. I don't care how you do it, just do it.” He nodded at Zip and 
Chispa, who escorted Cletus away. 

Now back to those polite emails. He opened his personal email account to add an extra degree of
respect to his message. 

Dearest Samit, it has come to my attention that you've severed Niero G's head from his body 
and declared open hostilities against Destructoid. This is unfortunate, as I greatly enjoy your work for 
Polygonal Gaming, and I wonder why you see war as the only solution to your grievances. Surely two 
game blog superpowers such as Poly and Dtoid have a responsibility to resolve tensions through 
dialogue. And through massage. What would the lesser websites think if we entered into open 
warfare? I see no endgame other than the beginning of World Wide War 1. Think about the precedent 
this sets: Kotaku against RockPaperShotgun, the Angry Video Game Nerd against Angry Joe, EGM 
against IGN, and so on. When would it end? When would peace return?

Jonathan finished the email and sent it to Samit. Before sending more messages to John and 
Bubsy Ricciticcitello, he opened his Dtoid email account. He had to delete several thousand messages 
asking him to promote a Kickstarter project and several thousand more that had LOL ANUS in the 
subject line. There was much sighing. Then he saw Dale's latest email, opened it, and started reading 
Niero's confession. 

I don't know if I'll ever send this email, but I need to get this off my chest: I'm dead. Samit has killed 
me. It was our only option. Poly and DRECK must be stopped. God, this sounds so crazy, but please 
trust Samit. Meet with him. He's the only who knows the truth and he's the only one who can help save
gaming from DRECK. I'm sorry, Dtoid. N. Postscript, cocks.

Narrator X – They never thought to check the date. The poor fools. 

Jonathan was incensed, but he knew he had to keep his cool when he got to Dtoid HQ. They 
couldn't be allowed to know the real Jonathan; they would be so disappointed. Even so, he stormed out 
of the office, pistol in hand. He was angry, relieved, frustrated, and worried all at once. Confusion and 
sadness also swirled in his brain. Confusion because none of it made any sense. Sadness because he 
had lost close friends and because Andy could never again wrap him up in his arms and carry him 
through the clouds. 

DTOID HQ – CHICAGO 

Last Scion did not wait outside this time. Dale had requested the presence of all Dtoiders. 
Niero's confession was quite clear, and Dale was nothing if not obedient to his fallen master. He will 
expect us to grant Niero his final wish. The idea of meeting with the man who killed Niero did not sit 
well with the lion. Still, his place was not to question, but to protect Dale at any cost. He would say his 
piece, and if he failed to convince them, he would follow Dale to whatever end. 

“What will be achieved by meeting with the assassin?” he asked. 



“Master said we must meet with Samit,” 
“Yes, I saw the email. What will be accomplished?” 
“Dale does not know, but Master said...” 
“I see only one reason to meet in person,” Elsa interrupted. “We can't communicate by email 

because electronic messages are so easily intercepted and monitored. Face to face meetings leave no 
written records. Niero must have been thinking about that when he wrote the confession.” 

“But why do we all have to go together?” asked PhilKenSebben. 
“That is what gives me pause,” said Last Scion. “It is folly for all remaining Destructoid 

members to be in one place. Even now we run a grave risk. Surely there are forces that mean us harm.” 
“We should only send a few people,” said Caimdark. 
“It depends on the location,” said Occam's Electric Toothbrush. “Maybe we should suggest 

meeting at Poly HQ. There we will be guests. We cannot be attacked while under their roof.” 
“This is known,” agreed Last Scion. “Still, we should send few representatives.” 
“That is prudent,” said Occam, “but as a show of good faith we must arrive in great numbers. 

Sending only half our forces could cause offense to the Polygonals.” 
“Occam, what the hell?” said Phil. “Since when do you talk like Last Scion?” 
“Forgive me Phil. I have been reading several volumes of A Song of Ice and Fire. It is so hot 

and so cold. As I was saying, causing such offense to Poly would be more dangerous than simply 
arriving in great numbers as protected guests.” 

“We must vote,” said Dale. “Please open the Dtoid app on your phones. Dale has anticipated 
your concerns. The voting consists of a series of questions that will determine Dtoid's actions. Please 
tap the Democracytoid button and you will see the poll.” 

The app was shockingly pink, but classy. There were two yes/no questions and two multiple 
choice: 

Shall Dtoid meet with Samit? 
Yes 
No 

If you voted Yes to question 1, shall Dtoid send all representatives? 
Yes 
No 

If you voted Yes to question 1, in which location shall Dtoid meet Samit? 
Dtoid HQ 
Poly HQ 
Oaxaca, MX 
That cheap Chinese place by Dale's (Best Option) 

If you voted Yes to question 1, when shall Dtoid meet with Samit? 
ASAP 
Next week 
After Dale finishes Guacamelee and VVVVVV (Best Option) 

When the results came in, Dale read them aloud. “Shall Dtoid meet with Samit: 93 percent say 
yes. Forty-nine percent say we shall send all representatives. Um, who voted for Oaxaca?” 

Kyousuke Nanbu spoke up. “I've always wanted to see the Church of Santo Domingo. And I 
thought it would be a nice way for us to reconnect with Zombie Orwell now that he's dead. Plus, I 
never told him how much I loved him. I always acted like Helga. I treated him like a stupid football 
head.” 



“Your vote doesn't count, Nanbu. You left us. Why are you even here?” 
“Fuck you, Strider. I'm goin' home.” She stormed out of the room. 
“Okay,” said Dale, “that's over. Back to work. The majority voted for Poly HQ as the meeting 

place. You all ignored the sage advice offered by the poll. Dale is disappointed. Democracy doesn't 
work. Anyway, hmm... that's strange. Ninety-nine percent voted for Dtoid to meet Samit in one week. 
And only .0001 percent repeating voted for the best option.” 

“Math works in mysterious ways,” said Occam. 
“So does the market,” said Phil. 
“God DAMN it, Phil. We're not solving this with the market! That wasn't even an option on the 

poll.” 
“Fuck you and your Pikachu costume, Strider.” 
“You'd have to be a furry." 
“Dale is disappointed in these results, but we must meet with Samit regardless, even if we can't 

have delicious Chinese food catered to the meeting. You are all very short-sighted. So be it. Dale will 
contact Samit and Dtoid will be protected as guests under Poly's roof. And Dale shall bring his own 
damned Chinese food.”



Chapter 14

POLYGONAL GAMING HQ – A BILLION MILES ABOVE L.A.

