ZORK: THE UNDISCOVERED UNDERGROUND DATA: VERSION 1.0

"It is with great hope and expectation I send you on this mission," the Grand Inquisitor intones, his voice booming like distant, rumbling thunderheads. "We have discovered what appears to be a piece of the Great Underground Empire, never before explored. I would have sent Grubald the Bold, but he's busy. As is Matchlick the Mighty. So, 'tis you."

"What of Linklaw the Lucky?" you ask shyly.

"Laid up. I'm afraid 'tis you and none other. A simple, solo quest, one of fun and mirth, mischief and merriment, a jaunt, an excursion, a simple outing. Merely explore, enjoy yourself, and bring back news of what lies there, long-ago buried for countless ages."

"And Fretsham the Fortunate?" you ask hopefully.

"A fatality!" the Inquisitor booms. "Here," he says with evaporating patience, "take these and be of good cheer." He thrusts into your hands two things: a brass lantern of dubious quality; and a plastic sword of no antiquity or use whatsoever.

"But what of Kolchack the --"

"Enough! Kolchack is contracted. Remember, who is the boss of you!"  He pauses briefly as if awaiting a reply. Then without warning, he answers his own question. "Me! I am the boss of you! Now begone!"

And with that, you embark on...

	New Excavation

You are standing at the entrance of a narrow, waist-high tunnel that winds out of sight to the northeast. This, you have been told, is the entrance to the newfound areas of the Great Underground Empire. [In your left hand hangs a rather unconvincing replica of the traditional adventurer's brass lantern. In the other is an ersatz-Elvish sword of no antiquity whatsoever. Its plastic blade, dull as a bread knife, barely reflects the lantern's dim and uneven glow.]

TUNNEL
	(bad direction) To shirk your responsibilities to the Inquisitor would mean certain, painful death. This, you reflect, is the most likely outcome in either case, though you are relieved by the thought that grues are not known to dawdle when presented with an appetizing meal.

(examine tunnel) A narrow, waist-high tunnel that winds out of sight to the northeast. This, you have been told, is the entrance to the newfound areas of the Great Underground Empire.

	Tunnel

You are in a narrow tunnel whose entrance has been blocked by gigantic, translucent boulders. Your only option is to continue to the northeast, where the tunnel gradually widens.

[You are in a narrow tunnel which gradually narrows to the southwest and widens to the northeast.]

TUNNEL

BOULDERS

[HOLE] 
	(upon entering)

As you enter the tunnel, you feel a slight rumble beneath your crepe-soled boots. As you turn to look back up to the exit, giant, translucent boulders begin to fall from the walls and ceiling. You duck and cover your head -- when the dust clears, you feel your heart sink in your chest. You are trapped!

(west, southwest) Although often accused of being boring, you have never been good at boring through rock with your bare hands.

(examine boulders) The boulders are, in reality, milky white crystals and fairly regular in shape, like giant diamonds.

(lick boulders) You wipe a moistened finger over the surface of a crystal and have a taste. Unlike most crystals you have tasted when trapped in the GUE, these are very sweet.

(eat boulders) Although the crystals are appetizing, it would take an army of sweet-toothed adventurers to get through these boulders.

(move boulders) Try as you might, the crystals won't budge.

(examine hole) The rat-ants have cleared a hole large enough for you to climb through.

	Cultural Complex

This imposing ante-room, the center of what was apparently the cultural center of the GUE, is adorned in the ghastly style of the GUE's "Grotesque Period."  With leering gargoyles, cartoonish friezes depicting long-forgotten scenes of GUE history, and primitive statuary of pointy-headed personages unknown (perhaps very, very distant progenitors of the Flatheads), the place would have been best left undiscovered. North of here, a large hallway passes under the roughly hewn inscription "Convention Center."  To the east, under a fifty-story triumphal arch, a passageway the size of a large city boulevard opens into the Royal Theater. A relatively small and unobtrusive sign (perhaps ten feet high) stands nearby. South, a smaller and more dignified (i.e. post-Dimwit) path leads into what is billed as the "Hall of Science."

TUNNEL

DECORATION

SIGN
	(examine tunnel) The tunnel leads west.

(examine sign) The sign indicates today's performance, which (in honor of the festivities in the Convention Center) is "A Massacre on 34th Street."

(examine decoration?) Unless you are inordinately masochistic, the less time spent examining the artwork, the better.

	Theatre

This cavernous auditorium is reputed to be the most elaborate in the GUE. Built to the precise specifications of Lord Dimwit Flathead, its excessive structure holds 69,105 seats, not including the royal box seats that are centrally situated on the 37th mezzanine. The seats themselves are built like thrones, with high, wooden backs that obscure visibility and make the seating area seem rather like a forest of stunted trees. A long aisle runs the entire length of the auditorium from the Cultural Center to the west to the oversized stage to the east. In all other directions, narrow aisles have been arranged in the "maze of twisty passages" style that was so popular in Dimwit's day; I would strongly recommend avoiding them.

SEATS
	(examine seats) To repeat, the seats are large, throne-like structures with high wooden backs. It would probably require a ladder to get into one.

(sit on) Getting onto a seat is quite a workout, but the view of the stage is sensational. Nothing is happening there, or anyplace else in the theater for that matter, so you jump back down to the floor.

	Seating Area

You are in an expansive area, surrounded by large, throne-like seats. Aisles lead in just about every direction.

SEATS
	(directions)

(1) Didn't you believe me?

(2) I rarely make recommendations that are ill-informed.

(3) You know, I've been in enough of these adventures to know a thing or two.

(4) And I'm not beyond a good `I told you so.'

(5) You don't deserve to get out of here is what I think.

(6) Hmm..  Lucky guess - maybe next time you'll listen.

(sit on seats) You clamber up onto a seat and confirm your worst suspicions - this really is an arbitrary maze of twisty passages. And no matter how hard your eyes try to follow a path toward the aisle, the path always seems to dead-end, twist back on itself, or otherwise lead in circles. Frustrated, you climb back down to the floor.

	Stage

The rather large proscenium seems to have been designed mainly with live performances in mind (the dead were thought, not unreasonably, to be dreadfully dull.)  As such, it sports a large, maroon curtain leading backstage and a row of brightly colored footlights. Rubble and debris block the ways to the wings, and a set of stairs leads back down into the theater's main aisle.

STAIRS

CURTAINS

BOW

FOOTLIGHTS

SWITCH

CANDLE

RUBBLE

BLACK LENS

RED LENS

BLUE LENS
GREEN LENS
YELLOW LENS
	(north/south) As previously noted, the wings are blocked by rubble and debris.

(examine stairs) The stairs are old, but serviceable.

(examine curtains) Although unused for decades, the curtain seems to be in surprisingly good shape, though I wouldn't want to test that hypothesis myself.

(take) You pull sharply on the curtain, causing its fifty-two ton mass to fall to the floor.  Needless to say, it's curtains for you.

(examine bow) Why, is there an ocean-going vessel here?

(take bow) Bravo! Bravissimo! Encore! The crowd roars, and a bouquet of fresh roses lands at your feet.

(take roses) Suddenly, you are knocked to the floor by the pounding of invisible fists. Hello! Hello! Anybody home? In case you hadn't noticed, there aren't any roses and there isn't any audience.

(examine footlights) The footlights form a long row along the front edge of the stage. They each consist of a candle covered by a small, round lens. Oddly enough, the lenses are [virtually] all black, except for a red lens, a blue lens, a green lens and a yellow lens directly in the center of the stage (perhaps this is where a solo performer would stand.) Stranger still, the footlights are glowing!

