CHAPTER 1

Written by Nate (of the DOGGS)

The Beginning of the End
Gumby shook himself off.  His head spun.  Dimly he recalled what had happened.  The cloud giants had punted him and Pokey in opposite directions across the sky.

He looked around.  He was on a cloud, a very thin one, way above the ground and what looked like a mountain.  Gumby squinted at the cloud a bit harder, then looked below him.  Looking carefully, he judged that he was about a kilometer in the air, and that the cloud he was on was fairly thin.  Somewhere in the back of his clay brain, memory clicked.  He was on a Nimbostratus cloud, the only cloud this thin about a kilometer in the air.

Suddenly, Gumby heard a voice and looked up in time to see an orange-red blur soar across the heavens.  Gumby realized it was Pokey almost immediately.

“I’m gonna die!  It’s the end of the world as I know it!  Aaagh!”  Pokey’s pessimistic cries echoed down from the clouds.

A vulture nearby also heard Pokey’s cries.  Thinking only a dying animal could make such a clamor; it headed for the source of the noise.  Gumby saw the vulture and realized what it would do.  He knew there was only one thing he could do.

With one hand, Gumby reached down to his pouch and hit the ‘play’ button on his tape recorder.  Indiana Jones theme music filled the air.  With the other hand, Gumby grabbed his fedora from behind his back and placed it on his head, then uncoiled his bullwhip.

Dashing along his cloud, he made a magnificent leap, landing squarely on the vulture’s back.  Up, up, up he flew, praying that he wouldn’t be too late.  The oxygen was getting thin, and Gumby knew they must be leaving the troposphere, which as any Claymation figure knew was 15 km high.  He leapt off the bird and landed on a cumulonimbus cloud somewhere in the next layer up, the stratosphere.

The oxygen was too thin to breathe hear, but Gumby didn’t care.  Running up the side on the cloud, following Pokey’s cries, Gumby ran.  He knew that if he slipped, the over 15-kilometer fall would surely kill him.

Suddenly, Pokey flew out of the cloud and hit him in the stomach, knocking the wind out of him followed by a cloud giant.  The tape player stopped, and Gumby gulped.  Would the giant leave them?  Would he squish them?  Would he throw them off a cloud?  Would his tape player ever turn on again?

The giant laughed.  Scooping them both up in his huge hand, he looked at them.  Then, without warning, he dropped them, and brought his foot up swiftly, kicking them into the air.

Up, up, up they flew, and Gumby guessed that they must be in the mesosphere, probably about 50 km in the air.  Then their ascension ceased, and down they fell.

Pokey, who had been screaming all the way up, screamed louder.  “The end is near!  Help! ^#%@#%!  Nooooooooo!  AAAAAAAAAGGGGGHHHHHHH!”

Gumby, however, kept his head.  He knew they were approaching the stratosphere, and that clouds were there that they could grab on to.  Holding on to Pokey with one hand, he uncoiled his bullwhip and flailed around with it.  The bullwhip wrapped around a cloud, and Gumby and Pokey stopped, hanging by a whip.

Gumby knew they must be on a cirrus cloud, about 14 km in the air, and that there were no more clouds to go up on.  He began to pull himself up one-handed, then threw Pokey over the edge and climbed up after him.  They sat, surveying their position, when suddenly the cloud beneath Pokey disintegrated.    Pokey screamed, and Gumby lunged forward to catch his hoof.

“I won’t let go, Pokey!  I’ll never let go!”  Cried Gumby, tears streaming down his face.  “Man, my back itches.”

“Don’t let go!”  Screamed Pokey, but it was too late.  Gumby was already scratching his back with one hand, and Pokey started to slip.  Suddenly Gumby realized what was wrong, but Pokey’s hoof slipped and he was lost among the clouds below.

“POKEY!!!”  Screamed Gumby.  Suddenly, his cloud disintegrated and he, too plummeted down.  As if in slow motion, he saw a commercial airliner come towards him.  He relaxed, thinking he would land on it, but he was wrong.  The jet engine loomed before him.  He screamed.