All the lights were off at the Poly offices as Destructoid's Space Elephant approached. The 
building seemed abandoned, but Last Scion could see a figure standing in the doorway of the lobby. 
The assassin would have us believe he comes alone.

Elsa put down the ship in front of the doors and cut the power. Jim threw open the hatch and 
muttered something about Jonathan's anatomy. 

“Is it proper for Sterling to be here?” Last Scion smelled ion fuel leaking onto the tarmac and 
wondered why the Dtoiders didn't need spacesuits to leave the ship. His mind was calmed by the word 
science  marching uninvited into his mind. 

“You fockin' wot, mate?” said Jim, doing his best impression of one of the many varied speech 
patterns in House Sterling's thralldom. 

“You left us more abruptly than Nanbu. You didn't even treat with us in the Cblogs. We may 
have granted you forgiveness if you had begged us.”

“I'll have you know I'm an integral link in the Dtoid chain. The words 'Jim Sterling' and 
'Destructoid' will forever be synonymous.”

“You almost never ventured into the Cblogs.”
“Dtoid is nothing without the Cblogs and forums,” said Caimdark.
“It is known,” said Last Scion. “Now let us go and hear what lies the assassin has prepared for 

us.” One by one they climbed out of the Space Elephant. The air was bitterly cold and reeked of ion 
fuel, but quite breathable. 

Samit waved his hands and the doors slid open. He floated toward them. “Thank you so much 
for coming,” he said, his face morose.

Jim muttered something else about Jonathan, who sighed. 
“May I assume you're in charge now?” Samit shook Elsa's hand. 
“Since Zombie Orwell died, yes,” she replied. 
“And Niero,” said Last Scion. 
Samit nodded. “A touchy subject, yes. But that's why you're all here.” As always, he came clad 

in his red spandex and helmet. 
“You will forgive an old lion his impropriety,” said Last Scion, “but it is difficult to take a man 

seriously when he clothes himself in... that.”
“I'm afraid it is I who must ask forgiveness. I have not removed these vestments in three 

millennia, and I will not do so now. Promises not kept are wept. Surely you understand.”
“These niceties are boring my dicks off,” said PhilKenSebben. “Why the fuck did you kill 

Niero?”
“You've waited long enough for answers. Please step inside. Follow me to the banquet hall.”
“This is as good a place as any to talk,” said Last Scion. “Give your explanation out here where 

we are less likely to be ambushed by shadows.” 
Samit looked taken aback. “I would sooner die than see further harm come to Destructoid.”
“How much sooner?” asked Last Scion. 
“Sir, you are the finest warrior this industry has ever seen. It would take twenty men to subdue 

you.”
“Or one lovely maid,” said Occam. 
“Hey, Jonathan,” said Jim, “there's only one man who can subdue me.”
Jonathan sighed and walked through the door. Everyone followed him because he was Jonathan 



Holmes. 

Narrator X – Operative word: was.

The banquet hall was smaller than Last Scion expected: roughly the size of three Gamestops 
and structured similarly, but with a massive mahogany table in the center. Last Scion saw that it was 
embellished with carvings of the gods and goddesses of video gaming mythology. Mario was playing 
soccer with Shang Tsung, and Samus Aran was flying an R-Wing. 

“Wow, cool table, Samit!” said Jonathan. “Where'd you buy it?” 
“I made it,” said Samit. 
“No fuckin' way,” said Phil. 
“Impressive,” said Elsa. 
“It's been a labor of love for about five years. Juliette Starling is going in the center,” he 

directed their attention to the middle of the table. “Next to Niero.” There, roughly two feet tall, was the 
third best wood carving ever made of Niero. He was embracing an as-yet uncarved Juliette Staling. 

“Wow, Samit,” said Elsa. “That's lovely. And really touching.”
“We should really be touching, too,” Jim said to Jonathan, who again sighed with the 

exasperation of 46 middle school teachers. 
“You don't really want to have sex with me,” said Jonathan. “I'm not so hunky anymore. Used to

be, sure... Not anymore. Can we just talk about what we came here to talk about?” 
“How about we talk about penises instead?” said Samit.
“JONATHAN HOLMES!!” squealed Jim. “He's talkin' about penises!” He cupped one of 

Jonathan's breasts. 
“Nope. Cookie's goin' in the oven.” The Silent Cookie sat down and took out his 3DS.
“Is he okay?” asked Samit. 
“He's fine,” said Elsa. “He just does that for attention. Hey, Jonathan! We're not giving in to you

this time. Just ignore him, Samit.”
“Please be seated, then. We'll get down to business.” 
Everyone except Last Scion took a chair. “I shall remain standing, if you don't mind,” he said.
“Of course not.” Samit looked at Elsa. “Dale has informed me that you've come into possession 

of a letter written by Niero concerning his decision to sacrifice himself.”
“Yes,” said Elsa. She lit up a cigarette because it felt like the right thing to do. “This entire 

situation troubles me greatly, Samit.” She took a drag and held it in her mouth for a moment before 
blowing it across the table. “You wouldn't happen to have espresso here, would you?”

“Unfortunately not, my good lady. But may I invite you and your comrades to some fine 19XX 
vintage pinotage?”

Last Scion saw Elsa caress the dagger on her thigh. She is prepared for this meeting to come to 
blows.  

“I'm afraid none of us are fans of South African wines,” said Elsa. “And we had best keep our 
wits about us; the trip back to Earth will be taxing.”

“Such are the tradeoffs of space travel. We can move faster than light itself, but the body suffers
tremendously.” 

“I grow tired of these pleasantries,” said Last Scion. “Please explain yourself, assassin, that we 
might decide what to do with you.”

“In the oven,” said The Silent Cookie, who was still sitting on the floor, absorbed in a brightly 
colored world of happy animals and xylophone music.

“Do you know what happens to dough, my dear lion?” Samit stood up.
“I mislike your riddle, assassin. Speak clearly.”
“When you form dough into balls and place it on a cookie sheet, what do you do with it?”



“You place it in the oven,” said Elsa.
“Precisely,” said Samit. “And when the dough has finished baking, you take it out of the oven 

and let it cool. What happens next?”
“Holmes is not a cookie.” Last Scion was sneering. “This is folly. Come, Destructoid. We 

leave.”
“Cookies get devoured,” said Samit.
“Cookie,” said Cookie.
“There we have it. He is indeed a cookie.” The doors to the banquet hall closed and music 

began playing softly over the intercoms. Several thousand Huge Members burst from boxes labeled Wii
U and Xbox One. 

