The Chronicles of Nala

Background. 
Many years ago at NetApp, I had been filing bugs against a friend of mine (really against the crappiness of Seagate disks). It is rumoured that a bet (of lunch) was involved at some point. Radek finally got fed up with this (and his lack of lunch) and opened up a bug against me; the one below. Then things just spiraled out-of-control, as you will see.

The bug report (if you can call it that) spans 8 years and covers people leaving (and returning to NetApp). 

hints: 
1. Seagate corrupted disks by writing FB37 where it shouldn’t have been.

2. the “Lords” mentioned are members of The Manager classes. Everyone else is a peon.
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-- Author: raster  Date: Thu Sep 23 18:58:43 PDT 1998 -------------------

Once upon a time, there was a fellow named Kedar, who sincerely

believed that the huge grain warehouses built on the outskirts of town

by the ancients, were incorruptible. "The warehouses are safe", he

would say. "Like the bank of England" he would say. "Don't be afraid

to deposit your grain? Warehouses don't corrupt grain. People corrupt

grain!"

Then one day, a man named Nala stumbled into town. A strong cold wind

blew across the square as he shouted "The warehouses *can* corrupt

your grain". And the townfolk scorned and mocked him.

By and by, Nala built the "funky-looking-glass" and behold, on the

night when the moon was aligned with Jupiter in the house of Saturn,

the grain went in, and sows ears came out. And the townspeople

shivered and moaned, for they had no use for sows ears.

But Kedar, being an open minded fellow, looked closely at Nala's

looking glass and behold, he saw two doors into the warehouse. On the

bewitched nights, one door would open and as grain was being poured in

through the main door, pigs were getting into the warehouse through

the other.

And the townspeople rejoiced and sang and a giant banquet was held

under the stars.

-- Author: rowe  Date: Thu Sep 24 08:58:43 PDT 1998 -------------------

Nala, also open of mind, received the epistle from the townsfolk with some concern. Had the townsfolk gone mad from eating tainted grain? He retreated to his finely decorated and lit cabin to contemplate what was being said here. 

Eating the pigs seemed like a fine idea; the pigs were from the Northland, and although the pig-processing facilities were crude and unreliable, the eventual pigs were rumoured to be tasty enough. If they ate the pigs, the grain could be safe again.It was too difficult a decision to be made without assistance. He brought out the looking glass again. It seemed clear. It was a good omen. He stumbled out to discuss it with Kedar.

(Open minded, yes, but Nala was also suspicious. He secretly arranged with his Lord Nurav, such that Nurav wouldsend a page to check up on him every minute. If Kedar had gone completely insane and the banquet grain was indeed poisoned, the page would find out and Nurav would know. And Nurav's troops would gather. And Kedar's lord Y-not would be summoned.....) 

-- Author: taiello  Date: Thu Sep 24 11:23:59 PDT 1998 ----------------

And so Kedar and his lord Y-not were bound and shackled. The army of Rgen-AH brought them before Lord Nurav. "Cleanse this grain, lest you be forced to consume it yourselves. Great pains and loss will be upon you for in it there lies panic", was told to them by lord Nurav.

"Unbind us, that we may seek the answer. Provide us with Finisar the wizard, that he may guide us to the truth." 

So it was done. Kedar, Lord Y-Not and Finisar set out. "Follow this Fibre", counseled Finisar. "For it will lead to the stream called IO. There you will discover the source of all corruption."

And so they followed. Wading up the IO stream they came to a dark tower.

"Beware", spoke Finisar, "For there lies the evil mage Etagaes. He and his minions spew evil down the IO stream."

To battle they went. Etagaes threw much corruption and filth at them. His 

minions strong and many, Kedar and Lord Y-not were vastly outnumbered. It looked hopeless. But fear lived in Etagaes as well as madness. He saw the power of Finisar and knew no lie was possible. Exposure to the truth of Finisar was more than Etagaes could bear.

"I shall parlaver with you. I offer you my minion FB37 as your slave. He will serve you well. He will cleanse your grain and nevermore will that poison pain you."

So Kedar and Lord Y-not returned with FB37 and was made well.

But that is not the end of our story. High in his tower Etagaes smiled to himself. "True. That poison shall consume them no more! But many poisons have I. Many that even I don't know what they do or where they come from. Quiet, quiet now I shall wait. And then shall I strike once more!". 

-- Author: raster  Date: Thu Sep 24 11:48:28 PDT 1998 -----------------

And so it will be for some time, the evil Etagaes, not vanguished and

capable with arrays of poisons to strike the townspeople and their

grain. But the armies of Mbi, and Abihsot, and Ustijuf rather. They

are ready to battle with Etagaes, ready to finally defeat Etagaes in

the cataclysm to come, the one the ancients prophesized, the one

called "Tekram Ecnanimod". The millenium approacheth and after the

cataclysm, peace will reign for a thousand years.

-- Author: rowe  Date: Thu Sep 24 12:44:09 PDT 1998 -------------------

Nala was impressed. (He had not realized that both Lord Y-not and Serf Kedar, had, in the vernacular of a bygone age, "lost their marbles").

A thousand years was indeed long enough, long enough at least to run into 

the problem by which the famous Lost Communication Device

could no longer hold enough information about the Wars in the OO-hay Sector, and people would have to revert to scrolls. But now was not a time for wars; now was a time for rejoicing; the wars were over. The soothsayer Remiehnegeg was summoned. "We have to chop your arms off lest you cast rejections against the peace that has come to our land of late", said Nala. And so it was done.  And Remiehnegeg's Coat of Arms (the Cardigan), like the hated Etagaes, became 'armless.

But still Remiehnegeg talked of caution. Wise man that he was, he suspected treachery under the veneer of peace. What could he do? He had no arms. He ordered the Great Gong to be brought back out. Whether there is peace or war, the Great Gong will ring so that everyone know the truth. The people rejoiced and sang and danced. And the Great Gong rang! "Who ringeth the Great Gong", they asked. Only Remiehnegeg is allowed to do that, and he has no arms. But, indeed, a beautiful melody rang out on the carillon. "It cannot be", they said. For there was Remiehnegeg, ringing the Great Gong by hitting it with his face.  "Who is this Remiehnegeg", a lowly serf asked. "I don't know his name," another replied, "but his face rings a bell." 

-- Author: taiello  Date: Thu Sep 24 16:36:37 PDT 1998 ----------------

Now over the days and years of Remiehnegeg's reign, peace and harmony was known by the townspeople. Til one day the Great Gong did not ring. Fear gripped the hearts of the people. All gathered at the great hall to ask of Remiehnegeg why the bell no longer tolled.

The hall was quiet and still as Remiehnegeg mounted the stage. Only the sounds low moans and strangled sobs broke the silence as the people looked to Remiehnegeg.

"Fear not!", Remiehnegeg exclaimed. "The land is calm and peace still holds us in its embrace." "Why then did the Great Gong not ring?", asked one of the assemblage. "Alas", said Remiehnegeg, his head hanging low, "No longer have I the strength to climb the stairs of the tower and ring the Great Gong. For one wounded such as myself this task has become too great."

