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Prologue

Ten-year-old Quitter Pill sat playing a
beeping handheld game. Nonetheless, this wasn’t The Princess
Bride. In fact, he sat in a hospital corridor, a grim and
foul-smelling place. “Hey, kid, your mama’s waiting.” It was a
Nurse Ratchet type, big and muscular.

He didn’t look up from the Gameboy. “I don’t
wanna.”

“Whiny brat. Y’know, all the readers are
waiting for you so we can get this thing rolling.”

“Okay, let me finish this level.”

After doing so, Quitter trudged inside. His
mother Mega Pill lay shrunken and tired in the bed, wasting away
from a terrible case of Disney Moms Syndrome.i Hands shaking, his mother
handed him a brightly wrapped gift, printed over and over with the
awkward words “Get Well Soon.”

Taped to the top was a comic. “Wow, thanks,
Mom! Is it Spider-Man?”

She summoned her feeble strength to gasp,
“No.”

“X-Men?”

More wide-eyed struggle to communicate.
“Fraid Not.”

“Fantastic Four? Hulk? Iron Man? Captain
America?”

She shook her head, biting her lip as, for a
moment, the pain proved too much.

“Squirrel Girl? Howard the Duck?”

“Sorry,” she managed.

Having run out of possibilities, he flipped
through. It seemed The Mockeries of the Galaxy were a misfit team
of aliens who’d picked up a square-jawed human hero and let him
lead for some reason.ii They sailed through the
galaxy on a beat-up ship snarking at evil overlords and claiming
legitimacy by team-ups with real superheroes. “I’ll give it a
shot,” he said noncommittally. “But how’s this connected to the
rest of the franchise?”

Mega Pill gasped pathetically as the pain
signaled her end.iii
“My sweet boy, I will always be with you. Whether you lead a boring
life of school, homework, and public accounting on earth or become
an intergalactic space hero.”

Quitter began blubbering. “That’s no choice
at all! You said that Flash Gordon film was staged!”

“Yes,” his mother managed. “I did say that.
But the truth is more complicated. You see, you’re the son of—” And
in that dramatically perfect moment, she died.
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Sobbing at the top of his lungs, the little
boy raced out into the night, clutching the sharp-edged gift and
unsatisfying comic book close to his chest. “Ow, papercuts,” he
blubbered. Running faster and faster through the hospital parking
lot, he finally slammed headfirst into a fence and went sprawling.
“Ow!” He staggered to his feet, only to slip in a greasy
puddle.

As he lay in the abandoned lot, still sobbing
and plastered with increasing amounts of mud, a great white light
glowed overhead. If Quitter had loved alien encounter stories as
much as superhero comics, he would have adored the textbook
arrival.iv In his
pocket, his Walkman suddenly roused to life and played a series of
mystic chimes he was pretty sure weren’t on the tape. The lampposts
flickered. “I got a bad feeling about this,” he mumbled. The fog
rolled in, though not so thickly that he couldn’t see the classic
flying saucer shape overhead. With a faint hum of energy and scent
of coconut,v a
human-sized figure took form in front of him.

It was a giant chicken. Beak, yellow
feathers, and all. It eyed the mud-covered figure as if spotting a
tasty worm.vi

Quitter’s eyes went big. “Are you my
daddy?”

The giant chicken eyed him. “Yeah. Sure, kid.
Me and an earthwoman had an egg together and you hatched from
it.”

“Daddy!” He embraced the feathered
figure.

The giant chicken eyed the boy. “I think I
see why your dad stranded you on earth.”

 



 


 


 


Total Space Bum

A masked alien bounty hunter strode across
the swampy alien planet, admiring its alienness. Suddenly, a tinny
tune introduced into his consciousness. He looked down.

There, a creature about the size of his
smallest finger was cavorting about, dancing and, oddly, kicking at
lizards. He picked up one, and using a hollow rock formation,
attempted to shoot a basket.

The bounty hunter eyed the dancer, then
lifted a heavy boot and brought it down. “Vermin everywhere.”
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Across the galaxy, Quitter was skateboarding
through space. “The Power of Love” blasted through his
Walkman.vii He
wore a denim jacket over boyish charm and tussled hair. There was
also a hockey mask that served to keep the space out. When Quitter
spied a space postal rocket, he grabbed the rear bumper and got
himself a lift. The rocket driver glanced back. Quitter waved and
winked. The driver swerved and tried to nonchalantly scrape him off
against an asteroid. Quitter swung to the left and stayed where he
was until the rocket could make its next delivery.