The airliner continued on its way, leaving in its wake some small, green pieces of clay confetti.
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CHAPTER 2

Descent into Mount Sniffles

Gumby half smiled.  It had taken him about 2 days, but he had managed to find all of himself, and now he was in one piece.  He was still in the clouds, of course and he hadn’t the slightest idea where Pokey was.

Gumby sighed.  He was all alone on the biggest type of cloud, a cumulus, with no barn, no Pokey, and no TV show.  He walked dejectedly across the cloud and looked down on the ground below.

Suddenly, that ground began to grow dark.  Gumby took a closer look at the cloud, and saw that it was a nimbus cloud.  Nimbus clouds, as any good claymation character knew, were rain clouds.

Gumby knew then how he could get down to Earth.  He could fall on the rain!  Gumby shook his head.  Raindrops were too small; they fell from clouds when they get to be 0.2 mm in size.

“Hmmmm…” Gumby pondered the situation.  “What goes with rain that I could come down on?”

Thunder was the first thing that came to Gumby’s clay mind.  No, that wouldn’t work.  Gumby knew that thunder was just a noise made by 2 clouds bumping against each other.

“Maybe I should go to where the thunder is and try to find a way down from there,” Thought Gumby “It might just work!”

Gumby leapt up and dashed along the cloud, not looking where he was going and trying to turn on his tape player as he went.  He tripped on his foot and fell, landing just short of the edge of the cloud.

“Whew,” Sighed our hero, brushing the clay sweat form his brow.

He sat back up and started fiddling with his tape player again, trying to turn it on.  As he sat there, the cloud he was sitting on collided with another cloud, and rumbling thunder filled the air.  Gumby teetered on the edge of the cloud, then fell towards the ground below.

Thinking quickly, Gumby pulled out his bullwhip, whipping it out.  It caught on the cloud he had been sitting on.  Now he was hanging from a cloud in the middle of a thunderstorm.

Suddenly it hit Gumby.  Literally.  Lightning!  His tape player crackled and came back to life, playing the Indiana Jones theme song.  Gumby, inspired by the music, had a sudden idea.

“I’ll slide down to earth on a lightning bolt!  Other fictional characters have done it, why can’t I?”

By this time, the lightning bolt that had hit him had disappeared, but Gumby was not daunted.  He knew that there would be more, and he donned his fedora.  They were just the right size, too.  2 inches wide, just enough that he could wrap his arms around it, and miles long, so it could reach the ground.

Gumby swung back and forth, gaining momentum.  A shaft of lightning shot out of the clouds and Gumby flew towards it!  Right towards the bolt!  Right into the bolt!  Right…through…the bolt.

Gumby cursed.  The tape player stopped.  He had forgotten that lightning was a reaction, not a physical thing that could be held on to.  Flailing around with his whip, he caught hold of another cloud.  After climbing up his whip, Gumby flopped onto the cloud.  There he lay for several hours.

Meanwhile, the weather was getting colder.  By the time our champion awoke, it was freezing.  It was also hailing.

Gumby, upon seeing this, was struck (figuratively) by another idea.  “I’ll fall to earth on a hailstone!  Those are fairly large drops of precipitation in ice form!”

Knowing there wasn’t a moment to lose, Gumby leapt up, signed the cloud, “GUMBY WAS HERE”, and hit the play button.  As the theme music filled the air.  He made a terrific leap, landing squarely on top of a large hailstone.

Unfortunately, there was one factor Gumby had failed to think of: Gravity.  As he went down, his wait pulled the hailstone Gumby-side down.

Gumby noticed this and looked up at the earth below.  A crater, labeled “Mount Sniffles”, lay below.  Gumby was headed straight for the center of the crater.

Tribal weather watchers in a nearby village were amazed to see a green hailstone that day.  As they watched it descend into Mt Sniffles, they thought they heard a scream.

