Thirteen Sick Tasteless Classics

 “Sir Gawain and the Green Knight”

   England in the Middle Ages was not such a great place. Many men never reached their ‘middle-ages’ because there were enemies presenting danger all over the fuckin’ land. Honor, courage, chivalry and chastity belts were all somehow connected in a bizarre twisted morality, so the whole Western World was really fucked-up beyond belief. Knights in armor set out to rescue fair damsels in distress, and after rescuing them, had to jerk’ off instead of getting laid like they should have been doing. The morality of the time even forbade the grateful rescued damsel from giving the brave knight a good blow’ job. Killing monsters and dragons just wasn’t worth the goddam effort.

   Sir Gawain was one of those loony assholes that believed in valuing virginity over pleasure, courage over getting laid and chastity over pumping the piss and the poop out of horny bitches all over the kingdom. In this lamebrained legend, Sir Gawain engages in an unusual challenge that regretably distracted him from the more important things in life, having sex, getting stoned, eating good junk food and taking good healthy dumps in the woods on cold wintry nights.

   The celebrated Knights of the Round Table all kept their shields hanging on the walls of the equipment’ area of Camelot’ castle’s raunchy locker room. Each shield had its own artwork that immediately identified its particular owner. The room, like the rest of the castle was cold and drafty because King Arthur was too cheap to invest in a new heating system and because Merlin the Magician was too unimaginative to invent a practical solution to remediate the need to stay in heat in the wintertime. Thus, even the men were ‘frigid’ between the months of November through March.

   Banners waved from the rafters of the knights’ Camelot locker/equipment room suggesting that the building’ walls had more holes in them than the everyday beehive does. A small fire glowed on the hearth but it radiated little warmth because of the mighty drafts that swirled around inside the entire castle. Pages’ scurried around lighting tapers in wall sconces but their intensive labors were generally futile. King Arthur’s castle was colder than a witch’s tits on the worst day of a Siberian’ blizzard.

   King Arthur was used to “chilling out” in his shabby, shoddy throneroom. He heard a horn sounding in the distance, and the noise woke him from his slumber where the ruler was dreaming about Queen Guenevere’s firm ass and her taut erect nipples while she was having hot sex with Sir Lancelot’, who always ‘lanced a lot’ with his erect lancer.

   Sir Gawain, the king’s favorite nephew heard the horn too and immediately became horny, sticking his head inside Queen Guenevere’s old discarded chastity belt (that she had worn for twenty years) and then smelling and sniffing away as if he were a weasel. ‘I wish I could get a lady to blow my horn,’ Gawain wished. ‘We really need a good brothel somewhere in Camelot. The lot of a camel is better than this damned dump any time!’

   Soon, everyone in the castle heard the horns blowing, finally realizing that men were blowing the horns and that the horns were not simply blowing all by themselves. Then everyone knew that the horns were not any ordinary horns, nor were they trombones, bugles or trumpets. The walls, the fireplace and the round table itself’ shook from the loud vibrations, and the flames from the candles all flickered and soon extinguished. 

   The various knights awoke from their dreams and nightmares, leaped up and grabbed their swords and shields to protect Arthur’s bastion. In the pandemonium that ensued, the medieval soldiers began battling with each other until King Arthur yelled “Silence! Stop wounding each other you stupid dipshits! You have to wage combat against one of my enemies, get it you dumb assholes!” the king screamed, nearly rupturing all of the major veins and arteries in his throat.

   The flimsy doors of the dilapidated hall burst open and fell off their rusty hinges. A great gust of frigid air rushed in and instantly began whirling and eddying around and soon thereafter a rather odd figure entered the castle’s vestibule.

   The invader was a giant knight on horseback clad in green armor. The plumes and the saddle of the knight’s steed were also green, and King Arthur, Sir Gawain and the other Knights of the Round Table immediately became ‘green with envy’.  The green knight carried a green battle-ax in his green right hand and his green left hand was ornamented with a bough of green holly. 

