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    The essence of The Adventures of Man-Man, Defender of Man.
Man-Man is the champion and hero who is here to save the day, and he's going to try to do it, in his unique, somewhat dark, gloriously idiotic way. Sleep well, Schiff City.
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​Episode 1: The Battle Against the Evil Tree
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An aged man hobbled along the sidewalk, carrying a grocery bag, walking with a cane, plodding along with his weary stride. Night had already descended down upon Schiff City. There was a biting chill in the air. The streets were empty, no cars, no pedestrians out and walking about, aside of course for the aged, hobbling man, lumbering along with his cane. All else within the night was silent. All else within the night was still.

But, was the still night about to be broken as the forces of darkness besieged the old man hobbling tiredly along the sidewalk, an all too easy victim for the forces of evil to prey upon? If only there was someone out there who could save him. If only there was a true hero who could swoop in and save the day. If only...

But, might there be? Might we soon witness an appearance from the greatest superhero of all time?...

The old man kept hobbling along the sidewalk as a gang of teenagers dressed in pinstriped baseball costumes, baseball caps and rainbow tutu's, while carrying baseball bats with nails sticking out of them, came walking around the corner, slowly advancing with a menacing posture. Then, one of them, the leader of the gang, who himself was not carrying a bat but, instead had the fingers of one of his hands inserted in bottles that he was clinging together, spoke, "Hey, old man, I don't think you know where you are right now. This is our turf, and we don't allow old geezers like you walking on our turf, so now you're going to have to pay the tariff."

At this point, another member of the gang announced with a bellowing shout, "Can you dig it!"

The leader of the gang then continued, "Call it a bridge passing toll, and you can think of me as a really groovy troll."

The same one who called out before, again bellowed, "Can you dig it!"

The leader of the gang continued speaking, "And the tariff for old geezers like you walking around on our turf is we take all your money, and also ask you directions to the nearest 24 hour pharmacy so I can get some solvent to get these damn bottles off my fingers, and then, we kill you, but only after we force you to dig your own grave."

The same one who called out previously, called out again, "Can you dig it!"

The leader of the gang looked at him with annoyance. "Yes, he can dig it, I just said we're going to make him dig his own grave, weren't you listening?"

"Yeah, but I meant can he dig, digging it." explained the member of the gang so fond of the particular phrase.

"Can he dig, digging it, what the hell does that even mean? Now, look, go over to the old geezer, steal his money, get the directions to the 24 hour drug store, then make him dig his own grave before we kill him." ordered the leader of the gang.

"OK, deal, I can dig it." the member of the gang responded, nodding his head.

The leader of the gang snapped back with annoyance, "No, you're not the one who is going to dig it, I told you, make the old man dig his own grave and then we will all kill him."

The old man let out a loud, plaintive cry, "Oh nooooo! Isn't there someone that can save me?"

"I'll save you." came a stern, steely, grainy voice from behind the group of hooligans.

All members of the gang then quickly turned around and looked at the man who had made the statement. Standing there was a disheveled looking man wearing a red colored eye mask and with ragged clothing and vomit stains on his shirt.

"Myyyy Hero!" the old man cried out with relief.

"Who the, who the fuck are you?" asked the leader of the gang.

"I'm the Man-Man." the man stated with his steely, grainy voice.

The leader of the gang looked at him with confusion. "Wait, so then, you're like saying you are the man?"

"No, I am Man-Man." the man declared with an even steelier voice.

"Yeah, I can see that you're a man, but what I'm asking you is, who are you?" the leader of the gang said, perturbed.

"I'm Man-Man." Steel, you look like tin compared to Man-Man's voice.

"Look, I already know you're a fuckin’ man, just tell me your fuckin’ name." the leader of the gang barked with more agitation.

"I'm Man-Man." Oh, so help me, grainy, you aren't even a grain of sand compared to Man- Man's voice.

"Wait, you're saying your name is Man-Man?" the leader of the gang asked, bewildered.

"I'm Man-Man."... Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah!

"So you're fuckin’ called Man-Man?" the leader of the gang said, seeking clarification.

"I'm Man-Man." Look, what more could there possibly be to say.

"That's a really fuckin’ stupid name, man." declared the leader of the gang.