Gumby screamed as he went down.  He tried to climb on top of the hailstone, but he was always on the bottom.  The bottom of the crater came closer…

The entire tribal village next to Sniffles looked around in wonder as they heard a huge crunch and splat.  Tribal spelunkers climbing in the crater the next day were amazed to find a hole going through the bottom of the crater, seemingly for several miles, and from which was seeping the Indiana Jones theme song.
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CHAPTER 3

Kadorak the Cannibalistic Vegetarian Hermit and his Rabid Vicious Chihuahuas

Gumby peeled himself off the cavern floor and looked around.  To his left was his tape player, still playing the theme song.  To his right was his fedora.  In front of him was his whip.  Above him was a large hole leading up for about 7 km.

Gumby examined himself.  He was paper-thin.  Sticking his thumb in his mouth, he blew as hard as he could.  Slowly, he re-inflated.

He knew he must leave.  But how?  He knew that the Earth’s crust ranged anywhere from 5 to 60 km.  He was already 7 km down.  He knew he had to find another way out.  Grabbing his fedora, whip, and tape player, he dashed out through a small crevice.

Caverns filled with jewels sped by, but Gumby didn’t care.  He had to find a way out as fast as possible!  Suddenly, the ground disappeared.  Gumby looked down.  He had run off a cliff.  He cursed and prayed that he was related to the coyote. He fell.

As he plummeted down, Gumby found his thoughts drifting back to his earlier life on the farm.  No danger there.  He had his own TV show, and tons of friends.  How he missed it!  A tear trickled down his cheek and flew upward.

Suddenly, he landed on something soft.  Soft?  He knew he had to be in the mantle, the second layer earth.  But soft?  He looked down.  It looked like he had landed on a beard.  A beard?  In the mantle?  How odd, thought Gumby.

The beard shifted and stood.  Gumby followed it.  The beard was about three feet long, and attached to a kind looking face, topped of with a blue baseball cap with a silver dragon.

The face grinned, and whistled.  “Come on, boys!  Dinner time!”

A hoard of Chihuahuas swarmed out of a nearby caver, each one foaming at the mouth.  Gumby screamed, “Wait a minute!  What’s for dinner?”

The man grinned again.  “You.”

“Who the heck are you?”  Asked Gumby, a puzzled look crossing his face.

“I,” Said the man, making an elegant bow, “Am Kadorak the cannibalistic vegetarian hermit and these,” He gestured to his dogs, “Are my rabid vicious Chihuahuas.  And you,” He know gestured at Gumby, “Are our dinner.”

“Wait!  Wait!”  Gumby screamed as hard as he could, “I’m clay!  I’m not meat!”

“That’s why we’re eating you,” Commented Kadorak, “We’re vegetarians.”

“No, you don’t understand!  I’m so old I’m made of toxic clay!”

All action in the room stopped.  Kadorak and his minions each took a step back.

“Well, in that case, how can we help you today?” Asked Kadorak.

“Well,” said Gumby, “Where am I?”

Kadorak explained to Gumby that he was in the topmost of the three layers that the mantle is divided into.  He also said that it was the thickest layer of the earth and that all tectonic plates float on it.

“Well, is there any way out?”  Asked Gumby.

Kadorak looked at Gumby. “There is a theoretical route out through Mount Sniffles, we have been working on trying to find it for years.  We have all our calculations in our lab.”

Kadorak led Gumby through a maze of caverns.  They made a final turn and there was the largest lab Gumby had ever seen.  It was full of strange equipment and drawing tables.  On one end was a giant computer.  Kadorak walked over to it and typed something.  A map and a bill printed out.  Kadorak gave both to Gumby and extended his hand…palm upward.

Grudgingly, Gumby took out $25.73 and handed the cash to Kadorak, who grinned and wished him luck.


Gumby followed the map, twisting and turning through the maze.  Suddenly, he saw a ladder going straight up.  


‘This must be it!’  Gumby thought, ‘The ladder going right out of Mount Sniffles!’


