Adventures of the Fabulous Flowerman

ISSUE #1

*Any likenesses to a certain exfriend are entirely intentional

*Story written by Zelda, ideas contributed by Tala, Senti, and el obvious.

Deep within the heart of New York City, hard at work on his newest invention, sits the master of heroism, the herald of justice....young Zeen Buckfutter in his secret hideout.

"Shut up."

Huh?  Oh..I mean...his not secret hideout.

"...."

His office! Yes, that's right, Zeen Buckfutter in his quaint office in one of the many apartments of

NYC where he was currently writing up a report for Cartoon Analysis, Inc.--it's his day job.

"Yup."

The teenaged Zeen sifted through the paperwork of the day.  He gathered the papers all up in his hands and tapped them against his desk so that all the edges lined up neatly.  Next, he proceeded to staple them exactly one inch from the top left corner.  He strode up to his boss with an air of calm confidence.  

"Finished one hour ahead of schedual, as usual, Mr. Kong." He stated, handing the documents to his superior.

Zeen strode back to his hideout...erm....room...for some R&R, but, before he could even sit down and turn off the TV, his eye caught sight of the red thing atop his phone.

"An emergency!" He exclaimed after picking up a communication device.  "Skippy, meet me out

front!"

Moments later, he was effecient from practice, a heroic figure posed on curb to the street.  Atop his regal head sat the cap of doom which doubled as protection from the vicious sun.  Also protecting him was a soft, comfortable black shield and of course, his warning device.  He put a hand to his well-stocked utility belt, prepared to face the foe of the hour.  This, was the Fabulous Flowerman.

"This is it Skippy."  He said to his faithful turtle as a small white car pulled up.

"What?  Wrong position?  Don't tell me how to do my job---Huh?  The flower-sense?"  He looked

down and saw shocking white.  His eyes shot back to the scene, "Sir!  Wait!" He rushed forward, pulling a silver object from his belt.

"The Maniacal Mailbox strikes again."  He said sadly to himself.  He then shouted at the hapless victims and worked the metal object. "Have no fear, it's not too late for you!"

Soon, he was able to let out a sigh of relief as he carefully drew the victims into his hand, "Shh, it's all right sirs, ma'ams, you're safe now."  He nodded at Skippy, who was now securely fastened on his utility seatbelt.  "A success today, let's go home."

After carefully placing the traumatized victims on the kitchen table, he notifyed his mother; some of them looked as if they needed immediate medical attention.  He then returned to his hideout and under cover of numerous strategically placed light-weight barricades, he transformed himself back into the ordinary high school student, Zeen Buckfutter.  He took up his log and proceeded to write the events of the day.  Something struck him as odd about the time at which the Maniacal Mailbox struck.  He pondered it for an hour, then decided he would have to put the analysis off.  He had had a big day and needed to get a healthy amount of sleep for school on Monday.

"Zeen just gets more and more dorky."  A burnette girl whispered to her friend, the beautiful blonde Tiffany.  

"I dunno, maybe he's just scholarly." Tiff shrugged, not really caring. 

"What does *that* have to do with wearing a watch with paper taped all over it?"  The first asked with a dubious look.

"We've done weird things for science before..." 

"So how do you explain the magic marker buttons??  The only thing we used marker with is when we did that colorgram whatever-it-was, but you need to leave part of it in water, I don't think male sweat counts."  

Her friend made a face, "Jean, that's gross."

"Well?"

Tiffany sighed, "Fine, you know what?  If it bothers you sooo much, I'll go ask, all right?"

"Geez, touchy."

"Yeah, well I don't like talking about someone behind their back, k?  He's probably a really nice guy, I mean, we know he's not an egotistical jerk like the rest."

"True, he doesn't exactly go around advertising his presense, just kinda stares out the window."

Tiffany checked the clock.  Two minutes until the bell rang to indicate the start of class, she had time.  She walked over to Zeen and stood peering at him, waiting to be acknowladged.  "Um." She finally said, breaking him out of his trance.

"Ah, the lovely Tiffany, to what do I owe the honor?"

"Er..." She wasn't quite sure if he was being sarcastic or not.  "What's that for?" She asked nervously, pointing at his wrist.

"Hmm..there's something special about this girl, to idenfify my communication device..."
"Uhh...." He looked at her blankly.  "This?"

"Yeah, what is it?"

"Umm....it's....for science class!" He grinned as the brilliant idea hit him.

"Aren't you in A level?  We never did anything like that in science..."

