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Today’s episode opens with the castaways gathered around the table eagerly waiting Ginger and Maryann to serve lunch.

“Hungry little buddy?” the skipper asks while clutching a crude fork in one hand, a knife in the other and a napkin tucked into his shirt collar.

“You bet Skipper,” Gilligan replies. 

“I’m so hungry I could eat a horse,” the Skipper says hungrily.

“Looks like you already have Skipper,” Gilligan adds with a laugh.

Shaking is head slightly the Skipper replies, “Thanks a lot little buddy.  I can always count on you to say something smart.”

“Anytime Skipper,” Gilligan says.

At this time, Ginger and Maryann emerge from the storage hut carrying two heaping platters of food.  As the girls set the food on the table Mr. Howell exclaims, “Not boiled fish and bananas again.  That’s what we had for breakfast.”

“I’m sorry Mr. Howell,” Maryann says.  “But that’s the only food we have.”

Pulling out his wallet, Mr. Howell removes a one hundred dollar bill and holds it in front of Ginger.  “Here’s a hundred dollars, be a dear and bring me a steak, medium well of course.”

“Don’t be silly Thurston,” Lovey replies.  “You know there aren’t any cows on the island.”

“In that case, I’ll have the veal,” Mr. Howell says with a smirk.

“Isn’t there anything else in the pantry girls?” the Skipper asks hopefully.

With a shrug Ginger responds, “I’m sorry Skipper.  All we have is fish and bananas.”

“Fish and bananas, fish and bananas, that’s all we ever have,” the Skipper grumbles.

Sitting down with a huff, Maryann says “Well if you can find anything else to eat, you bring it to us and we’ll cook it.”

Putting a large piece of fish on his plate, the Skipper responds “Well that’s what we’re going to do after lunch.  We’ll all split up and look for something new to eat.  What do you think Professor?”

“There has to be some form of citrus fruit on this island,” the Professor says thoughtfully.  “Hopefully we’ll find some oranges, grapefruits or pineapples.”

“You think so Professor?” Gilligan asks hopefully.  “Boy Skipper, wouldn’t it be great if we found some orange trees or grapefruit trees or pineapple trees?”

“Pineapples don’t grow on trees Gilligan,” the Professor corrects.

“You mean we’ll have to dig for them?” Gilligan asks.  

With that, the Skipper whaps Gilligan on the head with his hat.  “Eat your lunch Gilligan.”

We rejoin our castaways as they sit tiredly down at the table.

“Any luck Professor?” the Skipper asks.

“Sorry to say Skipper, but no,” the Professor replies.  “All I found was an endless supply of bananas.”

Mr. and Mrs. Howell sit down at the table exhausted.  “I haven’t walked that much since my polo pony Bruce had a hangnail,” Mr. Howell comments.

“Any luck Mr. Howell?” the Professor asks.

“As a matter of fact yes,” Mr. Howell replies.  “All bad.”

Maryann and Ginger walked out of the jungle tiredly and sat down across from the Howell’s.

“Any luck girls?” the Skipper asks hopefully.

“Sorry Skipper,” Maryann says sadly.  

“Looks like its fish and bananas for dinner again,” the Skipper says sorrowfully.

At that moment, off in the distance, the castaways hear Gilligan yelling.  “Skipper, Professor, Mr. and Mrs. Howell, Maryann, Ginger, anybody!  I found something.  I found something.”

The castaways jump from there seats and run to greet Gilligan.  

“What is it little buddy?” the Skipper asks hopefully.  “What did you find?”

“Food, I found food,” Gilligan exclaims.

“That’s wonderful little buddy,” the Skipper says as he slaps Gilligan on the back.  “What kind of food did you find?”

“I found a hot dog tree,” Gilligan says happily.

“There’s no such thing as a hot dog tree Gilligan,” the Professor corrects.

“Sure there is Professor,” Gilligan says defensively.  “It’s on the other side of the island at the base of the volcano.”

Shaking his head the Skipper says, “Now Gilligan, couldn’t the fruit on the tree be red bananas?”

Thinking for a second Gilligan replies, “I guess they could be Skipper.  You could say their red bananas, but their not.”

“Why don’t we take a look for ourselves Professor,” the Skipper says skeptically.

“Show us your hot dog tree Gilligan,” the Professor says kindly.

“Follow me,” Gilligan says.  “I’ll show you.”

The Skipper, Professor and Gilligan enter the clearing, and at the center is a large tree covered in broad, green leafs.  Hanging from the branches are long, red hot dog shaped fruit.

