Banjo-Kazooie: The Series
Episode 01: Bear Meets Gull
It is another wonderful, sunny spring day on Spiral Mountain. It is home to Banjo the Honey Bear and Kazooie the Red-crested Breegull. The mountain is the heart of a vast rainbow known as the Isle o’ Hags. Banjo and his fine-feathered fiend…Oops! I mean FRIEND, have lived at the foot of the mountain in their cozy, little, blue-roofed stone house for years. 

Banjo is currently inside the one-room house, next to his bed, digging through a large pile of his belongings. The often-lazy creature is finally making an attempt to clean the house. Kazooie, on the other hand, is sitting in Banjo’s favorite blue armchair in front of the dead fireplace, gleefully playing a challenging game of Super Jinjo Bros. on her Flame Boy Advance SP. It is covered in bright red and yellow paint resembling flames. 

“Jump! You stupid Jinjo! Jump! Yes! A secret Gemjo Key! Oh no! It’s King Zomjo! BRRRREEEEE!” Kazooie shouts. 

“Kazooie I know you’re havin’ a good time, but could ya help me clean this place up just a little?” Banjo asks politely as he paws through a box of dusty books. 

“Sorry Banjo! I’m busy now! Ouch! Zomjo just ate my Pink Jinjo! All that’s left is the Jinjonator Spell!” Kazooie replies as she rapidly presses the buttons. 

“Well I know how addicted ya get to them games. Maybe you should take a break? YAWWWNNN! All this cleanin’ is makin’ me tired! Wait! What’s this?” 

Banjo picks up an old book from the top of the box, clutching it in his furry paws. He brushes away the dust before reading the title aloud. 

“Wuh-Wuh-Wah-Wagga’s Muh-Muh-Mice Kuh-Key and Uh-Uh-Other Fuh-Fairy Tuh-Tuh-Tah-Tah-Tales.” 

Banjo’s reading skills were never great. He has no idea how valuable that book really is. But that’s a story for another day in the very distant future. He opens the book as a shiny piece of paper falls from the front section, landing on the floor next to a tarnished, silver Mumbo Token. 

“What’s that thing? An old piece of honeycomb wax paper?” Banjo thought. 

“BRRRREEE! Yikes! That stupid Skele-tool just killed me! AWWWWK! I’m sick of this!” 

Kazooie tosses the Flame Boy Advance SP to the floor. She stands up from the chair and slowly tiptoes toward Banjo. Banjo smiles with a wide grin, as he bends over and glances at the paper. As he picks it up his smile grows wider. The shiny piece of paper turns out to be an old photograph. Kazooie closes in on her prey. 

“JINNNJOOOOO!” Kazooie yells in an annoying high-pitched squeal. 

“WUH-HUHHHHH!” Banjo shouts nearly leaping out of his tight, bright yellow shorts. 

Banjo spins around to confront the intruder. 

“Kazooie! Don’t do that!” 

“Can’t ya take a joke Scared Bear?” 

“YAWWWNNNN! Look at this Kazooie.” 

Banjo points to the photograph he is holding in his paws. 

“Hey Banjo! I’d recognize that fine-feathered face anywhere! That’s ME!” Kazooie squawks. 

“Guh-huh! Yup. That’s right. That’s me next to ya. Baby Tooty took the picture on the day I met you. She was so smart! Just look at that ole’ Kazoo in your beak. You loved tootin’ on that thing!” 

“I was a cute lil’ girly-gull wasn’t I?” 

“Yup. The cutest lil’ Breegull I’ve ever seen!” 

“Wait a sec Banjo! You never showed me this!” 

“Sorry. I thought I’d lost it for good!” 

“You told me that when we met I just hopped into your backpack while you were napping in the middle of a hike! Right?” 

“Well, YAWWWWes and no,” Banjo yawns. 

“What! You lied to me? BRRREEEEE!” 

“No. Thanks to finding’ this photo I remember everything! I dunno why, but all that day just came back to me! I’ll tell ya the entire story!” 

“Well ya better quit wastin’ time and spill the beans Banjo or I’ll fall asleep before you do!” 

“Okay. Guh-huh! Here it goes. The whole story?” 

Banjo walks over and seats himself in the blue armchair, while Kazooie perches herself on the back of it. As Banjo begins to talk the scene blurs to a flashback centering on the outside of Banjo’s house. 

