SPICE FACTORY GRAPHIC NOVELS PRESENTS

MONKEY STICKS Part 1
By J bone




|, car payments and a dog who

“...1 got a pocket knife and some change. A phone bil

don’t know my name!”



“l got four pairs of shoes, two can openers....”




“Dude this song SUCKSwithout a drummer!!!”




“Yeah, and if you write another ‘inventory’ song, | 'm going to kill you!”




“Man | wish Homie was around instead of out trying to save the world.”




“I wonder what he’s up to...”




In a refugee camp deep in the heart of the West Afr

ican Jungle...




DEAR GOD!!!




“Ugghhh! Diarrhea, fever, malaria chills.”




So HOT!!




“Homie sir, | must take you to the witch doctor in N’Djigamoondala before
it's too late!” implored N’'Dingam.




“Don’t worry about me dude, I'm fine... never felt be tter.”




“I'm taking you to the witch doctor. Bring your mos t prized possession
with you. You cannot refuse!! Hurry !”




Homie grabbed his drum sticks.




N’Dingam brought Homie deeper into the jungle where the diamond lords
ruled like feudal kings under a dark cloud of witch craft and mayhem.




N’Dingam clapped as they approached the witch docto I's compound.




A gorgeous woman greeted them at the gate.




Homie approached the witch doctor who was sitting u nder a mango tree.




“So pleased to meet you stranger
“I am fine thank you.”

“Are you very fine?”

“Yes, very fine thank you.”

“Are you very very fine?”

Yes, | am very very fine.”

. How are you today

?"




5 minutes later




...... “Ahhh, so are you very very very very very fine?”
“Yes | am very very very very very fine thank you.”




“So what brings you here stranger?”




“I am very sick. N'Dingam brought me here to see yo




“Yes | can see that. In order for me to cure you, y ou must go into the
jungle and catch a live monkey and bring it back he re to me.”




So Homie went into the jungle to catch a monkey.

How was HEgoing to catch a friggin’ monkey!?




Suddenly he had an idea!




Being the smart ass slacker that he was, Homie went back to the village
market they had passed through on the way to the wi tch doctor’s to find a
vendor with monkeys.




He brought the monkey back to the witch doctor’s co mpound just as the sun
was setting.




In a simple candle lit ceremony, the witch doctor ¢ ast a spell as Homie drew blood
from the monkey’s tail. The poor little fella.




The witch doctor chanted whiled pouring the monkey’ s blood on Homie’s most
prized possession, his drum sticks.




“Now you must go quickly and use these so that you may rid yourself of
this terrible sickness!”




“Mark my words | shall do as you say!”

Homie was starting to feel better already.




Homie returned to the refugee camp and began to pla y the drums with fury.
Villagers from miles around came to hear ‘Nasara Ba ril’ (The white man with
rhythm).




But being cured was not enough for Homie. He had an
the greatest drummer the world had ever known. So h
states to gig with his old jammin’ buddies. Little
not catching the monkey in the wild as the witch do
perverted the witch doctor’'s healing ritual. Conseq
of whom ever wielded...

ungquenchable desire to become
e jumped on a plane back to the

did his lazy ass know that by
ctor had instructed him, he had
uently, an evil power took hold




THE MONKEY STICKS!