Man-Man stared at the leader of the gang with an unbreaking, stern stare. "Is it now? Well, Man-Man is here to save the day and be the hero for the weak, the innocent, the downtrodden. I am the defender of man. The forces of evil no longer control Schiff City. I'm the hero that the good citizens of the city have been waiting for to protect them from the likes of you. Looks like the elderly citizen won't be the one to dig his own grave, because you just dug yours. So tell me, can you dig it?"

"Hey, that's my line, motherfucker!" the other member of the gang who spoke earlier shouted out.

"Yeah, that's his line, motherfucker. You're going to be real sorry. No one messes with the Bambinoettes. You just made a big mistake, pal." The leader of the gang then ran up and delivered a haymaker punch to Man-Man's face. Of course, he did so with his right hand, which was the one where all his fingers were stuck in bottles and when the punch connected, all of the bottles shattered, mauling his hand, as he dropped to the ground with a shriek of pain, cradling his injured hand with his other, blood streaming from the wounds. The gang leader just sat there on his knees, on the ground, whimpering.

One of the other members of the gang called out excitedly, "Boss, boss, wait, I know what to do!  I remember there's a 24 hour  CVS a few blocks from here where we can get you, your solvent!"

"I don't need the solvent anymore, I need to go to a fuckin’ hospital!" the gang leader shrieked back with annoyance and pain.

"OK, boss, we'll go get the bikes." Another member of the gang announced, then all the other members of the gang hurried off around the corner they had emerged from.

Man-Man just towered over the leader of the gang, staring down at him with a penetrating look, blood pouring down his face from a wound created on it when the bottles broke. "That's what happens to you when you mess with Man-Man. Now, I'm going to let you guys off with a warning so that you can tell all your criminal scum cohorts that the exact same thing that happened to you, will happen to them if they do battle with me. You tell them that Man-Man is in town, and he's the new vigilante, superhero sheriff of Schiff City and the crime ends right here and now. You've kept this city in terror with your iron grip for too long but it all ends right now."

The leader of the gang looked up at Man-Man with an expression of fear and anguish, gripping his bleeding hand. "No. It wasn't us. It was, The Warriors."

"The Warriors, The Bambinoettes, The Fire Kings, The Funk Master 2000 All Stars, The Agricultural Albino Society, doesn't matter to me, all of you gangs are finished. There won't be any gangs left in Schiff City by the time I'm done." Man-Man pronounced.

At that point, the other members of the gang came peddling around the corner on bicycles, one of them sounding the bell on the handlebars. They stopped by the wounded leader, one of them announcing, "Boss, here, get on my bike, it's a two seater."

The gang leader got onto the back seat of the bicycle and just looked at Man-Man with astonishment. "Who, are you man?"

Man-Man just stared back with a stone cold face. “I'm Man-Man."

The gang members then pedaled their bicycles away, one of them sounding their bell, the one in front turning on a flashlight mounted on the handlebars.

"Oh thank you, Man-Man. You saved me." the old man gratefully exclaimed.

Man-Man looked back at the old man with a determined stare. "Don't thank me, I'm just doing my job. I'm here to clean up this city, get rid of all the garbage, it's what I do. But you should know, it isn't just me, I am but a member of a league of superheroes that call ourselves The League of the Fortress of Illustrious Justice, and we are here to be a force of good for all the fine citizens of the city and make sure evil never triumphs."

"Well you're doing a wonderful job, um, a wonderful job of getting your face ripped open by some moron who got all his fingers trapped in bottles then punched you in the face." the old man complimented, um, sort of. "But still, thank you, if you hadn't come along, I don't know what I would have done."

"There's just one thing I ask of you, which I'm sure, you, as a worthy citizen of Schiff City will be more than happy to provide." Man-Man requested.

"Anything, you name it." the old man graciously declared.

"Well, whenever I save someone, I like to take a memento, a trophy that I can look at to remind myself that the battle against the forces of evil never ends and I must remain ever vigilant." Man-Man explained.

"Sure, what, like a picture? Why not." the old man flashed a wide, surprised, beaming smile. "Who would've thought, when I went out tonight, I was going to have my picture taken with Man-Man."

"Actually, no, it's something else." responded Man-Man.

"Sure, what is it?" the old man asked.

"Your head." Man-Man replied.

"My head?" the old man blurted out, flummoxed.

"Yes." Man-Man answered.