He began his ascent.  About 7 hours later, he reached the top.  Looking at his map, he saw that the only way he could get out was via volcanic eruption.  Gumby sat down on a rock and prepared for what might be a long wait.
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CHAPTER 4

Escape from Mount Sniffles

Gumby sat, waiting, reviewing the procedure a thousand times.  The instant an eruption started, he would duck down in the altar from Atlantis and ride up through the tall shaft above.  Simple, Gumby thought, And yet so complex…

A sudden thought occurred to Gumby.  Why not review everything he knew about volcanoes and lava?

Gumby spent the next several hours reviewing everything about volcanoes.  He remembered that volcanoes are a formed by lava building up over thousands of years.  He remembered that there are 3 different types of material in volcanoes- lava, tephra (rock fragments), and gasses.

A faint rumbling came from beneath.  The ground quivered, shook, vibrated, and suddenly there was a tremendous roar.

Gumby gulped.  A sudden thought had occurred to him.  What if this was an explosive eruption?  He knew that explosive eruptions only happened when there was stiff lava.  He tested the lava.  It was fairly soft.  He sighed in relief.

The rumbling was getting louder.  Gumby donned his fedora and hit the play button on his tape player.  Hunkering down in the altar, Gumby began to pray.

Suddenly, lava spewed from the center of the earth, pushing the altar up the narrow shaft.

“YEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEHAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!”  Gumby screamed.  Ahead of him, he could see an opening.  He screamed louder.

The local tribe heard the noise and knew that their offering of the little orange horse had been accepted, and that the volcano would not harm them.

Gumby cleared the entrance and was sent flying into the air.  As he soared, he saw lava advancing down the mountain.  He wondered which of the 2 kinds of lava it was, pahoehoe or aa?  He knew that pahoehoe made smooth rocks while aa made jagged rocks.

Suddenly, he was hurled from the altar.  He looked around.  No lava in sight.  He ran towards the village.

The villagers saw a little green figure running.  Thinking it to be their satanic god (Baal), the closed the village gates and prepared for the mudflows.

Gumby saw the gates closing and changed direction, looking for a jeep, a tree, anything.  The ground rumbled.  Gumby looked behind him and was covered in mud from the mudflows.

The tribe came out after the eruption and found their “Baal” buried waist deep in mud.  They laughed and called the local shaman, who put Gumby in a bottle and sold the bottle to a few American tourists for $12.98 plus tax.
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CHAPTER 5
When Deltas turn Deadly

Luckily for Gumby, the bottle he was in was given to a little spoiled brat living on the bank of the Mississippi River.  The brat, being spoiled, threw the bottle in the river and forgot all about it.

A few days later, the bottle had hit a rock and smashed open.  Gumby had crawled out of the river and attempted to hitchhike.  This didn’t work because, a) Gumby was to small to be seen from the road and, b) Gumby had no thumbs opposable enough to be stuck out even if he had been seen.  So he had walked to where he assumed was the farm where he lived.

In fact, Gumby had walked south to the Mississippi River Delta.  Not being one to miss a famous landmark, Gumby decided to stay and observe the delta.

As he walked around the very edge, Gumby saw a sign.  It had a little box underneath with booklets.  Gumby climbed up a post and took a booklet.  Opening it, he saw that it contained thousands of pages of information that had no relevance whatsoever in his life, so he carefully replaced it.

He looked out over the delta.  Questions came to him.  What is a delta?  Where did the name delta come from, anyway?  What is the meaning of life?

The answers came to him, in the same order: A place where a stream or river empties into a larger body of water, it came from the Greek letter Delta, and 42.

“Why?”  Screamed Gumby.

A deep rumbling voice came from the clouds.  “Because there was a mouth of a river that was blocked by a slit of high ground, and the water branched off to either side.”

“That’s not what I meant,” Cried Gumby.

“Sorry,” Replied the deep, rumbling voice.

Gumby sighed, and looked out over the Mississippi river delta.  He knew that it was one of the largest in the world.  He looked at the ground.  There were many plants growing, because all Deltas are characterized by fertile soil.