“About ten years ago, my sister Tooty was a baby before I met Bottles, Mumbo, and hardly anybody on the Isle o’ Hags. I just moved in and was takin’ care of Tooty for my family, the Brothers Bear. They’re also good friends of the Kongs. Tooty’s always been the cutest of the family and the only girl left too! When my brothers disappeared and never came back from vacation I had to take care of Tooty for good. I miss them so much!” 

“Hey Banjo! Get to the part where I come in! My legs are fallin’ asleep!? Kazooie interrupts as the flashback comes to a halt. 

“Okay I will. Now where was I? I already forgot.” 

“Well, Mr. Forgetful, you were about to get to the most important part of the story. Me!” 

“Yup. Now I remember! Guh-huh!” 

“Banjo, if you “Guh-huh!” one more time I’m gonna scream!? “Okie-dokie. Guh-huh!” 

“SQUAWWWWWWWWWARRRRRRRRK!” 

Banjo’s eyes widen as he leaps into the air, crashing onto the floor with a bear of a belly flop! 

“Ohhhhhh, I really don’t like this kinda bellyache!” Banjo says as he sits up rubbing his sore stomach. 

“Squaw-ha-ha! This is very funny, but please do get on with the story. NOW GET YOUR BIG BUTT BACK IN THAT CHAIR!” 

Banjo finally stands up, hobbling back to his chair, mumbling under his breath. 

“What was that Banjo? Hee-hee-hee!” 

“Nuthin’! Please don’t interrupt me again!” 

“Chill out and tell the story!” 

“Okay, before all my patience was gone, I was ‘bout to tell ya the story of the HeeBee-JeeBeez Honeycombs Quest!” Banjo tries his best to stay calm, but living with Kazooie is no easy task. 

“What does Whozee-WeeZees have to do with me?” 

“You’ll see. Hey! I know what will shut ya up! I mean keep ya quiet.” 

Banjo walks over to the cupboard next to the stove. He opens it and retrieves a treat for Kazooie. 

“Oh boy! A bag of Farmer Feathers? Honey Roasted Bird Seed! Toss it here!” 

Banjo pitches the little shiny blue and red striped bag into her open beak. She immediately tears it open and chows down. She’s too busy smiling, chewing, and swallowing to say anything. 

“Guh-huh! That should last for a few minutes of peace and quiet.” Banjo says as the screen blurs once again to the outside of Banjo’s house. 

“Anyway, it was a beautiful spring day just like today. Baby Tooty was playin’ in her big blue crib while I was takin’ a nap in this big blue armchair. Her cryin’ woke me up so I jumped outta my chair to see what she wanted. 

“Hungry Banjie! Gimme honey!” She said. 

“No, Tooty, I can’t. We’re out. I ate the last of it this morning’ on my Trout Biscuits. YAWWWNNNUMMM! I didn’t get a long enough nap.” 

“WAAAAHHHHHH! Fat Pig Bear ate honey! I want honey! I want honey! I WANT HONEY!” She cried bangin’ her fists against the padded bars of the crib. 

“Tooty, where ya learnin’ all that bad stuff from?” 

“Bee said it when ya step on him.” 

“Well your speakin’s a lot better. That’s for sure! That bee’s real mean. He stung my foot! He’s one of them HeeBee-JeeBeez.” 

“What’s a TeeVee-WeeVee Banjie?” She replied wiping’ the tears from her blue eyes. 

“The HeeBee-JeeBeez like music. Some kinda music called Disco. They live in their Discoball Hiveclub hangin’ from the tallest tree here ‘round Spiral Mountain.” 

“How’d ya know bee was WeeBee-TeeVee?” 

“I saw his shiny black ‘n gold jacket and big ol’ puffy black hair. Them bees have the yummiest honeycombs in all-a the Isle o’ Hags! I know what I’ll do! I’ll climb that tree and grab us some honey! Guh-huh!” I grabbed my backpack from the coat rack next to my bed and headed toward the door. 

“WAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH! Wanna go! Wanna go! WANNA GO!” Tooty cried much louder than before. 

“No. It’s way too dangerous for baby bears. Roysten’ll keep an eye on ya.” I said turnin’ to face that goldfish’s lil’ glass fish bowl on the table next to the stove. 

“Will do Banjo! I won’t let her out of my sight! But what if she escapes from her crib? If 

I jump out of the water to try and stop her I’ll just shrivel up and die! I’ll be another fish on the barby!” 

“Don’t worry your scales off lil’ buddy. Nuthin’ bad’s gonna happen.” 

