The Ewok Strikes Back


You might think my life is that of a simple one.  I mean, I do have my dashing good looks, but its not easy being three feet tall.  I mean, if I have to hear one more short joke, or appear at one more book signing with Whiney the Pooh, I swear I’m going postal on somebody.  You thought the Jedi were bad?  Need I remind you that I kicked some emperial ass in that movie?  That movie, that is where it all started.


In the early 80’s I was a struggling actor.  I had a staring role in “Disco Fever” which was supposed to be the answer to “Saturday Night Fever”.  Disco died, the movie bombed.  I was living under a bridge when I ran in to George Lucas.  It was a real coincidence; I was stalking him, he caught me, but couldn’t resist my good looks.  He proceeded to offer me a role in his next film.


The shooting was marred by a few minor occurrences.  Anytime we would try to shoot a scene, Mark Hammil would step all over my lines.  I confronted him about it, and he would just cry to George and he almost got me kicked out of the film.  I think the girl that played Leia was crazy, I wonder what ever happened to her?  For some reason, Chewbacca insisted he was my father, and I swear the gay, uh, I mean gold robot made a pass at me.  The only one I could trust was Harrison Ford.

At the conclusion of the movie, I was living the high life.  I started with endorsements for Nike, and became the leading spokesman for “IAFC”, Individuals Against Fur Coats.  From there, everything went downhill.


December 25, 1985, Me and Whiney the Pooh were doing a charity Christmas event which was supposed to take all night.  After the kids got their presents and slowly filed out, I had a little extra time so I went ahead and caught an early flight home.  All told, I was home twelve hours sooner than I was supposed to be.  I was feeling pretty good about my good deeds and good times, and proceeded to go inside my house and bedroom to find my Ewok life partner in bed with Harrison Ford.  Needless to say, I put the Force down on both of them, and was arrested on domestic disturbance charges.  I spent two hard years of my life in jail.  Wait, I’m a celebrity, I shouldn’t have to go to jail!  The judge, some chick named Judy, had a crush on Harrison and put me away.


The rest of the 80’s are a blur to me.  I started to get really heavy in to cocaine with some guy who was starting a music career.  I think he called himself Cobain.  Anyway, I got in to some heavy depression, and constantly was jumpy around glow sticks, thinking some guy named Vader would kill me with one.  The start of the 90’s brought drugs, rehab, more drugs, and more rehab.


I started to really get my life on track in the mid-90’s.  My friend Kurt died, and I vowed to stop doing drugs all together.  I received cameo roles in “Saving Private Ryan”, “Forrest Gump”, and “Titanic”, but it was really only because Tom Hanks and Leonardo DiCaprio had a rivalry with that damn Harrison Ford.  At the end of the century, life was good, and I even invested all my money in stocks for the great company called, “Enron”.  After the turn of the century, I lost all my money in stocks for this piece of crap company called, “Enron”.


Now I am clean and sober, though I am still a gentleman and enjoy the occasional martini.  I like to go on tour with my friends of New Found Glory.  What, a three foot tall fuzzy dude can’t be a punk rocker?  Besides that, I am just finishing up my new book, which, if you are reading, hopefully you have bought it, or are going to buy it.  None of that library crap, that doesn’t make me any money. 

Anyway, May The Force Be With You, wait, scratch that, don’t want to pay George Lucas royalties.