Now truly terror was felt by the townspeople. If Remiehnegeg could no longer ring the Great Gong, would it not be long before calamity and war again claimed their lives?

"Wait, sire", someone exclaimed. "Have you not a brother that could perform this task?" Remiehnegeg's eyes brightened. "Yes! Yes, even this brother be a twin of mine. I shall send for him and he shall ring the Great Gong in my stead."

The townspeople rejoiced. The fastest rider was dispatched to return with the twin of Remiehnegeg so that the Great Gong could again ring with the peal of peace for the town.

Remiehnegeg declared a festival for his brother's arrival. For surly this was a reason to rejoice.

At last Remiehnegeg's brother arrived. Many passer's by came to town as well. Drawn by the promise of a festival. Food, wine and laughter were shared and all were in good humor.

Finally the appointed hour arrived. Remiehnegeg's twin mounted the stairs to the tower, though unsteadily. The many cups of wine slowing both his body and wit.

At the top Remiehnegeg's twin stopped to wave to the crowd. All fell quiet in anticipation again hearing the pure tone of the Great Gong carress their ears.

Remiehnegeg's brother wrapped the bell cord around his hands, insuring that he would achieve a resounding peal from the Great Gong. This proved his undoing. Using all his strength, Remiehnegeg's brother pulled mightly on the bell cord. The Great Gong rang beautifully. Before Remiehnegeg's brother could remove his hands from the tangle of the cords, the recoil of the Great Gong lifted him from his feet. As he reached the apex of his ascent, his hands came free.

Propelled up and back, unable to stop his flight, Remiehnegeg's brother tumbled out of the open tower.

The townspeople watched in stunned horror as Remiehnegeg's brother plunged to his death on the cobblestones below.

All gathered round and looked down at the dashed figure that lay at their feet. "His name", someone cried in a low voice, "Does anyone even know his name?".

"I know not his name", someone replied."But I can tell you this, he's a dead ringer for his brother."

-- Author: rowe  Date: Thu Sep 24 17:11:36 PDT 1998 -------------------

Nala was not amused. Nala had gone to some considerable trouble to find an appropriate rejoinder to Lord Y-not's previous epistle. Nala had searched far and wide, past  the Northern Border where the Etagaes live, to find a tale of wit and cunning, and, in the manner of journalists everywhere, to claim that writing as his own.

And had the Lord Y-not not employed the same technique against him, borrowing wit from the same source! Nala's genuis was no longer recognised! Nala appealed to the Great Goddess Neleh [editor's note: no, he didn't, at least not very much] and to the Demigod BPee for inspiration. And he was rewarded: it came as Lord Y-not watched Remiehnegeg's brother Bill (for that was his name) fall, bouncing off the cobblestones, and roll off towards Lord Y-not, squishing him completely. 

Lord Y-not gave a last, despairing gasp.. "The Bell Tolled??  aaargh...". 

Nala looked on somewhat sorrowfully as the demigod's curse took effect.

"Ask Y-not for whom the Bill rolls, it rolls from BPee".

-- Author: taiello  Date: Fri Sep 25 08:05:08 PDT 1998 ----------------

Now Nala knew he must flee. Back to his native land of the Scotch he must go. For Nala knew that when word of Lord Y-not's death reached the town there would be great trouble for him. For Lord Y-not was greatly beloved by the town. Well, he was well liked. Ok they just barely tolerated him, but still you can't just go around squashing people with the Great Gong! It could damage the gong...

So Nala ran. It was his undoing. Being of the Scotch clan "Nay I shun shoes. Give a pair of stockings made from the skins of wild Orlons", Nala could not move quickly over the rocky terrain.

At the tavern a mob assembled, courage and fury poured from the whiskey bottles down the throats of townspeople. "We shall suffer Nala no longer!", someone yelled, "Let us see justice done!" Many, still holding their flagons of whiskey rushed from the tavern in search of Nala.

They caught him at the Cliffs of Release. Kedar was among them. Kedar grabbed Nala and raising him on high proclaimed, "You have struck down my Lord Y-not. Now I must see to adminstration of warriors. This is a task I detest! I, too, am a warrior and chaff under the yoke of this task! For suffering me this fate,you shall never see your land of the Scotch again." With that Kedar threw Nala from the cliff to his death on the rocks below.

The task done the crowd slowly dispersed. All except Kedar and one other. The other stood there still drinking from his flagon of whiskey. "Have you quarrel with my actions?", asked Kedar. "No", said the other. "I am just reminded of the many nights I would sit in the tavern, drinking whiskey such as this and listen to Nala recount the battles with Etagaes. I enjoyed his company."

"So what are you saying? Was I wrong to have my vengance?" asked Kedar. "No, oh no. You were just. I was just saying that while I liked my whiskey neat, I rather enjoyed this Scotch on the rocks..."

-- Author: raster  Date: Fri Sep 25 10:23:47 PDT 1998 -----------------

The news of the Nala's bloody death at the hands of Kedar came, by and

by, to Lord Nurav. Nala was one of his favourites and he was thus

angered. He summoned his band of brave fighters and said "Go! Find

Kedar, and bring me his head." And so, setting forth in Kedar's

persuit were nine of Lord Nurav's fiercest fighters, Lahtneohcs,

Egnarts, Remarc, Ebanataw, Seugirdor, Namielk, Sreym, Ydderignis and

Gniwe.

Kedar had in the mean time learned of the price on his head and

immediately fled north, heading for the village of Tyme. The armies of

Mbi, Ustijuf and Abihsot were rallying there in preparation for the

showdown with Etagaes. They had heard of Kedar's valliant battle, with

Y-not, against the evil Etagaes and would provide him with protection

and refuge.

On arriving at Tyme, Lord Nurav's band attempted a daring lightning

assault on Kedar but his benefactors outnumbered them and drove them

into the heart of the village and laid siege to it. It looked hopeless

for the daring nine, and they send secret word back to Lord Nurav,

begging him to send the treacherous, double agent Rethceahs from the

tribe of Stytch.

Three days later, a lone horseman approached the armies laying siege

on the town of Tyme. "I have business with the Mayor of Tyme. I have

information for him regarding Kedar." he announced. He was permitted

to enter on foot and without weapons. His plan was simple and swift in

execution. He announced to the people of Tyme that Kedar had been

untruthful about his valiance in the face of Etagaes. It was really

the wizard Finisar who had risked his life and Kedar had taken the

credit. This news angered many in Tyme, but not all, for in Tyme were

warriors who hated Etagaes more than anything. He had polluted their

streams too and they would stop at nothing to defeat Etagaes. A brawl

erupted. A glint of steel, a clash of swords and soon the whole town

was embroiled in a running battle. Many died on both sides and by

nightfall confusion reigned and under cover of darkness Lord Nurav's

warriors escaped.

