EXPLANATION





In the turtle’s sewer lair, the reporter, April O’Neil was sitting on a rug, Mic in hand, pointed at the rat mutant, Splinter, who sat cross legged across from her.


	“Now then,” April said. “Shell we begin?”


	“Certainly,  Miss O’Neil.” Splinter answered. April reached over to her cassette player and pressed ‘record’ 


	“Please, call me April. Now, I guess we can start by your telling me how you…well…how you…um..that is how a…”


	Splinter interrupted her. “How a rat came to be like a man? No need to ret over words, April. Words do not offend. Just make yourself comfortable…for the story is a long one…”





	“It begins in Japan, with a clan of ninja known as The Foot, their sensei, a quiet man named Hamato Yoshi, and one student who sought to take over Yoshi’s leadership. This student was Oroku Saki. 


	“Through an act of the must cunning treachery, Saki made it appear as though Yoshi was planning to kill a visiting Master. Framed and unable to offer an explanation, Yoshi was banished from The Foot clan, forever.


	“Disgraced, he fled to America, while back in Japan, The Foot Clan became an army of crime, under the leadership of Saki.


	“Penniless, his honor preventing him from begging or stealing, Hamato Yoshi chose a solitary life beneath the city, living in its sewers, making friends with its rats. Thus he lived with the rats, day in and day out until one day, four new friends arrived: Turtles!


	Too cute they were, the decision to care for them was an easy one. One day, Yoshi found them playing in a strange glowing green ooze. It was a powerful mutagen, one that caused whoever touched it to take on the form of whatever creature they had most recently been in contact with. The turtles began to become almost human. Yoshi however had most recently been in contact with the rats!"





	April interrupted Splinter. “Then that means that you’re Hamato Yoshi!”


	“Yes.” He took a sip of coffee and poured some into a mug for April, who then also took a sip.





	“The turtles gave me a new name: Splinter. I guess it has to do with my walking stick. Knowing that they too would be outcasts, I began training them in the warrior’s art of ninjitsu.


	“To each I gave a weapon, color, and name of my favorite painters: Leonardo, with the color of blue and the skill with katana blade, is clean and swift. Raphael with the color of red. No weapon can withstand the strength of his sai. Donatello, with the color of purple. His simple wooden Bo can disarm anyone. And Michaelangelo with the color of Orange. In his hands, the Nunchuaku is a blur of whirling might!   


	“Together they have proven a formidable force against the many attacks of my old student, Oroku Saki, who now calls himself The Shredder, and whose twisted dreams of conquest now extend far beyond our homeland of Japan. His power has grown as well. He leads an army of robotic foot soldiers, and two unfortunate creatures known as Bebop and Rocksteady, who are also mutants, like the Turtles.


	“Worse, he is often aided by alien technology given to him by Krang, the evil brain from Dimension X. it was Krang who provided Saki with the mutagen that was meant to kill me, not mutate the turtles and myself like it did.”





	April spoke up once again. “So you’ve fought these guys before?”


	“Oh yes, many times. And my sons have had many adventures.” Splinter took another sip of his coffee. “Here, let me tell you another story…”





THE END


	