   The new arrival’s eyes shone like jadestones through his green helmet’s visor.  Only one color existed in the entire spectrum to the singular green knight, and that was green. The intrepid fellow leaped from his magnificent horse, much to the astonishment of the assembled knights and their frigid lady companions.

   “Knights of the Round Table,” the green crusader defiantly challenged, “one of you take your battle ax and dare strike at me so that I can castrate your testicles and embarrass you by holding your tiny nuts up over my head in front of your ugly frigid lady companions!”

   King Arthur’s knights stared blankly at each other, wondering who would be stupid enough to risk life and limb against such a formidable adversary. Plenty of weirdos would visit Camelot and easily burst through the termite-infested’doors, but this green knight was not the run-of-the-mill’ trespasser. In fact, the awesome interloper was most intimidating and could easily scare the shit out of most of the area’ dragons.

   “Who the fuck are you?” King Arthur inquired, “and why should one of my flunkies strike you? You have not wronged any of us! All you’ve done is insulted my men and me and busted our balls exceedingly in front of our frigid dry-boxed women,” Arthur reminded everyone present. “That’s no reason to fight you on this festive holiday’ occasion!”

   “True, I have wronged none of you knuckleheaded shitheads,” the Green Knight agreed, “but I have been told that only the bravest wimps in the country reside here and that the freeloaders before my eyes pay no rent. I come here searching for adventure but have found a colony of craven cowards too lame to pull their own meat,” the intruder scolded. “Ya’ all look like a bunch of hapless pecker-checkers to me!”

   “You still have not done any of us any harm!” King Arthur answered. “Men every day are knocking Camelot’s doors down in vain attempts to join my famous Knights of the Round Table’, who are guaranteed three ‘square’ meals a day! Do you wish to join our illustrious company and fight for me?”

   “I would rather shit enormous rock-hard’ turds out of my dick than ever join your pusillanimous organization!” the green knight clarified. “You idiots are all supposed to crave adventure and combat, yet you stand idly by and seem to value being humiliated! What the fuck’s wrong with you assholes? Are your balls in Scotland or some other piss-ant’ country like that?”

   Sir Gawain was intrigued with the green knight’s lisping gay voice and with his extreme braggadocio. He gazed at the potent newcomer with wonderment and admiration. 

   “Well,” the impatient Green Knight restlessly ridiculed, “who dares trade blows with me? And I’m not referring to gay homosexual activity, either!  Let the bravest and most stupid among you strike at me, but the aggressor must first agree to be the recipient of my blow a year and a day from this date. Come on now, are all of you gutless faggots or what?”

   If the Knights of the Round Table had any degree of intelligence or any functional survival skills, they would have charged the Green Knight and administered a savage collective beating right then and there. But the knights were basically stupid shits, believed in fairness and one–to-one combat, and were death’ candidates in this particular situation because they never learned how to act as a wolfpack when confronted by a superior enemy’ threat.

   King Arthur drew his sword from its sheath and started yelling, “You are not the ‘caliber’ of Excalibur!” he ranted.  “You dare scoff my knights and me in my own castle!”

   But then Sir Gawain shrieked, “Uncle, the Green Knight will make you say uncle! I will smash him soundly with my trusty rusty sword and see what the hell happens next!”

   King Arthur ceased his contrived petulance and waved his hand in approval of Sir Gawain’s silly suggestion, knowing full well that the Green Knight could easily kick his butt making his rectum black and blue and thus knocking the crap in his intestines back up into his esophagus.

   “I will trade blows with you!” Sir Gawain volunteered, immaturely rushing up to the mighty Green Knight. “I am a masochist and enjoy experiencing pain. In fact, I take pleasure in getting my ass brutally whipped and my flesh cruelly punctured!” Gawain indicated. “I especially enjoy being spanked!”