“See, I told you,” Gilligan says with pride.

The men stand with their mouths open, not believing what they see.  No one says a word until the Skipper says “I wouldn’t have believed if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes.”

“You see, I told you it was a hot dog tree,” Gilligan responds triumphantly.

“Are they really hot dogs Professor?” the Skipper asks skeptically.

The Professor ponders the question for a moment before answering.  “I won’t know until I run some tests.  Even though it is highly unlikely that these are hot dogs growing on this tree, they very well could be.  They smell a little like hot dogs.  Until their completed, I suggest that no one eats any of the fruit until I finish my tests.”  With that, the Professor picks several of the fruit and walks to his hut to begin his examination.

“What do we do now Skipper?” Gilligan asks.

“Well little buddy,” the Skipper replies, “we wait until the Professor is finished running his tests.  But if these fruit are safe to eat, I don’t want to wait too long to eat them after the Professor says its safe.  So let’s pick some now, just in case.”  

Both the Skipper and Gilligan pick several of the strange, red fruit before they return to camp.

“Now little buddy, why don’t you go put these in the pantry until the Professor finishes his test,” the Skipper says hungrily.  “I can’t wait to eat something other than fish or bananas.”

“Sure thing Skipper,” Gilligan says as he takes the mysterious fruit.

A short time later, Gilligan enters the empty pantry hut.  He looks around for a safe place to put the fruit.  Spying an empty bowl sitting on the table, he decides to put the fruit there.  Satisfied with a job well done, Gilligan exits the hut whistling a happy tune.

A short time later, Maryann and Ginger enter the pantry hut to begin making dinner.

“You know Ginger,” Maryann says, “I wish we could make something special for dinner tonight or at least prepare the fish and bananas in a different way.”

“Why don’t we stuff the fish with bananas?  That would be different,” Ginger suggests.

Wrinkling up her nose, Maryann responds, “If that’s what you want to make for dinner, I’ll pass.”  Then she notices the strange bowl of fruit, “ Hey, what are these?”

Picking up one of the strange fruit, Ginger says, “I guess these are the hot dog fruit Gilligan found.”  Ginger a piece of the hot dog fruit near her nose and sniffs it tentatively.  “I don’t know what they are, but they smell delicious.  What do you think they taste like?”

“I don’t know,” Maryann says with a shrug.  “There’s only one way to find out.” 

With that, Maryann and Ginger both take a bite of the strange red fruit.

“Hey,” Maryann exclaims, “these taste great.  I’ve never tasted anything like it before.”  With that she finishes off the rest of her fruit.

“Everyone will flip when they try one of these at dinner,” Ginger says as she finishes off her piece.

The taste of the fruit is addicting.  Unknowingly, Maryann and Ginger continue to consume the rest of the fruit.

We now turn our attention to the Professor examining a test tube filled with a red liquid when the Skipper and Gilligan enter his hut.

“So what’s the good word Professor?” the Skipper asks hopefully.

The Professor puts the test tube back in its holder before he answers.  “According to my research Skipper, these fruit are made up of complex sugars, proteins, carbohydrates and starches.”

“That makes sense,” Gilligan says.

“They contain a previously unknown element with certain muntanagenic properties that react with RNA and DNA strands,” the Professor says confidently.

“That makes sense,” Gilligan repeats.

Shaking his head, the Skipper says, “Gilligan you don’t have any sense.  Why don’t you be quiet and let the Professor finish.  Go ahead Professor.”

“Thank you Skipper,” the Professor responds.  “Now as I was saying, these fruits react with DNA and RNA strands causing them to mutate the host organism into a completely different animal.  Seeing as DNA and RNA strands differ from person to person, the fruits would react differently from person to person.”

Staring disbelievingly, the Skipper asks, “But how is that possible Professor?  I’ve never heard of anything like it.”

Picking up a large, heavily read book, the Professor answers, “According to this book, several South Pacific tribes have legends about a strange plant the empowers an individual with strange and magical powers in exchange for their humanity.”

Shaking his head in disbelief, the Skipper adds, “That’s incredible Professor.  I guess it’s a good thing we didn’t eat any of this weird fruit.”

“Good indeed Skipper,” the Professor says.  “There would be no telling what effects these fruits would have on us.  We must destroy the tree and all its fruit before it can do any harm.”

“What are we waiting for Professor?” the Skipper asks.  “Let’s go destroy that tree.  C’mon little buddy.”  With that, the three men run as fast as they can to destroy the tree.

