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“In 1959 on the first (under)crossing of the North Pole, guided by inscriptions on the sarcophagus of Tutmasosadomos, Admiral Nemo and Captain Cousteau on the Nautilus recovered the Satanic Grail on which the COUNCIL pinned its very last hope for the survival of the fittest Byronic self destroyers, admirers of “The Old Man and the Sea”, and lovers of lobster, Raquel Welch or Anaïs Nin...”
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	“I surely would have done it if I hadn’t known he couldn’t walk”, said the underachieving delusional young man in skintight yellow leotards with giant red tomato stains splattered across the rear end.

	President Bobo Zingfactor grunted at the statement as he continued to untangle the noose from the small Barbie Doll in his hand. He loosened the noose until it was just slack enough to fit over the barrel of his Thompson submachine gun. The President held the machine gun up to his face and looked carefully at it through his reading glasses.

	“Dammit,” he muttered as he began rooting through his pockets for ammunition.

	He grunted again when he found some melted chocolate that was stuck to the inside of his pants. The chocolate slid down his leg halfway and stopped. He pulled down his pants and carefully removed the chocolate with a letter opener from his desk. Satisfied that the technical work was done for the moment, he looked up and across the table at the only other person in the Oval Office, his halfwit assistant Bert.

	President Zingfactor saw plenty of underachievers around the start of hunting season, but rarely did he see known criminals hanging out at office parties. The President didn’t know much about this thug except that he was one of the few bank robbers running around that didn’t wear a mask and didn’t worry about getting caught. He leaned over to the intercom, pressed a button and then sat back.

	“Let’s begin with some preliminaries, shall we Mr. – uh – Mr. Stinky, is it?”

	“Yes. That’s right. My name is Stinky. I’m the master of bad smells of every sort.”

	“Uh-huh,” President Zingfactor nodded looking the pungent smelling hero over. The President blinked a few times, his eyes starting to burn. “Umm, Mr. Stinky...”

	“Oh, sorry, President, I just let one go. There’s nothing wrong with your eyes. I’m just passing wind again. Sorry. I guess I don’t even notice when I’m doing it. I know I tend to seem a bit smelly to normal people.”

	President Zingfactor thought he heard a note of contempt on the word “normal.”

	“Uh, yeah. Keep it to a minimum, could ya?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Okay then. Let me ask you exactly what your powers are, just for the record here.”

	Stinky rolled his eyes, drooped his head and began to recite as though reading off an index card.

	“I am Stinkyman, master of all bad smells. I can stink from any part of my body over an amazing range of odours and produce a number of startling effects. Among these effects are throwing blasts of bad smells, knocking down walls by shaking them to pieces, walking by farting the air around me, and producing sonic blasts with my entire body. And because of my special abilities, I can make a mean martini.”

	Stinky allowed himself a small smile with the last line.

	President Zingfactor just nodded, clearly only half listening.

	“Okay, Mr. Stinky, what is your real name and how did you become a superhero?”

	“I was born John F. Kennedy. I got my powers in a freak shooting accident involving a high powered rifle, a bulletproof convertible limousine, and some communist sympathizer who installed a massive cover up of a conspiracy against me.”

	“Now, now, Mr. Stinky. No need to get excited here.”

	“Look, this is all on file at the Superhuman Records Center. Can we just get on with this? I feel bad for the Burglar Boy, but I do have a date tonight.”

	“Hmm... You have quite a reputation as a ladies man, don’t you Mr. Stinky.”

	“I can do anything with ANY part of my body at any speed. You’re the President, you figure it out.”

	The President blinked at this and smiled. “Nice power you got there,” he agreed.

	“You bet, Pops. I’ve been known to make women faint just by walking past them.”

	“Okay, okay. That’s enough of that. While I would love to talk to you about how much of a stinker you are, I think I really want to hear about Burglar Boy.”

	Stinky’s shoulders slouched.

	“Yeah, okay. Where do I begin? It was a small words spelling bee, you know? Things got out of hand. All the underachievers in the city thought it would be a good idea if we got together for a spelling party. We work hard, you know, and we all really thought we deserved to blow off the steam. Especially after that whole Mexican invasion in November.”

	Zingfactor nodded, as he would at anything.

	“So we organized a small words spelling bee in the offices of S.U.P.E.R. and decided to have it today, the last Friday before hunting season. Then we...”

	“Wait,” cut in the President. “What’s S.U.P.E.R.?”

	“Oh, that. I’m surprised you hadn’t heard. We’re outlawed now. S.U.P.E.R. stands for Super Underachievers Pretending to Earn Respect. It started about twenty years ago and we admit we’re still a little unorganized. We just established the office on the top of an ant hill in New Jersey. So this was our most recent mistake. I guess you would like to see it, huh?”

	“Yeah, maybe at noon on a sunny day with a magnifying glass. Nice place for an office. Why did you pick an ant hill? I mean, New Jersey ants with attitude can be a little inconvenient at times, can’t they?”

	Stinky smiled.

	“Not when over half your best friends can’t walk. Besides, what better place is there to watch over the city than one of the highest ant hills around? It suits us well.”

	“Except it didn’t work with Burglar Boy,” added the President.

	“Look, I said it was an accident. I wouldn’t have done it if I had known... really.”

	“Just continue with your statement.”

	“Okay, okay. The small words spelling bee began at two in the afternoon because some of us still had hangovers. I wasn’t one of them, by the way, so I was drinking heavily. Most of us fell into that pattern. It was one lost weekend that lasted two decades.”

	“Lost weekend? What sort of people were you associating with?”