Upon their return they gave a full report of the battle to Lord

Nurav. They described the heated civil war, the shattered aliances,

brother fighting brother, but were grateful to Lord Nurav for sending

Rethceahs to their rescue. "It was the best of Tymes'. It was the

worst of Tymes'. But a Stytch in Tyme saved Nine."

-- Author: rowe  Date: Fri Sep 25 16:03:39 PDT 1998 -------------------

Nala groaned. He knew this was a joke, and a very nasty one at that. Who could possible assume that Nala and his friends would drink whiskey - a beverage of the Evil Emerald Islanders, instead of whisky. It could only mean one thing: Serf Kedar had killed Nala's identical twin brother, who had been lost at birth during a dream sequence. Nala could take immediate and painful revenge: he knew the wizard Finistar, and could summon up patterns from the Etagaes again - but that was not Nala's way. He could be more subtle than that. 

First, there were more important matters to deal with. The dead twin Nala must be sent off appropriately (and he did have a rather nice 401k plan to be claimed). Since Nala, in a previous life, had travelled widely (although painfully, for Orlons were a poor substitute for Naugas), he had many Frequent Traveller Coupons from the travel company of the time, Unshod And Loaferless. He sent coupons off to Twin-Nala's six cousins, reporting the evil deeds done by Serf Kedar while still possessed by Lord Y-not. Five of the cousins arrived for the ceremony without problem. But cousin Lou, on his trip from the glacier-infested Far Northland, lost a ski and had to hop the remaining distance. (And hopping, even with real Nauga socks but no shoes, is no easy feet.) Still, the Goddess Nehel had decreed that the ceremony would take place on schedule, and so it did. A Great Ship was built, and named Itt (after the Archcherubim and Muse Namielk). Twin Nala's body was placed aboard. Twin Nala's favourite books were placed over him: The Hitchhiker's Guide, Alice through the Etagaes LookingGlass, and Pooh and Tigger. Nala kept the stuffed bear for himself; bears, unlike pigs, were not appropriate as roast beasts. Then the Ark was launched into the land of Release. Nala said the blessing over the Ark, but still bemoaned the loss of all the relatives. "I did not have six UAL relations with that Pooh and I miss Lou'n'ski".

-- Author: taiello  Date: Fri Oct 30 11:47:40 PST 1998 ----------------

Kedar slept. His sleep was troubled. He moaned and moved fitfully. The many nubiles that occupied his bed stirred(ok, so why make him suffer too much?), from their deep slumber saw his eyes moving rapidly behind closed lids.

They knew too well the cause of this. Kedar again walked with the dead.

Truly in his dreams Kedar held counsel with his Lord Y-not. His lord's

spirit still walked the realm of the dead in torment. He could not rest

knowing that Nala had escaped death by employing some hack daytime

drama ploy. So Lord Y-not's spirit reached into the dream realm to Kedar.

"The time to act is drawing near", Lord Y-not spoke into Kedar's dream.

"Here is what you shall do", he said. Kedar's dream self listened to his

lord's plan. In his bed the nubiles saw a quick flash of a smile pass on

Kedar's face. That smile quickened their pulse and chilled their blood.

The look forbode evil happennings.

As the celebration of All Hallows eve drew near, Kedar found himself at the inn with Nala. Nala, not knowing of Kedar's intent was more than willing to allow Kedar to serve him food and wine. "Surely", thought Nala, "to have one such as Kedar willing to share a mid-day meal is a good sign on this day in which spirits may act."

The afternoon meal wore on, Nala not noticing that Kedar had long ago stopped

consuming wine. In fact Nala was soon having trouble noticing much of anything. His head swam from the wine and when Kedar offerred his arm to help walk off the effects, he was all to happy to accept it. 

As the sun was setting, Kedar walked Nala out of the town proper and towards the church. This being a proper town, the church was of course set beside the graveyard. In the waning light, the large tombs looked even more desolate.

As they approached, the walking and cool air began to cut through the fog in Nala's head. Finally realizing where they were, Nala spoke "Friend Kedar. Is it wise for us to pass this way? The moon of All Hallows will soon rise and with it the undead as well." Drawing his sword, "Mayhaps it is less wise for some than others!", yelled Kedar. And with that he struck Nala on the back of the head with the hilt of his sword. Nala felt the sharp blow and was again surrounded in a soft hazy fog.

With the sun nearly set Kedar worked quickly. He placed Nala at the foot of the tomb for Deretsulc Revoliaf. One who was known to be slain, yet walk again.

As the sun slipped behind the horizon, Kedar made his way to the consecrated grounds of the church, that he might in safety see his Lord Y-not's revenge be enacted.

Nala stirred, his head throbbing as much from the blow as from the impending hangover that was creeping on him. He quickly wished that this was the least of his problems. From the crypt of Revoliaf the stench of death was growing. Faintly Nala heard movement. He tried to move, to run, but his legs were not nearly as alarmed as his head. In fact they'd much prefer just sitting here for quite some time.

Before the debate between his body parts was concluded, the crypt door swung open. Quietly, on well oiled hinges. Something unusual since the body of Revoliaf had been laid there over 30 years before.

Now the smell of death was overwhelming. Nala's legs suddenly conceded that running would be good. Too late. Preternaturally strong hands grabbed Nala's arms. He was spun around into the face of the vampire. Milk white skin that nearly glowed framed eyes as black as a shark's. That was not the only similarity. In them shown the same death as those of a shark. The same look of a predator viewing its prey before the kill.

Nala was lifted high and there he saw other doors open, and other vampires emerge. "Get the bottles", Revoliaf ordered through a mouth too full of teeth.

"What is happening!" Nala screamed in his growing hysteria. "Quiet meat!", barked Revoliaf. "It is All Hallow's eve, and we shall feed! We shall not be deprived. And neither shall the one who brought you here. For that means revenge. Whoever brought you to us intends you to die."

With that Revoliaf swung Nala upside down. With inhuman strength Revoliaf held him with one hand wrapped around Nala's ankle. A hand looking more like a claw, with nails sharp as talons raked across Nala's throat. His dying eyes saw his life's blood drain away into bottles the other vampires had placed  beneath him. His last thoughts were of how he wished he'd been triplets instead of twins so he could write himself out this.

Kedar watched from the church window as Revoliaf tossed Nala's lifeless body deep into the graveyard. Kedar knew his dreams would be troubled no more.

In the graveyard, Revoliaf lifted a bottle of Nala's blood to his lips. "My friends", he says to his coven, "A full moon, All Hallow's Eve and bottle of well aged Scotch. Death just doesn't get any better than this."

-- Author: hpolard  Date: Fri Oct 30 13:02:48 PST 1998 ----------------

Draloph, the waiter at the inn, had noticed how hard Kedar worked to butter up Nala to join him and to keep him drinking. On his way home from the inn's Halloween party, he noticed a strange glow from one of the crypts in the cemetery. He shuddered, and then froze in terror as unearthly voices howled in agony: "It's butterscotch! We'll teach you to trick us, Revoliaf!"  A single voice squealed in terror as it rose in pitch beyond the range of hearing.