Zeen smiled and let out a sigh of relief, she bought it.  He would have to be careful though, his wristband was the one firm link between him and his alter ego.  But, he had to wear it at all times, who knew who might call him in desperate need of help?  Ah, the life of a hero wasn't easy, no vacations.  Wait....  He looked up into her gorgeous blue eyes and an idea struck him.  She was a *girl*, of course she could never link him to his alter ego.  She had only commented on his communication device because....because....that was it!

~She must be hopelessly in love with me!~ Zeen thought in amazement.

"I'm sorry," he said sadly, "It would never work out.  I'm just too dedicated to my job, better off solo."  He was very proud of himself for managing not to lie to her by saying "job," after all, superheroing *was* his second job.

"Huh?"

He was startled.

~She must be desperate...~

"You'll find another guy, someone to give you the time you deserve."

"Er...rrrriight.  Look, Zeen, the bell's gonna ring, I'm going back to my seat, see ya."

With embarressment, he realized he was blushing.

"Well, if you're that insistent...I guess we could give it a try.  What say I pick ya up after work, from the subway, around 10?"

Tiffany probably had not even heard him, she was already back discussing something with Jean.

"Thank you Mr. Kong." Zeen was saying later that night.  His boss had let him off early after an excruciatingly long work-day of "Blue's Clues."  This hadn't been one of his better days, but, he was paid well.  He then retreated to his room to analyse his journal.  Zeen smiled nostalgically as he opened the journal, protected from prying eyes with the words:  "BEWARE!  FLOWERMAN'S SECRET JOURNAL OF SECRETS!  BAD GUYS AND NON-SKIPPY PEOPLE:  DO NOT READ!"  


The first page detailed the creation of his super-hero persona.  One miraculous day, he had woken to find a strange substance on his chest.  It was black and wiry and could only be identified as a protection sphere.  His theory had proven right as the sphere had grown with his super-hero experiences.  He felt sure it was the result of eating a box of radioactive crackers.  They had been sitting on his desk for three months and had tasted fairly strange, not to mention the hairy green stuff.  He, at the time, had ignored it in favor of his hunger.  


Though, he sighed, there were some days when he wished he hadn't ignored that hairy green stuff and instead opted for some fresh prunes.  This was one of those days.  His mind was clouded with thoughts of Tiffany, not sure how to let her down easy that his work would have to take precedence over her.  Girls were adorably selfish like that, it would be easiest not to have to worry about her calling him up in the middle of a battle with the Maniacal Mailbox, even worse if she caught him fighting Fluffy the Siberian Phantom Cat.


He flipped through the pages of his journal, checking the time listed for each of his encounteres with the Maniacal Mailbox.  3pm......3pm.....3pm......3pm......3pm.  He would have suspected earlier except that one of the entries was dated 3:05pm.  He frowned.  Unless....had the Maniacal Mailbox been trying to trick him?  That was surely it!  Even today, he had attacked at 3pm.  Just like clockwork....that had to be his weakness!  Now....what to do about it?  He looked at the "Wolverine" clock on his wall, trying to make sense of the time.  10:15.  There was something important about that time.  Hmm.  Could it have something to do with the Maniacal Mailbox?  He pondered the mathamatical connections of 3 to 10:15.  Hmm....3 + 3 + 3 + 1 equaled 10!

"Honey?"  A voice called after a swift knock at his door.

He quickly sat on the journal.  "What?"

"Didn't you say you had a date with Tiffany tonight?  It's after 10...I thought you'd have left by now..."

Zeen allowed himself a curse, though he knew he was surely being a bad influence on his innocent mother.  "Leaving now."

"Have a good time honey!"

It was 10:30 by the time he reached the crowded subway and 11 before he realized something must be wrong.  He had known from the start that this was a bad idea....did he need to switch to his secret identity?

"All trains are running 1 hour late." A man announced boredly.

Suddenly, Zeen felt uncomfortably wet.  A swift check to his pants and he realized something was horribly wrong.

~A new enemy?!~ He thought in horror, his genuis mind working quickly to analyze the situation.  This must be a diabolical super-genius, with mental power maybe even to match Zeen's own, who makes trains late and then feeds off the negative energy produced by impaitent New Yorkers.  This must be the reason why Tiffany had not appeared, she was trapped in the clutches of.....dramatic music played in his head as he decided the name.....EVIL SUBWAY GUY!

"Skippy, my suit." He said in a hushed voice into his communicator so that Skippy could prepare his costume.  There was no doubt about it, he would have to fight down this man.  He might even have to use his secret weapon, the card only Fluffy had ever forced him to use.