“Tonight we devour a cookie!” shouted Samit. The Members began to swirl around each other, 
slowly taking shape. Enormous legs and arms appeared from the mist of metallic phalli; then claws and
teeth. Elsa turned around and stared up at the beast, dagger in hand. 

“Rancor,” yelled Samit, “devour!” The Members moved as a unit, lumbering toward The Silent 
Cookie. Occam was nearly upon the rancor when one of the rancor's arms detached and smashed into 
him. More Members exploded from PS4 boxes and held him in place while the arm floated back to its 
body.  

“DRECK sends its regards,” said Samit, and the members surrounding Occam collapsed in 
upon him, killing him instantly. Then they shot outwards in all directions. One caught Elsa in the neck, 
another lodged itself in her head. She fell onto the table, dead. The cigarette landed in her hair and 
caught fire. 

Last Scion was on the ground. There was a sharp pain in his shoulder. Dale!  Members were 
flying around the room and the rancor was standing above The Silent Cookie. He knew it was too late 
to save the cookie, but that didn't matter. Dale was his responsibility. Last Scion surveyed the room and
saw Samit standing silently, grinning at the slaughter. Elsa's body was entirely engulfed in flames. 

Then he saw Dale underneath the table. Last Scion crawled to him as Huge Members shot 
through the air. When he reached the cowering beast, he whispered loudly. “Dale! You need to feign 
death. Lie still.” 

Dale ignored him. “Dale must save Jonathan!” He tried to crawl out from under the table, but 
Last Scion pulled him back. 

“No! You will stay here.” Last Scion held him fast. Dale was powerless in the grip of his 
guardian. They could only watch as the rancor's teeth ripped into their friend.

Last Scion felt Dale squirm in his arms. He looked around and saw several bodies lying on the 
ground, being beaten by Huge Members. His friends and compatriots were dead or dying, he knew, but 
they did not matter. His task was to protect Dale; and he would succeed or perish in the attempt. 

Several moments passed. Last Scion never loosened his grip on the beast he had sworn to 
protect. 

“Bring the bodies to the zord,” said Samit. “I shall have them shot into the sun.” The rancor 
dropped Jonathan's corpse. He was dead, but his body remained mostly intact. The dread creature then 
dissolved as the Members began swirling around bodies and lifting them into the air. 

“Dale, you must feign death.” The beast seemed unconscious already. He has fainted. This is 
too much for him. He never trained as a warrior. Last Scion let his body go limp. Whatever dangers lie 
ahead of them, he knew he could not keep Dale alive in this room of slaughter and polite conversation. 
He would take his chances with the sun. 



Chapter 15

Jim woke up shivering. He was in a dark room lying on a hard surface. The only sound was a 
soft, steady hum. He felt needles stab into his legs and shoulder when he tried to sit up. He collapsed 
back to the ground. 

“Fuck!” he yelled. “Fuck,” he moaned. Then he thought of Jonathan. The last thing he 
remembered was Jonathan getting upset and going in the oven. Then giant penises erupted from Wii U 
boxes. That was too much for him. I must have fainted from pure elation, he thought. Shit! I missed all 
the fun. 

“Damn it, Jonathan. You sexy idiot. You sexy criminal.” He heard a purring noise to his left. It 
soon turned to growling. A voice spoke.

“Where are we?” it asked. 
“Probably Jonathan's bedroom,” Jim replied. 
“That is doubtful.”
“I think he drugged me, the cheeky bastard.”
“Your desperation is unseemly and you are joking at the worst possible moment. Oh, gods!” 

The voice became frightened. Or anxious, Jim thought. “I've fallen asleep. Jim, where's Dale?”
“How do you know my name? Who are you?”
“Do you know anyone else who growls and purs? I'm Last Scion. Where's Dale?”
“Dunno.”
“We must find him immediately.” 
Jim heard him begin to move and fumble through the dark. “Oh, leave him be. He's probably 

run off with Jonathan, the cheating bastard.” With that, Last Scion pounced on him. 
“Have you forgotten  everything that has happened today?” The lion was pressing him into the 

ground. “Jonathan is dead. Now help me find Dale!”
“Dead to me, you mean,” Jim said, “and...”
“NO!” Last Scion dragged Jim to his feet. “He was devoured by a monster made of swarming 

sex toys; the very same objects that tore through Elsa and crushed Occam and beat several of our 
comrades to death. This is no longer a game, you 4th rate mummer. This is no longer a joke. Destructoid
is done. You and I are all that remain unless we find Dale now!”

Last Scion let him go. Jim stood in shock. The lion didn't seem to be pitching him a Dismal 
Jesters skit, but his words were too absurd and, if true, too devastating to believe. 

“Take your time to adjust to this nightmare.” Last Scion spoke softly. “Then help me search.” 
He left Jim there and began rifling through objects strewn on the floor. They made heavy thuds when 
he set them down. 

Jim's eyes struggled to adjust to the dark and he was unable to find words, so he joined the hunt.
As his vision got better he saw that the objects Last Scion examined were sleeping bodies. Jim walked 
up to one and knelt down to see if it was Dale. He lifted the head toward his own. The face slowly 
came into view as it inched closer. 

Jim slammed the head down and fell backwards. “Fuck me!” He scrambled away from the 
body. It was Caimdark with Huge Members lodged in the eye sockets. He crawled away from it and fell
upon something that was clearly not concrete. His hand fell through it as though it were a dry, rotten 
log. By now he was having no trouble seeing. 

He looked down upon a burned body staring staring back at him. Jim fainted for the second 
time that day. 



The light was blinding. “You should not go back into that room. It is a place of horrors.”
 “Mmmm,” Jim croaked in response. His throat felt as dry as the corpse he had fallen upon. 
“Water... please.” 

“There is none. Even now Dale searches, but he will find nothing. The Destructzord was not 
built for comfort.”

“Destruct...” Jim was confused. “Are we on...”
“Yes. We are being carried to the sun. Samit means to extinguish us like he did Niero. But Niero

died quickly; the assassin would have us suffer. 
“This is the end of Destructoid,” said Jim. 
“Not yet. As soon as I finish patching your wounds, you shall go to the cockpit and pilot us to 

Earth. I shall protect Dale until I am relieved of duty, but you may do as you wish after we report what 
has happened today.” 