Draloph turned to run, and hesitated as he saw an unearthly, almost transparent figure, whose feet were clad only in Argyle socks, rolling on the gound and laughing hysterically. As he ran, Draloph could barely hear the figure say, "Revenge!" 

-- Author: agy  Date: Fri Oct 30 16:14:14 PST 1998 --------------------

Nala's transition into Purgatory was not as pleasant as the earthside 

angel tales had led him to hope for.  He would later be thankful for this.

Away in his mountain eyrie Nala's first cousin once removed, the wizard 

Redoy, started, his meditations disturbed by the violence of Nala's passing.

Redoy began making preparations for the visit of his cousin, for his abode was high in the mountains of Purgatory, on the road Elpmis which leads from Sficland to Heaven, and Nala would surely have to pass there on his journey to that glorious land.  He sent a letter to the sage Yaj Wye, praying for his presence at a feast to be held for the accolyte Nala.

Meanwhile Nala began learning about life in Purgatory.  His fortune was

good, for he met the sanyasin Ydnar, who initiated him into the mysteries

of Ohp and counseled him, "Take the road Elmis, and fasten your desire

upon Heaven, and surely you shall find it."  Nala did as Ydnar advised,

but was filled with doubts.  "Why should I go straight to Heaven?" he

wondered.  "Why not find the abode of Revoliaf and paste millions of

cross-shaped iron filings in his coffin first?"  But he did not know

where Revoliaf's home was, and could find no-one who would tell him.

Again he wondered, "Why doth not Ydnar accompany me to the road Elmis?"

But Ydnar sought Aidualc, whom he knew but did not know he knew, and 

could not ascend.  So Nala wandered upward through the mountains, 

hoping that as he climbed he might glimpse Revoliaf's castle away in 

the smog of the lowlands.

And he climbed higher, and higher.  Never had Nus shown so brightly in

the sky.  And so it came to pass that as he walked, he was accosted by

Redoy, who said, "Dost thou remember me, cousin?"  Nala was startled,

but soon recovered and asked, "Is it truly thou, Redoy?"

"Yes," Redoy answered, and you must visit with us tonight.  Together

they went to Redoy's abode, which is larger inside than out.  There

he met the sage Wye, and much to his consternation, the Lord Y-not!

"How can that unregenerate have climbed so high," wondered Nala.  Yet

another question.  It seemed there was no end to the questions, and

distressingly, once he asked them they went not away, but became 

bound to him, and weighed him down as a load on his back.

The feast was sumptous, and some of the care of the journey was dispelled

by the food and the Scotch, which was so old it had died and almost gone

to Heaven.  At length the wizard Redoy turned to Nala and said, "My son,

it is time for thee to dispel the load of questions you have been

carrying.  The sage Wye is able to answer them, and thereby relieve thee

of thy burden, so thou mayest ascend the rest of the way to Heaven."

Nala considered this, but thought also to ask Y-not about the way he

had abused and mistreated Nala while they were both on Earth.  He turned

to Lord Y-not and opened his mouth to speak, but Redoy touched him on

the shoulder, "Son, on the road to Heaven, it is better to ask Wye than

Y-not."

-- Author: agy  Date: Fri Oct 30 17:51:23 PST 1998 --------------------

[^^^ edit/reword ^^^]

-- Author: rowe  Date: Mon Nov  2 18:19:23 PST 1998 -------------------

Nala groaned. What had he ever done to deserve all this?  He vowed never to make any more bets with Kedar, at least until the next time. More to the point, how was he to get out of Purgatory? Was he even *in* Purgatory (he was, after all, rather expecting Hell, especially after that "six UAL 

relations" line)? 

But Redoy's remark convinced him he really had a problem, and being in 

Purgatory was only a part of it. (He wondered why Redoy was even there, 

but Redoy explained. Redoy was a potent wizard from far across the sea, 

in the mountainous land of Whales. There the Prince JugEars had heard 

of Nala's troubles, and had summoned Redoy. "I have but one wish left 

from you, Redoy. Can I use it to save Nala?" Redoy demurred. "It would 

take a far more powerful wizard than I to save Nala, Oh King". "But I 

have that one last wish", said the King. "Go across the ocean and save 

Nala!" "I will not, for I cannot save him", said Redoy. "If you make 

me go, you will lose your last wish". All right, said Jugears. In that 

case, I'll use my last wish differently. "Make Camilla Parker-Bowles 

beautiful!". Redoy looked at him for a while, and said, "I'll get right 

on that Nala problem".)  

Although Redoy had made Purgatory less awful, this didn't much help Nala,

who didn't want to be there. Nala cast his mind back to the meal which

Lord Nurav's cousins had made for them, and for which Kedar had cunningly 

paid with Lord Ynot's credit card. He remembered the warm mango ice-cream 

they'd eaten together. He remembered Kedar bashing him on the head with 

the blunt end of a sword (and wondering why a swift jab with the pointy 

end into the mango wasn't easier). He remembered hanging upside down 

with his blood being drained off and with his throat cut. And he 

remembered, most of all, the jibe from the Spirit of Lord Ynot: "hack 

daytime drama ploy". That hurt! Lord Ynot would pay for that. Nala 

would sue! But how to escape, without more derision from Ynot? The 

triplet ploy? Already forseen by Ynot. The clone plan? A trivial 

extension of triplets. The switched-bodies-at-the-last-moment scheme? 

Too silly. The coming-back-to-life after having been multiply murdered 

in? Been done. Time travel - always good for occasions such as these - 

but Nala knew that if time-travel really worked, he'd have invested in 

Yahoo and AOL at the right time. Alien abduction? Well, he was an alien 

after all... But there was no need for such things - this was Halloween, 

and Revoliaf couldn't Deaden anyone on Halloween, he could only Undeaden 

them. So he wasn't dead after all. 

But he had been upside down with no blood and his throat cut, and he was 

now in  a heap in a graveyard. Drat. (Still, at least he wasn't upside 

down wearing a kilt, which would also have been embarrassing).

The ghouls, goblins, and Etagaes employees drifted off into the fog to 

dance naked and/or wear pumpkin heads. He could hear them cavorting in 

the distance. Other Evil Beings would occasionally drift by. 

Persecutor-for-Life Rrats mentioned that this wouldn't stop the 

investigation into whether Nala had ever had done anything 

bad/illegal/immoral/faintly naughty with Socks. (Nala tried to 

reason: footwear! Not the Presidential Cat, but to no avail). 

Nilap mentioned that Nala "didn't really look dead, only resting". 

Fox and Sculley came by, with Sculley still complaining about that 

handwriting recognition problem that scuppered the Newton. Tom 

Cruised by. McGyver shook his head pityingly: "I could have given 

you this really neat way of using an aglet [ed: tip of a shoelace, 

much beloved on NYTimes crossword compilers] to undo leg shackles. 

