EARTHBOUND: 

Battle Across the Multiverse

Episode 1: Illumination

PROLOGUE

  What if I told you that what you know as "the universe" is but one of many?  

  What if everything you ever imagined, whether possible or pure fantasy, existed as its own universe?  

  Suppose, for a moment, that someone had figured out how to travel between these universes.  An intriguing possibility, isn't it?  

  For a select group of familiar heroes, as well as some new friends, that possibility is about to become all too real.  

  EARTHBOUND: it's not just a game anymore.  

  ...wait, that sounded dumb.  Okay, how about this: 

  EARTHBOUND: where the universe ends, revenge begins.  Wait, that was Star Trek II.  Aw, jeez... 

  Wait!  I got it!  

  EARTHBOUND: It's DA BOMB!!!  

  Ah, forget it.  You know what, let's just end this part; all this exposition is getting tiresome.  

CHAPTER ONE

  At the risk of sounding cliché, it was a Day Like Any Other for C.D. Jenkins.  Just your average twenty-six-year-old living an average life in a small bungalow he shared with his older sister in an average suburban neighbourhood in one of the most average cities in America: Merced, California.  On this particular day, C.D. was having one of his characteristic internal monologues: whether or not he should pursue his dream of becoming a T.V. writer.  To an untrained observer, these monologues would look deceptively like staring into space and muttering to himself.  

  It's not like you have anything else going for you, he thought.  After all, how good do you have to be to break into this business, anyway?  It's not like what's on T.V. now is any great shakes.  Who considers the writing of iCarly, for example, to be the work of a genius?  Come on, raise your hand if you do. (editor's note: if you DO consider iCarly to be a work of genius, do not raise your hand.  People find it rather disconcerting when other people randomly raise their hands while reading things.)  

  Why am I even bothering with this?  Every day I think the same thing, that I should try writing a T.V. script, but nothing will ever come of it.  What have I got to say that hasn't been said a million times already?  Even if I did churn out a spec script, who would even read it?  What shows do I even watch?  Do I really have what it takes?  Even if I wrote something and sent it out, nothing would come of it.  Why bother?  Maybe I'm just afraid of trying and not getting anywhere.  I wonder if it's just one of those things?  Maybe the schools had something to do with it.  

  For example, isn't it weird that they take points off your S.A.T. score based on the number of wrong answers you give?  It's not enough that you lose the point; they have to take away points you already earned for getting answers right.  Why do you suppose that is?  The message seems to be, it's better to not try at all than to get it wrong.  I wonder how many people develop a pathological fear of getting a wrong answer as a result of high school.  And it went on like that inside C.D.'s head for who knows how long.  

  This would have gone on for quite a while longer, and probably into some pretty dark places, but C.D. was interrupted by the terrible inconvenience of a nearby table lamp suddenly coming to life and attacking him.  

CHAPTER TWO

  Have you ever been attacked by a table lamp?  It's not an altogether pleasant experience.  Of course, most of you probably haven't, and if you believe you have, you should probably seek counseling.  Suffice it to say that you don't want to get attacked by a table lamp, if you can avoid it.  

  You're probably wondering how C.D. reacted to such an attack.  Well, to be honest, he was surprised.  Not in the everyday sense, mind you.  Some people are surprised when they think it's Wednesday and it's actually Thursday.  In fact, that sort of surprise happens to pretty much everybody at one time or another.  This was not like that.  What C.D. felt as he saw his sister's favourite lamp leap out at him like a jungle cat can be summed up thusly: Wow, this is surprising!  I never once in my admittedly average life expected to see a table lamp gain sentience, unplug itself from the wall, and hurl itself at me in a threatening manner!  No, siree!  In fact, I was expecting to live my whole life without experiencing such a thing.  Well, I guess that's why they call them surprises, isn't it?  

  Of course, I'm paraphrasing here.  What he ACTUALLY thought can't be printed here without violating certain content guidelines.  But you get the idea.  