“To who?”
“Strider, Devore, and the Smurfish one remain on Earth. Hamza may yet live, but his crusade of

vengeance will be the end of him.” 
“Is he really going to kill all of them?” Jim asked. 
“Hamza wants to break DRECK, but they will break him first.”
“Not if I help him.”
“You cannot succeed. You will die with Hamza.”
“You're probably right, but you can't stop me from trying.”
“My only concern is Dale. You are free to do as you wish. I am merely telling you what will 

happen if you try to fight them.” 
“Why do you still insist on protecting Dale? Niero's gone. He doesn't care anymore. You're not 

gonna get fired.”
“It matters not. He, like I, is the last living member of a once great house. Several millennia 

ago, our houses were one. Internal politics divided us, but it was my father's dying wish that the world 
see the lions and wolves reunited.”

Jim stared at him, uncomprehending. 
“As I said, it matters not. It is merely a promise I made to my father. And to Niero.” 
“What does Niero have to do with it?” Just then the door slid open and Dale walked in carrying 

several bottles of water and packs of sliced meat. 
“Do you bring salt beef?” asked Last Scion.
“What is that?” asked Dale. 
“It is beef with salt.” 
“Dale didn't see anything called salted beef in the kitchen. But Jim must have nutrients.”
“Kitchen?” said Jim. “There's a kitchen on a zord?” 
“Destructoid works in mysterious ways,” said Last Scion. 
“Jim must have water,” said Dale.
“Jim must have water,” agreed Jim. Dale gave him a bottle and turned to look at Last Scion.
“Jim must pilot the Dzord,” he said. 
“Jim must do a lot of things, mustn't he?” Jim finished the bottle and grabbed another. “Why 

can't you  do it?”
“Dale tried,” he said, “but the Dzord growled and shocked Dale with electricity. Dale was very 

surprised and injured.”
“I tried as well,” said Last Scion, “but the viewport flashed red and said 'Lions can not pilot 

zords.' You are our last hope, Jim.”
“I'd rather not be.”
“If you can not fly it, we are truly done.”



“Roit. Here's the fing, mates: I've neva bloody pilo'ed a bloody aircrawft in ma loif.” Jim began 
coughing. 

“Excuse me? I did not understand a word of that.”
“Yeah, sorry,” said Jim. “Had something stuck in my throat.” He thought of a hilarious way to 

harass Jonathan, but then felt a knife pierce his chest. He's gone. My cookie has crumbled. Jim began to
frown like the man he so lovingly teased. He had never frowned before, but now he understood what 
Jonathan felt when he said that makes me frown, yep, frowning. 

“Nothing will ever be okay again,” he said. 
Last Scion nodded slowly. “That may be so, but it is not my place to say.” He walked to the 

door. “Come. It is time to see whether you can fly the beloved Destructzord, or whether the sun shall 
consume our corpses.” 

“I don't even work for Dtoid anymore. And I've never flown a zord. I mean, I'll give it a shot, 
but it's impossible.”

“Jim must try!” implored Dale.
“I will. What else have we got to do?”
“Dale shouldn't say this, but there is a prototype PS5 on board.”
Jim remained frowning. “I shall play no more videogames forever. My heart has suffered a loss 

deeper than the waters traversed by Ecco.” I need a sword, he thought. “Take me to the cockpit. Let's 
see what fate has in store for us.”

“Fate will not be kind,” said Last Scion, “but we must tread forward.” He walked out and Jim 
followed, Dale at his heels. 

The Dzord was surprisingly spacious inside. Several years ago they had attended Niero's final 
speech and then scaled the zord, all of them overcome with orgiastic joy. No, it wasn't that long ago.

“Dale, when was Niero kidnapped?” he asked. Last Scion called the elevator. 
“A week, Dale believes.” 
“A week!?” Is that possible?
“It feels like just yestermorn,” said Last Scion.
“Yestermorn?” Jim's frown of despair became a frown of confusion. And disappointment with 

the gaming industry. And arousal. “No. It feels like a lifetime ago.”
The elevator doors opened and the stepped inside. The words Radical Badical  were written in 

Comic Sans, and they covered every inch of the walls. 
“My lifetime is considerably longer than yours,” said Last Scion, “but time is relative, and 

suffering causes it to dilate. Pain stretches it.”
Jim's frown deepened. “I may once have joked about things stretching out painfully, but you're 

right.”
“It matters not. The timeline can not change our present.”
The elevator buttons appeared to be written in crayon. They were labeled Engineering, 

Barracks, Medical Place, MOH is 4 sukazzzz. “That's the videogame room,” said Dale. 
There were more floors than Jim could count. Because I live in Mississippi. His frown almost 

lightened. Last Scion pushed the top button, labeled Also Cockpit, and the doors closed. “These load 
times are unbearable,” he said. 

“No,” said Dale. “Not load times. This is real life.”
“Mmm, indeed,” said Last Scion. Just then the intercom made a squibble  noise. 
“Isaac!” The person on the other end was panicking, but Jim couldn't make out any words. 
“Sorry, mate,” he said. “Didn't catch that.”
“... I … been killed... Samit?”
“You're breaking up. Who is this?”
“I'm Smur... news. Strider has... How was...”



“Say again,” said Last Scion. 
“...”
“Say again. This is not Final Fantasy 8. You have to speak.”
“...”
Say again, Squall! What has happened to Strider?” There was no response.
The elevator doors opened. They stepped out in silence. Jim collapsed onto a chair, feeling 

defeated. 
“They are being hunted down and slaughtered,” said Last Scion. They were in the cockpit 

anteroom. Books covered every wall. There was a log fire burning in a fireplace. 
“We must help them! Quickly, to the cockpit!” Dale bounded ahead and threw open the doors. 

“Jim must fly us to Earth.”
“Jim will get us to Earth,” said Last Scion. “But we can not help them.”
“They are dying!” said Dale. “Last Scion is a warrior. Last Scion can save them!”
“They are already dead. My job is not to protect them. I have only one task; I will keep you safe

or die.”
“No!” Dale snarled. “You will fight for Destructoid or Dale will ban you from the site.”
“Destructoid is done. Even if that weren't true, I could create a new account.”
“Dale has given Last Scion an ord...”
“I already have my orders!” he roared. “Niero has trusted your life to my hands. You are to 

come to no harm.” 
“Niero is dead. Destructoid is dying. Dale is now the leader and Dale commands Last Scion to 

stand down.”
Both Jim and Last Scion were left speechless. Dale had never disobeyed Niero before. He had 

always acted as though “master” were a god. 
“I will not be swayed, Dale. This is more than an order from an employer, and if you will not 

relent for your boss, perhaps you will for your father.”
Dale said nothing.
“Have you ever wondered why you are called 'North'?”
“North is Dale's surname,” Dale replied. 
“Yes, buy why? And why are you half wolf?”
“Dale does not understand.”
You are the bastard son of Lord Eddard Stark,” said Last Scion, looking into Dale's eyes.
“That's impossible.”
“So is FTL travel. Now listen to me: Lord Eddard, soon after the discovery of the five 

direwolves, did impregnate one of the females. It was never recorded in the histories. Jon Snow 
threatened the historian, Martin, with torture and death if he revealed the secret.”