"But, but if you cut off my head, I'll be dead." the old man stammered.

"Yes, well, I need it so that I can add it to my display case that I can forever look upon and memorialize all the people I have saved." Man-Man explained.

"But wait, if you, if you cut off my head and kill me, you, you really didn't actually save me at all. And what was the point of saving me in the first place if you were just going to kill me?" the old man expounded anxiously.

"Well, apples and oranges, omelets and eggs." Man-Man replied.

"You can't actually be serious." the old man asked, uncomfortably.

"I'm always serious, can't you tell by my voice. I have a very serious sounding voice." responded Man-Man with a very serious voice. "Now come on, do your part to assist Schiff City and aid the war against evil. Though, let me warn you, this might hurt, just a bit."...

Man-Man moved through the air, a light breeze blowing through his hair, his stoic face rushing forward beneath a warming sun, his feet in no way touching the ground, yet, still he was flying over the streets. Of course, you would not recognize him as Man-Man, he had removed his eye mask, he was in disguise. He had assumed the role of his alias to keep secret, his identity. So, at the current moment, he was not Man-Man, he was John Smithelrithy. It was of utmost importance his true identity was never revealed, else the consequences to the pursuit of justice could be irreparably damaged and the forces of evil might then prevail.

Um, it certainly might seem a legitimate point that if protecting his true identity while assuming the role of his alias, it might possibly not be the wisest of ideas to be flying around the streets. But, when I said he was doing that I didn't mean he was literally, physically, himself flying. Man-Man cannot fly. What I meant by his feet not touching the ground as he flew over the streets was that he was currently standing on the back of a garbage truck as it drove along the road. John Smithelrithy was a sanitation worker. It was his job to clean up the garbage. But this work day was now done, and the truck was now heading back to the sanitation yard, at which point, John Smithelrithy would head back to the headquarters of the superhero squad of which he was a member, the League of the Fortress of Illustrious Justice, and once there, transform into Man-Man, to set out into the night to find those in need, victims to the scummy scum of Schiff City, so that Man-Man could clean up the garbage littering the city streets.

I think you have to admit, so far as superhero aliases go, he couldn't have chosen one that was more metaphorically fitting.

John Smithelrithy made his way from the bus stop and up to the gates of the League of the Fortress of Illustrious Justice. He had to use the secret entrance and so he...pulled from his pocket the key to the apartment building, unlocked and opened the door and stepped inside. But oh no, oh no, no, no, no, no. Merely making entrance into the apartment building did not grant John Smithelrithy access into the League of the Fortress of Illustrious Justice. He had to journey to its depths, 4D, four floors deep and use the truly secret entrance, at which point, John Smithelrithy would be transformed into the greatest superhero of all time, he would become...Man-Man.

Um, though, by claiming he was journeying down four floors deep to 4D, that wouldn’t actually be accurate. You see, he lived in apartment 4D. He lived on the fourth floor. And so John Smithelrithy began his ascent of the stairs within this apartment building without elevator, to reach the 4th floor, apartment 4D, and so become...Man-Man, defender of man.

John Smilthelrithy reached the fourth floor and stood before the entrance to the superhero headquarters. But, of course, it was not as if John Smithelrithy could simply walk right into The League of the Fortress of Illustrious Justice. There had to be security protocols, countermeasures to throw off the evil denizens that dwelled within Schiff City, so they could not, themselves, simply walk right into the superhero headquarters, find all its secrets and leave it in ruin. And so, John Smithelrithy had to use the secret which was the only way to gain entrance. He pulled out his key and unlocked the door. But, the door wasn't merely locked. It was double locked. Double locked.

The door to the apartment was opened, revealing a heavy set, balding man, sitting on the couch, fingers orange from copious cheese doodle consumption. John Smithelrithy stepped into the apartment and the door was closed. Man-Man looked at the heavy set, balding man. "Why, hello there, my trusty sidekick. It is me, Man-Man. The scummy scum are feverishly at work, hatching their diabolical plans. Tell me, fellow compatriot in arms, are you up to the challenge?"

The heavy set man sitting on the couch stood up obediently. "Why, yes, indeed, Man-Man, I am. The stakes are too high for us to fail, I assure you, your loyal sidekick, Genextrowotobox is up to the challenge."