I go out shuttin’ the door ‘cause I wasn’t raised in a house without a door!” 

The flashback stops again as a bored Kazooie pitches her empty bag of bird seed to the floor to interrupt Banjo again. 

“That’s “raised in a barn” not “raised in a house without a door”! Hee-hee-BREEEEE! Get your expressions right Banjie! As for poor little bubble-head, he’s already been barbecued, squashed under a rock, cooked, and almost eaten! The “Barbie” was one of many adventures for ol’ bait breath! Squaw-ha-ha-awwk! Wonder why Roysten hasn’t reported us for animal cruelty?” 

Before Banjo can respond politely, Roysten speaks up. 

“I might be floating on the surface Feather Duster Head, but I’m far from dead! As for not reporting you guys, all of those were just unfortunate accidents. I’m completely healed now and if I did report somebody they’d haul you away for all the animals you abuse daily you Winged Wacko!” 

“That did it! I’m having Goldfish Sticks for dinner!” 

“Oh hush Kazooie and leave him alone! He’s been through enough!” Banjo growls. 

“Okay! Okay! Get on with the story or I’m fixing Fried Goldfish Sticks right now!” 

Roysten rolls his eyes and sticks out his tongue behind Kazooie’s back as the flashback begins again. 

“Okay now, I’m leavin’ the house headin’ toward the HeeBee-JeeBeez Tree. I gotta get that honey for Tooty and for me too! I can’t fail her. All I can see are them bright blue eyes, yeller pigtails, and red pajammers! I gotta get that honey! I can already smell that yummy golden stuff! ‘Ten minutes later I’m now standin’ at the bottom of the big ol’ oak tree where the HeeBee-JeeBeez are living. I start hearin’ that Disco junk comin’ from the hive already! I want ‘em to play Bluegrass instead. I can see that honey glistenin’ and spinnin’ ‘round on that Discoball Hiveclub on the end of the highest branch. Part-a me says I should climb it and the other part says I shouldn’t even try to ‘cause it’s way too high up there! 

‘I can’t let her down, so I cling to the trunk and begin climbing! It’s so easy. Heights don’t bother me that much anyway. I’m a purdy good climber, so I reach the top in just a few minutes! YAWWWWNNNNN! It still made me tired thinking’ ‘bout it! 

‘The hive is big! It’s at least three times bigger than my house! Dunno how that branch holds it up without breaking! All I gotta do is break off a few honeycombs from the outside of that hive and go home. 

‘I crawled onto that branch and inched my way down it toward the hive. That’s when I begin getting’ scared! The tree’s ‘bout as high as Spiral Mountain! I feel like I can grab me a cloud or two! I begin getting’ dizzy and my eyes got blurry! I shake it off and finally reach that hive. With a few quick jerks I’m now holdin’ three real big sticky honeycombs that I plucked from the outside of the hive! As I turn to head back down the tree the music stops. 

‘Then hundreds of them bees fly outta the hive and surround me! 

‘ “There’zzzzzz the very uncool dude! He juzzzzt stole three of our groovy honeycombzzzzzz!” Said one of the sparkling’ sequin gold and black striped jacketed bees. 

‘ “Hey brother! I recognizzzzze thizzzzz Bee Hater! He stepped on me the other day while I wazzzzzz dancing’ with the flowazzzzzzz in hizzzzzz groovy lil’ garden of love!” The largest, black afroed bee announced. 

‘ “Hey! You’re the one that stung my foot! Y-y-y-you HeemBlee-JeemBlee!” I yelled nervously. 

‘ “Well ya stomped on me with your uncool, ugly, dizzzeeeezzzzzed foot ya fat Square!” 

‘ “Ha-ha-ha! Good one JeeNee!” Remarked a bee with a silver discoball earring dangling’ from his left antenner. 

‘ “Thankzzzzz man ‘cauzzzzzz all of uzzzzzz macho men are gonna do the Huzzzzztle on his yella tail! We’ll teach ya not to mezzzzz around with the coolezzzzt Dizzzzzco band in the world!” JeeNee the black afroed bee replied. 

‘ “Wait a minute guys. I only came for honey. Can I just take a few for my baby sister?” I asked calmly as hard as it was to stay calm bein’ inches away from bein’ stung. ‘ “Well? NO! Let’zzzzzz show him our big hit and really get him dancing!” 

‘All of them bees start this crazy dancing’ around me! The worst dancing’ I’ve ever seen! That song was so bad! They soon started singin’. 