Unfortunately, the rickety house (all alone
on a small asteroid, with an even more rickety weather-beaten fence
and bright red mailbox) housed space hillbillies whose hygiene was
so bad Quitter could smell it in vacuum. They all had loaded
muskets.

“You! Stop!”

“Space bullies!” Quitter yelled.

“We know you took the Plot Device!” one
yelled. “It’s the whole point of this movie and we’re taking it
back!” His own breath bounced back from the inside of his bubble
helmet and seemed to stun him for a moment. Gases lucky enough to
escape his patched space suit overalls suggested this might be a
short encounter.

“Yeah,” his partner in sloth yelled. “We read
the back cover. ‘Everyone in the galaxy
wants the Plot Device’. Well, us too.”

Quitter turned the hoverboard to face the
motley crew. He was within spitting distance but decided not to
test it. “You can read? Wow.”

“We can trade it for new teeth,” his partner
added, grinning with some truly horrific samples of failed
dentistry.

Quitter rolled his eyes. “C’mon, what kind of
silly movie would it make if I already had the thing we’re all
chasing? I’m a salvager. Y’know, trading in space garbage? On the
last adventure, I only picked up some old Christmas tree ornaments
and a fossilized jar of peanut butter.” For emphasis, he pulled out
the ratty-looking tennis ball he had left over from earth and
pounded it into his other hand.

“The Plot Device!” One made a swipe for it,
but Quitter yanked his hand back, and then appeared to reconsider.
“Oh, okay, take it. Gotcha!” He jerked back on the space hoverboard
and the head thug tumbled forwards. “No taking my eighties
toys!”

With perfect timing the mail rocket started
up again, and Quitter grabbed hold.

The crew hopped in their own space buggy
(something, in fact, of an actual buggy) and gave chase.

Quitter shook the bumper. “Swerve around that
asteroid! Dive Z-90 degrees! Do a flip!” The driver did none of
these. The space buggy gained. Soon it had advanced close enough to
nudge him in the ankle. Once. Twice. Quitter swung to the right and
discovered the thugs’ wives, sisters, or possibly both were pressed
against the window of their house, cheering. He flashed them a big
grin, then the buggy crashed into him while he’d been distracted.
Quitter’s arms pinwheeled and he grabbed the space buggy bumper. It
wobbled in his hands and he realized why he’d managed to survive so
far. “It’s rubber, baby! A rubber baby buggy bumper…” It whammed
him again and he realized he should pay attention.

With Quitter clinging to the buggy front like
an imperiled moth, it turned towards the homestead (the women
stopped cheering and one seemed to audibly gulp).viii However, the target
wasn’t the house but the massive manure pile beside it. Quitter
froze. Being driven into space manure in front of a group of
watching women wasn’t his worst nightmare, but at that moment it
was the last thing he wanted to happen.ix

Pushing his stereo to maximum volume, he
kicked off from the skateboard and ran up over the buggy dashboard
and onto its canvas roof. His foot plunged through, but he kicked
off of someone’s head and kept running. His hover board, of course,
went floating under the buggy to emerge out the back. Like a frog,
he hopped down to it and braked, just in time to watch the buggy
plow into the manure. It poured over and into the buggy in great
stinking clouds. One pair of feeble legs kicked as it flowed.

He smirked. “And that’s how it’s done.” One
of the women huffed on the window and wrote “call me” with a
finger. He winked at her. After its pounding, the shiny hood
ornamentx he’d
found for the skateboard wobbled and started to roll off. He caught
the fist-sized disco ball with a brush of his high-top and kicked
it up to his hand. “Huh. Wonder if this is what they wanted. Maybe
it’s worth something. Or holds the ashes of their favorite pet
goat. Either way, I should check the want ads.” Away he flew,
leaving the thugs to their stinky misery.
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Upon his return to his psychedelic painted
space Winnebagoxi
the Fried Oreo, Quitter was pleased to find that the green
skinned alien babe he’d picked up was still looking for her tube
top under the leaky beanbag chairs. “Oh, you’re back,” she noticed.
“Nice space suit.”

It really was, thanks to the built-in red
leather jacket. “Yeah, I built it based on my memories of The
Rocketeer. I call it…the Rocketer.”

“Yes, very original. You’re the
devil-may-care smuggler in his beat-up ship, taking doubtful jobs
on the frontier. If you meet a princess who needs rescuing, this’ll
be Star
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