(put lens in footlights) You can't put that back in the footlights. It won't fit any more.

(put other in footlights) You can't put that there.

(take any lens without gloves) Yeow! That's hot! Need I add "sizzle"?

(examine/take switch) Look, I'm telling you, there's no switch here.

(?)What switch?

(take candle) The candles are fixed in place to foil thieves like yourself.

(blow out candle) The lenses provide reasonable protection against being blown out.

(?)Do you really think you can turn off the candles with a switch? This is a reality-based adventure, not some random, arbitrary environment with absurd, illogical puzzles to solve!

(examine rubble) The rubble and debris is pretty much your standard sort, filled with the remains of crumbling walls, fallen rock, frivolous adventurers, and the like.

(take) You have quite enough at home already.

(move) Unless you have been hiding some very large earth-moving equipment, I don't see how you're going to move the rubble.

	Backstage

[Ah... ah... choo! Those curtains! If I weren't so busy helping you with this game, I'd suggest you go on without me and let me clean this place up enough so that when you returned, I could at least describe it decently. I'll do the best I can, though.] A thick, maroon curtain separates the backstage area from the stage. This area was obviously the target of a small, underground tornado (a Vorx) as scrims, scenery and costumes litter the floor.

STEAMER TRUNK (Even an old steamer trunk, virtually decaying from age, rests in a corner.) [QUINT-ZORKMID COIN]

TRAVEL STICKERS
ROPES

SANDBAGS

CURTAIN
SCRIMS

SCENERY

COSTUMES
	(bad DIRECTION) The only way out is the way you came in.

(examine trunk) This is a theatrical trunk, with many exotic travel stickers on it. Its locking leather straps have long since decayed.

(take) That’s fixed in place.

(open) Phew! Now that's musty! The trunk, beside hiding an invisible dead elephant (what else could produce that smell?), holds a rare quint-Zorkmid coin.

(examine stickers) Oooh! Here's one from Frobnia, and one from Phobos. And here's one from Contra. And one from Flood Control Dam Number Three. Whoever owned this trunk was quite a traveler.

(take) They're pasted to the trunk and not about to go anywhere soon.

(examine ropes) All of these ropes have seen better times. You crane your neck and stare upward at the intricate braiding some artisan used to create them and marvel at how they can support such massive weight on the remaining connecting strands.

(pull/climb) Thud! Well, you've been sandbagged, and permanently at that.

(examine sandbags) These sandbags were used as counterweights for the scenery and some still dangle precariously over your head, suspended from frayed ropes.

(pull) Thud! Well, you've been sandbagged, and permanently at that.

(curtains) SEE ABOVE

(examine scrims) The one background scrim you can still make out looks like it might have been used in a production of Uncle Flathead's Cabin.’

(examine scenery) There are several painted scenery pieces, one of which is obviously a painted backdrop depicting an ancient sea scene, most probably of Duncanthrax's navy returning from its expedition to the eastern shore of the Great Sea.

(examine costumes) There's not much left but rags, tattered cloth, and dust.

	Hall of Science Lobby

Compared to the grandeur of the other parts of the Cultural Center, the Hall of Science is rather austere, serving mainly as the entrance to three smallish rooms, at the openings to which stand small reader-boards. These say "MUSEUM OF ILLUSIONS!" (east), "SEE THE MUD FORUM!" (south), and "MUSEUM OF ADVENTURE!" (west). The larger area to the north is the Cultural Center.

READER BOARDS
LETTERS
	(examine boards) The reader-boards are all slightly askew, but have remained upright, and were meant to indicate what was inside the various rooms within the Hall of Science. The words themselves were (as was the custom) placed in the reader-board letter by letter, and are neatly arranged.

(examine letters) They say "MUSEUM OF ILLUSIONS!" (east), "SEE THE MUD FORUM!" (south), and "MUSEUM OF ADVENTURE!" (west).

(take letters) The arts and sciences are worthy of our support, not contempt. The sort of callous vandalism you propose is what has made the GUE the sort of place it is today (perhaps even leading to the demise of the text adventure itself!)

	Museum of Illusion

The Museum of Illusion was dedicated to the memory of the Great Implementers - figures who were believed to have created the GUE as an act of pure will. Before you, a row of delicately crafted porcelain busts of these immortal greats once stood. Legend has it that so lifelike were these busts, that they would seem to talk among themselves, discussing history, the arts, music, and philosophy, much as those mythic figures did in the Golden Age of Text Adventures. But years of neglect and the ravages of time have toppled most from atop their finely-wrought pedestals. Now, alas, the only two that remain are those of Marc Blank and Mike Berlyn, bloodied, but unbent; battered, but unbroken; shaken, but not stirred.

Worse than the physical desecration of this shrine, it is clear that an attempt was made to commercialize what remains, for now, above the busts, is a sign reading, "Consult the Oracles - 10 Zorkmids."  Beneath the sign is a coin-sized slot. [A strand of tinsel is hanging out of the slot.]

BUSTS

BUST OF MARC BLANK

BUST OF MIKE BERLYN

SLOT
	(upon entering)

(1) Mike's eyes, like those on a famous science-fiction adventure game box, seem to follow you as you approach. "Marc! Wake up! We have company!"

(2) Marc's bust does a double-take. "Hmm," he hmms. "Not a bad-looking specimen, though back in the old days, they built `em tougher."

(3) Mike's bust looks wistful. "Sigh," he sighs. "Oh for the olden, golden days of yore."

(random)

(1) Mike comments absently on the recent lack of tourist traffic in the GUE.

(2) Marc wonders aloud if anyone will send him a postcard from Frobnia this year. Alp! Hapninz meretzni.

(3) Mike asks Marc to explain the parser to him again (for the X time this week.)  Marc declines politely, noting the presence of a (hopefully) paying customer.

(4) Mike offhandedly comments on your attire in an altogether unflattering manner.

(5) Marc comments on the weather, or lack thereof, on the surface of Contra.

(6) Mike rhapsodizes about the virtues of ZIL, but offers the opinion that a faster compiler would have been nice.

(7) Mike does his best impression of Al Vezza, former CEO of Infocom. Marc is not generally amused by this, but does smile ever so slightly at the sight of Mike's face scrunched like a weasel.

(8) Marc ponders the inevitability of entropy, describing what the heat-death of the Universe means to him. Mike snores quietly through it.

(9) Mike ponders that if God spelled backward is Dog, what's that do for Bob? Or Otto?

(10)  Mike starts to nod off, but Marc clears his throat loudly, snapping him back to attention.

(11)  Marc, looking wistful, asks Mike whether they would still be considered Great Implementers if they had gone to graphic adventures a few years earlier.

(12)  Mike turns to Marc and says, "This bear walks into a bar and says, `Give me a beer...'" and is immediately cut off by a rather curt "Heard it!"

(13)  Marc turns to Mike and says, "Have I ever told you about the time I worked on CD-I?--" and is immediately cut off by a rather curt "Yes."

(14)  (If sword) Calling Mike's attention to your sword, Marc struggles to suppress a laugh.

(15)  (if lantern) Mike turns a baleful eye to your lantern. "You could get a better one of those in a box of cereal," he says. If he weren't so obviously correct, you might easily take offense at that sort of comment.

(16)  (if glasses) Marc suggests to Mike that perhaps you are colorblind; or, failing that, an idiot.

(examine busts)

Very impressive, yes.