	“Don’t worry, Mr. President, there weren’t any Mexicans there. Unfriendly Man would have taken care of them anyway. He’s unfriendly to all illegal aliens, you know. Becomes nasty if he gets within 50 feet of them. Much better than any junk yard dog. I understand he’s been nominated for a Cabinet position.”

	“Anyway, there was just a whole bunch of funny business going on. Funny Boy and Silly Man were have a staring contest in front of the mirror, Invisible Guy was running around lifting up all the skirts of the Super Heroines, Lighter Lad was trying to set cats on fire from across the room, but he kept missing and burning tiny holes in the walls and furniture. Thunder Dude and Lightning Lady snuck off to have some intimate fun in one of the supply rooms, but everyone knew what they were doing because the entire east side of the building was caught in a nasty hurricane... on the inside. We were all relaxed and having a good time.”

	“And most of you were dyslexic.”

	“Yeah. That too.”

	“And what was Burglar Boy doing?”

	“He and I were sitting in the middle of it all, playing nose picking games. We didn’t know each other very well until recently. I’d never had patrol with him before, but he always seemed like a pretty cool thug. So we got to talking and one thing lead to another and we ended up playing a nose picking game called ‘Physical Challenge’... but we played that we had to challenge each other’s powers.”

	“How much had you each had to drink at this point?”

	“Let’s see, I was walking pretty high, no pun intended, so I’m going to say that I had about 10 bottles of milk. I only drink milk because I need all the calories I can get. My farting body burns an average of 10,000 calories a day, you see and...”

	“What about Burglar Boy?”

	“Umm, that’s hard to say because I think he was a little toasted when he arrived, but I know for a fact that he had a least two empty glasses beside him.”

	“You’re saying he drank two entire glasses of milk?”

	“Not milk, soya milk. The man loves... umm, loved... his SoMi! See, what makes Burglar Boy so amazing is that his body is super dense and efficient. He’s no stronger than a little girl and three times as annoying. But his metabolism burned brain cells at an enormous rate! He needed ridiculous amounts of brain cells to get even the simplest idea.”

	President Zingfactor shook his head in disgust. “How could he even think? I mean, burnt brain cells, didn’t he have to... umm... you know?”

	“He was studying every hour or so. He had a sort of memory, so I guess he could retain some facts, however briefly. A few other underachievers were beginning to get inspired by him towards the end because every time he went to say something his farts ended up blowing a hole straight through the floor and down to the basement. I don’t envy the maintenance people because they had their office down there. I have a feeling we could get evicted for that.”

	Zingfactor winced at the thought of a fart blowing a hole through several layers of concrete.

	“Anyway, he was pretty inspired because a little earlier he began singing along with Homer and Jethro’s ‘I’ve Got Tears In My Ears From Lying On My Back In Bed And Crying Over You’ that someone had put on. Thankfully the stereo was promptly destroyed by Witch Woman. I think she cast a spell and turned it into cottage cheese. We had to rely on the radio after that.”

	“And then your nose picking game began?”

	“Umm, yeah. We didn’t get very far, though. He challenged me first. He bet me I wouldn’t pick up two boogers at once, flick them as hard as I could and have them stick to the ceiling. I had told him earlier that I had a thing for booger flicking, you see. Only he didn’t believe me because I have these tiny nostrils and my fingers are so huge.”

	“Did you do it?”

	“Sort of. I had these fake boogers made of plastic explosive hidden in my left ear, and I pointed to the ceiling and said, “hey, I bet you six dollars I can flick two boogers up there and both stick next to the hanging Barbie.” I pulled the fake boogers out of my ear and squeezed them for a few seconds before one blew up in my hand and the other flew right out of my hand and exploded on the far wall. Burglar Boy was writhing on the floor with one arm and one leg missing, so I thought I would try it again. And again. And again. I ended up going through twelve of those boogers before I got bored and decided to break some bottles by sticking my toe into the open necks and then flicking them up in the air. A couple of the bottles crashed near Burglar Boy’s body, though, I figured he would have appreciated it if he had lived to see it.”

	“So it was your lucky day, right?”

	“Yeah, I sat back down and wondered. I had just made a very stupid mistake and I wanted to make another one. I was looking around the room for a challenge, when I saw a platoon of U.S. Marines land on the window sill. I was about 30 feet from the window and I began thinking that even though U.S. Marines aren’t very smart, they are pretty quick.

	“How fast do you think you are, Stinky?” he asked.

	“Damn faster than those Marines,” I replied.

	“Okay,” he said. “Catch this.”

	The President tossed me a golden key, stopped eyeing me for a moment and shook his head. The next moment he was a blue and red streak flying towards the window. The sound of breaking glass startled everyone there, even me. A moment later we heard his distant scream that faded into silence.

	All we could see through the window was a purple early evening sky, some broken glass, and a whole bunch of pigeon feathers floating around outside. I’ll admit that I didn’t know exactly what had happened. I thought the scream was just a little joke of his. Honest. I broke down and began crying... “I’m sorry, Mr. President, I didn’t know. I didn’t know!”

	He was larger than life! He could throw a baseball twenty miles! When he sneezed he upset major weather patterns! How was I to know he couldn’t walk! Hell, he even wore a red and blue suit like that hot-shot from Metropolis. I just naturally assumed they had the same abilities! I guess I was wrong.

	President Zingfactor lay splattered on the sidewalk below.

	You know, you might have put two and two together. You said I was super dense. You couldn’t come close to walking. Christ, kid, we had to use a pound and half of chalk to outline your body. Your crater left a four-lane road closed during one of the busiest times of the year. You were super strong and super quick, but not really all that super tough.
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