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get bitten by a radioactive arachnid. One lesson that'll be learned by me is that with great power comes great responsibility. I'll have an
uncanny spider sense and web-shooters on my hands. I want to be Spiderman!

This Song - This song's not overstrong, but this song's not overlong. s song won't overwow, but this song is over now.

Tommy - I was talking to my friend Tommy, he's almost 6.3 years old. I said, "Is it just me, or has Power Rangers gone to shit this
season?" and he shook his head and said, "I know." I said, "That Turbo movie was stupid," and Tommy said, "I didn't even go." And he
said, "I can't keep track of the Zords." And he said, "I hardly even watch it anymore." I said, "I think they lost when they all switched
colors just for the hell of it," and Tommy said, "That 'White Ranger's long-lost brother' theme didn't seem relevant." I said, "It's just like

it started out fine but it sucked by the time they made Darkman III: Die Darkman Die. Everything good turns to crap

" and that's when Tommy said, "Isn't that just the way it is?" And Tommy said, "What happened to my friend Barney? Yesterday
he was a king, now he's a dinosaur. And Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles just doesn't hold my interest anymore." I said, "Team Knight Rider
was a letdown too." He said, "It's true, but not as disappointing as Secret Wars IL" I said, "It's just the same as G.L Joe. I recall he was one
foot tall. He'd of stepped on Cobra Commander and drop-kicked Destro." He said, "It's just like the New Kids--I thought they were cool
but I-felt like a fool when I found out Donnie Wahlberg was in graduate scliool." I said, "Or consider Duran Duran since they got that other
fella: they went from Seven and the Ragged Tiger to Electric Barbarella. Tommy said, "Can you explain why nothing ever stays the same?
Adam, can you help me, man? Can you help me understand? Who, what, where, when, how, and why? Is there a God? And who am 1?
And do you think they'll really remake the original Planet of the Apes?" I said, "don't ask me, I'm only 28." And it's just like Tommy said,
"Isn't that just the way it is." That's just the way it goes. That's just the way the cookie crumbles. That's just the way the old ball bounces.
Shit happens. Isn't it a shame? Isn't it a crying shame? It's a crying shame. Crap! Crap crap! Crap, crap. It turns to crap. It turns to crap and
it won't turn back. Crap, crap. It turn to crap. C'mon everybody c'mon and do the crap clap. Crap. Crap. It turns to crap. It turns to crap and
it won't turn back. Like Spinal Tap and white boy rap and every singing family since the von Trapps. Crap: The Gap, the Mercator map
the movie Zapped! and the game Mousetrap. The clap? Crap! The guy from Tap! Fiesta wraps and Rob Liefeld's Cap. Everything good
turns to crap. It turns to crap and I don't mean maybe, just like Galactica 1980. It turns to crap. Crap!

My Brother's Trapper Keeper - I got a call from a dear old friend--the kind of friend you can depend on till the end. The kind of friend
who'll say, "Can you lend me a dollar or two or three or four? In fact, can you lend me just a little bit more? Oh, and I borrowed your car--I
didn't go far: I left your car keys in the yard. You're out of gas, I was driving real fast--how am I supposed to know whose yard? I
remember there was grass... Oh, if anybody asks, I've been here for the last three days and nights. Just say I never left your side--better
dim the lights and hide, and besides, I told them I was you. And it's true there's a few things I'd like you to do: My friend Big Lou who
arrives tonight from Peru is just passing through. Lou, and five or six guys from his crew will be staying for a day or two. I'm praying that
you'll make it through--if I were you I'd buy lots of wine. And oh yeah, there's just one thing more: One-Eyed Vinnie's back is sore--he
kind of took a slug in the spine. So I hope you don't mind taking the floor for an indeterminate length of time." But after all he's my dear
old friend and you know he can depend on me. And when we die I won't stop to wonder why--just there I'll lie high on lame excuses and
empty promises. And I can't justify it--I can't just close my eyes and deny it. I'd tell you the story if I were able, but this isn't some kind of
Aesop's Fable. It's more like the story of Cain and Abel--it just took a while to figure out which one I was.

Theme From 'Super Skrull' - On the Skrull home world in a secret laboratory they modified a chromosome and so begins the story of a
Skrull whose nearly impossible chore is to battle and defeat the Fantastic Four. He's Super Skrull--incredible! He's as geechy as Nietzsche
and that's no bull. Though to us he seems preposterous, it's really not for us to just pass a rash judgement on the Super Skrull, cause his left
arm can stretch like it's made out of plastic: it's as elastic as Mr. Fantastic. His right arm's got orange rocks for skin: from the shoulder
‘down he's as strong as big Ben Grimm. He can turn one leg invisible, which really isn't all that practical. Unless you're extremely gullible
you won't be fooled by Super Skrull. His other leg is flammable (the same thing as inflammable): he crossed his legs and then he learned
his invisible leg could still get burned. Though his appearance is comical and raises many questions anatomical, his features aren't as
\malleable as the features of his fellow Skrull. From his hat down to his shoes he wears unstable molecues. He's endorsing RC Cola and
cruising chicks with Arim Zola. He's not even possible, but what the hell, he's Super Skrull! He can't tie his shoes without an oven mitt,
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vou can't!) Yes I can. (You won't!) I will. (No you won't!) Yes I will. Yes I will, and you can't stop me. I'm gonna be cool. I'm gonna listen
l:o Mozart. I'm gonna listen to Brahms. I'm gonna rent a stretch limo and go to thirty-nine proms. I'm gonna sit in my bathrobe and read
Swamp Thing all day. I'm gonna piss off my parents and tell my girlfriend I'm gay. It doesn't matter what they say; doesn't matter what
they do. We'll do what we want to do anyway; we'll do what we want to. Yeah, we can all be cool even though we're not the same. We will
1ot be ashamed of anything we want to be and anything we want to do and anyone we want to be: that's cool! I'm gonna bench-press
Rhode Island and have a thirty-inch neck. I'm gonna jump through a donut just like they did in Star Trek. I'm gonna go skinny-dipping
but I won't worry about Jaws; I'll have a neat healing factor and adamantium claws. I'm gonna burn my house down and marry Molly
Yard. I'm gonna find Michael Jackson and slap him really hard. I'm gonna read all that Shakespeare that they assigned me in school, and
tben I'll win at Othello. I'm gonna be cool. We're gonna be cool.