Meanwhile, back in the pantry hut, both women are sweating profusely and looking flushed.

“I don’t feel so good Ginger,” Maryann says breathlessly.

Swallowing hard, Ginger responds, “Neither do I.”  Turning to look at Maryann, Ginger’s eyes open wide.  “Maryann, what’s happening to you?” she gasps.

Maryann turns tentatively towards a mirror hanging on the wall and stares in horror at what she sees.  Her complexion is beginning to turn gray and ashen, her ears begin to shrink and fold into her head as a thick clump of whiskers begin to sprout from under her nose.  “What’s happening to me?” she croaks.

A sudden ripping sound makes both women look to Maryann’s midsection.  What they see is beyond belief.  Maryann’s once slender waist grows before their stunned eyes.  Dark brown spots begin to appear on her now bloated stomach.  Her clothing strains at the increasing mass, but the strain is short lived as her denim shorts rip apart. 

Another sharp tearing sound makes Ginger ask, “What was that?”

As if in answer, Maryann’s white cotton panties fall to the ground in tatters along with what is left of her shorts.  Both women can only stare as Maryann’s legs begin to fuse together slowly from her waist to her feet.  Her features relay the pain she feels as her reproductive organs and anus move and shift to the front of her new body.  No longer able to stand, Maryann falls on her stomach to the hut’s floor in silent agony.  

Two loud snaps announce the fact that Maryann’s ankles have shifted at a ninety-degree angle as they fuse together at the heel.  “Ginger help me,” she pleads in a croaking voice.  But all Ginger can do is stare in shock as Maryann’s new back end flaps in the sand of the hut’s floor.  Before long, thick webbing forms between her toes to complete the transformation of Maryann’s bottom half.

Propped up on her hands, all Maryann can do is stare at her new blubbery hindquarters.  Suddenly, she is no longer able to support herself on her hands.  With a thud, she lands on her chest, her arms flailing at her sides.  Maryann lifts her right hand to her face, only to see thick webbing form between her fingers.  The webbing soon overtakes her delicate features, transforming her once slender hands into long, flat flippers.

A pulling sensation in her face causes Maryann to look away from her deformed limbs.  She closes her eyes to the pain as her jaw extends in front of her face forming a seal’s muzzle.  With that the transformation is complete.  

The only things that looks familiar to Ginger are the tattered remains of Maryann’s red gingham blouse and her black hair pulled down into pigtails.

“What happened to me?” Maryann croaks.

Still staring in disbelief, Ginger answers, “I don’t know.”

Tears begin to well in Maryann’s large brown eyes as she suddenly realizes that Ginger still looks the same.  “Why haven’t you changed?” she croaks.

“Beauty like this can survive anything,” she smirks as she puts a hand behind her head and the other on her hip.  She purses her lips and blows a kiss to Maryann.

As if in response to Ginger’s ego, a sudden wave a pain courses through her body.  She screams in agony.  Maryann smiles, anticipating the changes that will soon befall the tall, cocky redhead.  

Ginger plops into a nearby chair as her feet begin to cramp in her high-heeled shoes.  She reaches down to undo the straps, but her hands don’t seem to work right.  Her fingers begin to fuse together as her once beautifully manicured nails grow to cover her changing appendage.  She holds what used to be her hands in front of her face and stares at the two hooves she sees.  

The pain in her feet continues to grow until the straps on her shoes break and fall away.  The hooves that have formed in place of her feet soon crush the delicate heels.

Maryann barks a laugh at the changes that are occurring to her friend.

“It’s not funny,” Ginger exclaims. 

No longer able to remain sitting, Ginger falls to all fours, her new hooves raising a cloud of dust as they strike the floor.  The pain in Ginger’s hips intensifies until a sharp crack announces that her hips have reformed to her new body.  After a few seconds, Maryann notices Ginger’s red silk panties fall between Ginger’s now equine hindquarters.

Ginger’s sequined evening gown begins to strain under her growing bulk.  The sheer fabric tears just above her hips, exposing a tuft of red hair that grows from the base of her spine.  All she can do is stare as the red hair grows to form a hairy tail.

Another sudden pair of loud cracks makes both women jump.  They can only stare at Ginger’s shoulders that have now shifted into her growing chest.  Ginger’s once voluptuous features are now unrecognizable.  The remaining fabric of her gown falls in tatters at her hooves.

Maryann realizes that the change is almost done.  She smiles, realizing what her friend is turning into.