About half an hour later, he was sprinting down the streets of NY, aided by the power of purple and yellow wings whose power his little cousin Amy had not known how to tap.  He grinned back at the stares he earned, it was all the assurance he could offer these poor beseiged people.  When he arrived at the station, he met with a shocking sight. Tiffany.  His heart clenched, she must be a hostage!  He aided Skippy across the space between them.  He trusted his side-kick to protect her while he dealt with his new enemy.

"What's this?"  Tiffany looked down at the little turtle which had hit her in the shins.  She picked it him, "Cute." she commented, looking around for the kid who surely must be looking for it.

"Have no fear citizen, the Fabulous Flowerman is here to save you!"  He turned to face the perpetrator who looked at him as if he was just another passer-by.  This was NY, you got used to seeing superheros...or at least...weird things.

"Give up Evil Subway Guy and I'll send you brownies when you're in jail!"  He beamed proudly as he showed his kind heart to the lovely Tiffany who was only just turning around to catch the action.

"Zeen.....?!" She exclaimed in complete confusion.

~Worse than I thought,~ Flowerman decided to himself, ~She's such a prisoner to her love of me that all she can do is say my name....~ 
He pulled a small brown rocket off his belt and placed it on Evil Subway Guy's glass ticket window.

"In moments, that rocket will explode and entrap you, you may come with me quietly, or....!"

"Zeen."  Tiff said shortly.  "Why the h*ll are you wearing flowered pull-ups?" She asked, trying to keep the disgust at his disturbing appearence out of her tone.  

~Now she's delusional and thinks Flowerman is *me*!~

"Stand back lovely young woman, my ultra-rocket does not distinguish ladies from evil super-villians!"

"Tell me this is for Theatre arts..."

"Yer Fabulous Flowerman, huh?"  Evil Subway Guy finally spoke.

Flowerman looked at his suspiciously, what could the mastermind be plotting?

"Yes." He said carefully.

"If I throw weeds at you, will ya die?"

"I have only one weakness."

"Oh, really?"

"You can't trick me with this small talk, I know *you're* the one that's been slowing the trains."

Evil Subway Guy glared irratably at him.  Why did people always act like it was *his* fault?  He only announced it when the trains were late, he had no control.

"I see you've neutralized my ultra-rocket, you're even more cunning than I thought, I'll give you that."  Flowerman said.  "But, I do have one secret weapon to use....!"

"Yah, whadeva.  You cin torment Roy, my shift's over (thank god)."  With that, Evil Subway Guy disapeared from the booth to soon be replaced by an older man whose wrinkled face made the ticket booth look like a coffin.

Flowerman stared hard at the new arrival.  Either it was a lackey not worth his time, or a brain-washed innocent who would be spared once Evil Subway Guy was firmly defeated.

"Till next time, coward!" Flowerman shouted after his adversary.

"Thank you, my dear friend."  He then said, turning to Tiffany and pulling back Skippy who he attached to his belt for a nice ride home.  "I am sorry about this trouble ma'am, but I assure you, your true love, Zeen Buckfutter, has been taken to a safe place, though it was against his dearest wishes."

"Uh.....ooooookay."  Tiffany said in complete disbelief.

Flowerman gasped.  Could it be that she had also fallen in love with this super-hero persona??  Poor, confused girl, lost at every turn!  If only she could have fallen in love with the captian of the football team, even *he* could devote more time to her fragile self!  But, no, she was a special girl that would not fall for brute body weight....

"Think only of him, he is far better for you than I, the elusive...Fabulous Flowerman!"

"Yeah, whatever.  Bye."  She said, heading for the train that would take her to her favorite night club.

Flowerman returned home with a heavy heart.  It seemed that he would have to break this poor, charming girl's heart.  Well...perhaps....  then, he stopped in his tracks, spying a truck in front of his house.  "NOOOOOO!!"  He screamed in horror, sprinting into action.  He tossed opened the door and found his mother writing something on a pad of lined paper filled with various numbers.  He heard the truck drive away.  Everything seemed in order.

"Are you all right ma'am?" He asked with concern.

She raised an eyebrow at the strange outfit, then nodded.

He gave a sigh of relief and went to change.  They had escaped safely, this time.

End Issue #1

!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!BONUS MATERIAL!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

"Party All The Time" Originally by Eddie Murphy

"Potty All The Time" Parody by RainbowBabe 

Oh, I can't hold it, how long do I wait?

