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Part 1

Prologue








The hero of these adventures is a cute, little guy called Lucky
(Real name withheld to protect privacy). Don't underestimate him,
yet. He hides an angry animal behind that facade of his. This
animal in him comes to the fore when evil villains threaten the
peace of the land and cause financial complications.

 

The first set of villains in this story is an evil evil evil to
the core type.

 

They call themselves the Masked Marauders (Actual group name
withheld to protect privacy). These evil to the core guys cause
financial complications (it’s their trademark, u know) and attack
stealthily (quite the opposite of the hero, who attacks openly with
great panache and style).

 

Of course like any other super hero (he's just been promoted)
worth his salt, Lucky is romantically involved (Isn’t that
sweet?).

 

Her name is Rowdy And Mad Yang Aang (If u think that sounds
stupid, well Mr. Critic just try and think of names for your
stories).

 

That’s a pretty long name. But the abbreviation could give u a
clue.

 

Yes u got it. (The actual name has been withheld to protect
privacy. hey, don’t assume stuff its just an abbreviation, NOT A
REAL NAME. Go ahead, smirk).And, hey don’t tell anybody one of the
masked marauders is in love with Rowdy And Mad Yang Aang. How's
that for a cool twist in the story??

 

Enough introductions let's dive into the story.








Chapter 1
Oh, That and This


Lucky walked into the canteen, slowly. He had had a busy day. He
had a real busy time, evading his project mate. His project mate
was one of the most noblest (believe me the double superlative is
richly deserved, ungrammatical though it may be) persons you would
have ever known. There are lots of real good qualities in him; due
to lack of enough space I am refraining from mentioning them. His
name is Unhsiv Ardnahc. Brilliant guy. His only problem in life was
getting hitched to the hero as his project mate. At this moment he
was patiently writing MATLAB programs to save the earth from
destruction. Don't ask me about how he does that? It's his job.

 

The adventures of Unhsiv Ardnahc would follow later. Wait a bit.
Now, onto the story.

 

Lucky moved into a seat between his right and left hands. Hold
on. I forgot. Lucky has got two side kicks - SP and just S. To his
credit S has a sidekick too, the super cool Super Klutzman. It is a
pretty confusing hierarchy.

 

Super Klutzman is that kind of interesting character, who is
better off being your enemy. He has a helpful way of complicating
issues.

 

OK. Back to the story.

 

These three (thankfully Super Klutzman isn’t present) are
hatching a new plot to capture the super evil masked marauders in
their evil evil act of, well, evil.










Chapter 2
Danger in the air


After a few minutes of cunning and wickedly clever planning,
they decided to execute their devilishly cunning plan to nab the
perpetrators, in about two days. Details of the plan aren’t
currently available with the author. The plan would hopefully be
revealed as the story develops.

 

Before we go into their conversation, I would like to elucidate
on the conversational skills of our protagonists. Enough has been
mentioned about the hero himself. So, we move towards (rather
reluctantly I would add) to the direction of his right hand,
SP.

 

Sample this

 

“Hello there, how’s life?”

 

This ordinary statement, which would take an average human being
about 3 seconds, takes nearly 10^-6th of a second from
the mouth of SP. And, he considers that way too much. It takes
years of practice and patient listening to really understand an
iota of what he says. Many are the people who have tried to
comprehend what he says and ended up in a mental asylum, laughing
and crying alternately to the end of their lives. Even, Unhsiv in
his infinite knowledge and wisdom, has been altogether unsuccessful
in his attempt to write a MATLAB program to comprehend SP. I hear
he has suspended the project infinitely. Very wise, I would
say.

 

Now, to the left hand man S. S, in absolute contrast to SP, has
a very clear and compact manner of speech. He counters every
statement, question, sentence, paragraph, word fielded to him, with
a short and concise “TWO CAN PLAY BALL”. This regardless of the
actual number of people involved. I have covert information that he
even uses it when talking to himself.

 

NO, he is not fond of sports involving a certain spherical
object.

 

Unhsiv has, I am proud to add, been widely successful in
encoding a MATLAB program to decipher S’s manner of speech. After
weeks and weeks of research, he has found out that S’s statements
actually vary according to the situation. To the average human, it
would seem that he is repeating the same statement over and over
again. Rather tiresome it would seem. But, they DO differ.

 

 

Shown below are some astounding lab results,

 

 




	
S’s statement
                                            


	
Translation


	
Frequencies Recorded

 





	
 


	
 


	
 





	
Two can play ball


	
Yes


	
15.3456Hz





	
Two can play ball


	
No


	
15.3456 + j87 Hz





	
Two can play ball


	
Maybe


	
15.3456 – j87 Hz





	
Two can play ball


	
Two can play ball


	
2 ¾  MJ/56.34 V* (Critical frequency)







 


                                            
*V – unit proposed by Unhsiv to convert energy to frequency.