‘ “Shake, Shake, Shake, buzz-buzz-buzz-buzz-buzz, Shake, Shake, Shake, buzz-buzz-buzz-buzz-buzz, Shake your stinga!” 

‘They sung it over and over again! Then they took turns tryin’ to sting me and knock me off that branch! They just weren’t fast enough and I was diggin’ my claws into the branch and hoppin’ back and forth! That was until JeeNee was so fast, unlike the others, tryin’ to sting my butt he hit it! 

‘ “YOWWWWWWUHHHHHHHHHHHH!” 

‘He hit me so hard that I flew off the branch and outta the tree! 

‘ “UH-OH! WHOOOOOOOOOAAAAAAAAAA!” 

“Wait Banjo! Look at what time it is!” Kazooie interrupts as the screen fades back to the present. 

“Uhhhh? It’s two o’ clock.” Banjo says as he glances at the purple cuckoo clock hanging above his bed. 

“Yep! That means this story has almost been thirty minutes long! I know you’re very slow-minded and this story is all interesting but I think I can stop it for now with three very important words!” 

“YAWWWWNNNNNN! What is that Kazooie?” Banjo says drowsily. 

“TO BE CONTINUED!” 

“The cameramen are puzzled. Will this story continue next week?” 

“No Kazooie. There’s not much more to tell.” 

“Oh then go ahead. I’ll either continue being bored by it all and think about playing Super Jinjo Bros. for hours after you’re done or fall asleep! SQUAWWWNNNN! That’s the first time I squawned all day! BRREEEE! Hee-hee!” 

The cameras fade back to Banjo flying off the tree and into the air as the flashback continues. 

‘ “Anyway as I was sayin’ I was shoutin’ and grabbin’ my sore tail as I flew through the air toward the top of Spiral Mountain. I see that the honeycombs are gone! I must’ve dropped ‘em! Boy will Tooty be mad! Finally I hit the ground on top of the mountain. Luckily I land in a soft bush or it might’ve been the end of this Honey bear! 

‘ “OWWWWWWW!” I cried out as my stung tail hit sumthin’ hard in the bush. 

‘I could still hear them bees celebratin’ in the hive. Boy were them buzzers loud! 

‘ “WAHOOOOO! Uzzzzzzz HeeBee-JeeBeezzzzzz kicked hizzzzzz butt good! Where are the three honeycombzzzzzz the bear stole? Find thozzzzzzzzze honeycombzzzzzz or I’m gonna sting ya Squarezzzzzzzz!” JeeNee said. 

‘I crouch down in the bush and saw that a big ol’ storm’s a comin?! Them white, puffy marshmellers were turnin’ into dark gray over-toasted ones. I looked down at the thing I sat on and it was a big light blue egg with darker blue specks! I didn’t want it to get wet so I stuck it in my backpack. The thunder began a boomin’ and the rain started fallin’ hard as I ran down the mountain. I figured the momma would’ve already shown up after all the racket I just made! 

‘Spiral Mountain used to be a lot bigger and taller back then. It was covered with trees and bushes. Anyway, as I ran under that tree I heard that Disco louder than ever and then I heard JeeNee again. 

‘ “There he izzzzzz! We can’t do anything ‘cauzzzzze of thizzzz rain! I will get even with that Square Bear! But now it’zzzzz back to partying!” 

I raced home with that egg in my backpack as the rain beat down on my fur. 

‘ “Where’zzzzzzz? Oops!? I mean where’s an umbrella when I need one?” I rush back inside the house as Tooty and Roysten welcomed me back. 

‘ “YAYYYYYYYY! Banjie’s back with honey!” 

I began frownin’ knowin’ I have no honey to give her. 

‘ “Welcome back Banjo! Tooty was good! She stayed in her crib and slept most of the time. I just swam around my peaceful danger-free fish bowl like I always do! Hey! What’s wrong?” 

‘ “?I-I-I lost the honey! Sorry Tooty! I must’ve dropped ‘em when I got stung off that tree!” I confessed. 

‘ “Banjie got no honey?” Tooty whimpered as the tears started poppin’ up in her eyes. 

‘ “No I lost ‘em. I had three honeycombs but now they’re gone!” I said unhappily as I turned my back to them, lowerin’ my head. 

‘ “Wait! No you didn’t! They’re, ha-ha, stuck to your, ha-ha, yellow behind!” Roysten laughed. 