The pain in Ginger’s face is unbearable.  She can only bear down on the pain by closing her eyes as tightly as she can.  Maryann notices Ginger’s ears lengthen and move to the top of her head through her fiery red hair.  Even though she wonders what changes are happening to her, Ginger dares not open her eyes.  She knows that her jaw is extending from her face and her nose is flattening on top of it.

A tingling sensation begins to tingle all over Ginger’s body, as tiny gray hairs begin to cover her misshapen body.  Within a matter of seconds, Ginger’s skin is covered with a thick layer of fur.

In an instant the pain is gone.  Ginger opens one eye tentatively then slams it back shut.  Large tears begin to form and fall in big drops on the hut’s sandy floor.  With her eyes still closed, Ginger brays, “What am I?”

With a tinge of satisfaction to her voice, Maryann answers, “Back in Kansas, we’d call you a plow mule.”

“I’m hideous,” she cries.

“I don’t know,” Maryann replies.  “As far as mules go, you’re beautiful.”

The Skipper, Professor and Gilligan walk into the clearing in front of the huts satisfied that they had destroyed the hazardous fruit.

“Well gentleman,” the Professor exclaims, “I’m sure glad that’s over with.”

“You said it Professor,” Gilligan adds.  “Can you imagine what would have happened to us if had eaten those things?  We could have grown arms out of our heads and eyes on our fingers and other horrible things.”

“You said it little buddy,” the Skipper replies.  “Good thing they’re all gone.”

Gilligan freezes in place.  “Uh-oh,” he says.

“What-oh?” the Skipper asks.

“We forgot about the fruit we brought back earlier,” Gilligan exclaims.

Suddenly realizing the serious error they had made, the Skipper says, “Let’s hurry to the pantry hut before someone eats them.”

Just then, the sounds of barking and braying can be heard across the compound.  “It’s coming from the pantry hut,” the Professor exclaims as the three men rush to the door.

As they open the door they freeze in stunned silence.  There in the hut was a gray mule with red hair and a dark brown seal with pigtails wearing a gingham blouse.

“Maryann?  Ginger?” the Skipper asks tentatively.

“It’s us,” Maryann barks.  “Don’t eat the fruit.  There are side-effects.”

Ginger walks on unsteady legs to the Professor and pleads, “You have to help us Professor.  You have to change us back.”

It is at this time the Professor realizes that the only cure lays in ashes in a clearing on the other end of the island.  “Is there any of the fruit left?” he asks.

“No,” Maryann replies.  “We ate them all.”

His face taking on a concerned look, the Professor says, “Without any of the fruit, I can’t create an antidote.”

“Why don’t you go and pick some more?” Ginger asks.

“We can’t,” Gilligan says.  “We burned the tree to the ground before anything bad happened.”

Ginger and Maryann cry loudly at their misfortune.

“Nice going Gilligan,” the Skipper says as he whacks Gilligan on the head with his hat.

“Let me consult my book on the myths of the South Pacific Islanders,” the Professor states.  “Maybe there’s a cure inside.”  With that, he rushes from the hut.

“Let’s go everybody,” the Skipper exclaims.

“Hey Ginger,” Gilligan asks.  “Can I have a ride?”

“Will you be quiet,” the Skipper yells as he yanks Gilligan out of the hut by his arm.

Ginger and Maryann follow as best they can; Ginger taking short, careful steps on hooves and Maryann flopping along behind on her flippers.

As the approach the Professor’s hut, he emerges from the doorway reading intently.

“Is there a cure Professor?” Ginger brays.

“According to legend,” the Professor starts, “The tree of the magic fruit blooms once a year under the first new moon of spring.”

“SPRING!” Ginger exclaims.  “But that’s a year away.  You mean we’ll be stuck like this for a whole year?”

“I’m afraid so girls,” the Professor says as gently as possible. 

Maryann and Ginger begin to cry again.

The days pass slowly for Maryann and Ginger.  It takes a long time for them to get comfortable in their new forms.  

Ginger has the hardest time.  Being transformed into a beast of burden has seriously damaged her fragile psyche.  She spends most of her time clomping around the jungle, grazing on grasses and leaves.  In time, she learns to accept her fate and begins to help out around the compound.  Her new form lends nicely to plowing up the rocky soil and pulling trees out of the jungle.

Maryann has an easier time of it.  She enjoys the freedom of swimming in the lagoon and the open ocean.  Her new body at home in the sea.  She helps out by catching lobster, crabs and fish that they couldn’t catch before from the shores of the island.

The girls dream of the day when they will be changed back to their normal bodies, but in the meantime they do the best they can to help them all survive.

