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			             "Prepare yourself, It's a doozie out there...."





	It was just a normal day for the Beatles. John, Paul, George and Ringo were enjoying thier time off, and were camping.  They brought along a video camera to tape thier misadventures in the American wilderness of the Adirondacks of New York.  Thier manager, Brian Epstein, warned them that they might get lost, with them being Liverpool lads adjusted to the city life.  But they didn't listen.


	So there they were, basking in the glow of the sun through the pine trees, setting up tent, and having to go to the bathroom behind bushes.  Just the kind of things that many men enjoy.  John presently had the camera, reciting poems and stories he made up, or just making faces. A serious gaze one moment, a cripple face the next, a seemingly innocent grin, then back to a face that if you watched the video would probably make you pee your pants if you have a problem like that.  Paul was preparing lunch, hotdogs that is, because they had plenty of them in the cooler and they were on sale at Wegmans market that week.  Ringo was beating the hell out of the trees, because he was homesick for his drums, and it was either the trees or George's head. And he decided it would be better off not to bang on George's head.  And George, he was inspecting a tiny little lady bug that had landed on his arm. "Her name is Sally."He told Paul. "Sod off!"Paul yelled at George, because he had more important things to do, like try to figure out how to open those darn hotdog packages because he forgot his pocket knife on his kitchen table.  


	Well, pretty soon Paul found out that all he needed to do was ask one of the others for a knife, and soon lunch was ready.  The four sat around the campfire, eating thier hotdogs with lots of ketchup, very contently, I might add. "It needs mustard."John comented. Paul was rather upset about this."I slave over a hot fire for hours trying to get these hot dogs opened and you are complaining!!" John and Paul got into an argument over the art of hotdog cooking.  George and Ringo stood by watching the two bicker back and forth. They were getting rather tired of watching them argue, so George made a suggestion. "How about we go on a hike, to get our mind off things?"he suggested. And so the others agreed, and they all set off for a leisurely walk in the forest. Or so they thought.


	The farther they went into the woods, the darker it got...until they found themselves on the other side of the forest in a backyard of a really scary looking old smelly guy.  He was rather suprised when he saw the Fab Four, and told them they shouldn't be wandering the woods, that there was a monster lurking in there. "You crazy old kook!"John yelled at him, which enticed the man to call his daughter out. "Eh Carolina, there are a bunch of young men out here to meet 'cha!" A girl of about 13 years came out, with two brown braids and extremely large bucked teeth and braces. "AAAAAHHHH!It's the Beatles!!!!!!"She screamed, and proceeded to chase the guys into the woods, thier hearts filled with terror. "Look what you did now, John!" Ringo yelled, riunning for his dear life. Finally, the four evaded the young teen, but didn't know where they were.


	"Great, we're bloody lost."George pointed out. "Duh, George."Paul said. "Luckily, I got all of this on film though!"He added. "  "Well that won't help us none,"John said. so they decided just to keep walking, because if they found thier way out before, they could do it again.  "Me feet hurt." Ringo complained. "All our feet hurt,"George said. Just then, John tripped on a weed and he saw something odd on the ground. It was a garden spade. And it was covered with blood. "Holy $h!T!" he yelled out loud at the top of his lungs."We're at a bloody crime scene!"


"I think we can all see that,"Paul said wide eyed. "No,"John corrected him, getting up,"I ment bloody as in 'bloody whatever', like instead of another word that can't be said in a PG-13 movie."


"You mean f~*!?"George said innocently.


"Yes George, but now we have to censor what you just said, or else make it into annoying little symbols on the author's keyboard."John told him.


"Sorry."


	So the four video taped what they found, and ran thier British tushes away from that place. (Imagine the way the characters on Scooby Doo run.) Pretty soon, they came across a women's glove, covered with tiny little purple flowers...and some blood. "The body must have been dragged this way!!!"Paul yelled. "We're all gonna die!!!!!"John screamed, and fell on his knees in mercy. The boys started to freak out.


	Then they saw a figure coming at them through the woods. They screamed like little girls. (Pathetic, isn't it?) The figure got closer, and they huddled together and were shaking, too scared to run. Paul was still catching the whole thing, to thier puppy whimpers to their cries for mercy. Then the battery went dead.


	A week later, the four boys were laughing thier heads off (not literally), watching thier movie. "And to think she was just that smelly guy's wife..."John laughed. "And a gardener at that..."George added. "And that she tripped on the same root John did and cut her hand..."Paul contributed to the story. "At least we now know where that girl  Carolina got her looks from..."Ringo mentioned."Her mother..."





				          The End....Or is it? Well, I guess it is.