‘ “Oh you’re right! Guh-huh! I must’ve gotten so scared by them bees that they got stuck to my claws and when I was grabbin’ my bee stung butt the sticky honey made ‘em stick there!” I said perkin’ up. 

‘ “Banjie’s Honey-Butt! Banjie’s Honey Butt! Honey Butt Banjie!” Tooty chuckled. 

‘ “Tooty don’t say ‘butt’ . That’s not nice.” I said back to her. 

‘ “I’ll unstuck them honeycombs and maybe wash ‘em off some before we eat ‘em. Guh-huh-yuh!” 

‘I hanged my backpack on the coat rack as it started to twitch. 

‘ “B-B-Banjo, w-why is your backpack moving?” Roysten bubbled nervously. 

‘ “Oh yeah. I forgot about the egg!” ‘ “Egg?” Tooty and Roysten replied together. 

‘ “Yup!” I nodded takin’ my backpack from the rack. 

‘I opened it, took out the egg and sat it next to Roysten’s fishbowl on the edge of the lil’ table. 

‘ “Hey! It’s a rare Breegull egg!” Roysten exclaimed. 

‘ “A Bruh-Bruh-Breegull?” I replied bein’ puzzled ‘bout that strange word. 

‘ “Yeah. Don’t you remember Barnacle Bear telling you about those seabirds that all come from Breegull Beach?” 

‘ “Well, yup I do! Never saw one of ‘em though. Wait? Ain’t them birds red with yeller tipped wings and heads?” 

‘ “That’s right. Some look like that. They also make a strange sound.” 

‘ “BREE! BREE! BREEEEEE!” Tooty squawked flappin’ her arms like wings. 

‘ “Yep! Tooty’s right! Barnacle taught her that when I was living with him on Lake Orangutanga in the Northern Kremisphere.” Roysten replied. 

‘ “I’m gonna build a fire and lay it down in front of it so it’ll be warm. I betcha it’ll hatch soon!” 

‘I grabbed a match from the box on top of the mantle of the fireplace. I struck it ‘ginst the red bricks around the fireplace and tossed it in. I picked up the egg and plopped it down in front of the fire. 

‘Oh, well now, the storm was real bad. It was dark out now. The wind was a howlin’ , the thunder kept a boomin’ (but a lot louder), the lightning’ was a flashin’ like fireworks, and the rain exploded against the house! But I ain’t scared of sumthin’ as silly as a storm! 

‘I fixed a dinner of Salmon Stew, biscuits smeared with the honey from them honeycombs I brought back from them bees, and nice cold Spiral Mountain spring water from the well next to the house. Roysten ate Honey Glazed Fish Food Flakes like he does a lot. It was real good food and I ate so much I got tired. 

‘I tucked Tooty in her crib and turned off that lamp next to my armchair. I was so tired I didn’t even put on my pajammers. I just crawled into bed, fallin’ asleep after a few minutes. 

‘Meanwhile by the fireplace that egg begins twitchin’ a lot more. Then a piece near the top cracks and falls on the floor. Where that piece was a bright green eye peeks out. It then rolled, did a cartwheel, then falls over on its side crackin’ in two! The creature stumbles out of the shell, shakin’ the yeller slime from its feathers. It looked at me in bed as I was snoring’ loudly. Then it stared at Roysten.” ’ 

“Hey Banjo! How much longer is this gonna be? How did you know what went on while you were sleeping? You sure know a lot more big words than I thought you did Banjie! BREEEE! Hee-hee-hee! Squaw-ha-ha!!!” Kazooie interrupts as the flashback literally comes to a screeching halt at the sound of her high pitched squawking. 

“Uhhhhhh, Kazooie. YAWWWWWNNNNNNNNNUHHHHHH. I’ll tell ya all ‘bout why I could see in my sleep and stuff at the end. So please be quiet!” 

“Okay Banjie! Quit arguing and get on with it! Now my wings are asleep! This thing is gonna take all night to finish! Time to end it! How about we bring Grunty back to life so she can hang you over a cliff! That’s a real CLIFFHANGER!” 

“Okie-yolkie! Time to finish this egg-citin’ story! Guh-huh!” 

“Yay! The yolk’s on you Banjo! Especially if you don’t finish this story! BREEEEEEEEEE!” Kazooie threatens shaking her tail feathers above his head, as she is still perched on the back of the chair. 