“Dale is... a direwolf?” He looked shaken and worried. “No. No, that's impossible. Dale can not 
be a direwolf.”

“Not just a direwolf; the last scion of the house of gray wolves. You are meant to rule the 
north.”

“What the bloody shite does this have to do with Niero?” Jim said.
“Niero Targayen's greatest wish was to unite the seven kingdoms under allied kings for an 

everlasting peace.” Last Scion's gaze never left the viewport. 
“Who are the other kings?”
“I am the last surviving son of Tyrion Lannister, who wisely changed the color of our standard 

after the disastrous misrule of his father. I am one king. Dale is the second, and Niero the third. I can 
only guess at the others. Niero died before he could give me the names, though I am certain they are all
Dtoiders.” 

Those plans are all in ruins now, Jim thought. He stood up and walked to the cockpit. 



“Whatever happens when we get home, I need steel. I plan to stab Samit in his shitty, sports-loving 
neck.”

“The Destructzord is built of steel. Dale will collect all Jim needs.” He scurried away.
“Now, how does this thing work?” Jim looked at the controls. They were all labeled with highly

impressive and Orwellian phrases like Peace Missiles, Lasers of Everlasting Love, and Tactical 
Offensive Ejection. 

Jim's hands moved of their own volition. As they inched closer and closer to the control panel 
he felt a shiver run down and back up his spine. Filthy humans, he thought. Dearest dearest... My god. 
I'm melding with his impressive cerebellum. Deal them the mustard! Deal Samit the filthy mustard!

His mouth went dry. “Only an intellect as powerful as... Last Scion, this cockpit was built for 
Zombie Orwell.”

“Peace be upon him,” said Last Scion.
Jim's hands latched forcefully onto the two joysticks. He tried to let go but his body did not 

obey. Whencewithly unto the infinite breach. “Shit!,” he yelled, sweating. “My vocabulary is growing 
exponentially. I am truly becoming with fury upon the filthy human oppressors. Let us destroy their 
corporeality with all due haste.” A screen dropped down from the ceiling, flashing red words. 

BUENAS TARDES, DON STERLING.
BIENVENIDO AL SISTEMA OPERATIVO DZORD 6.0.2
FAVOR DE DARLES LA MOSTAZA A LOS PINCHES SERES HUMANOS SUCIOS.

“Yes, leader! The mustard shall be dealt in great quantities. There will be no survivors.” Jim 
saw his hand slam down on a large red button. His brain hit the back of his skull. 



Chapter 16

Narrator X – Things recede and I shall die.

His head turned slowly to the left. The cockpit was sliding forward. He looked at Jim, who was 
sliding with it. Now the doorway was moving past him. A stack of books floated in air as their shelf 
kept the same slow, forward motion as the cockpit. 

An eternity passed while Last Scion hung motionless. Things recede. The meeting with the 
assassin had been out of Last Scion's control from the moment they had landed at Poly HQ, and now 
his friend Elsa was receding along with all the Destructoid members who had come with and met their 
ends in time with Samit's grand orchestra. 

He thought of Occam's final brave seconds, leaping to action in order to protect Jonathan. Last 
Scion felt the rancor's metal fist smash into Occam. 

He thought of Dale and felt something on his back. Its touch grew stronger. The wall. Last Scion
had floated through the anteroom and was slowly pushing up against the wall. It was comforting at 
first, but the comfort soon turned to oppression, then to pain, then agony. The wall ground relentlessly 
into his back. 

Now it was touching his head. He felt a sharp pain in his skull and his eyes grew heavy. He 
could not resist. His body was being crushed, but his brain was forcing him to sleep. His eyes closed 
and he fell into unconsciousness. 

He awoke to flames and fumes. The smell of burning ion fuel scorched his airway down to the 
bottom of his lungs. What foul dream is this?  Nearby he heard a rhythmic scraping sound. He stood 
up, though his body screamed in protest. I do not surrender to pain. Pain surrenders to me. But it did 
not surrender when he walked forward. Instead, his leg gave out and he fell in a heap. 

“NO!” he roared. The scraping stopped. 
“Last Scion, is that you?” 
The British one,  he thought. “Yes, where are we?”
“Bloody blazing British ballsacks, I thought you had died.” Jim ran to him. “Are you okay?”
“I am a warrior,” Last Scion answered. “Tell me what happened. The last moment I remember 

was a peaceful dream in which I floated backward through the zord.” Though it ended as a nightmare. 
“We crashed. I'm not sure what happened, but I think Zombie Orwell did something to the 

control panel. I think he hacked my brain.” Jim looked pale and weak, like he might die of exhaustion 
at any moment.

“What have you been doing all this time? You look as death itself.”
“The blade,” he said. “I've been sharpening the blade.”
“Damn it, Jim,” Last Scion snarled, “House Dixon has suffered enough shame. You should not 

pile on by 'sharpening your blade' for hours on end. Go and find Samit. Kill him.”
“No, look.” Jim held aloft a massive, finely crafted sword. It had been shaped into a life-size 

steel representation of Matt Borealis. He stood nude, hands behind his head, posing suggestively. 
“Last Scion averted his eyes. It is unbecoming for a warrior to gaze with lust upon such well-

made erotica. But the artwork – the craftsmanship. 
“My god, Jim,” he said. “Are those...”
“Yes. Droplets of water.”
“You are a true artisan.”
Jim frowned. “The beauty of my art is a result of the anguish in my soul. The only man I ever 

loved spurned me. He died in the gnashing teeth of a monster made of sex toys. My brain was violated 
by a long-dead pusher of pens. And now I come crashing to Earth with nothing left.” 



He slid the Borealis Blade into its scabbard. “Art is anguish and the ground is dust.”
“Yes,” agreed Last Scion. “Artists were made to suffer. Nobody understands the world like a 

poet.”
“Or dancer.”
“Or artisan.”
“Or purveyor of fine literature.”
“Truly.” Together they gazed up at the stars. “Yet we are infinitely insignificant.”
“Life is pain.”
“Art is life.”
“Therefore art is pain.” Their two souls communed among the smoking wreckage of the 

Destructzord. Several hours passed while they discussed things too profound and true to ever set to 
paper. And their souls communed.

