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SEE, I GO ON A DATE and then, let's say, it goes pretty well and so I'm leaving, maybe I walk her home, all right, and we're outside and then it's all do I go for the kiss or not. There are three outcomes to this that leave me nervous:

1) What if I don't go for the kiss but I should have. So now she thinks I'm not interested or maybe some other stupid thing and everything is screwy.

2) What if I do go for the kiss and I shouldn't have. So now everything is tremendously awkward and fucked up.

3) What if I go for the kiss and I should have gone for the kiss. So we kiss, right, and then she's all "Do you want to come upstairs for some coffee?" and I'm like "Fuck, this is the move, right here, this? The move," so I say OK.

So we go upstairs and she starts making coffee and then says she wants to change into something more comfortable. I can't say no to that. So she vanishes for like twenty minutes and comes out in this silk bathrobe. That's awesome. So she smiles and then drops the robe and she's gone and taken all this time to body paint herself into Mr. T's A-Team outfit. Like overalls and a white T-shirt and gold chains and chest hair, the works. And she asks what I think.

I can't say I think I need to leave, because I don't want to ruin the moment. But I can't be all "Wow that's hot," because it's creepy as hell. So I have to say nothing and just kinda smile. One of those awkward smiles that you don't mean at all. 

Which of course she takes to mean that I approve. So she whistles, a high-pitched, "Come to me, my hell hounds" sort of whistle. And these two Bavarian midgets enter, and they're dressed like the Greatest American Hero and the Tin Man, respectively. 

So now she's all "So, let's have some coffee," and I'm getting nervous. I can't leave, I just got there, and I don't want to seem like I'm some kind of rude guy, you know? So, no, I stay, and then after we have a cup of coffee she's starting to look upset, like I'm avoiding looking directly at her because she's nude and painted creepily like Mr. T and her Bavarian midget friends aren't doing me any visual favors either, so I just don't know where to look. 

I look at my watch, and folks this is why I always wear a watch, you get me, and I say it's surprisingly late and that I have to get up early to do something. But I'm nervous so I make something up. I tell her I have to arrange a deal with the Mexican mafia to buy a horse so I can take care of some outstanding business. Which is when I realize that the midget dressed like the Tin Man has ties to the Mexican mob and now he's grilling me and she's still there creeping me right the fuck out so they decide I know too much and steal my spleen to give to the Russians to make up for an old debt.

I just dunno, guys. None of those three options really work for me, so instead I just don't date. It's probably for the best. But I still have my spleen. Something to be said for that.
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BEEN THINKING ABOUT the Thundercats. Well, all right, last night while in bed, drifting off to sleep, I had a few thoughts about the Thundercats. That happens more often than I care to admit. I'll be there, trying to sleep, when suddenly a bit of strange pop culture crap will occur to me and I will be forced to lay there—wide awake for another hour—and think about it.

Then I bring it to you. That's the deal.

So the Thundercats. Their planet dies and so they get a fleet together (A ThunderFleet, 'natch) and leave for "This Third Earth." Which implies that they live on the second, doesn't it? They might call it Thundera but where are these other two Earths? Sneaky bitches, hiding Earths. 

Anyway, they go and the bad mutants of... this hurts... Plun-Darr destroy the fleet, except for like... one ship? And that one ship has seven of their race (one of whom dies kinda instantly if I remember right, poor Jaga) and one strange creature by the name of Snarf. 

That's it. Their entire race is wiped out except for six guys who have one grown female and one teenage female and... well they're pretty much fucked, aren't they? And yes, later on they meet three other Thundercats who survived, bringing their genetic pool to a total of nine people (and one Snarf-thing). I can tell you how the last episode goes:

They die the fuck out.

I mean, that's it. They fight the good fight, taking on the evil mummy and eventually defeating him. They bring some short-lived peace to their adopted home. They rule the planet. Then, one by one, they get old and die. Maybe a new Thundercat is born, here or there, but rather damn quickly they're gone. 

The show really couldn't have gone on too many seasons, could it? Lion-o's Prostate Problem isn't a great episode. 

Snarf, by the way, is a member of a servant race of the Thundercats. No shit. Wikipedia notes: "Snarfs are the only creatures in the universe incapable of evil," and I have to wonder about that. If you looked like a version of Alf that someone sculpted out of wet putty, how much evil could you commit? Little lumpy dude was too small, immobile, and, frankly, stupid to do much harm. Incapable of evil. No. Shit. Since Snarf was a snarf, were his people the snarves? Whatever.

But let's talk about the Thundercats' fearless leader for a second. He had a sword. The Sword of Omens, in fact. Why was it called that? It wasn't ominous. It wasn't an omen. Even if you stretch and go "Seeing it was an omen for his enemies that..." oh shut the fuck up. He had a sword. 

Now this sword was kinda special. It started off dagger sized. It fit inside this big gauntlet thing he wore and then he would whip it out (cutting the holy fuck out of his forearm each and every time
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