(examine marc)

From his bust, you would hardly know that Marc received an M.D. just weeks before he founded Infocom with some MIT associates in the spring of 1979 (his mother has since forgiven him for giving up medicine.) His career since leaving Infocom in 1986 has been an E-Ticket ride, and things have barely slowed down since arriving in Bend, Oregon nine years ago. Right now, he's sitting at his keyboard at Eidetic, Inc. (a game development house he founded with Mike Berlyn in 1993), looking at a pictur of his wive and daughtser (his spelling suffers when he's distracted.)  He is currently available for small parties, although the next six months are filling up fast.

(hello) Marc says, "Greetings, Adventurer.

(talk to) Unless and until you pony up for his advice, Marc is unlikely to pay you any mind (years of being alone with Mike has tended to make him ornery.)

(take/attack) He may have been relegated to the role of lesser deity over the years, but he can still do some damage with his keyboard. I'd lay off the macho stuff if I were you.

(?) Marc ignores you.

(?) Why don't you just say hello?

(examine mike)

Mike started his college career as a music composer. On hearing his first composition, his composition instructor encouraged him to pursue his artistic talent. Taking this as a compliment, Mike painted, sketched and filled canvases with various semi-organized fields of light, dark and color. His art instructors were so impressed, they unanimously encouraged him to pursue writing. His writing instructors were also suitably impressed, and encouraged him to pursue a career in the Sciences. On seeing him approach the Hall of Science, the instructors there quickly bolted the door, forcing him to graduate with a degree in Humanities. Four published novels later, he realized his talents were best suited to game creation and founded Sentient Software in 1981 with his wife Muffy, later joining Infocom. He now finds himself saddled... er... partnered with Marc "the Wizard" Blank.

(hello) Mike says, "Greetings, Adventurer.

(talk to) Unless and until you pony up for his advice, Mike is unlikely to pay you any mind (years of being alone with Marc has tended to make him ornery.)

(take/attack) He may have been relegated to the role of lesser deity over the years, but he can still do some damage with his keyboard. I'd lay off the macho stuff if I were you.

(?) Mike ignores you.

(?) Why don't you just say hello?

(spray either of them) OBJ doesn't seem to mind. The can is now empty.

(if rat-ants enter) Marc looks at Mike, and Mike looks at Marc. "Bugs!" they shout in unison. "This would have never happened in the olden days." Marc says.

(f rat-ants enter) Marc looks at Mike, and Mike looks at Marc. "Bugs!" they shout in unison. "This could get messy!" Mike screams gleefully.

(examine slot)

The slot is just about the size of a quint-Zorkmid coin. [A narrow piece of tinsel is hanging out of the slot.]

(Put OBJ in slot) "Marc and Mike shake their heads in unison and sigh. "They sure aren't making `em any smarter."  Marc says.

(put coin in slot) The coin drops into the slot with a bright, metallic ring.

(Put tinseled coin in slot) The coin drops into the slot, but (unbeknownst to Mike and Marc) remains tied to the tinsel.

(then…)

Marc looks with some satisfaction at Mike, then assumes a very serious (oracular, one might say) pose. A holographic image of an hourglass miraculously appears beside him, the number "10" glowing inside with a harsh, red light.  The number "10" is replaced by "9" as his voice drops three or four octaves. "Now hear the Oracle of the Implementers," he begins. (7) "The Wisdom of the Ages," he continues, in no apparent hurry. (5) "The Revealed Truth of All Truths," he drones, the word `truths' somehow adding an extra syllable or two. (2) And, finally, "Listen." Then, snapping out of his trance-like state, he looks in your direction rather sheepishly. "Sorry about that," he says. "I get a little carried away. Just another five Zorkmids and I'll finish up with a really juicy piece of information."  He looks at you expectantly.

(put coin in slot again) Mike seems surprised (and not altogether pleased) that you've been able to put the same quint-Zorkmid coin in twice. Fortunately, he's somewhat mollified that you knew better than to try the same trick again.

(Put tinseled coin in slot again) Mike seems surprised (and not altogether pleased) that you've been able to put the same quint-Zorkmid coin in twice. With a blink of his eye, the tinsel goes up in a ball of sparks and flame (pyrotechnics being a specialty with him) and the coin drops fully into the slot.

Marc assumes the oracular position and intones: "Ahem. It may be uncommon

knowledge, but sometimes salespeople tend to hide behind a mask of friendliness, just to get you to buy. Having bought retail, I would know.

Mike says, "True, Marc. All too true. As you know in some cultures, when groups gather, appearances are everything. Why, some cultures attack visitors who appear different. Oft times, something as small as the clothes you wear can mean the difference between acceptance and horrific rejection."

Marc says, “Thanks for mentioning that, Mike. It reminds me that it should be clear to see that text is not a great three-D medium. You may be blue, but looking through rose colored glasses helps bring things into alignment."

Mike says, “True, Marc. All too true. As you know, I’d try to pry the X rib I saw."

(if need no hint) Adventurers are a resourceful lot, and this one obviously needs none of our help.

(?) "Poor, misguided thing," Mike sighs. "Until he gets beyond this stage of the game, he'll never learn what he wants!"

(put other in slot)

(1) Like that would fit?

(2) Please, you're embarrassing me.

(3) Yeah, sure, as soon as I modify its topology.

(4) Try examining the slot.

	Museum of Adventure

This museum is a sick, twisted, and pitiful homage to that special creature as near and dear to my heart as a parser, the Adventurer. There, in the center of the room, sits a display that sends a shiver up your spine: A skeleton. On the small pedestal beside it sits a plaque. The walls have been clawed, the wallpaper and exhibit signs shredded by what was probably an over-excited tourist group of grues. In what looks like the remnants of their enthusiastic visit, piles of bones lie on the floor, cracked open, fang-marks clearly evident on their glistening white surfaces. One sign on the wall by a (door to the)/(passage leading) southwest remains, though.

DOOR

SIGN
PLAQUE

PILE OF BONES

SKELETON

RIBS

FIRST RIB
SECOND RIB

THIRD RIB

FOURTH RIB

FIFTH RIB

SIXTH RIB

SPINE 

LEG BONES
SKULL
	(examine/open door) The door is locked.

(examine sign) The sign says, "Janitor's Closet. Authorized Personnel Only."

(examine plaque) The plaque bears the following taxonomic nomenclature: "Adventurers Cretini."

(examine bones) A quick glance at these is all you need to offer up a moment of silence for those less fortunate souls who preceded you.

(examine skeleton) The skeleton dangles from the ceiling by its skull. Thankfully, the spine is connected to the skull, the ribs to the spine, the legs to the spine, making Mr. Skeleton fairly complete.

(?) The skeleton is utterly unmoved.

(examine ribs) The ribs, first through sixth, are still in place, attached to the spine.

(examine X rib) These look like excellent grue snacks.

(pry x rib with sword) You pry at the X rib, straining mightily. Unfortunately, the cheap plastic blade of the sword gives first, snapping off near the hilt.

(pray x rib with sword2) You can't pry with the sword. Its blade has been broken, remember?

(pry CORRECT rib with sword) Click. Whir. Zzzzip! (Well, as a parser, I could give you a huge hint that the door to the Janitor's Closet has just disappeared, but don't count on my help.)

(pry with other) You need some sort of lever to pry with.

(examine spine) Looks like this adventurer's backbone didn't do him much good in the long run. Let's hope yours does you better.

(examine leg bones) Obviously a dancer's legs, these bones dangle from the spine with rhythm and grace. You can almost see them tap-dancing to the tune, "GUE Rag."