After all the things I've drank today

I wear Depends and Poise, put Detrol in my mouth(Detrol in my mouth)

And still I have to pee, what am I to do?

I have to potty all the time

Potty all the time, potty all the time

I have to potty all the time

Potty all the time, I potty all the time

Ooh...hoo...hoo

Potty all the time

I have to potty all the time

Potty all the time

Ooh..hoo...hoo

Potty all the time

I have to potty all the time

Potty all the time

Man, I've gone to the rest stops, just peeing and peeing

I go to every rest stop I see

I never finish my drive because I'm peeing

I wish I could stop my need to pee

I have to potty all the time

Potty all the time, potty all the time

I have to potty all the time

Potty all the time, I potty all the time

--repeat previous verse--

Ooh..hoo..hoo

Potty all the time

I have to potty all the time

Potty all the time

I let my pants down, I let my pants down

Potty all the time

I let my pants down, I let my pants down

Ooh..hoo..

Potty all the time

Potty all the time

Oooh, hoo, pee

Potty all the time 

Parody of Macho Man by Tala. 

Flower, wanna touch my flower, flower, baby, it's too much, my flower 
Flower, check it out, my flower, flower, baby, don't you doubt, my flower 
Flower, talking about my flower, flower, baby, checking out my flower 

Listen here 
Every man wants to be a flower man 
To have the kind of flower always in demand 
Joggin' in the mornings, go man go 
Work up to the hill's top, muscles grow 
You can best believe me 
He's a flower man 
Glad he took you down with anyone you can 
Hey, hey, hey, hey, hey 

Flower, flower man 
I gotta be a flower man 
Flower flower man 
I gotta be a flower! 

Flower, flower man 
I gotta be a flower man 
Flower flower man 
I gotta be a flower! 

Flower, my flower, baby wanna feel my flower 
Flower, baby, flower, flower, come and thrill my flower 
Flower, baby, flower, flower, love to funk, my flower 
Flower, baby, flower, flower, it's so hot, my flower 

So pink, yeah my flower 
Allright 

Everyman ought to be a flower, flower man 
To live a life of freedom, machos make a stand 

Have your own lifestyles and ideals 
Access the strip of competence, that's the skill 
You can best believe that he's a flower man 
He's the special god son in anybody's land 
hey, hey, hey, hey, hey 

Flower, flower man 
I gotta be a flower man 
Flower flower man 
I gotta be a flower 

Flower, flower man 
I gotta be a flower man 
Flower flower man 
I gotta be a flower 

Flower, flower man 
I gotta be a flower man 
Flower flower man 
I gotta be a flower 

I gotta be a flower man 
I gotta be a mucho mucho, flower, flower man 
I gotta be a flower!!

"ICE IN MY WATERBOTTLE" by Sentinei

(Speaking1)Hey guys lookie here there's ice in my waterbottle!(Speaking1)

(Speaking2)Theres ice in your waterbottle? We'll I'll be(speaking2)

(Singing)

(Chorus)Yeah theres ice in my waterbottle

floating to the top

thie ice if gonna melt into water

I'm gonna drink the water

It's gonna taste real good

Yeah yum yum yum yum yum yum yum(Chorus)

Well my mouth feels real dry

it feels real hot to

but when I drink that icy water

it's gonna feel real cool

(Repeat Chrous)

(Singing)

"GARDENHOSE BOOGIE MAN"  by Sentinei???

(Speaking)Late at night when your only care in the world is to go outside and

reset the gardenhose sprinkler, the boogie man will be coming to get

you!(Speaking)

(Singing)

The boogie mans comin to get ya

the boogie mans in the kitchen

the boogie mans in the livin room

he's almost got ya

he's almost caught ya

You run away

cause your scared to death

he's commin to get ya

he's commin to get ya

You run into

the gara a age

but he's already there

he's got ya

he's caught ya

the boogie man

the boogie man

the boogie man

the boogie man

(Singing)

(Speaking) Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha(Speaking)

"Yahoo Scrollbar Is Freakin' Annoying Me Man!" by Sentinei

(Speaking)You know what I wanna do to you scroll bar I wanna break

you!(Speaking)

(Singing)

Smash you

Break you

Smash you

Break you

Smash

Smash

Smash

Smash

Break

Break

Break

Break

Crash boom eternal doom

Sending you down the flaming floom

Yahoo scroll bar

I wanna break you!

(Singing)

(Speaking) Do you think you can uh Yahoo? In hell!?!?!?! (Speaking)

