



































































































































size equals color divided by mag-
netism. Elementary, my dear Max.

Obviously, to gain access to the
inner workings of the Vortex, I
needed a prismatic reflective sur-
face. The mirror at the top of the
stairs would have to do. Inside, just
as I suspected, I found huge color
magnets. I turned them successively
on and off until I found just the
right combination to match each of
the door colors. I was able to try
each door this way until I found
Shuv-Oohl.

About then the profound under-
standing of physics seemed to wear
off. Must have been a temporary
phenomenon due to residual dizzi-
ness. Happens to me all the time.

Shuv-Oohl was your standard
hippy burnout mole man. He was
able to give us generalized direc-
tions to Frog Rock, and intimated
he could tell us more if we could get
his mood ring out of the Ball of
Twine. Sometimes in order to solve
a case, a man's got to get string
between his fingers. We headed
back to Minnesota.

Chapter 9
Fantastic Phenomena
at Frog Rock

There didn't seem to be any way I
could unravel this case quickly, and
it would take even longer to unravel
the Ball of Twine. I needed some
way to reach in to the center, and
then some way to find the ring and
get it out. I had the retriever, which
could extend my reach, and I had
the fish magnet, to pull the ring
out, but I needed some kind of grip-

per to connect the two. It seemed to
me that Jesse James' hand from the
Hall of Oddities at the Carnival
might do the trick, so we sped back
to see the Kushman Bros. and pick
up the jar with the hand. While I
was there, I remembered seeing a
lens in the Wak-a-Rat tent that
might help me locate Frog Rock
through the binoculars, so I picked
that up too.

Now I had the retriever, the
magnet, the lens, and the hand in a
jar. Wait a minute... I couldn't get
the blasted hand out of the jar. I
needed an expert at food container
extraction. I headed, albeit reluc-
tantly, for Snuckey's, where the
clerk was able to give me a hand
with the hand.

I returned to the Ball of Twine
with a strong sense of deja vu, or
deja string. 1 attached the hand to
the retriever, and the magnet to
both. Then I used the retriever with
the Ball of Twine in the Museum,
and the mood ring was ours.

I thought I should check out the
binoculars while I was here. Care-
fully avoiding the turbanned teleki-
netic, I used the lens with the
binoculars. But I still had that spin-
ning problem. Maybe if I attached
the wires from the restaurant motor
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to the Binoculars, I could get some
control. It seemed to work. I moved
the needle slightly to the left of cen-
ter until I saw one of the landmarks
Shuv-Oohl had mentioned, then, as
soon as I saw the rock, moved the
needle dead center to stop the rota-
tion, and there it was. I noted the
location and we headed back to
Shuv-Oohl.

At first I thought the little Sum-
mer of Love relic had been nibbling
too many of the wrong kind of
mushrooms when he gave me a
"Magic Powder” and said I should
use it with my three fur samples on
Frog Rock, but the rest of this case
had been so daffy, I decided what
the heck, off to Frog Rock I go.

It wasn't much as tourist attrac-
tions go. As Max so astutely
remarked, it didn’t even look like a
frog. Of course, neither did Max.

I carefully deposited each of the
fur samples on the Rock, and then
sprinkled the Powder over them.
Then everything got dark. I'm not
sure about what happened next*,
but I had this strange urge to go to
Bumpusville.

*Actually I know exactly what happened, but
Flying Saucer Mole Men from Outer Space
and celestial phenomena have no place in a
narrative of criminal investigation. They'd
kick me out of the union.

Chapter 10
Bucolic Blunderings
at Bumpusville

When it came to high-tech gad-
gets and fancy electronic parapher-
nalia, nobody could hold a candle
to Conroy Bumpus. But when it
came to tasteful decoration of his
home and tourist museum, Bumpus
would be the only man that Liberace
would have called tacky. Of course,
when I first saw his overblown,
neon-illuminated version of Tara, I
had no idea that Bumpus was also
#] on the SPCA hit list.