The flashback starts again and hopefully for the last time as Banjo speaks. ‘Anyway, before ya interrupted again, I was ‘bout to tell ya ‘bout the adventure I had that night! So that creature was starin’ at Roysten who’s fast asleep in his fish bowl, in a clump of dark green, plastic seaweed. Then it stretches out it’s long yeller legs and trots on over to Tooty who’s also asleep in her crib suckin’ on her right thumb. 

‘That creature spins its head ‘round toward a bright flash-a silver metal glistenin’ on the floor behind the armchair. It’s highlighted by a flash-a lightning’ piercing’ through the window. 

‘The sneaky thing tiptoed toward the glowin’ silver. It lowered its neck and puts it in its beak and “TOOOOOOOOT!” The creature sounds. 

‘ “YAHHHHHHHHHHH!” I shouted leapin’ outta bed and crashin’ on the floor, landing’ on my bee-stung tail. 

‘ “YOWWWWWWWWW! Wuh-Wuh-What’s that buh-behind the chuh-chuh-chair? Hey you! Huh-Huh-Hello?” 

‘ “Banjo why are you making so much noise?” Asked an awakened Roysten. 

‘ “WAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!” Tooty cried. 

‘ “I-I-I heard-a muh-muh-monster in the huh-huh-house!” I exclaimed nervously. 

‘ “Ha-ha! I found your monster! Take a look behind that chair Banjo.” 

‘ “Okie-doh-doh-doh-kie!” 

‘I sneaked over behind the chair as Tooty watched full of curiosity. Suddenly a great explosion--a thunder shook-- the house! CRACKA-BOOM! 

‘A blindin’ flash of lightning’ filled the house. 

‘ “BREEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!” 

‘ “WHOA-WHOA- YHOAAAA!” I yelled nearly leapin’ into Tooty’s crib. Luckily I only leaped back a few inches. 

‘ “YAYYYYY! Breegull’s here! Happy Tooty!” Tooty exclaimed clappin’ her paws together. 

I turned on the lamp next-a the armchair. 

‘ “TOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOT!” 

I ran and slid under the bed, with my paws over my eyes shiverin’ in fright. 

‘ “Ha-ha! It’s alright Banjo. It’s only the hatched Breegull playing Tooty’s silver kazoo.” 

‘ “TOOTLE-TEE-TOOT-TEE-TOOOOOT!” 

‘ “Guh-huh! It loves it!” 

‘ “Not an ‘it’ Banjo, but a ‘she’! I can tell by her green eyes. Females have brighter colored eyes than males.” 

‘ “Birdie loves my kazooie!’ Tooty squealed in delight. 

‘ “Hey I got it! I’ll name her Kazooie!” I announced.” 

It is no shock that the flashback is shattered again by Kazooie. 

“BREEEEEEEEE! TOOTLE-TEE-TOOT! Squaw-ha-ha-hawk! Finally the best part!” 

“Uhhhhh? What’s that Kazooie?” 

“The end! Hee-hee! BREEEEEEEEEE!” 

“Anyway Kazooie! I’ll have to start over from the beginning’ ‘cause I forgot it all!” 

“No! Anything but that! Pleeeeeeeesssssssssse! Nooooooooooooo!” 

“Just kiddin’ Kazooie. It’s time to finish this thing!” 

The cameras fade back to Banjo?s house as Banjo talks again? 

‘All of a sudden ya spit the kazoo on the floor and started peckin’ everthing in the house! I had t grab Tooty or ya woulda pecked her too! In seconds ya pecked off a leg on Roysten’s table. I had to catch his bowl as the table slid him off! If I didn’t catch him Roysten would’ve died! You kept runnin’ ‘round the place peckin’ the walls, the lamp, the pictures and the floor! But ya finally stopped when somebody started knockin’ on he door! 

‘I went to open it and there was a HeeBee-JeeBee in a black and gold sequin raincoat as the rain beat down on him. That raincoat matched the last sparkly thing he wore. He didn’t say nothing‘. All he did was show a silly grin and point to his Hive Club. There was what looked like a big ol’ silver metal bee statue on top of a huge gold genie lamp. Wait! That statue was JeeNee! 

‘That’s when a bolt of blue lightning’ struck the bee statue and lit it up like a flashlight against that dark gray angry sky! 

‘Then in the blink of an eye that bolt shot from the spout of that lamp pointed toward me! I tried jumpin’ outta the way but it hit me in the chest and sent me flyin’ back inside of the house! It knocked the air outta me before I could holler! My whole body was fryin’ with blue lightning’ as I flew through the air through the front door comin’ to a big crash on my back in front of the fireplace! 