   “You look like you couldn’t fight your way out of a kinky harlot’s wet paper’ bed!” the Green Knight admonished his new juvenile foe. The dauntless alien twisted his green helmet from his green head, exposing a green face featuring a handsome green beard and a ‘jaded’ green expression. 

   “I eat plenty of green vegetables having lots of chlorophyll,” the Green Knight informed his apathetic listeners. “And now Sir Knight, your ass will be grass!”

   Sir Gawain lifted his rusty trusty sword in reaction to the visitor’s brazen diatribe, showing his admirable courage and his absurd willingness to die for not even a stupid illogical cause. 

   “Put down that sissy thing!” the Green Knight chastised Sir Gawain. “I would be ashamed to give that grotesque worthless weapon to the village drunk’s invalid son! Instead, strike me a manly blow with your battle-ax,” the ruthless visitor ordered. “Or you might want to hit me with that fat wench over there, because she looks like a real ‘battle-ax’ if I’ve ever seen one!” the garrulous fellow laughed, pointing to the totally appalled Queen Guenevere.

   “You’ve publicly belittled my Queen, and I thank you for it,” Gawain congratulated the fearsome degenerate.  “I only wish I had the testicles to berate her as you have!”

   “Well, puny knight,” the green guest insolently replied, “are you afraid to strike me because you are petrified contemplating the ferocious mighty blow you will receive from me a year and a day hence?”

   Sir Gawain was filled with anger, rage and shit. He thrust his trusty rusty sword into its scabbard, filling the entire room with a cloud of swirling rust and making everyone including the dreadful Green Knight sneeze in all directions all over one another. 

   “You clumsy dolt!” the Green Knight yelled and protested. “I never knew I had so much snot in my damned fuckin’ sinuses!”

   Gawain seized the opportunity by seizing his battle-ax and screaming, “You will not live to reciprocate this blow!” as King Arthur’s loyal knight swung and rotated the usually effective weapon above his carrot-shaped head, nearly knocking himself out in the process.

   The Green Knight continued sneezing in all directions while laughing at Sir Gawain’s feigned audacity. The monstrous warrior fell to his knees, begging for King Arthur’s nephew to decapitate him. “Strike me!” he urged while roaring aloud, nearly spliting his stomach open in great amusement. “Then I’ll be able to relate to you where and when you can find my presence a year and a day from this auspicious date! Strike me now, you silly shit-eating dick-licking’ fool!”

   Gawain continued rotating his battle-ax one final time above his head and quickly struck the Green Knight in the throat, chopping the incredible figure’s head right off his neck and shoulders. The giant’s laughter ceased, but then the extraordinary stranger lifted his green head from the dirty floor littered with dead roach’ carcasses, inserted his neck and head back’ into the center of his shoulders and then commenced laughing indulgently again.

   “Ha, ha, ha!” he bellowed to the astonishment of everyone that had witnessed the most peculiar execution-non-execution. “As you can all attest and bear witness, I still have a good head on my shoulders! Ha, ha, ha!”

   “Who are you?” Gawain asked in amazement. “Establish your identity!”

   “I am the notorious Knight of the Green Chapel,” the supernatural guest revealed, “and you must venture out to the Green Chapel a day following next New Year’s to give me my chance at retribution! You will be known as a coward all over England and will be dishonored by all history should you fail to appear and neglect to meet your prescribed fate! Ha, ha, ha!”

   After shocking the assemblage with his startling words and his unearthly sorcery, the invincible Green Knight mounted his imposing black steed and rode out of the hall into the cold winter’ darkness. The residents of Camelot again heard the wild horns blowing and the stunned audience stood frozen until the shrill sounds stopped.

   “Well, I need a couple of skilled carpenters to repair the goddam doors,” King Arthur finally stated to his flabbergasted knights. “And please save some nails for the lid of Sir Gawain’s coffin!”