(examine skull) The skull appears to be rather small, as if capable of housing a smaller-than-average brain.

	Janitor’s Closet

As you step through the doorway, you realize you've entered a room so vast, you can see the distant curvature of the Earth. On the distant, foggy horizon, the ceiling appears to meet the floor, blending in the mist. The only thing in this enormous, cavernous area are shelves, shelves and more shelves, all of them empty, dwindling into nothingness. This of course disproves the ancient belief that there's never enough closet space.

SHELVES (On the shelves is an aerosol can.)
	(BAD direction) If you went too far in, you'd never find your way back out. Best stick by the doorway.

(random emit)

(1) A passing thunderstorm drops eight feet of hail at your feet which immediately melts.

(2) A strong gust of wind picks up -- you think you see a tornado on the horizon, carry a little girl wearing red slippers, but the gust quickly dies down.

(3) The temperature quickly drops and you find yourself standing in a small blizzard. Thankfully, the snow quickly melts and you're dry before you know it.

(4) You think you see the sun duck behind the clouds, then quickly realize you must be hallucinating.

(examine shelves) The shelves stretch out for miles in all directions from the doorway. Mile after mile, row after row of empty shelves, reaching up until they disappear into the mists high overhead.

(?) Sure. Why not? There's plenty of space for it.

	Mud Forum

This large, square chamber is certainly messy enough for a mud forum (whatever that might be), but there is no mud in sight (for purposes of argument, it could be postulated that the water source for the mud has dried up, or that mud was brought in for some scientific purpose, or that MUD refers to a Multi-User Dungeon of the sort now popular among the better-socialized members of the adventurer class.) In the southeast corner of the room a sign reading, "Exhibit Closed! Danger!" overlays another sign, (beneath which is a sealed door.)/(beneath which is a corridor.) On the floor, starting near the center of the room, four large symbols have been painted in royal purple; a large display unit with a heavy wooden cover stands behind.

Scattered willy-nilly around the floor are detailed replicas of a white house, an evergreen tree, a person with a flattened head, a raft, and a hot-air balloon.

PICTURE 

SYMBOLS

TREE [GLASS BALL, STRAND OF TINSEL]

HOUSE

HOT-AIR BALLOON

FLATHEAD

RAFT

DISPLAY UNIT

SEALED DOOR

SIGN

YELLOW BUTTON
	(examine picture) The lid is down.

(open lid) You lift the cover, revealing a dark, transparent film on which can barely be seen some sort of line drawing. Details are pretty much impossible to discern.

(examine lid) The cover had been raised, revealing a…

(examine picture) You see a…

(1) a dark, transparent film on which can barely be seen some sort of line drawing. Details are pretty much impossible to discern.

(2) a transparent film, lit from below. On the film, some kind of drawing can be seen, although it appears blurred, with lines of blue, red, and purple intersecting in apparently random fashion.  Perhaps a few items can be discerned through the confused jumble of lines - a building, maybe, a ball of some sort, and a modern-art rendition of a person.

(3) a transparent film, lit from below. On the film, a peculiar line-drawing can be seen with red lines clearly showing a house, a tree, a man with a flattened head, a raft and a hot-air balloon.

(4) a transparent film, lit from below. On the film, a peculiar line-drawing can be seen with blue lines clearly showing a house, a tree, a man with a flattened head, a raft and a hot-air balloon.

(5) a transparent film, lit from below. At first, a blurred image appears. Then, after a few moments, an almost magical, three-dimensional scene comes into view: a man with a flattened head stands in the foreground, while directly behind him is a tree. Behind the tree you can clearly see a house, while behind the house, hovering off the ground, is a hot-air balloon. Oddly, the raft appears off to the side, as if not in the scene at all. After getting a good look, you drop the cover and release the button.

(examine yellow button) This is the canonical GUE button, colored yellow, and made (of course) by the Frobozz Magic Button Company (Hello, Pusher!)

(press button) Your hands being full, you first have to let go of the cover which falls to the surface of the podium with a dull thud. You press, rather than hold, the button and when you do so a light shines out from underneath the closed cover.

(press button2) You press, rather than hold, the button and when you do so a light shines out from underneath the closed cover.

(press button3) As you push the button, a light shines out from inside the display unit, revealing…

(hold button) Your hands being full, you first have to let go of the cover which falls to the surface of the podium with a dull thud. As you hold the button in the depressed position, a light shines out from underneath the closed cover.

(hold button2) As you hold the button in the depressed position, a light shines out from underneath the closed cover.

(hold button3) As you hold the button in the depressed position, a light shines out from inside the display unit, revealing…

(let go) You let go of the button, causing the light to go out.

(examine cover) The hinged cover is closed, allowing you to read the inscription that has been carved into its dense, hardwood surface: "SEE FOR YOURSELF!"

(examine cover) The cover has been raised, revealing…

(open) Before lifting the cover, you release the button (you've only got two hands and the other is busy carrying (something/(some things)), turning off the light. Then, you lift the cover, revealing…

(close) You return the cover to its closed position.

(do something else while opening the cover…)

Unless you can…

(1) spontaneously generate a third hand

(2) juggle with incredible skill

(3) reveal the extra hand you've been hiding

you will have to…

(1) release the button and close the cover before you can do that.

(2) release the button before you can do that.

(3) close the cover before you can do that.

(examine symbols) The symbols, painted on the floor in purple, represent a circle, a square, a triangle and a pentagon. They progress from the center of the room to the display like stepping stones.

(examine circle, square, triangle, pentagon) It looks oddly like a SHAPE painted on the ground with a delicate and tasty royal purple. [Resting in the center of the SHAPE is OBJ.]

(enter a symbol) Nothing happens. You quickly grow bored and step back out.

(examine display unit) This display unit resembles a podium. On your left is a small, yellow button alongside which the words "PRESS TO SEE!" have been engraved. On your right is a heavy wooden cover that (is closed, though hinged on top.)/(has been lifted, revealing a…

(examine sealed door) There's no door handle for grasping it, and though you push, kick, shove and otherwise try to open, it remains steadfast. And closed.

(open) No such luck.

(attack) Usually, tenderizing meat is best done to flesh other than your own. Nonetheless, you attempt this futile act and grimace in pain.

(?) Try as you might, you can't budge the sealed door.

(examine sign) The sign reads, "Exhibit Closed! Danger!", and appears to be pasted over another sign which you can barely make out that says, "EXTRATERRESTRIAL MUSEUM."

(if flathead on circle, tree on square, house on triangle, balloon on pentagon)

Click. (Uh oh!) You hear a low, menacing rumble as the room starts to shake. The noise comes from the southeast, where a massive door slowly opens beneath the `Exhibit Closed! Danger!' sign.

	Cage

[You step through twisted bars of steel -- bars which look like a being of superhuman strength bent them to allow passage, bars designed to keep people out. Or to keep something else in.] This area was designed for some otherworldly visitors, and judging by the sounds emanating from the many passages heading off to the east, they're still around. Dangling on the bars is a small sign which reads, "EXTRATERRESTRIAL MUSEUM."

SIGN

BARS

[SWARM OF RAT-ANTS]
	(examine sign) The sign reads, "Exhibit Closed! Danger!", and appears to be pasted over another sign which you can barely make out that says, "EXTRATERRESTRIAL MUSEUM."

(examine bars)

The bars were obviously designed to keep separate the anteroom and the Mud Forum. They remind you of the bars you might see at a zoo. They make you wonder which side of the bars you're on.