‘ “Banjo, are you alright? Banjo answer me! BANJO WAKE UP!” Roysten shouted. 

‘ “BREEJO! BREEJO!” Kazooie squawked worriedly. 

‘ “Banjie wake up! BANJIE WAKE UP!” Tooty yelled not knowin’ what really happened to me. 

‘I could hear everything they were sayin’ but couldn’t say nothing’. Like I was paralyzed. Felt like some boxer who just got punched by somebody a hundred times his size. I’d been counted out at least fifty times already. Probably a lot more than that. Uhhhhhh? I was sure wearin’ the shorts for it. Guh-huh! 

‘Finally after bein’ told a thousand times to get up I sat up rubbin’ the back-a my sore head with my right paw. 

‘ “Yuhhhhhhh, my head hurts. What happened?” 

‘ “Lightning struck you and knocked you out. You seem to be okay! Do you remember anything Banjo?” Roysten replied. 

‘ “Uhhhh? Let’s see. I’m Banjo. This is my house. You’re Roysten my pet goldfish. She’s Tooty. She’s Kazooie. Yup. I remember everything!” 

‘That’s when you, Kazooie leaped into my backpack hangin’ on the coat rack very tired from your big ol’ house attack. Hey what a rhyme! Guh-huh! Then ya fell fast asleep. Ya didn’t even make a noise. You just popped right in there. Ya didn’t say nothing’. You fell fast asleep real quickly. Boy did ya snore! 

‘“Brrrrrrrr! Brrrrrrrrrrrr!” Ya snored.’ 

“Now that’s finally the end of that story!” 

“Good, it’s about time! Another minute and I’d have been out like a light! Yeah! Bear Meets Gull! Bree-hee-hee! Hey! Now ya better tell me how ya knew what happened with the egg while you were hibernating?” Kazooie asks. 

“Must’ve been the lightning‘! It probably made me remember everything that happened that day!” Banjo replies. 

“Makes sense Banjie Boy! Lots of magic stuff happens all over the Isle o’ Hags! But what about those Disco Dweebs? Where’d they go?” 

“Well they moved away to some kinda secret place. Nobody’s seem ‘em for years!” 

“Disco must’ve died! Squawr-harr-harrk! Banjo are you crying?” 

Banjo is still sitting in the armchair, sniffling, as a single crystal teardrop trickles down his face from his left blue eye. 

“Yes. I miss Tooty! All this talkin’ ‘bout her is makin’ me sad!” 

“Cheer up Cry Baby Bear because she’s coming home from music school in a few weeks. From all of her letters it sounds like she’s having a great time! You didn’t forget she was coming home did you? That was a stupid question!” 

“Sorry Kazooie I forgot.” 

“As usual.” 

“Well when she gets home she can show me all the songs she learned to play on her flute.” 

Banjo wipes the tears from his eyes with the back of his lazy left paw. 

“When she gets back we’ll all rock out! Since she’ll be a flute master, I’m an amazing kazooist and you… well… you are a… ummm… you’re an okay banjo player! We’ll be a great Rock N’ Roll band! We’ll call ourselves BAN-JOVI! BRRRREEEEEE!” 

“Guh-huh! Guh-huh! Ban-Jovi! That’s funny! Maybe Bottles’ll play the electric guitar? Yuh-huh-huh!?” 

“No! He’d be way too nerdy for our band!” 

Suddenly the front door swings open as Bottles the mole dashes inside. He wears a fiery red and orange checkered vest and matching red, large framed glasses. The short bespectacled creature is panting fiercely. He finally regains his breath to speak but is promptly interrupted. 

“Speak of the dorky lil’ devil! What’s up rootsy?” Kazooie greets. 

“A lot Groucho-Gull! Klungo’s in trouble!” 

Klungo is the former scientist of the wicked witch, Gruntilda Winkybunion. After Banjo and Kazooie defeated Gruntilda for the second time several years ago, reducing her bony body to a decaying skull, Klungo soon reformed from his evil ways. Klungo had already tried to fight the duo before and ended up bruised and abused. Klungo is now the number one scientist of the Isle o’ Hags. Now back to the story. 

“Kuh-Kuh-Klungo? Oh no!” Banjo replies. 

“He?s choking on a plate! He gulped down his dinner so quickly that he accidentally swallowed the plate! You must save him! There’s no time to waste!” Bottles begs. 