My Secret Origin - There was a boy who knew he could be anything that he wanted to. Everybody told him he had a singular special
destiny. Everybody said he'd go far--everybody said he'd be a star. They said he could be anything he wanted to be--then he turned into
ﬁ‘le. Now it seems increasingly unlikely that I'm gonna grow up to be Luke Skywalker--not gonna be Indiana Jones. And after all this time
i's probably not gonna turn out that I'm the super-powered heir to a world that isn't there anymore. But somebody told me I was special.
$omebody told me that I could be anything I wanted to be. How could they have known the dreams I had were not the dreams they had
fpr me? They said I could be what I wanted--they had no idea what I wanted. And I don't mean to seem ungrateful for all their
encouragement and praise. I just meant to say that I don't intend to stay and spend another wasted year, cause at the end I bet I'd still be
itting here wasting time and waiting. I'm waiting for my Lady of the Lake to come and crown me king. I'm waiting for my rocket to land
5o I can get my power ring. I'm waiting for my radioactive meteorite to fall. I'm waiting but I ain't got no meteorite at all. I'm waiting for
x,ﬁy story to begin. I'm waiting for my/ I'm not done. Don't count me out of it--my story isn't over yet. I'm not the son of some Roman
god but anyway I think I'm gonna be okay. And looking back I find it seems I've always had unlikely dreams but I can't let that stop me
r%ow, it's time to grow up anyhow. And I may not be Hercules but here's my new philosophy:

Rishathra (or, Prime Directive, Shmime Directive)* - We were doing Mok 1 in the Ooklamobile and Rand was at the wheel with gear
#nd clothes (and Adam) crammed against the windshield. We were gonna filk until the break of dawn (we were going to the con). Luis
Tomas Garcia had his Sandman T-shirt on. Rand was driving, I was playing my guitar (and I was in the car) and then we stopped and
that's when Rand said, "I don't know where we are." I was trying to get the map unfolded when I heard a sound. I looked around, and then
Iinoticed that the car was lifted off the ground. What was going on? How were we floating through the air? Maybe it has to do with that
lying saucer over there. Hold on--this might not be as bad as it seems. What do you mean? We'll miss the con? What are you on? We're in
4 tractor beam! Luis looked down and marvelled at the endless rows of corn--"That's a lot of corn!"--and Rand beeped out the rhythm to
qvle theme of Close Encounters on the horn. Adam was trying to teach his fingers what to do--"Na noo! Na noo!"--as we docked aboard
what appeared to be an interstellar zoo. I turned the car off and we timidly disembarked--We're double parked!--gaping bewilderedly
around this cosmic Noah's Ark. And that's when Adam walked away without a glance--I peed my pants!--I couldn't help it I was in some
kind of weird hypnotic trance. I woke up in a room with candles lit and muzak on. I was lying on a bed with nothing but my tube socks
an. I saw a shapely silhouette in the door. She was a ten! An alien! T was stiffer than Al Gore. We didn't have a common culture or a
common tongue. We didn't have a thing in common as I have already sung. We didn't have an ounce of mutual respect, but we had sex!
And then a hooded stranger took me by the hand--Don't leave me, Rand!--but Rand just followed knowing that Luis would understand.
She asked me if I wanted latté or darjeerling tea --I'm thirsty!--Rand quickly saw they had compatible personalities. We had the same
ﬂ:tinions; we shared the same philosophy. We had the same snoopy lunchbox; we watched the same shows on TV. We both liked movies
x‘(ith cheap special effects, but we did not have sex. With Rand and Adam gone Luis was all alone--"E.T. phone home!"--He was in the
dark and all he could hear was Adam moan. Things were looking grim for the drummer of Ookla the Mok--"Help me, Spock!"--Next
ﬂ‘n'ng he knew Luis was on all fours stripped to his jock. I was more scared than I had ever been in all my life. I didn't want to spend the
tiext forty years as E.T.'s wife. Well, maybe this isn't quite as bad as it seems--Yeah, at least yours was a female! And they had sex! It
cnded just as quickly as it had begun--You mean you're done!--It was more confusing than the ending of 2001. I had a good time, and I
pade a friend; it was a bad joke, but I got it in the end.

| *The events in Rishathra take place before Doug joined Ookla the Mok. -- Smilin'
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The Secret is out
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