(bend) Hey, I seem to remember someone who could bend steel in his bare hands, and unless I'm sorely mistaken, it wasn't you! Nevertheless, nothing happens.

(east) Uhm, you have been warned... and in case you haven't noticed, this is not a particularly safe area.

	Maze

Wow, are you lucky. This could have been a maze of twisty passages, all alike. You don't have to bother trying to map this maze as you will never make it out alive. Just think of all the time I've saved you from having to draw those little boxes with lines connecting them. I'm not even going to bother to have you make another move.
	(entering)

Ooh, look! A stray rat-ant has wandered in here with you. And his antennae are moving oddly in what looks like semaphore. Yes, indeed, it is semaphore! Luckily, it was one of the many languages you studied at GUE Tech (Alma Mater!) and can make out the question being asked: `Hey, Adventurer! Where did the conga line go?'

The rat-ant then shrugs its shoulders and decides that it will have to make due with the buffet table, (i.e. you).

	Convention Centre Lobby

You are standing at the entrance of the GUE Convention Center. On the floor, you can see occasional splotches of paint through the grime and dust. Although the whole cultural center appears to have been long-abandoned, loud, low-pitched sounds emanate from the door standing open to the north. [And while these sounds most closely approximate those made by under-lubricated granola fabricators, they nonetheless fill you with dread.] Next to the door is a sign, and to the sign's left (northwest to you) is a souvenir stand. The cultural center's lobby lies to the south.

DOOR

SIGN

FLOOR
	(north, with lamp) As you start to enter, a large, brutish figure grabs you by the scruff of your neck and says, "There's a special slide show going on in there; you'll have to leave that souvenir lantern outside, please!" and unceremoniously drops you back in the lobby.

(north without lamp) Oh no! You walked into the slavering fangs of a lurking grue convention.

(examine door) The door leads north.

(close door) Better leave it open in case you need to beat a quick retreat.

(examine sign) The sign, written sloppily in red ink (well, you hope it's ink), says, "Anewal Confenshin. Opin to thu Publik."

(examine floor) According to art historians, this floor was originally (and handsomely) painted by Michaelangelo Flathead, one of the dimmer stars in the Flathead constellation. Although much admired by visitors, this masterwork's popularity soon faded (along with the artwork itself.)  Little remains, although some brushstrokes can still be seen despite the rather thick veneer of dirt and the damage done by scuff marks and grue claws.

(clean floor) Alas, if only you had some cleaner and about 8,000 years.

	Convention Hall

You are in attendance at the annual Grue Convention, this year a rather somber affair due to the "adventurer famine" that has gripped gruedom in this isolated corner of the empire. Standing at a lectern on stage, a prominent grue is presenting a paper entitled, "Surviving the Lean Years: Is Lurking Enough?"  All around you, grues are standing; some in conversation, some drinking, some even paying attention to the speaker.

There is a trash chute in one of the walls, and a reader board hangs nearby.

SOME GRUES

READER BOARD
TRASH CHUTE

HAT

SOME CLOTHES

SOME CHEWED-UP SHOES
PAIR OF GLASSES


(1) You had better hurry; the steady gurgling is becoming harder and harder for you to maintain.

(2) A few grues in your immediate vicinity begin to look over at you with increasing frequency. One points a razor-like finger toward your feet (too bad there weren't any grue feet at the souvenir stand!)

(3) A hush passes over the crowd, as more and more grues stop and look in your direction. Outnumbered a thousand to one, the odds are decidedly not in your favor.

(4) A group of twenty or so hulking grues (bouncers, no doubt) start in your direction. You are suddenly reminded of the book "Grues: Another Look" by Frogo ("Stubs") Gurble. In it, he advised that the best thing to do when grues were approaching was to become still and silent. Then again, he did bear an uncanny resemblance to one of the approaching bouncers.

(5) Were my warnings insufficient? Did I somehow mislead you into believing that you could survive another move?  Were my descriptions of your increasingly desperate situation too elliptical for you? Alas! For what it's worth, I apologize for any failings I may have as a parser (they don't make me like they used to) and hope that next time you will manage to avert the horrific death that has just befallen you. (Hey, can't a parser have a conscience?)
	(enter with bad costume) You gurgle in a loud, grating manner that is meant to divert undue attention. But while your vocal gymnastics are passable, it appears that your costume would not even fool a grue toddler, one of whom quickly tears off and devours your limbs with surprising efficiency.

(enter wearing fish, but not one of the others) Fortunately, the fish-mouthed mask seems to confer upon you a small degree of night vision and you manage to get into the hall without mishap. This good fortune is short-lived, however, as a throng of lurking grues welcomes you with open jaws.

(enter wearing razor, fish, fur) You glide casually in, gurgling in loud, guttural tones; better still, the fish-mouthed mask is somehow providing a small amount of vision in the darkness. Two nearby grues ask if you are suffering from allergies (apparently, human dandruff levels are above normal for this time of year); another group debates among themselves whether you are a Borphee grue or an Antharian grue (their accents are similar, especially when pronouncing words ending in "gzk" and "kkgrk.")  Otherwise, your disguise appears to be working, though for how long is anybody's guess.

(enter next times) You glide casually in and begin to mingle once more. Grues obviously have a bad memory for faces, as no one seems to remember you.

(examine grue) A closer look reveals their all-too-ghastly nature (but then again, you know what grues look like.)  Looking any further might prove detrimental to your health, as grues are not known for their curiosity.

(take/attack) Now that you've gotten the grues' full attention, it is worth asking what purpose was to be served by your ill-considered action. It is no longer worth asking, however, what is on the menu for tonight's banquet.

(examine reader board) The reader board indicates which speakers are on the agenda for today's program as well as the menu for tonight's dinner. Neither are recognizable, although the menu was more recognizable before some grues stumbled upon him.

(examine chute) A wide trash chute leads down to who knows where. In action films, such a chute would provide an exciting means of escape when confronted by a few dozen enemies with automatic weapons.

(drop OBJ in chute) You all-too-casually drop OBJ down the chute and listen intently. You hear nothing.

(enter chute) It turns out that entering the chute wasn't the best of choices, since it seems to go on forever.  Appearances are often deceiving, however, and after about a minute of free-fall, you prove the previous statement to be flat-out wrong.

After jumping down the chute, how do I stop the walls from collapsing in the Trash Compactor?

Have you braced the walls with a pole

Did you shoot the snake creature in the water

Have you tried a laser blaster on the door

What trash compactor. There is no way to survive jumping down the chute

(examine clothes) The nicest thing that can be said about these clothes is that there's no grue in them. Other than that, they're a total mess, having been ripped to shreds in the process of extricating their owner.

(take) Better leave these rags for others who might better need them. If there are any.

(remove any part of costume here) As you remove your (gloves)/(mask)/(body suit), you quickly realize that your disguise isn't complete without them. So do the grues standing all around you. (Goodbye Adventurer!)



	Souvenir Stand

You find yourself standing in front of a souvenir stand that is clearly affiliated with the Convention Center. [An odd-looking salesman sits behind the counter, his head resting on his hand and his eyes glued to a spot somewhere above and behind you (a quick, frightened glance over your shoulder reveals nothing eye-catching; indeed, nothing at all.) A notice on the counter points toward a small, curtained room to the north.

On the counter are four candy bars (A Baby Rune, a Multi-Implementeers, a ZM$100000 and a Forever Gores), some popcorn, some postcards and a chicken/human finger.

