CHAPTER 3: Army
Sandy and Maxwell looked up at the large arching sign above them as they walked beneath it. "Welcome to Fun Park" it read.

"Ooh, I love coming here," Sandy said cheerfully. "So many fond memories..."

"Yeah, I do remember getting sick to my stomach..." Maxwell said, a slight queasy feeling forming. He flashed back to when Sandy took him on the Tea Cups. Over. And over. And over.

He shook his head back into the present. "Anyways, we don't have time to play right now. We need to look for Shard."

"OK, OK," Sandy resigned. "But Fun Park is pretty big. How do we know where to look?"

Maxwell thought for a few moments. "Oh I know! Hamtaro and Bijou told us about the control room. It should have cameras all over the park we can use to look everywhere quickly."

"Sounds like a plan!" Sandy approved. "Let's go!"

It was a short run to the control room and after a few words with the hamsters running it, the employees agreed to help them look through the security cameras to find Shard and operate the computer.

"Nothing at the concession stand..." the hamster at the controls reported... "Nothing at the midway..."

"What'll we do if we don't find Shard?" Sandy asked Maxwell.

"The only thing to do: go back to the Clubhouse and wait for the others. If Shard's not here, then she must be elsewhere, and perhaps that elsewhere is where the others are."

Sandy didn't quite understand Maxwell's answer, but agreed.

Suddenly the hamster at the controls said, "Hello, what's this?"

Maxwell and Sandy hurried over. "Did you find her?" Maxwell asked.

"No, but it's something just about as weird. Lookie." He pointed to a monitor showing an image of outside the Super Coaster. A line of hamsters was marching out of the bushes. The monitor was black and white so they couldn't see the colors, but they all appeared to have a large dark spot on their backs. "I've never seen any hamsters like those come here before," the hamster said. "All I can say is they're in the north part of the park and I think they're freaking out the attendees."

"They look like a lot of trouble," Maxwell noted, noting the stern looks on the hamsters' faces.

"We should investigate, Maxwell," Sandy suggested. "If they're going to cause a ruckus we have to try and stop it."

"I concur," Maxwell nodded. He turned to the hamster at the controls. "Keep an eye out for Shard and come running if you spot her."

The hamster nodded, and the Ham-Hams departed from the room.

OoOoO
As they reached the north part of the park, Sandy and Maxwell decided to watch from the bushes to scope out the potential troublemakers. They were walking past the Ham Ranger show and were approaching the tea cups. They saw the strange hamsters, aside from being about Sandy's size, had all golden yellow fur and the spot was a deep green with black lines to resemble a turtle shell. At the head of the line was a slightly smaller hamster with red fur, except the round white patch on his stomach, wearing a small black helmet and with a large mark on his back that was solid black. He was shouting a military marching chant over and over: "Hup-two-three-four! Hup-two-three-four!"

"They look pretty tough..." Sandy remarked silently.

"We better hope this doesn't escalate into conflict," Maxwell replied. "We're seriously outmatched in terms of numbers. There has to be at least two dozen of them."

As they started to pass in front of the tea cups entrance, the red hamster stopped chanting. "Company, halt! One two!" he shouted and they all stopped marching. His normal voice matched the military air around him. "Double up!" The yellow hamsters near the back moved to their left and moved behind the other yellows to form three rows of eight.

"Exactly two dozen of them," Maxwell corrected himself.

"Right face!" the red hamster shouted and they all turned. The red one then walked out and paced back and forth before the yellows in classic drill sergeant fashion. "Attention, troops! We are here on a mission, is that clear?!"

"Sir, yes sir!" all the yellow hamsters replied in unison.

"This is a fun park filled with rides and entertainment beyond most other fun parks, is that right?!"

"Sir, yes sir!"

"But we are not here for fun and games, are we, men?!"

"Sir, no sir!"

"We're here on a mission, and we're gonna complete it!"

"Sir, yes sir!"

"Here is your mission, privates: our scouts have informed us that one of our targets for this world is located somewhere in this fun park," the red ham said. From out of seemingly nowhere he pulled out a small pile of hamster-sized paper and moved along the front line, passing one to each hamster in the front. "This is what she looks like. Take one and pass the rest behind you. When you find the target, you are to bring her back to me here in front of the tea cups to confirm. DO I MAKE MYSELF CLEAR?!"

"SIR, YES SIR!"

"You three, you search the north end the park! You two, scour the restrooms! You four take the south side! You three, search that Ham Rangers joint! You, get me a diet cola and some popcorn! Everyone else, search anywhere! All troops, mooooooove OUT!"

The shelled hamsters scattered all over, muttering "hup-two-three-four" to themselves at various paces to match their movement as they hurried off.

"Did you get a clear look at what was on that paper?" Sandy whispered to Maxwell.

"No-P," Maxwell replied. "We better follow a few of them and make sure they don't cause trouble."

Sandy nodded, and they waded off through the shrubbery.

OoOoO
The two of them spent the next few hours in the bushes watching the yellow hamsters as they searched around the park. They showed the picture on the paper to the attendees asking if they'd seen the girl ham the picture was of, but they all replied that they haven't. Most of them scoured every nook and cranny they could reach; thankfully they couldn't be quite bothered to search the bushes on the raised earth where our heroes were hiding. Maxwell and Sandy even watched the red hamster when one of the yellows brought him the soda and popcorn he had requested; the red one spit out the drink of the soda in the yellow ham's face and shouted, "I requested a diet cola, private! This is a regular cola! You think I'm too stupid to know the difference?!"

"Sir, no sir! They were out of diet, sir!" The yellow one tried to maintain his tone, but a hint of desperation could be heard in his voice.