It was clear even when we
walked through the front door that
C.B. had put a lot of money into the
place. That life-sized portrait alone
must have cost at least $199.95. Max
and I hung a left at the portrait and
kept going until we found ourselves
in Conroy's "Menagerie” and con-
cert hall. We weren't surprised to
find him singing his own praises.
We were surprised to find Bruno
and Trixie in his backup band. Sur-
prised, that is, until we noticed that
the instruments were acoustic, but
the musicians were electified—by
random jolts of several hundred
volis.
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‘We had to get them out of there,
but standing in our way was a
high-tech alarm system with an
electric eye. | needed a good idea to
get out of this one. I thought per-
haps the portrait in the next room
of John Muir, the famous naturalist,
might give us some inspiration, but
Max kept babbling about talking
dead animal heads. Max always
gets weird(er) when he's been on
the road for awhile, but this was a
new direction even for him.

The rest of the house consisted
primarily of the virtual reality
room, where Lee-Harvey was
camped out, and Bumpus's bed-
room, complete with Monster Truck
bed and alarm-rigged wigstand.
This was all very fascinating, but I
kept noticing the little cleaning
robot. I thought if I could figure out
how to move the droid around, I
might be able to promote a hubbub
that would get Trixie and Bruno out
of the mansion.

Then I saw it over the door of the
bedroom—a robot repair manual. [
scooted up the escalator onto the
bed, grabbed the pillow just to irri-
tate Conroy, then used the golf ball
retriever to get the book. Unfortu-
nately Max was underneath, but
with uncharacteristic politeness, he
laid still until I finished the book.

[ hunted down the little robot
and proceeded to use him. Specifi-
cally, use the wiring on his brain in
connection with the mansion floor
plan to make sure he'd go into the
Menagerie and break that alarm
beam. This sent good ol' Lee-Harvey
into the Menagerie so that I could
check out the virtual reality system.

See, Lee-Harvey had just hap-
pened to blab that the security sys-

tem was somehow tied into the vir-
tual reality system. If I was ever
going to really disable the alarm,
the key might lay in the polygonic
world of virtual reality. And so it
did, after I figured out that the
dragon in the medieval fantasy was
obsessed with de-tails, especially
when it came to his end.

I used that key in the alarm sys-
tem in the Menagerie, but Max
scared Bruno and Trixie away with
talk of returning them to the Carni-
val. They didn't leave without a for-
warding address, though, since
they mentioned something about a
Sasquatch party at Evelyn Morri-
son's Savage Jungle Inn.

Chapter 11
Jivin’ the Geriatric
Jezebel at fhe
Jungle Inn

When you're driving at danger-
ous speeds with a hyperkinetic rab-
bit in the car, you don't have a lot
of time to think, so it wasn't until
we were actually inside that I real-
ized Bruno & Trixie weren't com-
pletely stupid in giving away their
getaway. Right in front of the door
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to the party was the biggest
Sasquatch I'd ever seen. O.X., so
Bruno was the only other Sasquatch
I'd ever seen, but this one was big-
ger than Bruno. And he was mean,
too, probably because of the corns
and calluses that covered his feet.

Remembering childhood stories
about lions with thorns in their
paws, I did what I could to help out
by giving him the rasp from Snuck-
ey's to deal with those painful
growths. He did seem more kindly
disposed, but still insisted that only
Sasquatches ("and their dates”)
could enter.

I had some ideas about that, too,
but I couldn't leave the Savage Jun-
gle Inn without talking to the fabu-
lous Evelyn Morrison, "B" movie
queen of the silver screen in my
youth. She was kind enough to
autograph some travel brochures
for the Mount Rushmore Dinosaur
Tarpit and Bungee Jumping Nation-
al Park and the Celebrity Vegetable
Museum. I could see where those
might prove useful.

The astute reader will have fig-
ured out by now that we had to get
a Sasquatch suit. The stiltwalker
suit was a good start—it would
accommodate both Max and me,
but we needed a lot more hair if we
were going to pass as a Bigfoot, and

LOOKIE! LOOKIES WORLD'S LARGEST PRAIRIE
DOG, SAM! WE HAVE TO STOPAND SEE ITY
B

something to stick it to the suit. I
thought it was time for Max and
me to go Bungee jumping.