 

And these are just a few examples.

 

 

Unhsiv has aptly named the program
two_can_play_ball.m™. 

 

Okay then, Two can play ball. I mean let’s get on with the
story. (Oops, let go of myself there)

(I gotta mention this to Unhsiv, S’s manner of speech is
contagious).

 

 

Now, you would clearly understand why Lucky needs to be a hero.
He has the unenviable job of thinking along with these two people.
If you consider the extra case of Super Klutzman, that alone would
easily explain his (Lucky’s) promotion.

 

Let’s peep into the heroes’ conversation.

 

 

L: Excuse me.

 

S(nodding his head):  Two can play ball.

 

L:Huh

 

SP(express speed):
Weallneedtointrospectandaskourselvesifthiswillgoright.

 

S(nodding his head vigorously): Two can play ball. (Pause) Two
can play ball.

 

L(shrugging): Yup. (To himself) God save me.

 

 

Oops, looks like Lucky has forgotten his translator MATLAB
programs (incomplete in the case of S, but useful nevertheless).
There go the plans for the today.

 

L: OK guys. I think it’s enough for today. Let’s continue this
discussion tomorrow.

 

SP(vrooooom): Ithinkhesrightletsfinishthistomorrow.

 

S: Two can play ball.

(What else!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!)

 

 

S and SP stood up and after thinking for a few more seconds,
decided to leave. Lucky was left alone. Staying in the canteen was
Lucky’s cunning plan to escape his project mate, the horribly
unlucky genius Unhsiv Ardnahc.

 

 

Now, Lucky was facing the wall and he could not see who was
coming or going.

 

He was blind to what was going on behind him. And, the canteen
was empty except for him.

 

He heard footsteps. It sounded like quite a few people were
approaching. Six, he estimated idly. He turned around. He was wrong
and badly wrong at that and if possible about to be wronged, which
was a wrong thing to be thinking about at this time.

 

For there were 16 of them. And they were the wrong 16 in his
life.

 

Lucky stood up from his seat, and slowly turned around. Fear
slowly finding its way along his body. It was up to the neck level
now.

 

He now faced them. 16 mad faces looking at him. Lucky gulped.
Then gulped again. Seeing nothing else he could do.

 

 

The Masked Marauders were here.










Chapter 3
Betrayal


“Hello, If it isn’t Mr.Super Hero” said one of them in a voice
richly lathered with sarcasm.

 

15 of them laughed. One of them didn’t get the joke. He looked
at the others, puzzled.

 

Lucky debated on whether to keep a prudent silence or reply
confidently. He decided on the latter.

 

Problem with the real world is; it seldom reflects the inner
mind.

 

“H H H Helllo” said Lucky in a voice which would later become
the standard for a voice richly devoid in confidence, ditto
sarcasm.

 

His frantic mind was trying to figure out why they were here.
Not to wish him, that was for sure.

 

“N…Need any..anything, guys?” said Lucky in that voice which had
now become the standard for a voice richly devoid in confidence,
ditto sarcasm.(See ISO 23462245jdusdyv988).

 

All 16 of them burst out laughing. This was a case of
uncontrolled laughter. The kind which is evoked when a silly
looking creature poses a sillier looking question to an intelligent
creature (or creatures in this case). 16 to be exact. No, 15. The
last one was laughing over the first joke, which he had just
understood.

 

This went on for a few minutes. The last MM had
finished laughing for the first joke and was now pondering over the
latest one.  

(Note from the narrator: MM – Masked
Marauder).

 

Suddenly, the leader of the MM’s tightened up.
(Do u think I should make the  ” ‘s “  bold too).

 

“Silence in the ranks.” He bellowed

 

Then, he turned towards our luckless hero, who was now cowering
head to foot in a mild dance. Fear, I guess.

 

“You insignificant rat. You dare to challenge us. You dare to
vili villi fy us ……”.

 He tried to catch his breath. Theatrics, for sure wasn’t
his piece of cake.

 

“Whhhoo tttold you aall thisss?” came the not so bold retort
from our hero.

 

“Why it’s all over town that you insignificant fools are trying
to plan something to catch us.” Said the second in command of the
MM’s, while his leader recovered.

 

Lucky looked like he was hit by a bolt of lightning.
Comprehension dawned on him slowly, like light taking over the
night, while slowly purging his fear.

 

Super Klutzman. He was missing today.