Man-Man nodded his head, encouraged. "I knew you would be, loyal sidekick. What we must do now is venture to the Man-Man cave so that I can complete my transformation from sanitation worker John Smithelrithy into Man-Man as I assume one of the many Man-Man roles, that role being the master of crime information analyst, specialist."

"Indeed, Man-Man, and let me just say how amazed I always am that you are able to assume so many roles and juggle so many activities all at the same time." professed Genextrowotobox with praise.

"Well, I do admit, I am a man who wears many pants." Man-Man proudly declared.

"Many pants?" uttered Genextrowotobox with confusion.

"Hurry, we haven't a moment to spare, quick, to the Man-Man cave!" Man-Man exclaimed.

Man-Man and Genextrowotobox quickly raced through the living room of the apartment, Man-Man banging his leg into the coffee table then limping around in circles while Genextrowotobox bumped into Man-Man, crashed into a recliner and toppled over its side to the floor. Man-Man, with a grimace, then spoke, "Um, come on, Genextrowotobox, to the Man-Man cave, but at a somewhat less feverishly hurried pace."

"Yes, I think that would be a wise idea, Man-Man." spoke Genextrowotobox, face down on the floor.

Man-Man and Genextrowotobox sat within the surveillance room of the Man-Man cave, intensely examining their high tech surveillance equipment they used to monitor the going ons within the city so that they might discern who might be out there in need of their assistance. They sat there, staring ahead, listening intently, staring at the table in front of them. Upon the table was a radio, police scanner. The two of them just sat there, staring at the scanner, listening intently. Genextrowotobox raised his finger in the air. "Hey, how about that one?"

Man-Man shook his head. "No. Not worthy of our efforts, small potatoes."

The two of them continued to monitor the police blotter. Genextrowotobox again raised his finger into the air. "That one maybe?"

Man-Man again shook his head. "No, it lacks gravitas. I just have this feeling, this intuition, that something truly momentous is going to happen today, that's what I'm waiting for."

"Something momentous, like what?" Genextrowotobox asked.

"I don't know, but I tell you I will know it when I hear it." replied Man-Man.

The two continued intently listening to the broadcasts from the police scanner. Genextrowotobox looked over at Man-Man. "You want to go after that one?"

Man-Man shook his head dismissively. "No, it's all been done before, there's nothing new or creative about it. It's really all old pants."

"Old pants? What's old pants?" Genextrowotobox asked.

"That police report is, you know, seen it all before, been there, done that. It's a common expression." Man-Man explained.

"Oh, I see, old pants, yes, of course." Genextrowotobox nodded his head.

Man-Man and Genextrowotobox again listened intently, This story, then came across the blotter...“A man, who in many ways seemed to be transforming into a tree, hijacked a school bus filled with second grade students, taking all thirty students hostage. The man who seemed to be turning into a tree also broke into the nearby biological weapons research facility and then an explosives warehouse and made off with enough chemical agents to kill every human in Schiff City while also stealing enough explosives to destroy all the major buildings of Schiff City, declaring as he left the facility, "Man's creations in its race for death, are about to meet poetic justice as they are turned back upon him and Schiff City will be no more. For, with all man's killing, he really has no understanding of what death can do, how it casts the soul into perpetual misery hell. But that is where the children come in, for, through their own deaths, growing from the desolate landscape of my soul's annihilation, there shall grow again the gift of beautiful life. Soon, Schiff City, you shall be but a dream, but soon, all my dreams shall come true. So, to you, Schiff City, I bid you adieu. And so, may you rot and burn in hell as I have done all these many years."...

Genextrowotobox looked over at Man-Man with an encouraged look. "That one?" he asked.

Man-Man looked back at Genextrowotobox and calmly nodded his head. "Yes, my loyal sidekick. I do believe we have a winner. Or, rather, I suppose it might be more fitting to say we have a loser. Because that's exactly what that loser sounds like, a loser. And believe me, Genextrowotobox, oh yes, believe me, indeed, lose is exactly what he's going to do when me and you, The League of the Fortress of Illustrious Justice, lead the forces of good to victory over that loser."

"Great, so then we have our case. Wonderful!" Genextrowotobox exclaimed.

"Yes, Genextrowotobox, we haven't a moment to spare. We must get to work if we are to save those children and Schiff City, itself. I shall retire to my chambers for now to devise battle strategy and come up with our plan. After I have done so, we will take action, and we will take down this scummy scum who I would say is actually scummier than the worst scum of the scummy scum." Man-Man eagerly announced.