SALESMAN [MASK]

COUNTER [see above]

NOTICE
	(examine salesman) Something just isn't right with the salesman, whose hollow, unmoving, red eyes, glistening face, and bland expression are downright creepy.

(attack) The salesman, in a single, sweeping movement, grabs your arm, twists sharply, and pulls it out of its socket. Then, with great agility and skill, he tears at your... - well, there's no point in going on. You are well and truly dead; it is pointless to concern you with the details.

(throw OBJ at) The salesman, more agile than you had imagined, grabs OBJ and tosses it aside. He makes a soft, gargling noise which might indicate either amusement or homicidal psychosis, but otherwise makes no move.

(talk to) Although not much of a conversationalist, the salesman leans forward to listen. 

(salesman, nonsense) The salesman looks nonplussed, if that's possible.

(?) Why don't you just say hello?

(show zorkmid to) The salesman shakes his head, it's obviously not enough to buy anything.

(show OBJ to) The salesman leans forward to examine OBJ.

(?spray) The repellent seems to amuse and a whimsical gurgle escapes its lips.  The can is now empty.

(following either, talking to, or showing)

Two things are immediately obvious: 1) He is not a regular user of toothpaste or mouthwash and 2) He is obviously wearing a mask.

(wait after leaning forward) The salesman, losing interest in you, leans back and resumes whatever it was he was doing (staring, mostly.)

(examine mask) A quick peek at the mask reveals little about what lies under it; my guess is that it won't be pleasant.

(?) You make a (for you) subtle attempt to look underneath the mask, but you can't make out much of anything.

(take mask) You grope for the mask, but the salesman, in a nimble and deft balletic move that belies his bulk, easily eludes you.

(take mask, while leaning forward) With the salesman's hot, fetid breath threatening to exfoliate multiple layers of facial epidermis, you quickly pull the mask from his face. In hellish harmony, two terrifying screams fill the air: yours, as the first human to see a grue; and his, as prelude to a graphic demonstration of why it is that they aren't seen by light of day (to wit: spontaneous grueish combustion, leaving only a greasy slick on the ground by your feet.) Although you will spend the rest of your life trying to forget what you have just seen, the sight of that sickly glowing fur, fish-mouthed face and razor-like fingers remains forever etched in your mind. You throw the mask away in horror at what you've just seen.

(wear mask) You are reluctant to put the mask on your face, knowing where it has been.

(take any item from counter) The salesman puts his bloated, rubbery hand on yours and forcefully twists your wrist in warning. Clearly, you're not making any points with him this way.

(take any item from counter while wearing gloves) The salesman grabs you on the arm just above your gloves with his bloated, rubbery hand and forcefully twists your wrist in warning. Clearly, you're not making any points with him this way.

(buy any item) The salesman puts out his hand, expecting payment for OBJECT. Unfortunately, you didn't bring 10 Zorkmids with you, and the salesman does not appear to be the charitable type.

(examine notice) The notice says, "Try on costumes inside!"

(take) There's no need to take the notice.

(examine finger1) Closer examination of this item reveals it to be a (ugh) human finger. Vaguely, you recall that these are a favorite of grue children.

(examine finger2) This is a human finger. Vaguely, you recall that these are a favorite of grue children.

(take) Better leave the finger alone. Who knows where it has been?

	Changing Room

It is obvious from the array of body suits, masks, and gloves heaped on the ground, that this is a changing room, and not a very comfortable one at that. No chairs, tables, hooks, hangers, or shelves here: just the costumes themselves, each piece more hideous than the last. A [broken] mirror hangs opposite the curtain through which you entered.

HAIRY GLOVES
SPIKED GLOVES

BLOODY GLOVES
STUMPY GLOVES

BLISTERED GLOVES
SCALY GLOVES
RAZOR-LIKE GLOVES
SUCTION-CUPPED GLOVES

SLIMY MASK
POCK-MAKRED MASK
FOUR-EYED MASK
DECOMPOSING MASK

FISH-MOUTHED MASK

LIZARD-LIKE MASK
FUNGUS-LIKE MASK
HUMANOID MASK

GELATINOUS BODY SUIT

FEATHERED BODY SUIT

GLOWING/FUR-COVERED BODY SUIT

RAINBOW-STRIPED BODY SUIT

ARMOR-PLATED BODY SUIT

SPONGE-LIKE BODY SUIT

BLOOD-OOZING BODY SUIT

SEMI-TRANSPARENT BODY SUIT

MIRROR

BLANKNOTE
	(examine mirror1) The mirror, dusty and crusty, seems permanently attached to the wall. As usual, you cut a dashing figure. [, though the effect is diminished (slightly)/(somewhat)(significantly) by the addition of COSTUME PARTS.

(examine mirror2) The mirror is broken. Attached to the wall behind it is a note which reads, "This note intentionally left, Blank."

(break1) Congratulations! You're the proud winner of seven years of bad luck. But wait, there's more! Breaking the mirror has revealed a note of ancient and eldritch lore which had been fastened to the wall, hidden by the mirror.

(break2) The mirror is already broken.

(take) It's stuck to the wall and not about to go anywhere soon.

(rub) Nothing happens. Must be out of order.

(examine note) The note says, "This note intentionally left, Blank."

(take) It's pasted to the wall and not about to go anywhere soon.

(take more than one type of costume) 

A previously unseen sign nearly blinds you with the following words: ONE TO A CUSTOMER, PLEASE.

(examine any mask)

The X mask would be very becoming for a Dornbeast. Like all of the masks, it includes fangs cleverly designed to appear slavering while remaining dry even in the most humid conditions. Better still, it's just your size.

(examine any gloves)

The X gloves would be very attractive for an axe-murderer. And they're just your size.

(examine any suit) 

The X body suit would be very appropriate in your worst nightmare (i.e. here), and it's just your size.



	
	

	OBJECT LIST
	

	BRASS LANTERN
	(examine) The lantern, while of the cheapest construction, appears functional enough for the moment. Your best hope is that it stays that way. It looks like the lamp has gone through a few cycles of impact revitalization.

[The lantern is now off. You had better hope that it comes back on when you come to your senses. It looks like the lamp has gone through a few cycles of impact revitalization.]

(throw lamp, if on) Your rough treatment of the lantern was enough to cause it to turn off. Presumably, you have a plan for turning it back on.

(throw lamp, if off) You throw the lamp, and quickly retrieve it. Your rough treatment of the lantern was enough to get it lit again. This must be your lucky day.

(shake lamp, if on) Your rough treatment of the lantern was enough to cause it to turn off. Presumably, you have a plan for turning it back on.

(shake lamp, if off) Your rough treatment of the lantern was enough to get it lit again. This must be your lucky day.

(turn on lamp) You turn the switch, but the lantern stubbornly (but unsurprisingly) refuses to cooperate. Surprised?

(turn off lamp) The lantern is now off. You had better hope that it comes back on when you come to your senses.

(turn off lamp) The lantern is already off, much to your sorrow.

	CHEAPLY-MADE SWORD [BROKEN SWORD]
	(examine) This is a cheaply-made sword of no antiquity whatsoever. With regard to grues or other underworldly denizens, your weapon is as likely to engender laughter as fear.

(examine2) This sword is pretty-much worthless now, the blade broken off right above the hilt.

(drop) True, the sword is not a formidable weapon, but it is the only one you've got. Oh well.