Gumby sighed again.  The ground beneath his feet crumbled, and Gumby fell screaming into the water.  He was swept, screaming, out into the Gulf of Mexico by the current.  He snapped, both mentally and physically, several days later.

CHAPTER 6

When Canyons attack(
Gumby had been floating out at sea for 3 days when he had been caught in a net by a group of fishermen.  Gumby (both halves) lay low until they reached shore and was packed off to a little restaurant near the Grand Canyon.  Gumby got out and melted himself back together, then realized he was near the Grand Canyon.

“Sweet deal!  I’m seeing all the famous landforms in America!” cried Gumby.

He walked over to the edge and looked down.  He knew that canyons were basically cliff-sided gorges, formed by a stream or small body of running water running across rocky ground for several hundred years.

“Wow,” Said Gumby, “It’s really, really deep!”

He picked up a penny from nearby and threw it down into the gorge below.  There was a huge crash, and half of the canyon wall fell off, revealing a secret US nuclear missile silo with an en suite Jacuzzi.

Gumby pretended to study a map of the canyon as 3 Apache helicopters came in and secured the site.

“I wonder if this is a box canyon,” Commented Gumby to a Marine armed with an anti-tank gun. “Did you know that box canyons have a stream starting at one end, forming a box?”

The Marine took no notice of him and continued to search for any enemy tanks or anti-personnel weapons.

Gumby sighed.  “You know, this launch site would have been more secure if the Grand Canyon was a submarine canyon.  You know, the kind that’s underwater?  Or maybe if it was in a bigger canyon, like the Valles Marineris (the largest canyon in the known solar system!”

The Marine continued to ignore Gumby.  Gumby gave up and walked to the edge of the canyon.  The Marine, however, saw the little fleck of green and thought it was an enemy tank.  He fired.

Gumby heard the anti-tank shell.  He dived forward, and the shell passed over him by mere inches.  But Gumby forgot that he was at the edge of the canyon.  He looked down.  The ground sped towards him.  He closed his eyes.
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CHAPTER 7
Quake Gumby

Gumby opened his eyes.  He was lying near the Colorado River at the bottom of the Grand Canyon.  He looked up.  The air was swarming with F-16s, Harrier Jump Jets, Apache helicopters, and even Air Force 1.  Gumby knew that this was no place for a claymation figure and left.

He had made up his mind to get back to the farm.  He knew he that a plane would be the fastest.  So he headed to the nearest airport he could think of- the San Francisco Airport.  It took about 5 days of jumping on to cars and jumping off again, but finally he arrived.

Gumby stepped off of the car and took a deep breath.  He smiled.  Everything would be all right.  He could feel it.

Suddenly, the ground began to tremble.  Gumby gulped, donned his fedora, and hit the play button.  He took out his whip and ran for cover.

As with all earthquakes, the ground began to ripple.  This gave Gumby an idea.  “I’ll follow the ripples to the epicenter, which is directly above the focus, and the focus is where the quake originates from!  I can stop the focus and the quake will be called Quake Gumby!  I’ll be even more famous!”

Unfortunately for Gumby, he forgot to factor in the magnitude of the quake, which was 9.0 on the Richter scale.

Buildings were collapsing behind him.  Gumby ran faster.  He knew that when he reached the focus he would find what caused the quake.  He knew that only faults and humans can cause quakes, and he thought he was prepared for either.  He ran faster and faster, as buildings collapsed behind him.

“I will prevail” Yelled Gumby, “Failure is not an option!”

Suddenly he saw the epicenter- the San Andreas Fault.  Leaping at it, Gumby attempted to force it closed.  His foot slipped and he fell in.  Down, down, down Gumby fell.  He saw Kadorak waving at him, but he was going to fast to reply.  Heat surrounded Gumby.  Ahead, he saw the outer core.  He reached out, trembling, and touched it.  There was a hiss of gas and Gumby was incinerated.
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CHAPTER 8

Unintentional Return to Mount Sniffles

Gumby felt an enormous shock.  A second shock.  He moved his head, then tried to sit up.  He was strapped to a bed.  He looked around.  He was in a lab a bit like Kadorak’s, only bigger and with different equipment.  To his left was a console, and running the console was a little hunchback man.