 

 










Chapter 4
Survival Instinct (a.k.a) Discretion is the better part of
Valour


Ok. Ok. I accept. Maybe I overdid it a bit. Calling the last
chapter betrayal. Super Klutzman isn’t such a bad guy. But, then
what happened. The leader of the MM’s, who has now
recovered, will

enlighten us.

 

“You You You dare……..” he starts somewhat incoherently.

 

There there old chap we all know you are a good at all this.
Come on. Speak normally.

 

He collects his breath. He sure looks like he would need some.
Go on, collect some more.

 

“That clown of yours. What’s his name? He has been insulting us
in the gravest manner. With words we wouldn’t dare repeat” Said the
captain of the MM’s.

 

“And today” continued the cap ‘ o ‘ MM “he
challenged us and added that you no good duffers were planning a no
good plan to incriminate us.”

 

In case you have forgotten. I request you to look back at the
leading characteristics of our hero’s pal Super Klutzman. All this
would now clearly make sense.

 

All of Lucky’s plans were no good now. The secrecy was broken.
He would have to make some new plans now.

 

Lucky was brought out of his reverie by the Captain’s voice.

 

“And now, We have come to take up the challenge.” Said the cap,
relishing each word. He pumped his fist to show his enthusiasm.

 

Immediately the rest of the 14 started imitating this and the
air resounded with the crackle of pumped fists pounding into the
palm.

 

The light which had now gone upto afternoon level, suddenly
reverted back to night as if in the midst of a sudden solar
eclipse, and a total one at that. Alright alright all that means
that Lucky was back to what he does best, getting scared to death.
(sheesh, people. They never let a man think philosophically. If u
still don’t get it refer last chapter)

 

Wild laughter erupted suddenly. All of them looked around
anxiously. It was the last MM. Looks like he
finally figured out the joke (please refer last chapter. YES,
again).

 

The rest of the MM’s looked at this merry
creature (who was now wildly thrashing on the floor, laughing
unabatedly) with deep disgust. Certainly, he wasn’t worthy of being
in the great and dreaded Masked Marauders group.
Of what good was evil laughter, if everybody couldn’t join in at
the same time? All of them collectively decided to purify the group
by ejecting this unworthy character.

 

He was still laughing when they kicked him out. That is to be
taken both figuratively and literally.

 

Well, if you ask me, I don’t think they had to be this cruel. I
don’t think anybody in that group understands anything. Anyway,
life’s like that. Let’s get back.

 

While, all this internal politics and sudden decisions were
taking place inside the MM.  Our hero was doing his best to
escape. He couldn’t go out through the main door, as he figured out
that they would notice. So, he did the most sensible thing a man
completely drenched in fear does. He ran towards the opposite
wall.

 

Now, we come to an important topic of discussion. As all the
Avid Fans of The Adventures of Lucky Series, would tell you Lucky
is a super hero, what with that angry animal inside him and all
that.  So, why he is doing this? And, where on earth is that
stupid animal when he needed it the most?

 

The answer, my friends, is in a book, written by a bloke called
Charles Darwin, titled “Rise of the Organisms” or something of that
sort. He mentions in the book that any animal when faced with the
tough choice of a lot of pain combined with personal glory (like
the situation here) or a nice and cozy hiding place, decides almost
immediately that personal glory go to hell and adopts the more
cowardly but less painful choice of a good hiding place. Let the
animal be a real one or be the one inside a human.  This, my
good buddy Charles says, ensures the longevity of the animal in
question. The euphemism given to this cowardly behaviour is called
survival instinct. Maybe there is something in that old adage
“Discretion is the better part of valour”.

 

So now, after fully ascertaining the situation, the angry animal
inside Lucky instead of coming to the usual “fore” slunk back to
deeper depths than it originally was.

 

And that leaves our hero in a quandary.










Chapter 5
Potential Saviours, Huh Maybe


The behaviour of Lucky after reaching the wall has since been
the subject of heated discussions by experts worldwide. There are
two theories. I enlist these and a possible third, a
pseudo-theory.

 

But first, the unique and interesting behaviour of Lucky.
There’s not much actually. He rushed towards the wall; you know the
one he was facing when he was sitting down. Yup, that one.

Then, started making groping movements on wall. He paused a bit,
and then continued the same behavioural pattern again. This
behaviour was immediately labeled new and unexplored by behavioural
psychologists.

 

The first school of thought is as follows.

 

The experts pursuing this particular line of thought say that
Lucky was not doing anything new, but something very old and
something that has been done successfully by animals worldwide,
rather earthwide, as even the animals in the oceans are
included.

Camouflage.