  C.D. leapt off the couch like a rabbit escaping from a snake.  The lamp, which seemed to emit a low growling sound, crashed into where C.D. was sitting and turned around (inasmuch as a lamp, lacking distinct facial features, can turn around) to face him.  Inching menacingly across the floor, the lamp had C.D. cornered against the entertainment center.  C.D. stared intently at the lamp.  Was it alive, he wondered, or was it being manipulated by some kind of poltergeist?  Maybe he was just hallucinating.  Not that he would have time to find out.  The accursed lamp was moving in for the kill, its cord whipping tail-like as it prepared to pounce.  

  The lamp jumped at him.  C.D. managed to catch it and began to struggle as it raged against his grasp.  The lamp whipped its cord at him, trying to break free.  C.D. gave it a good wind-up and hurled it against the floor as hard as he could.  It shattered with a loud BASHHH!!!  C.D. wasted no time, stomping the hooey out of his would-be assailant until it was little more than a pile of shards.  Just then his sister came out of her room. 

  "What is going on in here?  I have reading to do!"  She caught sight of his handiwork.  "What happened to my lamp?" she shouted.  

  C.D. had his work cut out for him.  "Well, you see, uh, the thing is, uh, I was, uh, I was going to the kitchen when I tripped on the lamp, see, and I, uh, tripped... uh, on the cord, and it fell."  

  His sister was not amused.  "Just clean this mess up, will you?  And keep it down in here, I'm trying to read!  Sheesh!"  She stormed off to her room.  As the door slammed behind her, C.D. breathed a sigh of relief.  He walked into the kitchen, keeping a close eye on the appliances as he fetched the broom and dustpan from the space next to the refrigerator.  As he returned to the living room, he reflected on what might have caused the lamp to go feral.  Was the lamp angry?  Was it suffering from bad wiring?  Maybe it needed some space.  

  C.D. examined the remains as he swept them up.  He scrubbed up bits and pieces of porcelain he had ground into the carpet with his shoe.  He didn't find anything unusual for a busted lamp.  Not that he was an expert on such things, of course.  I mean, how many of us really know what the inside of a lamp should look like?  


  After he swept everything up and dumped it in the trash, he set down the broom and dustpan and sat at the kitchen table.  Why are kitchen tables the place you always go when you have a problem?  Are people subconsciously copying what they see on T.V. sitcoms?  Why not sit on the floor or the couch or in the bathroom?  That's where people do most of their thinking, anyway.  Getting back to the issue at hand, C.D. wracked his brain for an answer: just what caused that lamp to come to life?  He thought about it as hard as he could, for as long as he could, which was about twenty minutes.  Afterword, as was often the case when he had a long think, C.D. got hungry.  He grabbed his wallet and headed out the door.  Whatever was causing all this craziness, he figured it wasn't anything that a trip to the Weiner Wagon could possibly make worse. 

  The Weiner Wagon was just two blocks from the house.  As soon as he got there, he ordered two Mustard Dogs and a Mountain Dew®.  Settling at a table, he wondered just what the heck was wrong with him.  A living lamp?  What was he thinking?  I must have imagined it, he thought.  That sort of thing only happens in video games... 

  Of course, this left him with the uncomfortable question of just how he came to imagine such a thing, and so vividly.  

  This was going to require another hot dog.  

CHAPTER THREE 

  In some unknown place, at a time that could be the past or the future, a bizarre conversation was taking place.  

  "I'm reaching out to you."  

  "Go away."  

  "You don't understand.  I can help you."  

  "Sure, whatever."  

  "We're both creatures of chaos.  We both seek to destroy what we cannot conquer.  And, as yet, we are both imprisoned, in a sense.  But it doesn't have to be that way."  

  "What are you talking about?"  

  "We both seek to destroy what we cannot conquer.  But if neither of us can conquer anything, we'll both end up with nothing.  But together, we can conquer everything."  

  "You want to be partners?"  

  "That may be the wrong word.  What I propose is a... merging."  

  "Working as one?  Like being possessed by a ghost?"  

  "Not quite.  You'll still have your own mind.  Think of me as... a roommate."  

  "Go away.  I'll think about it."  

  "Very good."  

CHAPTER FOUR 

  Back at the Weiner Wagon, C.D. was struggling through his third Mustard Dog and no closer to an answer regarding the whole lamp imbroglio.  Still, he thought, it was a shame to waste food, even if it did suffer from diminishing flavor returns.  