Their souls communed.

Narrator X – After the communion

“Let us find Dale and set about our separate paths,” said Last Scion.
“Forget about Dale. He's gone.”
“Do not tell me this thing, Jim.” He stood up, his body still screaming in pain, but allowing him 

to move. “I must find Dale.” 
He tumbled through the wreckage, shouting Dale's name, but only the fires gave answer. He 

picked up piles of steaming metal and flung them out of the way, hoping not to find Dale burnt and 
crackling beneath. His hands were burning, but he ignored the pain. Why do the fires still burn as 
though fresh?

The next piece of metal he picked up claimed most of the skin on one finger. He snarled in pain.
Lions are warriors. Pain surrenders to me. He lifted up another large hunk of steel, but it slipped from 
his grasp and fell on the ground, kicking up a plume of ion-soaked dust. He choked and stumbled. His 
bloody bones and charred skin felt evil when he grabbed his throat. NO! This is not where you die, lion.

His body lurched forward a few more steps, but he struggled to see through the tears. A large, 
dark object came into view on his immediate left. He leaned against it, grateful for a bit of reprieve. 
Breathe, lion. Accept the oxygen. He took a breath. And another. And another. He stood there breathing 
and shaking for several minutes.

A scene from his boyhood raced through his brain: the initiation ritual his uncle, Temujin, had 
designed for his newly-formed army. The pain of those blows and bites and stings came rushing back, 
but he shook off the memory. He was a boy then, and boys feel pain; but now he was the veteran of 
10,000 battles. Pain did not exist. 

He looked at his hands. They had nearly burned away, but, with great difficulty, he could still 
move them. 

In the distance he saw a small cuboid building with one corner dug into the ground. He walked 
to it, realizing, as he neared, that it was part of the Destructzord. He looked at the upside down sign.

MEDICAL PLACE

It appeared mostly undamaged. He walked to within inches of the wall and felt no heat. The 
doors were a few feet to his left. I will need to pry them open, but with what hands?  

The doors slid open as he neared. Luck has a perverse sense of humor. His eyes scanned the 
room. Everything had fallen into the corner that was stuck in the ground. He climbed in and began 
digging for gauze, as well as something to form a barrier between his hands and the burning steel 
outside that likely covered Dale's corpse. If he dies, the plans are sunk. I have failed him by not 



insisting on extra precautions during the meeting with the assassin. 
He found a roll of gauze in one of the many first aid kits. As he tossed it outside and watched 

dust swirl up around it he struggled to think of a material resistant to ion flames. The only thing that 
can stop a Destructzord is, of course, another Destructzord. Niero's final speech replayed itself in Last 
Scion's ears. He nodded to himself and started digging furiously for ion bandages. If Dale was dead, he 
could at least find the body and give the creature a proper burial. 

He reached just under the surface of medical flotsam and his fingers closed around a hand. He 
nearly let go and jumped back in fear, but instead merely flinched and dug faster. He knew it was Dale. 
He knew the careful plans laid by Niero were now done. 

Before long he was pulling a body from the pile of hospital equipment. Nietzsche had the right 
of it, he thought as he threw Dale over his shoulder and carried him out of the infirmary. 

After placing him gently on the ground, he stepped back. Art is pain and the ground is dust. 
Dale's body seemed intact. No bruises, no cuts. Last Scion dared not hope the corpse yet lived. He bent 
down and put his head just above Dale's face. He looked at the chest. No air passed the mouth nose. 
The chest was motionless. He had no fingers left with which to check the veins and arteries for a pulse.

Ignoring his extensive CPR and First Aid training, he rolled Dale onto his stomach. Then he saw
it. 

The Last Scion Of The House Of Blue Lions stood up and exhaled. He marched back to the 
sound of whetstone upon steel, a wild fury in his eyes. The fat one will squeal. 

Jim never heard him coming. Last Scion picked him up by the hair and sent him rocketing into 
the sky. He launched himself up as well and slammed into the man who killed Dale North. 

“Before I bring you crashing into the dusty Earth,” he shouted, “before I feed the ion flames 
with your considerable corpse, just tell my why you did it.”

“What the fuck, mate? What are you talking about?”
They hung in the air for an eternity, the planet growing smaller every second. Their souls had 

communed among the flames a few minutes ago and now their bodies did the same among the stars. 
“You have ruined Niero's plans. You have caused me to break an oath to him and to my father. I 

shall grant you a quick and glorious death if you tell me why you killed Dale!  If you do not, your death
shall last for nine horrible days and you shall squeal until your vocal chords bleed and break.”

“I didn't kill Dale. I haven't seen him since... oh shit!”
They were flying back toward Earth at twice the speed with which they had left it. 
“You are imprudent, Jim!” They re-entered the atmosphere and caught fire instantly. Jim was 

screaming in pain while Last Scion enjoyed the weightlessness. Just when the heat started to become 
uncomfortable, they smashed into the ground. 

The sound of mountains crumbling filled Last Scion's ears. He could see nothing, but knew their
bodies were cratering through the planet near the crashed Dzord. He will roast nicely on the fires. His 
heart shall nourish me as I hunt the assassin. If Jim was still screaming, he couldn't tell. 

The ground continued to part violently before them. Several minutes passed before they slowed 
to a halt. Last Scion breathed in the dust and prepared for the return journey.

They exploded to the surface. Last Scion dropped Jim next to one of the many still-burning ion 
fires and went to find the Borealis Blade. His own steel shall break him.

He treaded the dusty, dusty, dusty, dusty, dusty ground, looking for the boulder Jim sat upon to 
sharpen his sword. He looked left. Nothing. He looked right. Nothing. Then he looked straight ahead 
and saw it. Of course! It's so obvious. He ran to it and saw the sword. 

He picked up the Borealis Blade and held it in his hands, feeling naked rage crawl up his arm. 
He felt hatred for regressive elements within the gaming industry. He felt annoyance at Michael 
Pachter. But most of all he felt a sweet ache in his nether regions. Jonathan, he thought. You sexy 
idiot... my god. Jim has poured all of his polygons into this fine steel. Then a dagger was at his throat.

“Drop Matt.”



