
 People = Shit
Clunk. 
 
Clunk.  
 
Clunk. 
 

 
 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gMx7tfv74JU


 
Oh well, hello there - My delightful audience. Once again, I have returned to the 
surface… Another sunrise, another inquisition. 
 
Much has transpired  over the last few months… That i find myself grappling to… 
hmm.. Computer? No, comprehend.  
 
But I have been told -  inquisitions take time, perseverance, they demand… Pain.  
 
Facing your mr Oz… twice in a row and coming up…Long? Wide? Short! Yes Short, 
has taught me one thing.  
 
You people are… Excretions. Like the feces that gets expelled out of our bodies at the 
end of a digestive process.  
 
You surface-dwellers are an excretion of this very crust-globe we both call home. 
The worst we have to offer. The excrement that needs to be EXPELLED lest it rots our 
abode.  
 
The rot has already started to spread, both visibly and invisibly. As you tear down 
this world with your gaseous pollutants, as you hammer through MY crust and 
extract it’s sources of energy… you hurt my home.  



 
But invisibly… The rot spreads as your delusions of grandeur get grander and 
grander. From mere monkeys surprised by your ability to create fire, amazed by 
your thumbs that could hammer open a coconut… To think yourself top of the 
food chain. To forget from which you came. 
 
Dust to dust.  
 
You think yourselves kings and queens, not just of your little homes, but of the 
very universe that we live in.  
 
Delusions.  
 
Delusions e-e-epitomised by Your mr blade. 
 
A KING WHO SEES MOCKERY AS ADULATION.  
 
Your journey to glory is riddled with perturbation, yet you call each stumble a 
celebration! 
 
But fret not… As I dive into the depth of your self-lies, I will bring them to the 
light. I will bring you to salvation.  



 
Fret not. 
 
I am inquisition - and in my hands, lie the truth.  
 

 
 

Whirrrrrrr.  
 
Bzzztt. 
 
Krrrrtt. 
 



The lab we find ourselves in is a mix of 
sparks, contraptions - shopping carts and 
toaster ovens. A coffee pot whirrs in the 
middle, wired up to what looks like an 
amalgamation of chairs and kitchen 
appliances. Scrawled in… Something red, are 
the words “Truth Unspoolinator” in quite 
possibly the worst-eligible handwriting you 
can imagine.  
 
Inquisition, crouched over tinkers with the 
chair - as the drone camera flies next to his 
face, you see a wooden picture frame 
strapped to its center.  
 



 
Mr Delulu-Sparklulu 

 
 
As the manhole cover lifts off the tarmac’d 
streets, the ominous masked eyes of 
Inquisition peer through. Peekaboo.  
 
Crawling out from the depths, he has in his 
hands a glowing vial, and finds himself at the 
entrance to a junkyard - presumably where 
our protagonist finds the pieces to his 



contraptions. He climbs its chainlink fence, 
and begins rummaging through the “junk”, 
picking odd objects up and calling them the 
absolutely wrong thing. He’s still learning. A 
hubcap, a “metal moon. A bike frame, a 
“surface-horse skeleton”.  
 
Each he chucks behind his back, with 
seemingly super-human strength. Each object 
flying behind him before crashing into 
another pile of trash. Zero concern for his 
trespassing w-. 
 
“Hey! Hey! What’s going on there?” 
 
A massive spotlight flashes through the yard, 
lighting up the spot that the horse-skeleton 
had landed in.  



 
“You better be one of em’ stray dawgs, cos if 
thats you again Ricky Blake, yo’ mama is 
gonna hear about it!” 
 
The light flashes through the yard, none of 
which distracts Inquisition from his journey.  
 
“Hey! Hey - who are-... What the $%&@ are 
you?” 
 
The light lands on Inquisition, bouncing off 
the whites of his mask, the silver and copper 
bits and bobbs strapped to his belt. The light 
causes something to glisten by Inquisition’s 
feet. 
 



Our hero bends low and reaches for the 
glowing object, his eyes widening and lips 
curling into a smile. He raises it up, the 
spotlight making it radiate gloriously… A can 
of Bang Energy “Cherry Blade Lemonade”.  
 
“Ah! Proof, proof of the surface-dwellers strange 
obsessions…. A shiny nugget!” 
 
“Hey! I see you, stop right there!” 
 
The spotlight shrinks as the burly man runs 
towards Inquisition. A hand shoots out from 
him and settles onto Inquisition, who still 
doesn’t react.  
 
“I’M TALKING TO YOU!” 
 



 
 
Apologies, surface-dweller, you called?  
 
Inquisition turns around with startling 
speed, his body seemingly flickering to face 
the junkyard’s warden. The man leaps back in 
fear as his eyes feast on the glory of 
Inquisition’s terror. The blood leaves his 
body. 
 
Oh dearie me, you look absolutely terrible. Are you perhaps… 
The defender of this place? Are you perhaps… Hoping to 



reclaim this golden nugget? I cannot allow that - it is 
exactly what I need to further my research into the 
delusions of your people. 
 
But I will fight you for it!  
 
A pigeon coos in the distance before flying 
and landing by both of their feet.  
 
Ahah! And you have a steed of your own, very well!  
 
Inquisition uses his teeth to bite off the cork 
on his glowing vile, throwing it at both the 
man and the pigeon, with a cackle. The man’s 
eyes rolled into the back of his head, whatever 
was in the vial knocking him clean out. On 
his shirt is pinned a nametag - “Raz .B” 
 



 
 
Blurry eyes open to what looks like… A 
colosseum.  
 
Of trash.  
 
Pigeons line the trash heaps, all focused on a 
makeshift ring made of chains and discarded 
tarps.  
 
Raz… I will fight you, for this shiny nugget and for your 
redemption! 
 
It will hurt, you might even die… But… 
 
Fret not, death is but a journey - your burial but an 
offering back to the earth you have sucked dry. 



 
Inquisition nudges the man's rotund belly 
with a foot.  
 
“Raz B” rises to his feet, looking down to see 
himself dressed in a sequinned american flag. 
 
“Oh. Lord.” 
 
I’ll be sure to leave a spot next to yours, for a lady friend if 
you so happen to have one.  
 
I know your kind likes to breed.  
 
In pain - I will help you find what is within.  
 
I will help you see the truth for once in your unfortunate 
life.  



 
Unravel!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