“A plate? The fat tub of green vomit swallowed a plate? BREEEEEEEEE! Hee-hee! SQUAWARRRK! Too bad Mumbo?s on vacation! Let’s go Banjo!” 

“Yup!” 

“C’mon Chicken Legs! Move it!” Bottles yells, pointing at the door behind him. 

Banjo swiftly snatches his backpack as Kazooie hops inside. As Banjo drags toward the door, Kazooie pops her legs out, kicking Banjo in the butt with her right foot! 

“OWWWWWUHHHHHH!” Banjo shouts as he leaps onto Kazooie’s back. 

“Didn’t you hear Geeky Boy? It’s time to go!” 

Kazooie rushes out of the house at full speed Talon Trotting to the other side of Spiral Mountain. They arrive at the mouth of Klungo’s Laboratory Caverns in less than three minutes. Kazooie climbs back into Banjo’s backpack as he runs inside. 

The caverns are filled from top to bottom with all manner of scientific equipment. Dozens of glass pipes line the walls, flowing together in glowing, bubbling, liquid harmony. Crammed bookshelves, rusty filing cabinets, and steaming cauldrons are scattered about the dimly lit, subterranean laboratory. 

“Hey, this is cool! I bet he can switch our bodies like they do in cartoons! Or turn us into bloodthirsty hamsters and all kinds of crazy scientific stuff!” Kazooie said peeking from the backpack. 

“Yeah. Maybe he can make me smarter!” 

“You’d need a miracle for that Bruin Brain!” 

The caves seem to flow forever in a limestone labyrinth. All of a sudden a horrible sound echoes through the damp dungeon. 

“URRRRRRRR! BEAR AND BIRD MUSSSST COME AND HELP ME! THEY MUSSSSSST! THEY MUH-UHHHHH?” 

“That’s Klungo! We gotta hurry Kazooie!” 

“Yeah let’s go save that Jolly Green Giant!” 

Banjo runs at top speed down along a black corridor until they finally reach Klungo. He is lying face up wearing a dirty once white labcoat with his eyes squinted tightly. Sweat pours down his face, landing on the cold brown cavern floor. His immense hands are wrapped around his neck. 

“AAAAARRRRRRGHHHHH! HEH-HEH-ELP!” Klungo groans. 

“What do we do Kazooie?” 

“Simple! You leap into the air and POW!” 

“Okie dokie!” 

Banjo leaps into the air above Klungo’s great belly as Kazooie pops her head out of the backpack, slamming her beak down upon it with the legendary Beak Buster! 

“URRRRRRRAWWWWWWWWW!” Klungo shouts as a huge, slimy, blue plate shoots out of his mouth, almost hitting Kazooie in the head! 

“Watch it Cannon Mouth!” 

“Kazooie! Klungo might’ve died and all ya care ‘bout is yourself?” 

“Hey! I’m not gonna pay for a new beak job thanks to having it broken by the Bruise Plate Special!” 

“URRRRRRR! SSSSSELFISSSSH BIRD NEEDSSSSS PLATE IN MOUTH!” Klungo scolds as he finally sits up, rubbing his sore throat. 

“I don’t have time for this! I’ve got a game to play! C’mon! Let him rot in peace!” 

“Kazooie! Don’t mind her Klungo. She probably doesn’t mean a thing ‘bout it. Well?maybe a coupl?a things. Sorry!? 

“NO NEED FOR APOLOGIESSSS. THANK YOU BIRD AND BEAR FOR SSSSAVING ME! HAVE A GOOD DAY! HURRR-HURRRRR!” 

“Thanks! You too Booger Boy! Now let’s go!” Before Banjo can say goodbye, Kazooie pops him on her back, slipping on a pair of Klungo’s old Turbo Trainers. Kazooie races at blinding speed as Banjo clings to her wings flapping in the wind. 

“NUH-OH! WHOOOOOOAAAAAAAA! KAZOOIE SLOW DOWWWNNNNNNN!” 

“BRRRRRRREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!” 

Kazooie rushes home dragging Banjo along so she can play Super Jinjo Bros. for many more hours. 

Bottles is waiting for them in Banjo’s house playing his favorite game, Bottles’ Revenge! 

“Take that beaky! That’ll teach ya to mess around with Devil Bottles! Taste my flaming pitchfork ya evil Breegull!” Bottles said excitedly as he mashes away on the buttons of the Flame Boy Advance SP. 

The camera centers on the vengeful mole as the exciting pilot episode unfortunately fades to black. 

THE END 