Last Scion let the sword fall. “It is a lovely weapon.”
“It's Matt Borealis,” said Jim. “Of course it's lovely.” He forced Last Scion to his knees and 

picked up his blade. 
“Kill me,” whispered Last Scion. “I've waited so long for this moment. I had always thought 

myself immortal, but now I know.” He looked at the steel-rendered water droplets on Matt's silver skin.
“The blade.”

Gunfire crackled in the distance. 
“I'm not going to kill you, lion. I didn't kill Dale and I won't kill you. I have never killed, but I 

will make exceptions for anyone who comes between me and Samit.” Shots continued to ring out in the
distance. 

“Please end my shame. I have failed. Do your duty. Any of my former generals would have me 
quartered for such a failure, and I would gladly have acquiesced. Genghis would have clawed my eyes 
out himself and fed me, still breathing, to his horses. Moctezuma would have sent me to the priests to 
be sacrificed. Phalaris would  have locked me in his Brazen Bull. But I have never failed my leaders. 
Not until today. Now I know why. My purpose is to feed the Borealis Blade its first soul. My life force 
shall charge the steel that saves the gaming industry.”

“You're talking a load of shite.” 
“If I find the assassin, will you do this thing for me?”
“I'll think about it. But if you ever touch Matt you will find yourself back on your knees, 

begging again for death.” The shots came quicker with every moment. 
Last Scion stood up. “I will investigate the battle. Perhaps I will find the one who murdered the 

king.” 
“Go then. Matt still needs more time with the whetstone. Email me your progress.”
“My 3G signal here is truly impressive.” He put his phone away and strode in the direction of 

the battle, his hands impatient to feel the life drain from the body of Dale's murderer.



Chapter 17

Jim's glinty, glinty eyes surveyed the Valley of Godless Ruination. Four hours prior, the love of 
his life had met a bloody end. In happier times, Jim might have made a meta-joke about someone's 
bloody end, but these were not happy times. Jonathan, he thought. You sexy idiot. You sexy criminal.

Jim had no more tears left. Only rage, and an ache in his heart. He knelt and put his palm to the 
cool dirt. You belong to the earth now, my love. He saw a rock the size of an Xbox controller. What the 
fuck did we call it? The Duke?  He no longer had a taste for videogames. That part of him had perished 
the second Samit had placed his sword on Niero's neck. 

“This is your devastation and your final hour.” the assassin had declared. “Only once you have 
been eradicated will our mission end.” Samit the Silent, he was called. Good Samit the Silent, tactical 
is he. Jim remembered the song they sang when their former brother had disappeared. They thought 
Samit had been kidnapped by the Polygonals. They were wrong, and their carelessness had cost Niero 
his head.

Tactical is he. Damn it! It says “tactical” in the bloody song. We should have known. He 
frowned the frown of a thousand collapsing stars. Then he remembered The Duke and frowned harder. 
Then…then he remembered the naming of Microsoft’s third game console and his frown became death 
itself. He picked up the rock and clenched it in his gloved hand, forcing it to absorb all of his pain; all 
of his rage. His grip tightened.

Damn you, Samit. Damn you, Niero. The stone began to glow. Damn you, Microsoft. Damn you 
for making us scramble to find ways to differentiate between the first Xbox and the Xbox One. The 
stone was red hot and steam was rising from it. His glove was melting. The pleather made popping and 
hissing sounds. He squeezed harder. And you, Jonathan. You sexy criminal. You left me here to finish 
this alone. You know I’m not strong enough without you. You KNOW!!

The rock exploded in his hand. Whether from the absorbed rage or the force of his grip, he 
couldn’t tell. His gaze returned to the Valley of Godless Ruination. He knew not what he would find 
there, but he knew blood would spill upon the dusty ground.

Mine?
To his left was an ancient corpse, behind him the wrecked Destructzord. The corpse was now 

merely a pile of bones. The feathered end of an arrow protruded from the dead man’s rib cage. A sword 
and a whetstone lay beside the fallen warrior. He was killed while sharpening that pitiful sword. Jim 
withdrew his own steel, thinking of the joke he might have made, long ago, about sliding a shining 
sword from its scabbard. His own sword was massive, and forged into the shape of a life-sized nude 
Matt Borealis. It glinted like Jim’s eyes.

He paused to enjoy the shape of the sword. Matt’s curves are as lovely as they are deadly. And 
Samit will know it, before long. He picked up the whetstone and continued sharpening Matt Borealis’ 
curves. He looked yet again at the village in the Valley of Godless Ruination and shrieked in fury.

His phone buzzed. Last Scion had sent him a six-second video. “This one admitted to killing the
king,” he said, looking into the camera. Then he pointed the it at a dead body laying on the ground. 
Jim's phone buzzed again. Another video. 

“A news report is saying the Destructzord has been razing cities worldwide. What have you 
done, Jim?” The video showed a TV with film of the zord burning a building to the ground. He put the 
phone in his pocket. 

Vague, Orwellian images fizzed before his eyes. He saw fire and lasers. He saw buildings 
melting. He heard himself screaming and felt the Dzord lurch to one side. 



Just then a moan came from behind him, causing the dusty ground and burning wreckage to pop
back into existence. He turned around and saw a wretched figure shambling toward him. 

“Coooooookkiiieeee,” it said. “Ooovvveeeeeeeeeeennn.”
Jim's stomach dropped and the air grew cold. No. The figure lurched forward, nearly falling. 

Jim's phone buzzed again. He looked at the screen.
“I have found the assassin,” Last Scion said. “It is probably a trap. Don't come. Will send 

message if I kill him. If not, I am dead and you are the last Dtoider.” The message looped. Jim dropped 
the phone and watched the dust swirl around it. 

“Coookkiiiiiieeeeeeee...” The figure was nearly on Jim. This is the closest I've ever been to my 
crumbling cookie. It no longer looked like Jonathan. It moved as if half its bones had been broken. Its 
left cheek bone had been smashed in, leaving an enormous bruise over the flattened area. Take me, my 
love. 

He felt teeth sink into his neck and he screamed with pleasure as Jonathan tore away a piece of 
flesh. He was ready to die , but as his soul-mate’s teeth clamped down again, Jim's hand grabbed the 
Borealis Blade. Before he could tell his hands to stop, they had knocked Jonathan to the ground and 
sent steel through the undeceased neck. 

Jonathan's head rolled away from his body. Jim wailed and fell to his knees. It had all happened 
so quickly. His muse, his lover, his spirit animal had come back to life for him, but Jim's own body 
betrayed them both. He stared at the ground in disbelief. His world faded to black. 