	TREE 

[GLASS BALL, STRAND OF TINSEL]
	(examine) The tree is a perfect miniature of the now-rare Subterraneous Vegitatus, a species thought to have existed only underground. Its leaves are individually painted, each one a miniature masterpiece. [(Sitting on the tree is a glass ball and a lone strand of tinsel.)/(Sitting on the tree is a lone strand of tinsel.)/(Sitting on the tree is a glass ball.)]

	HOUSE
	(examine) The house is a beautiful white colonial. Even in miniature, you can see the front door has been boarded. Sitting by the house, mounted on the same piece of cardboard, is a small mailbox. You are suddenly overcome with an odd feeling, like you've somehow experienced this before.

(examine mailbox) If you insist. Sigh. The small mailbox is closed.

(open mailbox) Hey, come on. I'm trying to go along with the joke, but this is a replica!

(examine cardboard) The cardboard is painted green to represent an open field. A house and mailbox have been mounted to the cardboard.

	HOT-AIR BALLOON
	(examine) This wheeled hot-air balloon is a replica of those used by Royalty during the "musty" decade of Lord Dimwit Flathead's rule, when all standard ground transportation was banned to save then-valuable shoe leather. (How commoners got around is too arcane to attempt to relate.)

(enter) It's a wee bit small for that!

(put OBJ in) The wicker basket's way too small for that.

	FLATHEAD
	(examine) This is a tacky (albeit rare and semi-collectable) model of a royal Flathead, cloaked in royal purple. There's just enough detail on the model's face to make out its crossed-eyes and protruding tongue.

	RAFT
	(examine) The model raft is an obvious homage to the "yet mustier" decade of Lord Dimwit Flathead's rule, when hot-air balloons were banned due to their inability to navigate Aragain Falls, and ground transportation was banned. It does, however, look vaguely familiar, and bears the tiny inscription, "Made by the Frobozz Magic Boat Company." (Hello Sailor!)

(enter) It's a wee bit small for that!

(put OBJ in) Poof! OBJECT disappears! No, just kidding. The raft's way too small for that.

	GLASS BALL
	(examine) It appears to be left over from some ancient decorative holiday. Painted on the inner surface of the ball is a scene of a young man, lying by the curb right by a sewer grate in the street. He's apparently been fishing for coins; he holds in his hands a piece of string, on the end of which is a piece of gum. Stuck to the gum is a shiny coin.

	STRAND OF TINSEL
	(examine) It appears to be a lone strand of tinsel from some ancient holiday.

(tie to other) You try, but give up after a few seconds of pondering the inscrutability of such an action.

	QUINT-ZORKMID COIN [, TIED TO TINSEL]
	(examine) This is a coin, similar in shape and size to an old Chinese coin, complete with a square hole in its center. Stamped on its face is "5 Zorkmids." [Tied through the hole is a piece of tinsel.]

(tie tinsel to) You carefully thread the tinsel through the coin's square opening, tying it in a knot. The coin now dangles from the tinsel.

Where do a find a second quint-zorkmid coin?


check the trunk for a second


look under all the seats


maybe you should steal one from the grues


of course that would all be too easy


there is only one

	BABY RUNE
	(examine) The label is covered with mystical runes, the meanings of which elude you. If this were a full-scale text adventure, there would be a puzzle associated with translating them, but not here. What did you expect from a free, promotional piece of retro-gaming?

(eat) Although stale, the bar is nonetheless satisfying.

	MULTI-IMPLEMENTEERS
	(examine) The profiles on the wrapper of this delicacy look more like Moe, Larry, and Curly than those of your favorite Implementeers (presumably, Marc, Mike, and…

(1) Amy

(2) Bob

(3) Brian

(4) Dave

(5) David

(6) Jerry

(7) Liz

(8) Steve

(9) Stu

(10) Cecilia

(11) Eddie

(eat) Although stale, the bar tastes just as you remembered it.

	ZM$100000
	(Examine) If you can imagine, ZM$100000 used to be worth something! Nowadays, you can't even buy a used Invisiclues (TM) book for that!

(eat) The years have not been kind to this bar, which crumbles to dust when you try to eat it. 

	FOREVER GORES
	(examine) The wrapper of this bar pictures the Milky Way, but the stars are all blood-red. Kids love them.

(eat) Though somewhat odd and metallic in taste, the red candy bar goes down smoothly.

	POPCORN
	(examine) The popcorn has a greenish hue, and there appears to be movement from underneath the surface. Experience has shown you that neither of these is a good sign.

(eat) You sample some of the popcorn, whose flavor is somewhere between that of cardboard and castor oil, but not nearly as good. Worse, now you've got some husks stuck between your teeth, where they will likely bother you throughout the rest of your adventure.

	POSTCARDS
	(examine) Each of the postcards is black, except for the same, tried-and-true slogan, "Don't forget to writhe! -- GUE 1066 Grue Convention."

	MASK
	

	HAT
	(take) You cautiously take the hat and place it under your costume. The last thing you'd want to do (also, the last thing you WOULD do) would be to wear it in here!

(examine) This is a roll-up brown felt hat with a flip-down brim. You've seen other adventurers and plunderers wear them, but it's just not your style.

(wear) You place the hat on your head, but it's several sizes too big and hangs down over your eyes. You quickly remove it, realizing that it makes you look ridiculous.

(wear in convention) You place the hat on your head, but it's several sizes too big and hangs down over your eyes. This is a good thing, because you've never really liked the sight of blood, which is in ready supply now that the grues have recognized you as an adventurer.

	SHOES
	(take) You take the pair of shoes and place them under your costume.

(examine) These are actually more like hiking boots. On their soles is a little imprint, "Give an ant a chance."

(wear) You try to fit them on your feet, but they're definitely not your size.

	GLASSES
	(take) You take the pair of glasses and place them under your costume.

(examine glasses) The owner of these glasses had an indeterminate vision problem, because the lenses have both been crushed underfoot. The vision problem, of course, has been solved.

(wear) You place the glasses on your face; while not a great fit, at least they don't fall off.

(wear in convention) Since grues have excellent vision themselves, they have no trouble spotting a phony like yourself. It's a good thing there are no graphics in this game, because the sight of you in adventurer's glasses and a grue costume is suitable only for the imagination.

(put lens in glasses) You carefully sculpt the X lens so as to fit neatly into the glasses.

(put lens in glasses) There already are two colored lenses in the glasses. You should take one out before trying to put another one in.

(put other in glasses) That won't fit in the glasses.

(look through) The glasses have no lenses inside them, so they don't serve much purpose except, perhaps, as a disguise.

(look through) The glasses have a X lens on one side and a X lens on the other.

(?)What is it like to see the world through-colored glasses?

(?)Your situation has never looked pretty, and now even more so.

	BLACK LENS
	(examine) The lens appears soft and flexible, and a few inches in diameter.

	RED LENS
	(examine) The lens appears soft and flexible, and a few inches in diameter.

	BLUE LENS
	(examine) The lens appears soft and flexible, and a few inches in diameter.

	GREEN LENS
	(examine) The lens appears soft and flexible, and a few inches in diameter.

	YELLOW LENS
	(examine) The lens appears soft and flexible, and a few inches in diameter.

	[EMPTY] AEROSOL CAN
	(examine) This huge can has the following label on it: "Frobozz Magic Bug Repellent Company (Goodbye, Bugs!) Directions:  Spray can at bugs ONLY"

(spray can on me) Why not rethink that plan of action?

(spray) Hmm...seems to be empty.

(spray other) You might want to save that for an emergency. Cans of Frobozz Magic Bug repellent don't grow on trees!

(smell can) There are much better ways of committing suicide, though at the moment, they escape me.