Chapter 12
Plummeting from the
Presidential Proboscis

I've always had a soft spot in my
heart for Mit. Rushmore. Maybe the
name appeals 1o a speedy guy like
myself, or maybe it was that Hitch-
cock movie, but for me, the Fab
Four always means South Dakota
rather than Liverpool. I didn't so
much mind when they added
Bungee jumping, but the dinosaur
thing was such a blatant attempt to
cash in on that mid-90's cinematic
spectacle—and John Goodman
doesn't look that much like Fred
Flintstone anyway.

Once I got a chance to look at the
dinosaur models, I was even less
impressed. The mammoth looked
like it was covered with bad
Sasquatch hair—whoa, Nellie! And
here was Max with a full set of
razor-sharp choppers! I set him to
work, and we shortly had enough
hair to clog a Municipal drain. We
still needed sticky stuff, though, I
thought as I walked past the tar pit
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toward the elevator to the Bungee
jump.

And then, as I left the elevator, I
saw her. She came into my life
wearing a U.S. Parks Service T-shirt
and shorts. I could tell she noticed
me, too—it isn't every day that a six-
foot talking dog wearing a blue suit
and hat walks into George Wash-
ington's nostril with Bungee jump-
ing on his mind. She told me to go
behind the screen and change my
clothes. I wondered what she had
in mind until I saw the crash hel-
met and Bungee harness. Then I
knew. This doll wanted me to take
the Big Fall. Problem was, I was
ready to fall for her already.

I wanted to show her I could take
it, so I used the bungee, picked up
Max, and...Sweet Mother of Mercy!
This wasn't fun, this was suicidal. I
was hurtling to my doom in a giant
vat of sticky tar... [Sproing!] Hang
on a minute, did I say sticky tar? If
only Max could reach it...[Sproing!]
Maybe if we used the golf ball
retrievers, along with that cup from
Snuckey's to pick up the tar...[Spro-
ing!l Good work, Max. Now how do
we get off of this thing?

I eventually made it back to the
platform and the past tense. And
she was there waiting for me, smil-
ing her enigmatic smile and pop-
ping her sugar-free gum as I
changed back to my civvies. I
promised I'd write, and headed
back to earth where I belonged.

Back at the Jungle Inn, the tar
and the hair worked just fine with
the stiltwalker suit, but when we
used the suit, the bouncer felt there
was still something wrong with
Max's head. I've thought this for
years, but I think he meant Max is

fuzzy instead of furry.

We needed one more piece of
hair, or hairpiece, and I knew
where to get it, but first I felt we
needed a detour by the Celebrity
Vegetable Museum.

Chapter 13
Zoomin’ the
Zucchini Zone

Actually, this was a sentimental
journey for me. I wanted to look up
Violet, an old flame, who ran the
place. She'd married a wealthy but
cheapskate dentist who was always
fixing his own teeth. There was a
messy accident with a high speed
drill, and now he was a vegetable. I
think that's what interested her in
her current line of work...

She did vegetable versions of
famous celebrities, and I knew
she'd have to have a Bumpus some-
where around the place. Sure
enough, there was a remaindered
eggplant by the counter just the
right size. I pocketed it, wished her
well, told her she was still a hot
tomato, and put the pedal to the
metal on the road to Bumpusville.

The alarm system on the wig-
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stand reminded me of an adventure
movie I had seen on TV, where the
hero substituted an object of equal
weight for an ugly idol. Well, Con-
roy was about as close as you could
come to an ugly idol, so I thought
using the eggplant with the wig-
stand might work. It did indeed (if
you don't count the arrows).

We returned triumphantly to the
Jungle Inn, attached the wig to the
suit, put it on, and emerged as the
true party animal. But as we
walked through the door, I still felt
that Fate had a few whoopie cush-
ions up her sleeve.

Chapter 14

Boogeyman at the
Bigfoot Ball

I like Bigfeet. Bigfoots. Whatever.
But when it comes to parties, I've
seen livelier funerals. The food was
OK, if you don’t mind vegetarian—
there were some cute imitation
turkey legs made out of tofu, but
the music was like Lawrence Welk
meets Winsome Hill, and no one
seemed to get off on it any more
than I did. It wasn't what you'd call
a hip crowd.