Last Scion had the crosshairs on Samit's head. The assassin was addressing a crowd of perhaps 
a hundred men, women, and children. They stood amid smoldering ruins. Their city appeared to have 
been recently leveled, and if the news reports could be believed, Jim was the cause. 

The entire world will be on Samit's side now, he thought. Jim has left craters in a thousand 
cities. But none of that mattered anymore. He would kill the assassin and then Jim would allow Last 
Scion to escape the realm of the living and finally join the Pantheon of the Warriors. 

He pulled the trigger and watched Samit's head snap back. It should not have been so easy. The 
body crumpled and fell. Last Scion's phone was recording video the incident, which he sent to Jim. The
crowd ran screaming but a few people were gesturing in his direction. I must quit this place.

Jim's eyes snapped open. He stood up. In his hand he saw a gleaming object. Humans were 
nearby; he could smell them. A screaming hunger grew more intense with every second. His body 
carried him toward the flesh. 

Last Scion dropped the Dragunov he had lifted off a body. The dusty, dusty, dusty, dusty, dusty, 
dusty, dusty, dusty, dusty ground threw up wisps of thin brown smoke. He pushed open the door and 
drew his dagger. He preferred the heft of a sword, but was deadly enough with steel of any length. 

The air outside smelled of anger, sadness, and drought. He walked past another television 
showing news footage of the Destructzord razing several cities. The assassin must have a copy of the 
zord, he thought. But that is our wreckage on the hill. It didn't matter. He would leave this broken city 
and implore Jim to take his life. If Jim refused, Last Scion would have to report his failure to the 
Council. They would decide what punishment to levy. 

Jim had not responded in at least two minutes, even though the 3G signal here was strong. 
Something foul has befallen the large one. Angry voices drifted toward him from behind. He could 
barely see the ion smoke in the distance. 

He ran up the gentle slope. The voices grew excited and the buildings drifted steadily past him. 
He heard a crack and felt the air snap by his head. He veered into an alley. Up on a hill, roughly a 



kilometer away, was the crash site. He was nearly on the outskirts of the smashed and smoking village. 
Last Scion let the dagger fall. They will not catch me; Jim must take my life. His hands were 

shaking. The voices grew louder. Last Scion turned left between two buildings and felt his shoulder 
explode with pain. Then a gloved hand was around his throat.

He saw a nude, shining man streaked with red. The pain was easy enough to ignore. The fat one
has lost himself. Jim dragged him to the nearest building and slammed him into the wall. The lion had 
already determined not to struggle. He looked at the rising sun and felt teeth on his neck. I die as a 
warrior. It was a better fate than he deserved, having failed in his duty, but he had already imprinted 
himself upon The Histories. 

The sun burned his eyes, the teeth tore at his neck, and he shot his soul skyward to commune 
with the gods and elders. 

Narrator X - 3rd person omniscient.

Blood rolled down Jim's face. The Last Scion's body had been completely devoured. (Contrary 
to popular belief, zombies do not hunger for brains. Their goal is always flesh.) A group of villagers 
found Jim not long after he had finished eating. They put him down easily, as the Borealis Blade was a 
perfectly crafted instrument of death and arousal. A man named Gamaliel found it and used it to slice 
Jim's head neatly off. 

Local police arrived shortly thereafter and, having been bribed by DRECK representatives to 
the amount of  roughly $50 USD, declared the case closed. The crashed Destructzord, they said, was 
the same that destroyed a thousand other cities in mere hours. The corpses in the alley had killed each 
other, and Dtoid entered the history books as a villain to rival Francisco Franco. 

Gaming was, of course, thoroughly destroyed. It quickly became a wasteland of F2P, overpriced
DLC, microtransactions, and horse armor. No more single player games were ever released. 

Nobody in the village ever told any outsiders about the Blade, though they would go on to use it
in a series of events that would stir the world and ignite long-dormant liberation struggles. 

There were no happy endings for anyone related to the gaming industry. Except, of course, for 
Zombie Orwell. He had managed to infect both Jonathan Holmes and Jim Sterling, thereby leading to 
their deaths. The Last Scion's death was a happy accident for which he claimed full credit. 

As a result of his masterful hacking of the Dzord cockpit, thousands of world cities burned to 
the pavement, or to the dust. Millions of lives were snuffed out. He managed to sow all this chaos and 
doom despite dying the very day Niero was kidnapped. If ever a more impressive feat of post-mortem 
devastation has been caused in the world of High Literature, this author has not yet encountered it. 

Zombie Orwell is dead. 
Long live Zombie Orwell.



Coda
Let us rest not firmly 

upon the mortal coil, for 

such be the shattering remains 

of decadence. 

Instead, let us part 

in somber reflection. 

We raised the stakes and 

razed the cities. 

My love, I 

am left with naught but weary eyes 

and wild grief. My 

heart, it hath not the tender flesh 

nor the ruby wine, yet beat for you it ever does. 

My fury, that with which 

I burned and seared and boiled 

bones and steel and glass and gold, 

shall hold eternity. My time – is done. 

Will you pray heavy upon my soul? 

We made the intent 

and perished, 

but how lovely the terror we sowed. 

Flying swiftly for small hours, 

we knew the untoward finality: 

necrosis 

and metal 

can 

never be. 

This is goodbye.



You've reached the end of a novel written exclusively for agents of The Destruc-Toid. If you are 
not a DT agent, please erase this novel from your mind. 

It is not a terrorist training manual. It is not subtle indoctrination. It will not turn you into an anti-
statist guerilla warrior. Don't be an idiot. However, if you would like to receive terrorist training 
manuals and develop the rhetoric to argue effectively against actors within a statist hegemony, as 
well as the ability to organize your community to take part in radical and transformative  social 
movements, check out the following sources of information that will turn you from passive 
recipient of state terrorism into dealer of shrieking vengeance against the corporate autocracy 
that has been ruining your country since the 1970s (assuming you live in a country that has been 
getting fucked by neoliberal economic policies since that decade):

http://www.zombieorwell.wordpress.com

Zombie Orwell's Hate Corner. (A podcast about guerilla tactics for overthrowing governments.)

http://www.ZombieOrwellsHateCorner.blogspot.com

http://www.MexicoHistoryPodcast.wordpress.com

Follow Zombie Orwell or Brandon Springer on Twitter:

@zombieorwell https://twitter.com/zombieorwell

@mexicopodcast https://twitter.com/MexicoPodcast

Email us your philosophical and tactical quandaries:

zombieorwell@gmail.com

mexicopodcast@gmail.com
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