But you weren't wearing them, and even if you had been, you don't 

have shoes". (Nala never did understand McGyver, and this was no 

exception). McCoy came by, mumbling "dammit, Llov, I'm a doctor, 

not Peter Cushing". John Revolta paused and sang "Stayin' Alive, 

Stayin' Alive.  All in all, Purgatory might have been better than 

this lot.

But, as the night wore on, and as Nala's drunken drunken (!) blood 

took effect on the Evil Ones, silence again encompassed the graveyard. 

Nala regained some strength, enough to find his cell phone. You can't 

get blood from a phone, but you can use it to call for help.  He 

called his Lord, Nurav, but couldn't reach him. (A roaming phone 

gathers no boss). There was no rush: Nala knew that he just had 

to make it to midnight, to All SANs Day, when all evil would 

collapse under the mighty weight of hype and mismanagement of

 degenerative disk diseases. And he'd seen the worst that Evil 

had to offer (a few minutes of the Bo Derek sitcom on WB); 

compared to that, Revoliaf was but a pesky nuisance.

Nala crawled home, wondering what revenge was best for Ynot. 

Apart from the "hack" episode, there had been two (count 'em, 

two) punch lines that involved Scotch. Scandalous, libelous, 

and redundant too (even allowing for the inevitable "I've fallen 

over and can't get up" failover joke). And then there was the 

previously esteemed Kedar, now apparently completely under the 

control of his Lord Ynot. Still, there might be hope for Kedar, 

and anyway, sleeping every night with a collection of New Boils 

seemed like enough punishment for anyone. (He'd probably have to 

shave to get a good scratching).

By the next day, All Soles Day (dedicated to those without shoes), 

Nala was back at full strength (ed: and we don't mean 'proof'). He 

hadn't eaten for 2 days, and didn't plan to for 2 more. He planned 

to lay in waiting for Lord Ynot, and then when Lord Ynot's spirit 

came by, pretend to demean himself, grovelling, simpering, and 

showing intense obeisance. Then the lawyer would jump out, serve 

him with two Writs (one per insult) (or perhaps a Writ-Chained o

r a Writ-Similar), and Ynot would be so busy that he'd never get 

time to be creative ever again.

Yes, that was the plan. Fast, Simper, and Re-libel.

-- Author: raster  Date: Mon Nov  2 20:41:14 PST 1998 -----------------

Kedar stirred in his sleep. The warmth of many nubiles was pleasing,

the carnal delights satisfying. But shadows moved over his

dreams. Someone was draining a bottle of single-malt scotch onto the

ground, igniting the fumes emanating from the empty container, and the

empty bottle continued burning, running on fumes only. He'd felt that

way often now, the course taken by his life in the last few episodes

.... as if running on empty. When would this acursed tale run down and

come to halt, like a SSS in a ditch. Kedar sat bolt upright in bed. In

the sleepy fog, he saw that the SSS was still moving, but Samantha,

Sabrina and Sarina asleep next to him were not. Nestled like 3 spoons

they sighed faintly. These three apprentices of the omnipresent

Patno. She of the duality, Relif and Rentrap; body and spirit,

physical and ethereal. She has mastered astral projection, can be in

two places at once, and in one place as two. But her master, Ssi, has

plans for her too. She must split again, and again ... and she was

afraid. She went to great pains to split the first time. Much rending

of hair and bone was necessary to get her to where she is now, and she

was deathly afraid. On All-SANs day Ssi would present her with a

summons and she must comply. Kedar was to be the messenger and she was

determined to slow Kedar as much as she could. It was she who conjured

up the three apprentices to bewitch Kedar with their bodies ..... and

what bodies.

But, there he sat. The fog had cleared, but the empty bottle still burned

on fumes. What does it all mean, he thought. Was Nala not dead? Had that

bumbler Revoliaf failed again? Had he again been doing Nitrox-hits (how

else to keep a straight face while imitating the accent of a short, fat,

Transylvanian prince who drooled when he ate) and mistaken Nala for a sweet tart[an]. "Now remember, Revoliaf! On All Hallow's eve, be sure not to accept apples and loose caddies from strangers!" his mother used to

say. Indeed, Kedar had appeared stranger than usual when he brought Nala to the graveyard; the three Ss were waiting and he had no use for All Hallows eve. 

But if alive, where was Nala now? Was he determined to undermine the edict of Ssi?  The unwashed masses demanded a seance with Ssi but she would not appear until the arms bearers sheathed their swords and came together at the round table of Kaerbtraeh Letoh on All SAN's day. There they will break bread and talk of Patno, and Diar, and Etomer Gnirorrim. There many visions will be drawn in the sand in many colors. 

He must find Nala, and if not stop him, at least distract him. Nala

was good with the word, and though the word is mightier that the

sword, is it mightier than the SSS-word? Kedar wondered ....... as he

watched Samantha, Sabrina and Sarina, their intoxicating sssighs

arousing in him a familiar confidence.

                            (to be continued)

The adventures of Etagaes continue; in the book according to brother 

Doug Coatney:

Bless me father for I have sinned,

It has been 20,000 MTBF since my last confession.

Yeah though I walk through the valley of the 

"double disk failure", I fear no data corruption 

-- for I knoweth that the bad block table is kept 

on the disk and not in the NVRAM on the PCB. Those 

who would attempt to mislead you are surely the 

familiars of the devil -- pay them no heed. 

Besides, without attempting this unholy joining,

you will surely be damned to data loss of an entire

raid group... 

Etagaes has sayeth that stepper motor calibration 

is all that lies embedded in yonder PCB -- while

this may cause slight deviations, it should serve

your purposes. Remember, you may encounter many 

doubting Thomas's along your path -- show them 

the fruits of your loins (oops -- labors) that 

they may see that you speaketh the truth.

By replacing the PCB soul of one of the 

faithful ye may indeed reclaim it's contents

for a short period only. Take heed, robbing 

Peter to pay Paul is not a good long-term

investment strategy. Only perform this act

for the time that a reconstruction taketh, 

then banish all remnants of the unholy-joined 

behemoth from your midsts... for this is not

natural and is truly "unholy"...

Say 20 "Ave Maria's" and go forth and sin no more..

-- Author: rowe  Date: Fri Apr 13 08:41:56 PDT 2001--------------------

A cold wind from the mountain tops billowed and snapped the cloak about Lord Ynot's shoulders, ruffling too what remained of Kedar's hair.

The two men stood aside a hilltop and regarded each other. 

They had the look of long campaigners. Hands callused and scarred from sword and shield, rested lightly on the theirs belts. Even among friends they stood with one foot slightly forward, ready in a moment to spring should a threat appear.

Their clothes bore the look of a long times away from hearth and home. Garments threadbare and frayed still carried dull stains of blood. Long ago it had ceased to matter whose it was or when it was spilled.