"Indeed, Man-Man. I shall await my orders, and together, the forces of good will triumph over the forces of evil." Genextrowotobox responded with anticipation.

"That's the spirit, Genextrowotobox. We cannot allow ourselves to become distracted by anything whatsoever, we must stay focused with a laser, tunnel vision. The stakes are too high here and we cannot afford that, because our attention was elsewhere, that we might have the slightest slip up. Do you understand this, Genextrowotobox?" Man-Man cautioned.

"Of course, Man-Man, there was no need to even say so. I'm on the mission." Genextrowotobox dutifully declared.

At that moment, another news story came across the police scanner, the voice saying,..."OK, this one is, admittedly, a little unusual. Apparently, a Koala Bear wandered into the local drug store and ate all the Halls cough drops. It seems he mistook mentho lyptus for eucalyptus. He's a bit disoriented but at least his sinuses are clear."...

Genextrowotobox turned and excitedly looked at Man-Man, a beaming smile on his face.

Man-Man looked back at Genextrowotobox with a disapproving look. "No, Genextrowotobox."

"Oh come on, can't we." Genextrowotobox pleaded.

"I said no, Genextrowotobox." Man-Man firmly stated.

"Oh, come on, I want to go play with the koala. I bet it's all fuzzy and cute, and since he's disoriented, he's probably bumping into things when he tries to walk. Come on, it will be so much fun." Genextrowotobox pouted.

Man-Man looked at Genextrowotobox with consternation. "Genextrowotobox, how is it that the moment after you make the declaration that you indeed do understand the situation and we cannot waste a single moment in terms of the case, you then declare we should go and play with a disoriented koala bear?"

Genextrowotobox argued in his defense, "Well I didn't know there was going to be a disoriented koala bear we could go play with. If I had known that, I mean, of course I would have said we should not be distracted for a moment but only after we went and played with the disoriented koala bear. So come on, can't we go play with the koala for a little while?"

Man-Man sighed heavily. "Look, Genextrowotobox, as I said, I'm going to retire to my chambers to devise a battle strategy because at least one of us has his mind in the right place. If you want to go play with the disoriented koala bear while I'm doing that, then you go right on ahead and do it. But, just get it out of your system, and when you're done, each and every one of our actions needs to be devoted entirely to the mission, understood?"

"Yes, yes, sure, sure. Oh man, I get to go play with a koala bear. Woohoo!" Genextrowotobox celebrated.

Man-Man stood there and watched as Genextrowotobox excitedly ran from the apartment and closed the door. "I gotta say. I do sort of admire the lad's penchant for playing with a disoriented koala bear. I think we're going to do just fine."

Man-Man sat on the couch within his room, thoughts were racing within the crash ship derby in his head, He had a look on his face, both dazed and confused, red irritation about both the mouth and nose. "If I want to...solve this mystery, I have to...channel into...the mind of the disoriented koala bear...for, it is only by doing that from which you can deduce the answer to the riddle of how to stop the man-tree who kidnapped a busload of children and wants to annihilate the entire city with biological and explosive weapons..." Man-Man lowered his head and inhaled deeply from an open can of paint thinner. He raised his head again, his neck slowly swaying side to side. "But, what was the koala thinking while in the drugstore, that is the piece of the puzzle I think is integral to the puzzle's solution. For I do believe it is plainly obvious for any to see, that while on that disoriented excursion from his daily path, the koala bear was having premonitions that would lead to the resolution of the puzzle. Meander into nothing or walk blindly into the face of a cliff, for that is the wisdom the disoriented koala can teach. Yes, yes, I think I am onto something here..." Man-Man again lowered his head and inhaled deeply from the open can of paint thinner, raising his head again with a completely discombobulated look. "Because, to know how to defeat the man tree, you must first realize how to climb the tree as the wily koala does, that over which they have had no control, wounds afflicted, others actions, take their toll, so in nothingness, madness, a predator now does troll. Stalking truth, dreams and lies, to erase their breath from the frozen air of life, so that everyone might feel the knife. Misery, eternal wife. All will die, only a matter of time. The world will go down beneath a crumbling wall of flame. When you're drowning in your persecution, fantasy and reality are the same. Yes, this is what the wise and wily koala revealed to me, as he sat within his tree in the drugstore. Follow the koala way, and Schiff City will live to see a brand new, blessed day."...Man-Man lowered his head and again inhaled deeply from the open can of paint thinner. He raised his head with an extremely dizzy look, his head then dropped back against the couch, Man-Man unconscious...

