Superman: The Witch of Krypton?
Just tonight I watched the incredible two part film Kill Bill.  Is it gruesome?  Yes.  Is it incredibly violent?  Yes.  Is it choc full of philosophical and introspective moments?  Well…sorta…yeah.  Regardless of its classification, it is an incredibly awesome visual experience with a plot that is a unique, demented, and twisted journey into the minds of Uma Thurmon and Quentin Tarentino.  In fact, it may say more about Uma, as far as I understand it personally; the character of “The Bride” was her creation!  Kudos Kiddo!

Nan Daiyo?!?  Kill Bill and Wicca?
How does the incredibly graphically and gloriously violent Kill Bill tie in with Wicca and Superman?  David Carrodine’s character delivers a very insightful and philosophical speech that got me thinking that,  perhaps, this so very much applies to me too!
The speech, of which I will include below with the required sourcing, was an instant “Aha Moment”.  This little dialogue, of which I’ll edit slightly into a more understandable monologue,  including the masking <beeps> where they should be if you haven’t seen the film yet, will blow your mind.  Read it carefully and then I guarantee that you too will go “hmm… Oh?  Aha!”  

“Now, a staple of the superhero mythology is, there's the superhero and there's the alter ego. Batman is actually Bruce Wayne, Spider-Man is actually Peter Parker. When that character wakes up in the morning, he's Peter Parker. He has to put on a costume to become Spider-Man. And it is in that characteristic Superman stands alone. Superman didn't become Superman. Superman was born Superman. When Superman wakes up in the morning, he's Superman. His alter ego is Clark Kent. His outfit with the big red "S", that's the blanket he was wrapped in as a baby when the Kents found him. Those are his clothes. What Kent wears - the glasses, the business suit - that's the costume. That's the costume Superman wears to blend in with us. Clark Kent is how Superman views us. And what are the characteristics of Clark Kent. He's weak... he's unsure of himself... he's a coward. Clark Kent is Superman's critique on the whole human race…You would've worn the costume of Arlene Plimpton. But you were born <beep> and every morning when you woke up, you'd still be <beep>.”  (Kill Bill Vol. 2, 2004)
Have you had your Aha moment yet?  If not, think upon it a while longer, oh beloved brethren of Krypton, ‘cuz you are Superman.  That’s right, the man with the incredibly stupid costume, the bright red and blue spandex, “is it a bird, a plane…,” yeah…that’s you.  

What kind of grass have you been smoking and how can I get some you ask?  In all seriousness, simply consider your life right now.  What happened when you woke up this morning?  What did you do?  What went through your mind?  Who did you become?

You wake up, you perform you morning routine and you become…who?  Think about it.  What costume do you wear to become who you have to be for the day?  Think about your role and identity, and then ask yourself, “Why in the hell do I do this?  I’m Freakin’ Superman for Goddess sake!”
I am not a Comic Book guy nor am I a Starfleet Captain or a Jedi Master.  Heck, I’m not even a Lord of The Rings or Fantasy Mythos junkie.  I am simply a thinker; a connoisseur of stories based in truth, fiction, science fiction, fantasy, and anything with an incredibly interesting, unique, moving, and “good” plot.  I tend to draw inspirational and unintentional (sometimes intentional) connections to “Things” from watching movies, reading books, and from Life in general.  I then make really bad analogies out of them to present my point.
What’s “Things” Precious?
“Things” is such a nebulous term to use; however, in this case “Things” is used in a literal sense.  “Things” are objects, people, places, thoughts, feelings, and any other named or unnamed, new or old, known or unquantifiable “Thing.”  It is not a special ability or trait that I possess, every single sentient adult, child, beast, and vermin on the planet possesses and uses this ability daily.  As living beings we draw information from our environment, analyze and process this new mental treasure, and apply the newfound knowledge into our lives.  Thus we eventually discover ourselves to be “Experienced” and “Wise” and very, very Wiccan.  
Draw from the above story and ask yourself the question “In what way are you Clark Kent?”  What is the costume that you wear for your spouse, children, family, friends, Co-Workers, and employer(s)?  Why do you wear that ridiculous disguise when you could soar like a bird, be faster than a speeding bullet, or leap over the tallest building?  Superman doesn’t have to wear his tights as he saunters on down the street of Metropolis to be Superman…he can do that Skyclad and so can you.

I suppose the point of this particularly dreadfully written essay is simple:  Be You.  You are going to make mistakes because you are not, nor will ever be, perfect.  Perfection is a pipedream, a Platonic Form.  Because there is absolutely nothing that exists in reality, not a living or nonliving thing in the physical world, that is perfect.  In fact, every once in a while, more often than you’d like, you are going to fuck up in incredibly creative and overly complicated ways that will even bewilder you.  That is life and we are the living, so lets go Live!  

The “Just Us” League
Please, if you take nothing else away from this considerably bloated collection of personal philosophies and insights, at least promise yourself one thing.  Tomorrow morning when your eyes flicker open and greet the hopeful and optimistic clean slate of a brand new day, just be yourself.  Take the day, do everything that you normally do, but do it as You.  Be your own Superman and shed the persona of Clark Kent just as a snake sheds its worn, aged, and uncomfortably fitting skin.  
Reflect upon all you need to for today but please promise yourself that you’ll begin your Tomorrow as the (Wo)Man of Steel!  I, for one, will be greeting the day as Phoenix Forestsong, shedding (nay, Shredding!) my disguise of insecurity and weakness.  I am proud to be who and what I am with the knowledge that, “I am Superman!” 
Superman is who I am, Clark Kent is what I do.

Bless and Blessed Be,

-Phoenix Forestsong
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Bill: As you know, l'm quite keen on comic books. Especially the ones about superheroes. I find the whole mythology surrounding superheroes fascinating. Take my favorite superhero, Superman. Not a great comic book. Not particularly well-drawn. But the mythology... The mythology is not only great, it's unique. 
The Bride: [who still has a needle in her leg] How long does this shit take to go into effect? 
Bill: About two minutes, just long enough for me to finish my point. Now, a staple of the superhero mythology is, there's the superhero and there's the alter ego. Batman is actually Bruce Wayne, Spider-Man is actually Peter Parker. When that character wakes up in the morning, he's Peter Parker. He has to put on a costume to become Spider-Man. And it is in that characteristic Superman stands alone. Superman didn't become Superman. Superman was born Superman. When Superman wakes up in the morning, he's Superman. His alter ego is Clark Kent. His outfit with the big red "S", that's the blanket he was wrapped in as a baby when the Kents found him. Those are his clothes. What Kent wears - the glasses, the business suit - that's the costume. That's the costume Superman wears to blend in with us. Clark Kent is how Superman views us. And what are the characteristics of Clark Kent. He's weak... he's unsure of himself... he's a coward. Clark Kent is Superman's critique on the whole human race. Sorta like Beatrix Kiddo and Mrs. Tommy Plimpton. 
The Bride: Aso. The point emerges. 
Bill: You would've worn the costume of Arlene Plimpton. But you were born Beatrix Kiddo. And every morning when you woke up, you'd still be Beatrix Kiddo. Oh, you can take the needle out. 
The Bride: [does so] Are you calling me a superhero? 
Bill: I'm calling you a killer. A natural born killer. You always have been, and you always will be. Moving to El Paso, working in a used record store, goin' to the movies with Tommy, clipping coupons. That's you, trying to disguise yourself as a worker bee That's you tryin' to blend in with the hive. But you're not a worker bee. You're a renegade killer bee. And no matter how much beer you drank or barbecue you ate or how fat your ass got, nothing in the world would ever change that.