"Then go and make them get more diet! And while you're at it, get some more butter on this popcorn!"

"Sir, yes sir!" He quickly scurried off.

"Boy, I'm glad Boss isn't like that," Sandy told Maxwell as they snuck away from the tea cups and headed southwards. "If he was barking orders at us like that, I would've never joined the Ham-Hams."

"That red ham does sure seem like one to not tolerate dissatisfaction," Maxwell noted. "I wonder why he acts like he does..."

As the day wore on, Sandy and Maxwell began to grow bored and tired of watching the same two dozen guys from the sticky and uncomfortable bushes. The hamsters they were watching were running out of ideas as well; more than once did the same group of them ask the same people, and they were running out of nooks and crannies to check.

The sun was starting to set for the day when the two of them finally had a breakthrough. The group of yellow hams they were watching tumbled into each other and tripped and fell. They hastily got back up and after accessing their damage headed off, but they had forgotten something in their haste.

"Maxwell, look!" Sandy pointed at a piece of paper the hamsters had dropped on the ground when they had tripped.

"That's one of the pieces of paper that red ham gave them," Maxwell replied. "But they're still too close for us to just go out and get it without being seen."

"Leave that to me, Maxwell." Sandy pulled out her twirling ribbon and from the safety of the bushes, whipped it out and snatched the paper off the ground, pulling it into her waiting paws without anyone else noticing.

"Whoa Sandy, that was really impressive," Maxwell praised.

"Stan gives me a lot of practice," Sandy replied with a slight giggle. However, her happy expression evaporated into a frightened look when she looked at the paper's surface.

"Sandy, what's wrong?" Maxwell asked, concerned.

"Maxwell," Sandy said, fear starting to become apparent in her voice, "this is a picture of me!"

Maxwell took the paper from her and looked. Sure enough, the paper held two pictures of Sandy, one a front view and the other her profile. "Those hamsters are looking for you?! But why?"

"I don't know!" Sandy squeaked. "I've never seen them before! What do they want from me? Maxwell, I'm scared."

"Me too, but we have to think straight. Otherwise, we'd just cause more trouble. ...Wait a minute!"

"What is it, Maxwell?"

"SC and Tamany came from another dimension, right? It is possible that these guys came from that dimension as well. That's why we've never seen them before."

"But that doesn't explain why they're looking for me."

"True... We should probably talk with SC about this. He might be able to tell us more."

"Well let's hurry. I don't want to stick around and wait for those guys to find us."

They made their way to the entrance to the park, burst from the bushes, and hurried out and back to the Clubhouse, hoping none of the strange hamsters spotted them. While none of the yellow ones did, a small hamster in a full-body dark purple ninja outfit that covered everything except his orange eyes and a little white fur around them hiding in the bushes right next to the entrance did. He watched as they departed, and then disappeared into the shrubbery on his way to report his findings.

OoOoO
666 wiped his brow, which wasn't easy to do because of the red fur that was all over him. He was a reptile, a Koopa, a Fire Brother. He wasn't supposed to have fur! But the wormhole had transformed him into a hamster when he had gone through and without the boss there was no way to change that. He didn't know where the boss was, but his gut was telling him they were in the same universe. It would only be a matter of time before they were back together. He hoped it was soon; being warm-blooded wasn't something he felt he could be used to.

It was getting late. The sun was beginning to set over the horizon, and 666 was hoping the mission wouldn't take this long. How long could it take to find one little hamster, especially in such a small place such as this? He was starting to get grumpy and edgy from all the waiting.

Suddenly, he felt a tap on his shoulder. "WHAT IS IT, PRIVATE?!" he yelled as he whipped around. He was quickly silenced when he saw the small ninja ham. "Oh it's you," he said calmly. "Report."

They leaned close together and the ninja ham whispered into 666's ear.

"Hm... I see." The red hamster pulled out a bullhorn. "ALL TROOPS, ABORT MISSION AND REPORT BACK TO ME AT THE TEA CUPS, PRONTO!!" he yelled to the entire park so loud it might have been audible from space if he weren't a hamster. The ninja ham was so close to the source he was almost crying as he ran for cover so he could cover his ears.

All the Koopas Troopas he had brought with him, which had been transformed into hamsters as well, quickly gathered around him in such a disorderly way it was hard to tell they were supposed to be an army.

"Ateeeeeeeeeen-TION!!" With that yell, all the Koopa Hams lined up in their rows.

"That's better." 666 started pacing in front of them as he had done earlier that day. "Attention, men. I have been informed that our target has left the premises, traveling south-southwest. Normally we would track her, but it's getting late and the others will get worried about us, so I'm calling it a day and we're heading back to base. AM I CLEAR?!"

"Sir, yes sir!" the Koopas Hams chanted back.

"Single file!" All the Koopas quickly got back in a single file line. 666 got to the front and turned to begin the march, but there was a blue and tan hamster in front of him.

"Sir, I'm afraid that you and your friends have disturbed the other visitors of Fun Park. I am required to ask you to leave immediately."

"Not a problem," 666 gruffly replied. "We were just about to leave anyways, weren't we, boys?"

All the Koopa Hams muttered affirmatively.

"SILENCE!" the sergeant called and the troops fell quiet. "Now if you will be so kind as to get out of our way before we march over your hide," he said to the blue hamster.

Slightly freaked out, the blue hamster quickly backed out of the way.

"Ateeeeen-TION!! Forwaaaaaard, MARCH!" And with calls of "Hup-two-three-four! Hup-two-three-four!" 666 led the soldiers out of the park and out of sight.