   “That thing was a monster and not a mortal man!” Sir Lancelot attested to anyone and everyone listening. “Gawain, you can not prevail against something that is so superhuman. Do not honor the tryst a year and a day from now! This I advise you with all the wisdom I can muster!”

   “I’ll gladly die if only I could first lose my fuckin’ virginity,” Gawain sobbed in mixed company, “but all of the keys to the women’s chastity belts are rusted and do not work. What a lot of bullshit this world is and I’ll be glad to soon leave it!”

   Over the course of the ensuing year Gawain developed his skill at knightsmanship by fighting in and winning many tournaments, participated in a Holy Lands’ “revival crusade”, ate spinach and broccoli every day, did not get laid and did not jerk’ off once for the entire year and a day. ‘Chastity will make me triumph in the end!’ he ignorantly imagined.

   The next calendar’ year elapsed rather quickly, and the Christmas’ season was again celebrated in and around Camelot. Gawain realized it was finally time to head towards the dwelling of the Knight of the Green Chapel, which wasn’t listed in any telephone books because people didn’t have telephones or book’ directories back in the Middle Ages. All they had was a lot of perplexing vexations, and just about everyone, including Gawain couldn’t wait to die and get his or her ass off the chicken-shit’ planet.

    “I know I can’t survive the deadly blow,” Gawain said to his squire, who was studing to become a lawyer and then eventually evolve into a prominent esquire. “Now if Lady Guenevere gave me a deadly blow, I would live right through it and pop a big sticky load right down her cavernous throat. I heard she swallows semen after giving oral sex to sailors and I also heard that once Queen Guenevere almost died from a punctured tonsil!” Gawain related to his horny squire,’ who immediately rushed behind a haystack and started jacking off incessantly while the knight was left alone to harness and bridle his horse. 

   "Fuck it!” Gawain shouted to himself. “I can’t die a friggin’ virgin! And I can’t go behind that big haystack over there and jerk’ off because I need to conserve all of my strength when I get beheaded! Fuck!” he repeated. “As long as the Green Knight doesn’t cut off my pecker first, being decapitated is definitely the best way to get my anxious ass off this poop-eating’ earth!”

   Soon Gawain mounted his noble charger. He called to his page to transport his arms, which were detachable. Then other servants brought the gallant knight his sword and battle-ax, and the imbeciles laid down a wall-to-wall rugged carpet for him to mount his steed. Steel shoes were placed around the crusader’s feet, metal gloves encased his hands and iron armor was wrapped around his shins, arms and legs. “I feel like I’ve going to a sex orgy with an iron maiden!” Gawain laughed, trying to make merry before journeying afar to confront his grim executioner. 

   The jaunty servants next enveloped his body in a coat of shiny armor, spurs were tethered to his steel shoes, and the valiant knight’s sword was attached to his side by Queen Guenevere’s silk girdle that hadn’t been washed in over two decades.

   After attending Holy Mass with the wholly masses, Gawain bade farewell to King Arthur’, who asked Sir Lancelot (when Gawain rode off back to the stable to be officially sent off to honor his word to the incomparable Green Knight), “Who the hell was that idiot?”

   “That’s your nephew Sir Gawain?” Lancelot answered. “He’s off to be beheaded by the Green Knight.”

   “As long as all of his taxes and tributes are paid up,” Arthur casually said, “then let the silly bastard be free to get killed any way he so desires!”

   The servants and squires all decked out Gringolet (Gawain’s horse named by the knight’s moronic Mexican squire) in full battle array, despite the fact that Gawain was heading west to be decapitated by the Green Knight while he would be on his knees. Gawain set out swiftly from the castle’ stables toward the western horizon, believing that the direction was the shortest way to the Green Chapel, wherever the hell that’ place might be. Not one witness to the knight’s sally expected’ to ever see Gawain alive again nor did anyone care to see him return from his certain suicide’ mission.