A man, appearing to be turning into a tree, stood behind a podium, upon a small stage, delivering his oratory to the masses assembled before him, "Each day presents the same progression as you recoil into your web of pain, staring into the cold reality of your nothingness. Forgetting, in moments, the truth, then seeing clearly there before your eyes, the cold, lonely reality of your hell. And in moments, you must ask yourself, what it is that you should do? Just continue to rot and die a little more each and every day, till reduced to an aged shell, curled up alone on your bed, speaking the names of those you lost, with your cold, dying breath, weeping one final time before passing into nothing, a final divinity for your suffering. Or, do you defy your reality and go against all odds and laws of science, to create a new world, forge a new reality so that, again, you can look upon their faces? Oh Gloria, my dearest, I have kept your body with me all these years, even though life had long ago left it on that tragic day, but my sweet, I pledge to you that life shall again, very soon flow through that body. And Chloe, my dearest daughter, the pain I felt, knowing that your body was lost forever in the accident, the tears that flowed from my eyes, knowing I would never again be able to behold you, cradle you in my arms, even if that body I was holding, no longer, itself held life, as I, every night since the day you both were lost, have held your mother's body. Well, Chloe, my sweet daughter, I will cradle you in my arms once again, for you shall soon realize your second birth. And when you do, we shall all be a family once again. For years I have agonized over the tragedy but I was just trapped within the prison of my agony, never able to let go, never seeing any way I might escape the torture of the seemingly endless hours. But, why shouldn't I be granted a pardon from the cell of life? And if the powers that be do not see fit to release me, then why should I not make my escape, and with the two of you by my side, create a wonderful world of happiness, so very different from the hellish cell I have called home all these many years since losing you? And why should I not, as a show of defiance and bitter vengeance, reduce the prison system kingdom to rubble, as I do? I will have my revenge against the world for taking you from me, and I shall make all my dreams come true by once again having you both by my side. I never knew, though, how I might be able to make this a reality. But, just recently it came to me as a vision, a revelation, and I then knew what it was I must do. And so the plan has been set in motion. Soon, we will again be together and again we will be a happy family. You see, I realized the solution to the problem was to turn myself into a tree, and Gloria, my dear wife, bury you beneath my roots, then kill a busload of 2nd grade children I had kidnapped and bury them beneath my roots as well, and from their decay, mixing with your love, life would flow into my roots and from my branches, Chloe, our dear sweet daughter would grow, and when she gently descended from my branches to the soft grass below, I would revert back to human form and I would dig you, Gloria, my dear wife, up from the ground, and you would again be alive, and together we would detonate the biological weapons and mass explosives I have stolen, killing off all other living beings within Schiff City and reducing the buildings to ruin, leaving only the three of us alive. And we will be truly alive as we laugh and smile with each other as the rulers of the apocalypse that once was Schiff City. And the three together, we will always be, a smiling, happy family." The man who appeared to be turning into a tree just stared ahead with a sentimental, nostalgic smile.

The thirty 2nd graders that stood before the man who appeared to be turning into a tree, just looked upon him with dismay, bewilderment and terror.

"Um, dude, that's a little crazy.” one of the 2nd graders proclaimed.

"Yeah, dude, that's really crazy." announced another of the 2nd graders.

"Dude, you really are completely freaking crazy." another of the 2nd graders declared.

One of the female 2nd graders then announced, "That's it, I thought of you as my new boyfriend and we were going to get married. But I want a divorce, I will not marry you now. Unless you get me a house with a white picket fence and a pool and we get a puppy named puddles."

Another of the 2nd graders turned to the little girl. "You're loony, Amy, this guy is crazy. You would actually marry him?"

"Well, puddles needs a good home. And I like to swim." the little girl rationalized.

The man who appeared to be turning into a tree prodded with some agitation, "Look, children, children, I really do think it's past your bedtime, so really now, all of you, this has been enough, off to bed with you."