Lord Ynot's thoughts reached back. He recalled not too long ago when they nearly lost Kedar. On the battlefield Kedar had a terrible collision with the forces of Navinim. It nearly cost him his leg. His comrades bore him from the field on their shoulders cutting a swath through the battle to deliver Kedar to the Mages of Health. Many fitful nights were spent by Kedar as he lay mending under the incantations and potions of the healers of Yellav Lacidem. His brothers in arms fought as never before, rallying around Kedar, charging into battle with his name on their lips. "For Kedar! Strike Etagaes, smash and destroy his strongholds!"

And help they did for Kedar's home as well, bearing his wife Yhtak, heavy with child to a new castle. Taking her from danger across many lands to a new home where she bore Kedar a son.

Kedar too was lost in thought. Thinking of the battles fought, shoulder to shoulder with Lord Ynot, giving no quarter, vanquishing all who would challenge his lord.

A small remembrance flowed into Kedar's mind and his brow furrowed at the 

troubling thought. "My Lord Ynot," Kedar said, breaking Ynot out of his 

revelry, "do you recall the battle of the Old Gnomes?"

"Ah yes, Kedar, the old gnomes. I remember it well," said Lord Ynot, his gaze softening as his thoughts turned to battles past. "I remember it like it was yesterday. The Old Gnomes had chased us into the castle Cigolq, a place where we've never had troubles. The battle raged throughout the castle, the Old Gnomes constantly attacking, their numbers so great that for every one we struck down, two more would advance to take its place."

"Do you recall where we ended up?", asked Kedar. "Of course," replied Lord Ynot."Before we knew it, we were in the great library. And fortunate it was. For there were books. Large, heavy iron bound tomes. We were lucky to scale the ladders to the upper reaches out of the grasp of the Old Gnomes." "Yes," laughed Kedar, "And from there you read humorous quips from those books. It confused and  confounded the Old Gnomes. Then with them distracted you hurled those tomes down from our perch to break their limbs and skulls."

"Yes, but still they came. Trying the scale the bookcases to reach us," said Lord Ynot. "And reach us they might were it not for the Thains," he said, his voice growing suddenly cold. "Yes, the Thains," echod Kedar, his voice barely above a whisper.

Both men thought back to that terrible scene. The Thains with their long limbs covered in gray scales. Scales so dense and tough that even a strong warrior with a battle axe would be hard pressed to do more than scratch a Thain. Indeed, the skin from Thains if obtained could be worked into an impressive piece of armour, making the wearer nearly invincible.

They recalled the heavy claws. Claws ending in razor sharp points, capable of rending flesh from bone a lightning fast swipe. And teeth, equally as sharp and deadly. Set in huge jaws, jaws that could consume an Old Gnome in a couple of bites - and a man in three.

The men recalled the screams of the Old Gnomes as the Thains fell on them. From where the Thains came, no one could say. One moment Lord Ynot and Kedar were fighting for their lives, and the next they stood in shock and horror as a band of Thains literally comsumed the Old Gnomes. In a heartbeat it was over. The Thains took what they chose not to eat, that which still moaned and thrashed, and disappeared as quickly as they appeared.

Kedar shook his head, trying to clear the image of the carnage from his

thoughts. "My Lord, one thing troubles me." "What is it Kedar?" asked Lord Ynot. "Why didn't the Thains come for us? Certainly we were easy prey for them." Said Kedar. "Ah yes, you see Kedar, our flesh is poison to the Thains. The smallest bit of human flesh is enough to kill a Thain. It's as has been said for many years." "What do you mean Lord Ynot", asked Kedar his face looking puzzled.

"Simple," said Lord Ynot.

"Quips from tomes will break Old Gnomes, but Thains will never harm thee."

"Ah," said Kedar. Knowing again that something important had been passed onto him yet again.

The silence stretched out til Kedar said, "My Lord, it's time for me to go."

Lord Ynot had been dreading this moment. He watched as Kedar leapt into the saddle. Lord Ynot thought of times to come. Times when Kedar under the service of a new master might be called to battle Lord Ynot. So it has been, and so it may be.

"Fare well Kedar. Know that a place will always be kept for you. Should you decide to return we will welcome you gladly. I should warn you though, the clock on your loot options will be reset to the first workday of the month following your return to the horde."

Lord Ynot watched as Kedar rode off over the hilltop. He watched until Kedar was no more than a spec against the horizon. Then he turned and descended the hill.

He climbed aboard his horse and rode down the hill to see the horde of 

Egarots Erawtfos before him. They looked at him with expectant eyes, waiting for the word, the order to battle. 

He drew his sword. "To fight! To battle! To win!" he cried and gallopped off. Behind him the horde yelled mightily and spurred their mounts to follow.

Far off in the distance, the wind carried the cries to Kedar's ears. Perhaps, perhaps, this was not the end...

So long Kedar. Don't forget what we've done and what we can do. Best of luck on your journey.

-- Author: raster  Date: Thu Sep 24 10:40:50 PDT 1998 -----------------

By Lord Remiehnegeg's command I'm lower the urgency of this report.

-- Author: rowe  Date: Fri Apr 13 08:43:19 PDT 2001--------------------

The following addition to the scroll was delivered some months 

later, by Sister Eus, who would have been the betrothed of Friar 

Guod, if that had been allowed in the Yentaoc Order. Sister Eus

had been arguing with the friar's cohorts, who had been too busy 

wrapping up roses on Saint Valentine's Day. Thus, again, proving 

the old adage: Eus, and only Eus, can prevent florist friars. 

Many moons had passed. Many electrons had been uselessly wasted in

chronicling this story. Kedar and Nala met occasionally, wondering when the evil Etagaes would strike again.  They enlisted the help of the wizard Hsejar in devising a potion to ward off the evil of Etagaes; this potion could be dropped into the dark drink of any passing visitor. It was just a matter of time; could the evil be held at bay long enough?

Life in the village slowly returned to normal. Old chieftain Nurav left to command a distant village. The Great Goddess Neleh left on

a bus trip to Margaritaville. Despite Kedar's sojourn with the sirens,

his spouse became with child. Kedar, bored with the skirmishes the Etagaes periodically launched, decided to fight a metal machine, as chronicled in the scrolls of 24671. (He lost). Kedar was moved to a vast sanitarium, where priests inserted metal into his bones, and priestesses gave him sponge baths. Life (or half of it, anyway) was Good. 

Kedar moved his own tent to a place of trees and swimming pools

and expensive imported horses. Periodically, he would train his only pet rabbit to attack a waxen image of Lord Ynot, as if he were an Etagaes. (Kedar used to have many rabbits, but ate them one by one - a receding hare line). Lord Ynot would object to the attacks of the trained rabbit, and Kedar would deny responsibility, but the rabbit game the game away by 

staring at Kedar until he looked away. Lord Ynot commented, "Hare's looking at you, Kedar". 