Upon seeing Gumby alive, the little man rushed over and un-strapped Gumby from the bed.

“Walk this way,” Said the hunchback, “The master will want to see you!”  With that he limped off.  Gumby followed.  The little man turned and saw Gumby walking along behind him.

“No, no, walk this way!”  The hunchback limped off again. Gumby limped after him.

They came around a bend and before Gumby was a huge fireplace.  A wingchair was in front of it.

“Excellent, Igor,” Said an evil snake-like voice from the chair, “Now go and get a brain for my other project,”

Igor limped away.

“Come, sit down,” said the voice, “I don’t bite.”

 Gumby sat. There was a young, evil-looking man in the chair.

“Greetings,” Said the man, “I am the great Ernie Saknussem, the first to reach the center of the earth more than a thousand years ago.  Indecently, I also discovered Atlantis and the Fountain of Youth down here, too.”

“Ernie Saknussem!” Gasped Gumby, “I don’t believe it.”

Ernie produced an I.D. card and handed it to Gumby, whose jaw dropped.

“Okay, then, I was wrong.”

Ernie smiled.  “Pitiful clay mind…”

“Wanna bet?!?” yelled Gumby, jumping to his feet.  “Let’s see who’s smarter!”

Ernie pressed a button.  The ground dropped from beneath his feet and Gumby’s.  They fell for about 12 seconds, then landed on a familiar looking set.

“Jeopardy?”  Asked Gumby, “We’re going to play Jeopardy?”

“Not just any Jeopardy,” Replied Ernie, “Jeopardy hosted by Regis Phillman and Vanna White!  Cost me a mere billion.”

The quiz began.  Gumby got ahead by identifying what the outer core is made of (iron, nickel, and other metals), and then by identifying the outer core as a liquid and hotter than the inner core.  Ernie then got back by saying that the outer core was 1/3 of the Earth’s diameter.  Gumby got lengthened his lead by saying that Tectonic plates are melted down in the mantle and new plates are formed.

This went on for several hours.  Gumby won of course, and got the million dollars.

Ernie screamed with rage and charged at Gumby.  Gumby got into his Indiana Jones attire and they fought.  Gumby was small and fast, but was almost killed when Ernie brought down his heel.  They were at the very end of a cliff.  It was pouring, and lightning filled the air.

Suddenly, Gumby slipped.  He was at the very end of a cliff.  Ernie drew a sword from under his robe to stab Gumby.  Thinking quickly, Gumby kicked out with his legs, sending the evil Saknussem flying into the air, then falling with a scream and landing with a dull thud on a stalagmite.  Igor, meanwhile, had escaped to the surface with Regis and Vanna.

Gumby exited the evil abode.  Suddenly he heard Pokey’s pessimistic cries.

“Pokey!”  Gumby dashed through the caverns, looking for Pokey.  Suddenly, he saw him.  Pokey was trying to outrun lava.

Gumby grabbed Pokey’s hoof and ran.  They swung across trenches and over gorges.  They ran towards Mount Sniffles.  They reached the tall ladder and ran up it.  They found a second altar stone (also from Atlantis). They waited.  Then the lava came.

It pushed them up, faster and faster.  Gumby looked at the lava.  It looked stiff.  He gulped and looked up, then screamed.  The exit from Mount Sniffles was blocked.  They slammed into solid rock, full force.

The mountain exploded, and the world was covered in ash.  A few months later, all life on earth died out, except for Kadorak and his Chihuahuas, who instantly broke into song: 

   Hail to the chief of geology

Master of all natural history

To the chief! Kaiaiaiai To the chief! Kaiaiaiai

To the chief! Kaiaiaiaiaiaiaiaiai

THE END(
( Canyons do not attack, no matter what Fox 11 says


( Gumby and Pokey were found by Kadorak a few days later and were put back together, but since their animator had died, they sat, unable to move, on a shelf collecting dust.
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