    Gringolet’s hoofs pounded across Camelot’s wooden drawbridge. The knight’s squire accompanied him on horseback, and the young boy’s leotards were stained all over from recently ejected semen from the lad’s self-gratifying activity behind the haystack inside the knight’s personal stable.

   The young squire was going along on the trip to take care of Gawain’s corpse and the soldier’s personal property after the Knight of the Green Chapel would “do his master in.” The strict rules of chivalry forbade any harm to be committed by a certified combatant against an unarmed squire, but the very nervous servant feared that the mighty Green Knight didn’t give a rat’s ass about laws, customs, traditions or accepted rules of conduct.

   Sleet started falling, and its appearance was soon followed by wet snow. The pair rode their horses through Wales, through Dauphins and through Sharks, and after traveling over hills, dales, meadows, glens, dells and through valleys, the pair’s steeds forded the River Dee, which paralleled Rivers A, B and C. 

  On Christmas Night Gawain and his trustworthy squire Jose Castro arrived at a fine castle in the middle of an oak’ forest. The duke of the estate welcomed his visitors, and then he brought out some strippers and couch dancers to thoroughly entertain them. 

   Then the duke’s lacky’ servants led Sir Gawain and his true-blue squire into a hall and removed the knight’s cumbersome helmet and his trusty rusty sword so that the champion could shave, wash his armpits and take a healthy shit. They brought in rich robes for him and his constipated squire to wear, and the two sat in comfortable chairs next to a fireplace that had charred splinters and tiny toothpicks burning inside. Gawain and his aide next enjoyed a meal of spicy meat, baked fish and gorilla’ tits. The two wanderers were soon joined at the fireplace by their host, the generous lord of the castle.

   “Tell me dear stranger,” the nosy nobleman began, “why do you sally around the country in foul weather at Christmastide? Most normal people would be content to stay at home, hoping to catch pneumonia and then gratefully die in their beds!”

   Gawain told his story about him being one of King Arthur’s famous Knights of the Round Table and how he had smitten the Green Knight, who then casually screwed his decapitated head and neck back into his torso.

   “That is a very remarkable autobiography you have articulated,” the appreciative duke commended. “The Green Chapel is two miles from this very location, and the knight’s name happens to be Bernlak de Hautsdesert.”

   “Do you know him?” Gawain curiously inquired. “He’s a mean mother if I’ve ever seen one!”

   “The dirty bastard knocked up my sister, and I had to pay for the fuckin’ abortion!” the duke angrily reported. “She was wearing seven impenetrable chastity belts, and all the keys had been thrown away into the Rivers A, B. C and Dee. How the lunatic ever got to her snatch is way beyond my limited comprehension!” the duke lamented.

   “Well, what kind of man is this fellow Bernlak de Huatsdesert?” Gawain wanted to know. “For example, is he gay, is he bisexual or is he straight?”

   “Some folks say he is a warlock, while others insist de Hautsdesert is a wizard,” the animated castle owner conveyed to his listeners. “Others maintain that Bernlak is a vile demon, some say a monster, and most believe he is immortal and not human. I strongly urge,” the duke confidentially whispered to Gawain, “that you abandon your pursuit and return to old senile King Arthur. After you get laid several times,” the duke concluded, “you won’t be so hot to trot about ludicrous idiotic follies such as honoring your word, doing favors for virgin maidens in distress or getting yourself needlessly killed and butchered for maidens that don’t put out!”

   “No kind duke, I have given my word that I would return the Green Knight’s visit to Camelot,” Gawain elaborated, “and I will not deviate from that noble quest until I have been eliminated by the supernatural predator’s reciprocal blow!”

   “Okay, stay fucked-up if you want!” the duke assertively answered. “Be my guest at my citadel until the day after New Years. You can stay and watch me drop a boccie ball from the highest rampart of my castle.  I had gotten the boccie ball as a present from a passing knight that had just toured Italy and pilfered it from a Florentine’ vagrant.”

