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This is not a test. This is an experiment in progress.
Imitation Crab Meat provides a chance for me to prove to
myself that I'm able to tell a "straight" story, as well as a
decidedly Earth-based one, as opposed to the
psuedo-superhero shenanigans that go on in my other title,
Amoeba Adventures. This has the distinction of being the
fastest comic I've ever produced...began January 21 and
completed January 23, in a work period of about 24 hours.
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The material here is very raw, the story not concise with a
happy ending or a moral of any sort...after all, it's based on
real life, more or less, and since when has life had a point? If
reaction is favorable, I'll probably undertake more of these
in the future...hundreds of ideas are waiting to bubble up
from the file drawer of memory. There's always more
Imitation Crab Meat waiting at the cannery.
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Imitation Crab Meat No. 1, January 1992. Published
by Protoplasm Press. All contents C 1992 Nik Dirga. Any
resemblances to persons real or imaginary is probably
well-founded. Additional copies can be had for 50¢ each
from PO Box 2230, University MS 38677.
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2020 Bonus Features

My original 'script' notes for the story.
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A few years ago, Christmas for me still hadn't entirely lost
that cinnamon-scented glow it has when you're a child. I
mean, I knew there was no Santa and all that crap, but
somehow the twinkly lights and familiar sounds of the carols
still managed to set me off a bit, you know?

I was going downtown to meet my friend Kim for an
evening of roaming around the town Christmas festival making
merry and so forth. Downtown was 1it up like...well, like a
Christmas tree, all right? And you could vaguely hear the
sound of the high school choir singing.

I saw a few people I knew by sight from school, real
stoner types, walking my way. One of them punched me in the
stomach as he walked by, not hard enough to hurt but enough
to piss me off. Christmas. Brings out everyone's inner
spirit. Of course, if your inner spirit is that of an
asshole..

Once I got downtown, I waited for Kim on the library
steps. The library was catty-cornered to the section of
downtown they closed off for the festival, so I was on the
border of the festivities, like a wallflower at the school
prom, watchlng the whirling kaliedoscope of people.

Kim got dropped off by her mom, since neither of us
were old enough to drive yet. She's buzzing like a kite,
infected with the chill of the evening. My stomach still
hurts so I'm not in the best of moods, but she comes and
takes my arm in hers and drags us across the street into the
crowd. We break up a couple of the giggling clusters of
teenage girls that pepper the street like rogue sheep in our
wake. Kim mutters something about "trendies," the bane of
her existence. I don't know really what I am yet...I don't
seem to fit in any of the carefully organized cliques that
pervade high school, but Kim doesn't seem to mind that. She

| still accepts my friendship, which has lasted through two

years of arguing and bickering.

our nicknames for each other are "David Asinine" and
"Mad-At-Me Hayes," parodies of the two main characters from
the TV Show "Moonlighting," who seem to share much the same
sort of relationship.

We're off on a hunt for Kim's latest boyfriend, who's
22. She's 15. Kim's brought her camera, and is taking
pictures left and right of anything that catches her eye.

As we wade through the crowd, we occasionally see
people we know and wave at them, although we don't stop, so
engrossed are we in our search. We finally find the guy...I
am amazed by how short he is. His name is Chris something.
He's a kind of sullen fellow...surrounded by his
beer-clutching friends, who look like they've been doing the
same thing for ten years and will be doing it for ten more.

We bid our farewells to Chris, who's spending the
evening with his friends, and go to get some apple cider. I
graciously turn my back while he and Kim kiss goodbye. The
cider is good, sending a warm jolt of molten lava down my
throat to chase away the chill in the air. Kim asks me what
I thought of Chris. I say he seemed like a nice guy. As we



koip our cider on the curb, some good friends from school
stop by. We talk for a while, and suddenly so eone grabs the
camera from Kim's hand and snaps a photograph Eree21ng the
/moment for all time in a thin sheet of paper. Soon enough,
Kim went—-off to find Chris, .and I walked home, keeping both
0\ hands before qy stomach.
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The actual photo referred to at the end of the
story, Christmas 1987.