	RAT-ANTS
	(examine) You look at the rat-ants. The rat-ants look at you. You weigh the odds, glance at their mandibles, the rows of razor sharp teeth, their claws and their size (they are Gigantus Mutantis after all), and figure you're in real trouble. Maybe that "Exhibit Closed! Danger!" sign was there for a reason?"

(wait in Cage1) Uh oh. Looks like your presence attracted a group of nasty-looking mutant rat-ants. They stand there, bobbing and weaving to some unheard beat and rhythm.

(wait in Cage2) As you stand there, looking like a deer caught in a set of headlights, a swarm of rat-ants overtakes you, [quickly smacks and grinds through the candy you were holding,] then makes short work of you.

(attack) The ants rear up, like six-legged horses pawing the air, their rear feet planted firmly on the ground. You think the sight quite remarkable and only wish life were long enough to enjoy it.

(give candy bar) The rat-ant greedily snatches the candy bar and devours it in seconds. Its tiny brain percolates for a second, then makes the connection between you and food. Perhaps not the wisest thing you could've done.

(give other) The rat-ant isn't interested in that.

(Drop candy) The rat-ants look in fascination at OBJ and you could swear you see them salivating (or is that just formic acid?) They quickly devour the sweet morsel and start looking around for more.

(if eating in adjacent room) You hear munching noises nearby.

(something with shoes) While the ants appreciate the gesture, the lug soles were designed for giving normal-sized ants a sporting chance at survival. Which is more than the rat-ants appear to want to give you!

(spray with can) The rat-ants look at you with an expression of disbelief, as if betrayed by their best friend, their comrade in arms, their next meal. In unison, their last act of choreographed brotherhood, they fling themselves into the air, twisting over in mid-leap, only to land on their backs, legs sticking straight up like massive toothpicks. Then, in a puff of orange smoke, they dissolve into nothingness.

(when leaving) You turn to run out of the room, but the rat-ants are too quick for you. You find yourself surrounded.

(when leaving after feeding) You appear to have a fan club. The amalgamation of mutant rat-ants seems to have followed, mandibles clicking, saliva dripping, eyestalks focused only on you.

(ants in nearby room) You hear the pitter patter of hundreds of nearby feet, and the sound is not reassuring.

(if they enter Musuem of Adventure)

One of the rat-ants, possibly the leader, runs over to a pile of bones and lifts a single, cracked bone to its jaws. It seems to be smelling the human remains, and you can see by the way its eyestalks swivel around to focus on you, it's made a dangerous, mental connection.

(if lead into Tunnel) 

The rat-ants appear to be extremely agitated as they spy the huge crystals. One rushes forward, knocking you over in its enthusiasm, and tastes the crystalline boulders originally blocking your exit. The lead ant starts doing what could be called a dance of joy. The others form orderly rows, like chorus lines, and start moving in time to some unheard beat, no doubt led by the leader-ant.

With antennae gesticulating wildly, the leader ant quickly and easily lifts one of the boulders as if it were no more than a tiny grain of sugar. The others break their formation and one by one, take a boulder handed off by their leader and head for their homes.

Before you know it, they've made a hole large enough for you to make your escape from the tunnel!

Rat-Ants are insects, not rodents.


You manage to make your way through the remaining boulders, winding your way outward and upward to the land you left behind. Visions of tickertape parades, keys to cities, your picture on the front page of the newspaper, all swim in your head. And best of all, your name included in the honor roll of Adventurers. You can almost see the Grand Inquisitor welcoming you back with open arms, his reward in the forefront of your mind, as you, at last, come out into the light of day you feared you would never again see.

As you stretch and take in a big, healthy breath of fresh air, you hear the clicking and whirring of giant mandibles exiting from the opening behind you. 

(if no can) You run, saving yourself, but dooming the land to years of horrible infestation. When the Grand Inquisitor catches up with you, you'll wish you had let the rat-ants finish you off quickly.

(if empty can) You wheel around and point the can at the leader ant and try to spray it, but such is life. You run, saving yourself, but dooming the land to years of horrible infestation. When the Grand Inquisitor catches up with you, you'll wish you had let the rat-ants finish you off quickly.

(if full can)  You wheel around and point the can at the leader ant and spray for all you're worth (which at this point isn't much.) Still, you take out the leader ant, and the others, seeing his (or her) fate, run back to the safety of the tunnel. As you turn away from the tunnel, you are quickly surrounded by the Grand Inquisitor's guards. They seal the tunnel and then escort you to the Grand Inquisitor himself. His huge eyebrows arch upward as he glances at you, his eyes traveling up and down your frame.

"You seem somehow... changed," he booms. "Have you grown?"

"No..." you say, noticing for the first time your more upright, less-cowering stance.

"Speak not unless spoken to!" he interrupts. "Now, tell me of the treasures which lie below, of the vast riches, of the wealth. Which gem or bauble did you find in greatest number?"

"Well, there were a lot of grues," you say.

"Grues, indeed."  Shaking his enormous head, the Grand Inquisitor turns to his advisor, Wartle, and sighs. "Yes, you were right, wise one. We should have sent Bilbonic the Plague." He turns back to you. "Still, you managed to explore and return safely. As your reward, you may take the afternoon off."

(what is a grue)

The grue is a sinister, lurking presence in the dark places of the earth. Its favorite diet is adventurers, but its insatiable appetite is tempered by its fear of light. No grue has ever been seen by the light of day, and few have survived its fearsome jaws to tell the tale.

(what is a flathead)

The Flathead dynasty ruled the old Underground Empire, back when Zorkmids were real Zorkmids.

(?) He's in charge of all the little daemons. He runs all the timed occurrences in the game, because I like to choose the order in which my daemons run, and this is the easiest way.

(darkness) 

Darkness, noun. An absence of light to see by.

Oh no! A lurking grue slithered into the room and devoured you!

Oh no! You walked into the slavering fangs of a lurking grue.

It's pitch black. You are likely to be eaten by a grue.

(score)

earning you the rank of...

would-be adventurer.

rank adventurer.

up-and-coming adventurer.

graphics adventurer.

real-time graphics adventurer.

novice Text Adventurer.

Text Adventurer.

Infocom Text Adventurer.

Infocom Text Adventurer, par excellence.

The Ultimate Infocom Text Adventurer. Congratulations!

(zork) At your service.

(xyzzy) A hollow voice says, "Cretin."

(hello) Hello to you too.

(hello sailor) Nothing happens here.

(help) Hey, I'm doing the best I can!

(time) You've lost all track of time.

(diagnose) You seem fine, for now...

(bend) Violence isn't the answer to this one.

(arrange) Redecoration isn't the answer to this one.

(eat) That's plainly inedible.

(okay) That was a rhetorical question.

(?)This dangerous act would achieve little.

(pray) Nothing practical results from your prayer.

(wake up) The dreadful truth is, this is not a dream.

(?) That seems unnecessary.

(?) Keep your mind on the game.

(?) What a good idea.

(dig) Digging would achieve nothing here.

(cut) Cutting that up would achieve little.

(jump) You jump on the spot, fruitlessly.

(sorry) Oh, don't apologize.

(damn) Real adventurers do not use such language.

(?) Quite.

(swing) There's nothing sensible to swing here.

(wave) You wave, feeling foolish.

(wave OBJ) You look ridiculous waving OBJ.

(?)Nothing is on sale.

(sing) Your singing is abominable.

(sleep) You aren't feeling especially drowsy.

(Look at me) As good-looking as ever.