   “And how shall I find the Green Chapel?” Gawain sincerely asked.

   “I shall dispatch a squire to safely navigate you through swamps and ponds to the Green Chapel,” the duke promised. “But I must say, I would not go there for all of the kinky prostitutes and horny whores in London!”

   Gawain and his faithful squire remained at the duke’s castle where they took pleasure in receiving hot baths, towel dryings and nail manicures from a team of merry eunuchs. Finally, on the scheduled day after New Years’, Gawain and his squire set out with their elderly guide to locate the ominous Green Chapel. They traveled through a pine forest frosted with wet snow and followed a shallow stream that soon led to a dark cave. A whining sound was discerned originating from inside the vast cavern. 

   “This is what everyone around these parts calls the Green Chapel,” the duke’s old servant related to Gawain and his squire. “It’s the best place around here to get your ass kicked or to be instantly assassinated! In fact, I am very much tempted to join you if there is some guarantee that I will be swiftly killed so that I can hopefully go to a better world!”

   “I think you require immediate brain surgery,” the gallant young knight aptly criticized.

   “Please Sir Gawain,” the duke’s old and feeble servant pleaded, “don’t go into that cave and needlessly sacrifice your innocent life simply to defend your word of promise. Surely, you will be mutilated or pulverized or both by the Green Knight,” the old geezer predicted. “Continue on your way back to Camelot and I won’t tell your decision to anyone except my own conscience.”

   Gawain looked at his squire and said, “This weary old man has never known adventure for adventure’s sake. He probably has never even known the thrill of kicking somebody’s butt or the excitement of having his own butt lacerated,” the knight generalized. “Such craven ninety-year-old’ people lie in their deathbeds wishing that they had lived!”

   The duke’s timid servant, seeing that it was hopeless to argue any further with the young idealistic knight, respectfully bowed his cowardly head and rode his horse back to his master’s castle, wondering why Sir Gawain possessed “a fucked-up self-destructive death wish. “

   The honest knight and his apprehensive squire dismounted their horses and stood erect listening to the sound of the Green Knight’s ax being sharpened on the cave’s whetstone. 

   “Well, my dear squire,” the valiant young fellow said, “it’s now back to the same old grind, so to speak.” Then the bold warrior spotted a great horn hanging from an elm tree’s lowest limb, so he grabbed the device, raised it to his lips and produced a most inharmonious blast that sounded more like a loud elephant’s fart than an announcement of visitation.

   “I am Gawain of King Arthur’s Camelot,” he bellowed, “and I have come to the Green Chapel to keep tryst with the Green Knight. Sir Knight, come forward and accept my presence if you are not afraid to do so!”

   “Wait right there you little wick-dicked scoundrel!” a booming voice echoed out from the monstrous cave’ entrance. “I see that you have been true to your foolish promise. Are you prepared to be administered my potent death blow?”

   “Er, sort of,” Gawain answered. “That is indeed why I have traversed the countryside from distant Camelot to here.” The young traveler cautiously approached the inimitable Green Knight, removing his helmet so that his green opponent could verify his identity. “Tell me Sir,” Gawain solemnly and courteously requested, “why is your skin, beard and hair green?”

   “Because asshole, I haven’t ripened up yet! What do you think I am, a goddam tomato?” the Green Knight roared.

   “I was only asking while seeking the truth,” Gawain replied, “and I can now determine that you are a rather facetious fellow with an odd sense of humor. I cannot think of anyone more deserving of beheading me with one mighty blow!”

   “And it will be a very mighty and fatal blow at that!” the Green Knight confirmed as he whirled the lethal blade of his sword around over his head, making it sound like a boys’choir singing at a requiem High Mass. “Are you ready to meet your Maker?”

   “I am ready to ascend up to heaven,” Gawain firmly declared, “and I have already confessed all of my misdeeds to a local friar. Kill me if you must!”

(to be continued)
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