
 
 

 
SPICE FACTORY GRAPHIC NOVELS PRESENTS 

 
MONKEY STICKS Part 2 

By J bone 
 



 
On a Saturday night in a trendy bar somewhere in th e West Village…  

 



 
“Hey Moscau, it’s me Brad. I need a little favor bu ddy. I’m in town 

tonight and I met this wild  gymnast chic who’s just dying to take my clothes 
off, but I ain’t got no place to take her. Can I bo rrow that sketchy pad of 
yours out in Crooklyn tonight?” 



 
“Mi casa su casa bro. I’m up in Montreal anyway try ing to score a 

freelance gig with this porno mag ‘til Sunday. Give  JoJo a call he’s got an 
extra set of keys.” 



 

Late Sunday evening.   ‘Man those French Canadians sure know how to part y. 
Ahhh… the smell of coriander. I must be home.’ 



 
 

 
“Hi there Moscau. What you been up to?” 
    “Sorry but I can’t talk now Raphael. My eyes ar e almost burned shut,  I haven’t 

slept in three days and if I don’t lay down my live r is going to go into shock.” 
That’s Raphael. He’s the shady international tea sa lesman who put a lock on the 
abandoned Spice Factory door a ways back and put a For Rent sign up that Moscau 

happened upon. You won’t find a weirder cat than Ra phael. It doesn’t seem to 
bother him that he has gapping, busted open holes i n his walls through to his 

filthy space. We’ll get to meet him some other time .  



 
 

 
Monday morning 11:05 a.m. His cell phone rings.  



 
 

 
“Who the fuck is this?” 

Note: Do NOT bother Moscau before 1 p.m., preferably  AFTER 3 p.m.  



 
“ Moscau it’s me Brad. I hope you didn’t sleep in you r bed yet. It turns 

out that chick had crabs! I’m itchin’ all over!” 



 
 

 
“What the fuck Brad!? Are you fuckin’ with me?” 
“No man. I’m sooo sorry. This is freakin’ me out ma n. They’re all over!” 



 

 
“The next time I see you Brad, I’m going to tear yo u a new ASSHOLE!!!” 

 



 

 
Ring!  

 



 

 
“Who the fuck is this!!!” 

 

 



 

 
“Hey Moscau. It’s your ole’ buddy Homie. Did I get you at a bad time?” 

 



 

 
“Homie. Where are you? So good to hear you. We were  just talking about you the 
other day.” 

“Well actually I’m at the airport. I know it’s real  selfish of me to ask, but 
would someone be able to pick me up? I mean, if it isn’t an inconvenience or 

anything. I wouldn’t want to put anybody out or any thing.” 
“Hell no dude. We’ll be right there.” 



 

 
“Hey Ray, Homie just called. He’s at the airport an d needs a lift.” 

“Sweet!” 
“I gotta take a shower first. Do we have any heavy duty cleansers around?” 

“ Maybe behind the bar.” 



 

 
“Hey your buddy Brad was here the other night with some girlie. She sounded real 
wild.” 
       “I don’t want to know. Thank you very much.”  



 

 
On the way to the airport.  

 



 
 

 
“Moscau, keep that down and crack the window. I jus t saw a cop.” 

 



 
 

 
“Hey Cheech, how come you don’t have a cell phone.”  
“Dude, I am NEVER going to own a cell phone.” 
“How come?” 



 
 

 
“Because you know, one of these days that phone’s g onna ring. And you know who’s 
gonna be on the other end of the line?” 



 

 
“THE MAN. And he’s gonna put some sort of mind cont rol program into your head so 
that you can’t think for yourself and tell you and everyone else to show up at 
some sort of carnival. But it ain’t really  a carnival, it’s an indoctrination 
ceremony into the U.S. mind sucking zombie farm!” 

 



 
 
 
 

 
“Whoa Ray. That’s some heavy shit you just laid dow n.” 



 
 

 
 



 

 
“You shouldn’t get a cell phone.” 



 
 

 
“Hey Ray, there he is.” 



 

 
“Look at you Homie! You been workin’ out over there ?” 

“No… playin’ lots of drums though. I hope it’s not too much trouble to 
ask if we could play a little while I’m in town.” 

“Shit yeah, hop in the back of our limo.” 



 

 
“Hey Homie, how ya been?” 
     “What the hell is this you drivin? So sort of death mobile?” 
“Settle down back there if you ever want to see the  sunshine again. Ha, Ha. This 
is a work van. Here in the city, if it ain’t locked  down, it grows legs and runs 
away.” 



 

 
“You must score tons of chicks with this thing.” 
       “I don’t kiss and tell Homie.” 



 
 
 

 
The crew rented some extra gear for the occasion.  
“Let’s warm up with something we all know. How abou t ‘Spank my Ass’? Then lets 
teach Homie ‘You Luv me Good’.” 



 
 

 
The crew jammed and partied there asses off for thr ee full days.  

 



 
 

 
“Oh I can’t believe the tape ran out just as we wer e getting into the extended 
bass solo of ‘I’m Gonna Work on You’. That was pric eless!” 

“I think I’m gonna cry.” 
“Let’s go Homie, we’re gonna have to play it again. ” 
 



 

 
Since they were soon to be rock stars, the boys dec ided to finish off the 

evening incognito at the Puerto Rican mob joint acr oss the street. The sangria 
flowed as they set about the serious business of se lecting a band name.  



 
 
 

 
“I still say ‘Da Dum’ is too verbose.”   



 
 
 

 
“…and just a splash of crème de cacao!” 
       “Wow! You are the cutest most knowledgeable bartender I’ve ever met!” 



 
 

 
“Hey look, I’m a walrus.” 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
“GIVE ME THOSE!” 

“Whoa don’t get your panties all in a bunch Homie.”  



 
 
 
 

 
“Tell me more about this Ronkonkoma town you grew u p in. It sounds fascinating.” 
     “Hey shaggy, we need two more pitchers of sang ria.” said Moscau 
     “I need to hit the head.” Said Ray 
“Excuse me sweetie while I take care of those dirt bags.” 



 
 
 

 

 
“Here you go fellas. Huh? 16 inch Ludwigs. Those ar e so rad. You guys are 
musicians? I’m a drummer.” 
     “That’s right. Hey is that a Spanish leather j ump suit you’re wearing?” 
“Two piece actually mate. Hand made in Madrid by th e former king’s royal tailor.” 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
“So darlin, I overheard you’re from Strong Island. Me too. Say, have you ever been  
with a musician before?” 



 
 
 
 
 

 
“My name’s Omz. I just moved here a week ago from S outh East Asia to see what the 
American music scene is all about. I’ve been on MTV  Asia six times in two 
different bands and held the Thai middleweight kick boxing title for a year. That 
was sooo boring. I’m just too cool for Asia man. Bi g fish in a little sea. Know 
what I mean?” 



 
 
 
 
 

 
Ray returned to the table and casually gave the gir lie at the bar one last  

glance.  



 
 
 
 
 

 
Not paying attention and quite buzzed, Ray clumsily  bumped his boney ass 

into the table and sent the monkey sticks flying up  into the air. The two 
drummers lunged for the sticks.  

Moscau instinctively rescued the sangria.  



 
 
 

 

 
The two drummers had a vise-like hold of the sticks . The wicked energy 

coursed through there veins. Neither one was willin g to give up the sticks.  
 



 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 