The village moved too, to a new and larger tent; although greatly remote from civilisation, it was a place of colour and strange metal walls 

and funny little lights. Many of the artifacts of the old village were 

lost in the move - the Great Gong of BPee amongst them. The

Great Gong had tolled 4 times every Friday, before the village meeting. (When the meeting ended, it was a four-gong conclusion). Kedar couldn't

get this out of his head. He heard bells constantly. Ding! Dong! But,

through oversight and increased population, many of the new villagers didn't even remember its existence. Ding! Many hadn't even read the Scrolls of Kedar!

But in due course, Kedar's squaw produced a little human, which he named Nala, after either his saviour and benefactor, or the evil twin brother; nobody knows which. It was an Heir raising experience. Dong! 

The Monks of the village prospered under the reign of the Far King

Notnilc, his Grand Poobah Chairman Nala, and the todmocs.  But 

even King Notnilc grew tired and weary (from exertions of a type not

suited to decent dialogue), and had to be throne away; a duel broke 

out between his ill-chosen replacements, Erog and Hsub, to be 

settled only by primitive old technology from a far away African country. 

Seeing this, the rest of the country moved to ignore the benefits

of the village's modern artefacts, and trouble descended on the

Monks' new company: it was very bad Monk e-business. Ding! 

Kedar, no stranger to trouble, undertook one last mission, against the 

Edacorbs; he did not know whether they were friend or foe, but he  

would find out. These Edacorbs promised not just to make the Etagaes remote (a certain advantage) but also to transport mysterious particles of the Grocer Akiort using slaves they called the 'VI's.  

But the metal in Kedar's leg contained mercury and lead, and had slowly been reacting with Kedar's internal juices (largely 80 proof 12-year old single malt, an addiction started by the Evil Nala). Dong! Kedar slowly began going mad. He decided to leave the village and travel to a distant place, a place called Solsotag where they talked mysteriously of the salvation called 'opi'. Ding! In preparation, he learned Spanish, the language of Solsotag, and became El Kedar (since "el" was the only word he had learned, he tended to use it everywhere). 

Yet he grieved, for in his heart, he knew that he had failed

Nala. He had started this chronicle many years prior, wagering to 

buy El Nala lunch (or have it be bought for him).  Kedar had lost this bet, and although he had ordered the food for Nala (a rather poorly spiced vegetarian sausage - it was the wurst of thyme - which never even arrived - the wurst was yet to come), he had stiffed Lord Y-not for the bill. As one last venture, he took Nala to lunch on Friday 13th. Dong! 

This time he would stiff someone else, someone who was in no position 

to argue - El Grocer Akiort and his slaves. And it came to pass. 

It was the last Kedar would do for his old friends, and 

El VIs had lifted the bill. Ding! 

Kedar will be sorely missed.  

This burt is now marked CLOSED. Nala. 

-- Author: stevew  Date: Mon May 17 13:39:14 PDT 2004----------------

The dawn arose on the morning after the passing of the 36th new moon.  On

the distant horizon the mast of a ship appeared bearing the colors of

Kedar...

-- Author: raster  Date: Mon May 17 18:34:43 PDT 2004----------------

It would appear that Ebanataw, fierce fighter that he be, has been drowning his sorrow in the spirits for too long, for he has shorted Kedar one full moon. Yes indeed, thirty-seven new moons have passed, 

one-thousand-one-hundred-and-fourteen times the sun has risen and set, and twenty-six-thousand-seven-hundred-and-thirty-six times the hour-glass has been overturned since Kedar set sail.

As Kedar's foot alit upon the dock, emotion welled up in his breast. His quest was over ...

-- Author: kong  Date: Mon May 17 18:48:53 PDT 2004------------------

An Explanation is in order for the discrepancy saw by Ebanataw and Kedar.  For Ebanataw, indeed only 36 moons has passed, but for Kedar, it has been 37.  I kid thee not.  Strange is the land that Kedar has travelled.  In his travels, he was privileged to see the moon rising over the lost Mirage City of Etiaw. Tis a pale white moon so utterly electrifying that it has turned many a brave warriors into stone with its breath-taking rays.  How did Kedar survive such a catastrophe?

-- Author: renglish  Date: Mon May 17 21:22:14 PDT 2004--------------

When kedar last trod the land, it was fertile ground.  Five hundred

score carcasses of the fearsome insect known as Burt had been plowed into

the soil of ontap, enriching it beyond measure.  Little had he suspected

that with the passing of 37 moons, six thousand score of their brethren

would have plagued the land.  They, too, had been plowed under, but he

knew not whether the land had grown more fertile still, or merely a bit

crunchy.

-- Author: rowe  Date: Fri Jan 20 12:26:17 PST 2006------------------

After Kedar’s narrow escape from The Profit (they wish) Eliga, he toiled mightily in his new endeavours.  His mission was to rid the world of the scourge of the Lennahcerbifs,  whose lips were constantly dribbling in a most unbecoming manner. To this end, he flew  to the Great Northland to commune with the Ones Who Had Horny Heads. Lore told of how the Swedish Air Travel Association had a managed to prevent a plague of insects by some sort of Cosmic Curse used on the national airline. How Swede it was. The first natives he met - blonde and alluring - attempted to keep him with spells and temptations, but he resisted, remembering his home life - nothing like a Dane. He traveled further seeking the great Italian tenor Noitavonni, but found only a large statue of the Norse god, Thor. The statue had two large gemstones for eyes. Such a statue had never 

before been seen. Kedar’s servants began to fight over who made the discovery. Kedar interceded; now was not the time for a fight for Thor eyes.  But his quest failed  - he did not speak Norse code, and the Knowledgeable One had died, causing the town leaders to take Lief off their census.  So the promised knowledge of SAS remained mysterious, and Kedar had to toil mightily to understand the alchemy required. 

Meanwhile, Kedar’s heir grew. (His hair didn’t). A troupe  of travelling 

thespians went from village to village entertaining the people; when 

they reached Kedar’s village, Nala Junior was attracted to this life, 

and ran away with the actors when they moved on. When the boy's absence was noticed, Kedar’s  people pursued the actors, and cornered them among the rocks. The villagers picked up rocks and were preparing to throw them at the actors, as they had done so many years before with Nala himself, but were unable to generate the nerve to start until the village Lord pushed Kedar forward, saying "Let he who is without son stone the cast first". 

Meanwhile, Lord Ynot had abdicated his Lordship, becoming the simple 

peasant Ynot. He took a sabbatical, promised to play golf, but he 

didn't know how to follow through.  Just par for the course. And 

he came back, and left again, following Kedar’s lead, and yet 

ignoring Kedar’s protestations of the madness which afflicted 

the village where Kedar had temporarily resided. He retired 

forever from the worlds of the Etagaes. [Perhaps coincidentally,  

"the first and largest online resource for existing and prospective 

members of the online adult entertainment industry" is ynot.com; 

I kid you (y)not.] 

Nala was in a foul mood. He had discovered that the earlier 

Chronicles of Nala had been turned into a feature film and 

he’d forgotten to claim copyright. His tales of boyhood 

wizardry and magik and He Who Must Not Be Named had been 

stolen by a Dame of the Realm.  He had discovered his own 

name was the name of a female lioness in a musical with 

bad songs written by a Knight of the Realm. And still no 

knighthood for Nala from HRH.  How humiliating. And a Lion! 