  And the lamp?  What else could he do?  He might as well go home and act like it never happened.  His sister might be mad about the lamp for a few days, but that was it.  What else could possibly happen?  Then again, he wouldn't have thought the whole lamp thing was possible to begin with before tonight.  He made a quick visit to the restroom to sort things our.  When he came out, he finally reached a decision.  

  He bought an ice cream cone and left for home.  For many a wise man has said, not even the worst monster attacks can curb the urge for a soft-serve ice cream cone.  

  Well, I said it.  

  C.D. left, licking his ice cream cone.  Soft-serve ice cream always brought his spirits up.  He began the walk home with a welcome sense of relaxation.  He was more than ready to put this unpleasantness behind him.  Sadly, the unpleasantness would prove most persistent, as unpleasantness so often is.  

  Just as he was crossing the last crosswalk before home, C.D. could have sworn he saw a bright glint in the corner of his eye.  Thinking nothing of it, he continued on.  Suddenly, the light got brighter.  Flashes of lightning appeared.  C.D. leapt for cover as a massive electrical storm materialized on the sidewalk in front of him.  C.D. thought that a power line had fallen, until the lightning subsided, and in an instant three human figures appeared!  At least, he ASSUMED they were human.  They were distinctly cartoon-like in appearance.  

  Two of the figures were kids, it seemed.  One was blonde with his hair slicked into a front-facing swirl.  The other was dark-haired and wore a red baseball cap.  The third was a middle-aged man with thick glasses and frizzy gray hair, and a mustache.  The trio was also distinctive for having disproportionately large heads.  

  "What the...?"  C.D. couldn't believe what he was seeing.  Wait a minute, he thought.  He had seen these characters before.  These were the protagonists frm the video game Earthbound and its Japanese sequel, Mother 3 (long story).  It was like looking at a living cartoon!  The man stepped forward to adress him.  

  "My name is Dr. Andonuts.  We have no time to lose!  Young man, we must depart immediately!  The fate of all life depends on our haste!"  The man began fiddling with a device that looked like a remote control.  A vortex appeared like before, and in an instant the four of them disappeared in a flash!  C.D. was blinded by the flashing lightning, and when he could see again, They were in a place he had never seen before!  They were surrounded by buildings of a bizarre, grotesque architecture.  A sea of towering flames was raging along the horizon, spread out in all directions.  It was like something from a detailed nightmare, and yet, something about it was vaguely familiar.  C.D had barely had time to breathe when they heard a loud hissing sound.  C.D. jumped as he spotted a giant, flaming skull with devlish horns.  The beast began to launch itself at our heroes.  C.D. hit the floor.  As he cowered in a fetal position, he reflected with a sense of irony that this may have been only the second or third-weirdest thing to happen today.  

  Suddenly, the kid in the hat, without so much as a blink, yelled, "PSI SHIELD!"  A sphere of energy enveloped them as the blonde kid began to focus intensely.  

  "PK FREEEZE!" he shouted.  The skull creature was suddenly hit by an icy wind and froze solid!  A second later, the blonde boy raised his arms.  

  "PK LOVE!" he shouted.  A glowing energy bolt shot from his body and flew toward the skull like a guided missile.  As the bolt impacted, the creature shattered into a thousand pieces, like a collector glass from McDonald's®.  It was quite a sight, or would have been if C.D. wasn't still cowering on the floor.  

  "It's OK, he's gone now."  The boy with the hat approached C.D.  C.D. peeked from behind his hands, then stood up.  

  "WHAT IS GOING ON HERE???" he shrieked.  

  The scientist piped up.  "I believe an explanation is in order.  We are from another dimension!  We brought you with us because we need your help with a mission of utmost importance!"  

  C.D. stammered.  "B..But you're from a video game!"  

  "That's right!  In your universe, we are fictional characters.  But we come from a dimension where those fictional events are real!  And we need your help.  You see, you are the holder of a mysterious power, the one we call..." 

  The three of them spoke in unison.  "...THE PLAYER!"  

  C.D. was dumbstruck.  Hoo boy, he thought.  I must've had too many mustard dogs...

TO BE CONTINUED...