Certain animals hide from their predators by acting as if they
are not what they are. This kind of socializing, though not popular
in philosophical circles, is wildly successful in the wild. This
has been confirmed by our friendly, neighbourhood expert Charles in
his book.

 

But, this theory has been defeated by two reasons:

 


	First one is that, animals don’t generally move when they are
camouflaged. But, here our hero has been flailing his arms rather
wildly.

	The second and the more convincing one is the problem of
interior décor. The paint used was a kind of brilliant red, while
our hero was wearing a rather violently yellow shirt. If you can
compare these two hues, you probably would not accept this theory
too.



 

Thus, due to the reasons stated above, this theory was
crushed.

 

The second one is probably more closer to Lucky’s heart, than
say Camouflage. Experts following this train of thought think that
Lucky was probably checking whether he had that particular super
power which made Spiderman so famous. Climbing Walls. Other Experts
say that in the absence of one super power another takes its place.
Like say, blind people able to hear better than people with normal
eyesight and likewise.

 

In that case, the super powers should have been mentioned in the
Super Hero brochure or  the New Born Super Hero handling
manual, that comes free with super heroes and packed with vital
instructions to handle new born super heroes. I checked Lucky’s
manual, which his father so kindly gave me, and which had come
along with him on 08/09/1982 (free of cost, of course). Clinging
was not mentioned anywhere. So, try as he might, he would never
climb walls.

 

The third, the most cruel and light years away from Lucky’s
heart, is a wild rumour that is circulating among The Avid Fans of
The Adventures of Lucky Series(TAFTAOLS), after recent incidents.
For sake of completeness, I am introducing this rumour here after
appropriately painting it with the euphemism Pseudo-Theory. Sounds
good, doesn’t it. My idea. Got that after thinking for a long time.
Good, isn’t it?

OK. OK. I am going back to the story. (spoilsports, jealous
*****……………………)

 

Ok. Ok.  I’m going. I’m going.

 

Where was I?

Right the pseudo-theory (there it is again, ha ha).

 

These people actually think that the animal inside Lucky did
come to the fore.

Yes, that’s what these people actually say.

The animal did surface.

But, it was not what everyone expected. They think that the
animal is …..

is… Oh my god, Lucky is going to kill me. Rats, what a
predicament.

Oh my god. No, no Lucky I didn’t mean to. It just, it just
slipped out.

 

Anyway, let’s get back to the wall and the behaviour which got
so much out of so many

people. Like the MM.

 

The poor Masked Marauders just gaped at the
spectacle. They were so astonished.

 

Suddenly, everybody heard a voice.

 

Uh Oh. Don’t tell me it is HIM. Please, no.

 

Alas, it is.

 

Super Klutzman in all his finest.

 

“Hey, dumb ********, u want me to **** you.
*********************************.

And take this, you *********************.

 

(Narrator’s Note:  a sequence of *’s
—>     a very foul word or a sequence of
words, which I decline to write here.)

 

This was what the MM needed to break out of
their astonished silence. They ran towards Super Klutzman. He ran
off. But, not before this parting shot, so well placed.

“You might scare me. But, try and beat Lucky. He will show you.
Yes, he will.”

And he was off.

 

Every member of the MM turned towards Lucky
with a look, that can be accurately described as murderous.

 

At this instant, I am sure that all of you sympathize with Lucky
and the just anger which he felt towards his close pal.

 

Maybe anger was the only thing that came closest to matching the
intensity of the fear, he felt.

 

All the members of MM looked like a party of
hunters, as they closed in on our hapless hero, who had now resumed
his previous activities.

 

Only a miracle would save him, now.

 

Loud, authorative footsteps were heard coming in the direction
of the canteen. Lucky slowed down in his attempts, hoping for a
miracle.

 

And, for the umpteenth time, all the MM, turned
back away from Lucky, who was still continuing his behaviour,
afraid that it would be Super Klutzman again.

 

But, to the MM’s surprise, it was a fearsome
figure that approached them. Clad in T-Shirt and a formal
pants.

 

All the 15 members watched openmouthed as the figure approached
them.

 

“Who are you?” the Captain manged to blurt out.

 

“Raman. Rocky Raman” came the stylish reply.

 

“And you can call me Rocky,”

 

“Pleased to meet you” all of them managed to mumble out.

 

“I have come here to deliver a message for Lucky” said Rocky

 

“A message” squeaked out, a member of the dreaded
MM.

 

“Yes. A message from Unhsiv. He wants his project mate in to
come to him in 15 minutes.” Said Rocky and walked out.

 

Lucky had intensified his efforts manifold, after hearing
that.
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