One of the 2nd graders responded angrily, "Oh man, that's bullshit, bullshit, man, bullshit. You're the B.S king. You know, you really don't need to bury your dead wife and kill all of us and bury us under your roots, just bury all your bullshit under them and something's bound to grow."

Another of the 2nd graders then announced, "You know, I like having a glass of warm milk before bed."

"Are you going to read us a bedtime story?" another of the 2nd graders asked.

Another of the 2nd graders then voiced his recommendation, "Just, please, not one about burying your dead wife and killing us and burying us there too so your dead daughter can grow from a tree, that's just freaky, and really scary, too. I already think I'm going to have a nightmare."

"So tell us a different story, something to do with Elmo." requested another of the 2nd graders.

The man who appeared to be turning into a tree, ordered, with increased agitation, "Really children, all of you, go to your room."

"Hey, why not, you're just planning to kill us all, so why shouldn't we do what you say." another of the 2nd graders replied sarcastically.

"Man, this is bullshit, man, it's bullshit. It's bullshit, man, man, bullshit." The 2nd grader who had uttered quite similar angry remarks earlier, provided his commentary.

"Children, seriously, into your room, now.  I've really had more than enough of this." the man who appeared to be turning into a tree snapped with annoyance.

"You think we haven't had more than enough of this, jerkass?" another of the 2nd graders countered defiantly.

"Yeah, you are a jerkass." another of the 2nd graders chimed in.

"Jerkass!" The 2nd grader of the earlier angry comments declared, choosing to expand his vocabulary base, yet, while doing so, doing so remarkably succinctly and non-repetitively.

The man appearing to be turning into a tree then began ushering the children into their room. "Very good, very nice. So, go on in, and I want lights out, I don't want to hear you up chattering all night."

"Oh man, this sucks." one of the 2nd graders declared.

"Yeah man, this really does suck." another of the 2nd graders concurred.

"You're a damn jerkass." The 2nd grader of the earlier angry comments let his opinion be known.

The man who appeared to be turning into a tree continued herding all the children into their room until all twenty-nine of them were inside the room and he closed the door, turned the lock and sighed. "You know, I probably should have foreseen that this aspect of the plan would present difficulties. Anyway, it matters not. The wheels have been set in motion, the plan has begun. And soon, my dearest Gloria and Chloe, we shall be together again as a family, and it will all have been worth it."

But wait, when the busload of 2nd graders was taken hostage, weren't there thirty children? Hmm, I wonder what might have happened in terms of the missing child. Hmm, an interesting question, an interesting question, indeed...

Earl Hurley was wandering along the sidewalks of Schiff City, beneath a darkened sky at 3AM. Earl Hurley was in the 2nd grade. It was well past his bedtime but Earl Hurley didn't care. To him, Earl Hurley was his own man, and no one told Earl Hurley what to do. Earl Hurley was, indeed, the missing 30th second grader from the group of children kidnapped when a man who appeared to be turning into a tree hijacked their school bus. Earl Hurley had snuck off from the group, unnoticed, seizing on the confusion between the man who appeared to be turning into a tree and the other children when he was trying to get them to go to bed. Was Earl Hurley walking the sidewalks of Schiff City, looking for a police officer so that all the other children could be rescued? No, he wasn't. The truth of it was, Earl Hurley really didn't like any of the other kids at his school and really didn't get along with them, at all. No, Earl Hurley wasn't walking the sidewalks of Schiff City, looking to be a hero and save the day. "To hell with all of them. They can all die, for all I care." Earl Hurley announced as he wandered the sidewalks alone. Does that statement maybe seem a little cold? Hey, whatcha gonna do. That's just who Earl Hurley was. That was just the Earl Hurley way.

But, might it be possible that Earl Hurley himself would encounter a superhero while out this night, wandering the sidewalks of Schiff City?

Earl Hurley strutted on the sidewalk, looking around, wondering what the night might have to offer him. There was very little going on, other people upon the city streets, almost non-existent. It was seeming the night would be a total bust. Earl Hurley spit on the sidewalk out of annoyance. You think Earl Hurley shouldn't be spitting on the sidewalk at 3AM while out walking alone? Don't you even think of trying to tell Earl Hurley not to spit on the sidewalk at 3AM while out walking alone if Earl Hurley wants to spit on the sidewalk at 3AM while out walking alone, because that is exactly what
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