I made my way back to the
kitchen to check out the exits in case
I had to make a quick getaway. There
was a nasty surprise waiting outside
the back door. It seemed Conroy
and Lee-Harvey were crashing the
party with a pocket taser, and Con-
roy thought I was his next exhibit. I
waited until Lee-Harvey split, then
showed Conroy the error of his
ways in the most forceful way pos-
sible—I took off my Sasquatch suit.

But this didn't stop the two mis-
creants. Now C.B. wanted to pop
into the freezer with Lee-Harvey
and the suit, so he could infiltrate
the Sasquatch community and cap-
ture them all. I don't know who
Bigfoots pray to (Smoky the Bear
and Hooty the Owl come to mind),
but they were obviously watching
over us, since Max was able to
sneak behind the freezer door and
shut it on them.

‘We might have done a self-con-
gratulatory dance of joy at this
point, but the Bigfoot elder arrived
and, when he heard the news,
made us Bigfoot elders too. All this
really meant was we had a new
mystery to solve.

Chapter 15
The Tantalizing
Totem Tetrology

It was this way. There were these
four totems, and they represented
the salvation of the Bigfoot race.
The only problem was that no Big-
foot could figure them out. I didn't
see any problem except for the leg-
work involved.

The first totem looked like a tor-
nado in the palm of a hand. That
would take the most work, so I
decided to save it for last. The sec-
ond one was particularly ugly, but
seemed to be dino dentistry. Uh
huh. That wouldn't take too much
time. The third one was some type
of patriarch being showered with
vegetables. Possibly the hardest to
solve, but one of the easiest in
terms of legwork. And the fourth
totem depicted a bald head and a

50

The Official Sam & Max Hit the Road Hintbook




hairy one—that one I could fix with-
out leaving the pool area.

It was obvious that the fourth
totem was about miraculous hair
growth, and on my person I hap-
pened to have Conroy's pillowcase
soaked in wonder hair-grower. I
gave it to the elder by the hot tub,
he wrung it out, and one totem pole
was instant sawdust. Weird.

To take care of the rest, we'd
have to Hit the Road.™ As I passed
through the kitchen, Max suggest-
ed I pick up the icepick, so I
humored him. He's been taking
icepicks to bed with him lately. I
think he watches too many politi-
cally incorrect movies. I was more
in the mood to pick up the bottle
from the table at the party.

I dropped off the portrait of John
Muir with Violet at the Vegetable
Museum, and she said she'd have a
zucchini for me shortly. So much
for totem #3.

I then went straight to Mt. Rush-
more and used my 91 yards of twine
on the T Rex's tooth while his
mouth was open. Then I picked up
Max, tied the rope to him, and
threw him to my squad car (specifi-
cally the door of my police car) and
presto! One dinosaur tooth. We can
retire totem #2.

Now for #1. First I went to the
Ball of Twine restaurant and talked
the salty swami into bending the
icepick. Then I used the pseudo-
corkscrew in the bottle and popped
the cork, which I used in the snow
globe. A quick trip to the Mini-
Vortex at the Mystery Vortex gave
me a hand-held vortex, and all the
totems could come tumbling down.

I picked up the John Muir zuc-
chini on my way back to the Jungle

Inn, and gave all three objects to
the elder. He put them into the hot
tub with appropriate gestures, and
Max and I gritted our teeth for the
inevitable (but flashy) happy end-
ing. It goes with the job.

Chapter 16
The Environmentally
Evergreen Epilogue

We couldn't be so inhumane as
to leave Conroy in the freezer;
besides we had to pick up a pay-
check at the Carnival. So the
Sasquatches are happy, the Kush-
mans are learning to live with a
new star attraction, everybody's
breathing easier. As for my partner
and me, our lives are the same old
round of existential angst and
mindless violence. We wouldn't
have it any other way.

He's a bunny. I'm a dog. We're
dangerous, but we work cheap.
We're the Freelance Police. Give us
a call.
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