The mortal enemy of sheep.  This was a severe risk to the  

retirement plan  of becoming a sheep farmer, and have the 

government pay him for not growing sheep.  He decided to 

learn more about lions. He took a lion up the Empire State 

Building, but on the ride up in the elevator, the animal 

became frightened, and attacked him, mauling him severely.  

"Enough" , said Nala, "I'm not taking this lion down!" 

So sheep farmery again beckoned. He studied ovine orthodontistry  

and started putting braces on the sheep - no good. He was fired 

and the farmer went back to the previous guy. "At last", he 

said,  "I'll be seeing ewes in all the old familiar braces!"

He tried making cheese from the milk of  his sheep and selling 

it on a roadside stand outside the village of Avaj.  Also no 

good - he was issued a citation for attempting to make an 

illegal ewe churn on a busy highway.  (Nala also had a fine 

collection of obscene Scotsmen-and-sheep jokes, but he deemed 

them inappropriate for refined audiences. However, he also 

eagerly sought new additions to his list. Send them to 

nalaewor@gmail.com). 

He was assigned the job of looking after the village 

koalas (all called Bruce, unsurprisingly).  The koalas 

were a moth-eaten bunch, gravely affected by insect hordes. 

"Mercy" he cried, but to no avail. The UberLord of the village 

would hear none of it.  Nala considered descending into 

whisky-induced oblivion, but whisky was expensive, and after 

each bottle was gone, he felt quite dis-spirited. The only 

free supply was now jealously guarded by Lord Mot, after 

Mot’s earlier Method and Apparatus experiment as chronicled 

in  http://web.netapp.com/~tomt/accomplishments.htm .  

(Truth be told, oblivion could be achieved by stealing 

alcohol in tiny little containers from Mot’s serf, 

Valsimot, but it never paid to deal with anyone whose 

name so closely resembled he-who-must-not-be-named). 

Tea (a drink much loved by the Lady Einahpets, in units 

called "a nice cup of") was cheaper and easier, given the 

availability of the teabag. This at least allowed Nala to 

claim that the koala tea of mercy is not strained.

Nala, ever eccentric, descended into certain lunacy.  

He had never worn shoes - a fact known and tolerated 

throughout the Kingdom  because of his strange powers - and

his feet, almost beautiful in a hobbit-like way, suffered. 

His eating habits (haggis and Irn Bru) game him extremely 

bad breath.  He shrunk in stature. He was a super callous 

fragile mystic plagued with halitosis. 

It was obviously  time for Nala to change this life, 

and to follow Kedar’s earlier quest (to "do a bunk" in 

the vernacular of his native land).  Nala cared nothing 

for those pointing out his obvious insanity. Nala would 

move to a smaller and different village  - one to which 

others had gone, and never been seen again.  A land where 

Vultures ruled. It would not be easy. But Nala was ready 

for the challenge.  

He left behind only two mementos: a 

collection of odd hats, and a small fragment of a scroll 

from one of the holy books (because long fairy tales have 

a tendency to dragon):

Cut to Cornish country lane. A road sign says 'Tavistock 12 miles'. 

Nala stands beneath with Kedar and his bicycle. 

Nala : Phew, what an amazing escape. Well goodbye, Kedar. 

Kedar : Goodbye, Mr Nala, and good luck with the tour! 

They shake hands. Nala strides off into the sunset. Kedar mounts his bike and rides off. Music swells. Roll credits. 

Cut to a field with hedgerow behind. The first animated monster peeks over the hedge. 

First Monster : Hey, I think he's finally gone! 

Second monster appears. 

Second Monster : Ooh yes! 

The two monsters jump up and down enthusiastically if not gracefully. Fade out.

Director’s cut - alternative ending.  Also from the scriptures:

Distraught Male Voice: I just can't go on. I'm not good any more,

     goodbye... goodbye... aaaargh!... Aaaargh!

Distraught Female Voice: Oh my God! What'll I do!? I can't live

     without him... I... aaaargh!

More Distraught Voices: Oh no! Aaaargh!

Au revoir. Nala.   

-- Author: raster  Date: Fri Jan 20 12:43:54 PST 2006----------------

In the words of the bard Yzzo Enrobso, "Ees Uoy no eht rehto edis".

-- Author: juren  Date: Fri Jan 20 13:06:21 PST 2006-----------------

Rowe being a good Cornish name--

Dew boz geno, vellan.

  Onen hag oll

[translation: God be with you, rascal. (signed) One and all]

-- Author: thrisun  Date: Fri Jan 20 15:29:11 PST 2006---------------

Iradnus remembers well when Nala explained the mysteries of sretsulc to her and set up the first sretsulc "hitz" and "lau" and how we did explain to the rgl (who also did the bunk) the L18n errors in some of his messaging! Iradnus will miss Nala!
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-- Author: agy  Date: Fri Oct 30 17:51:23 PST 1998 --

owner                the_dead_who_dance -> taiello


-- Author: raster  Date: Thu Feb 15 14:21:13 PST 2001 --

cc                   dl-ha-engr,chankhun -> dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc


-- Author: taiello  Date: Mon Apr  9 13:07:41 PDT 2001 --

cc                   dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc -> dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw


-- Author: rowe  Date: Fri Apr 13 08:43:19 PDT 2001 --

state                OPEN -> CLOSED


-- Author: stevew  Date: Mon May 17 13:39:14 PDT 2004 --

state                CLOSED -> OPEN

open_in_release       -> xx

found_by              -> dev


-- Author: burt  Date: Mon Aug 15 17:24:19 PDT 2005 --

owner                taiello -> sdawkins


-- Author: rowe  Date: Fri Jan 20 12:26:17 PST 2006 --

state                OPEN -> CLOSED

open_in_release      xx -> 

impact               PANIC -> ANGST

subtype              storage -> unknown

keywords             disk,clustering -> disk,clustering,nala,kedar

cc                   dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw -> dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw,dl-engineering

doc_impact            -> NO

pubs_state            -> CLOSED


-- Author: rowe  Date: Fri Jan 20 13:21:04 PST 2006 --

cc                   dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw,dl-engineering -> dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw


-- Author: rle  Date: Fri Jan 20 13:24:04 PST 2006 --

cc                   dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw -> dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw,rle


-- Author: sdy  Date: Fri Jan 20 14:00:18 PST 2006 --

cc                   dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw,rle -> dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw,rle,sdy


-- Author: rfair  Date: Fri Jan 20 14:07:59 PST 2006 --

cc                   dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw,rle,sdy -> dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw,rle,sdy,rfair


-- Author: danw  Date: Fri Jan 20 15:20:26 PST 2006 --

cc                   dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw,rle,sdy,rfair -> dl-ha-engr,chankhun,dougc,dl-storage-sw,rle,sdy,rfair,danw

