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Spike is back. SPIKE IS BACK! Back, I tell you! Back!


(easy...easy)


And in a big way, which doesn’t surprise me at all. What did surprise me was how many steps we went through in such a short period of time. The transition from Almond Joy Spike (sometimes you feel like a nut...) to Mounds Spike and back again...well, I didn’t see that one coming. I had William penciled in as somewhat bonkers until at least after Columbus Day.


In fact, when "costumed" sane Spike showed up in the Summer’s foyer, I was tempted to write him off as, first, a figment of Buffy’s imagination (until after the commercial break), and, later, some form of the big bad in disguise (until Anya looked into his eyes). So this is how Spike has decided to wrestle with his demons: he’s spliced himself into halves.


On one side, we have William...tortured by the things he’s done. Soft at heart. Weak and misguided. Living in the past. Tormented. Unkempt hair.


On the other, we have Spike. Neutered Spike, yes, but still Spike. British cool. Devious, yet charming. Misplaced. Misguided. In love with Buffy.


Last week, I was sure that Spike’s reference to "just the three of us" meant Buffy, himself, and the big evil lurking in the shadows. Now, I’m not so certain. Now, I think it might just be Spike, William, and Buffy.


And how much more interesting is that?


In the end, however, I think the two came together. Maybe not for the first time, but the first for us. In the end, Spike met William half way and became something not entirely not unlike...a man.


Flawed and lost. Strong and with purpose. Confused about who he is in relation to what he wants. Vulnerable and pathetic, and all the more worthy of our love...if only because he is real.


The evolution was fast and furious, however, and I spent much of the last half of the night wondering what, exactly, I had witnessed. Then came the last five minutes...five of the coolest minutes of BtVS I have ever seen.


For starters, JM has gotten so good that...what? What can you actually say about him? He transcends, now. At this point, more than any other slight the show has received, his lack of recognition borders on criminal. We watched him swing, quickly back and forth, from William to Spike, arguing with himself, pleading with God, helpless to hopeless to threatening...with the smoothest of transitions and subtle, subtle power.


The performance itself left me confused. As if I could possibly write about something else. Because tonight I felt I saw JM truly come into being. And I was somewhat awed.


And why? And how? The truth came out. The deep truth, the real truth. We were off the scent. Put there by Joss who prodded us to believe that Spike left for surgery. To have a chip removed, thank you very much, to free himself to kill Buffy. To rid himself of her. To give her what she deserved.


But no! How could that be? He loves her. Spike knew, deep down inside, he was searching for his soul all along. It’s what he was asking for in Africa, even if the words never came out of his mouth.


To give Buffy what she deserved.


And then those five minutes. I don’t do...I won’t ever do this again...but tonight I have to. I have to actually have the words in front of us, to see them. To be sure of what we heard. To see it for ourselves.


Buffy: Spike, have you completely lost your mind? 


Spike: Well, yes, where have you been all night?


Buffy: You thought you would just come back here, and be with me?


Spike: Well, first time for everything.


Buffy: This is all you get...I’m listening. Tell me what happened.


Spike: I tried to find it, of course.


Buffy: Find what?


Spike: The spark. The missing...the piece, that fit...that’ll make me fit. Because you didn’t want...I can’t. Not with you looking. (Gets up and walks into the shadows.) I dreamed of killing you. (Buffy picks up a stake.) I think they were dreams. So weak. Did you make me weak? Thinking of you? Holding myself and spilling useless buckets of salt over your...ending. Angel, he should have warned me...it’s here. In me. All the time. The spark. I wanted to give you...what you deserve. And I got it. They put the spark in me and now all it does is burn.


Buffy: Your soul.


Spike: Bit worse for lack of use.


Buffy: You got your soul back. How?


Spike: It’s what you wanted, right? (Looking to heavens and raising his voice) It’s what you wanted, right? And now everybody’s in here...talking. Everything I did. Everyone I...and him. And it. The other. The thing...beneath. Beneath you. It’s here too. Everybody failed to tell me. Go. Go. To hell.


Buffy: Why? Why would you do...


Spike: Buffy, shame on you. Why would a man do what he musn’t? For her. To be hers. To be the kind of man who would never...to be a kind of man. And she shall look on him with forgiveness and everybody will forgive and love. And he would be loved. So everything’s okay, right. (Leans on cross and starts to smolder) Can we rest now? Buffy...can we rest?


Honestly, what can you say after that? What can you write? My friend, Jack Blair, who was watching with me, said it best – Spike has become the greatest vampire in all of movies and television. His character is so evolved, so complex, so, for lack of a better word, real, that to dissect him...to say that this is what he means and this is what he is offends.


People – real people – can’t be explained so easily. Only characters can. 


Angel is a character. A beloved one, to be sure, but limited and confined by his motivations. I am a vampire with a soul. I atone for my past transgressions. The memories haunt me everyday. I brood therefore I am.


But not Spike. Not anymore. He is William and he is Spike, that which is beneath Buffy. But unlike Angel, in which Angelus was just a variation on a theme, this Spike, this current William, they are different. At opposites. And in the middle is just this...man.


A tired, tired man who just wants someone to explain to him what it’s all for. What it all means? Who is he here? Who is he now? And he suspects the only person who can tell him is this woman who doesn’t even really know who she is.


Forgive me.


As to what it will all mean...for us, for the future...that we can discuss. At length. In the days to come. But this is all I have now, and I didn’t even say it first.


Tonight, Spike became a kind of man. It’s exactly what Buffy deserves, and that might be the most dangerous thing of all.


Tremors...I’m not going to discuss the monster of the week, because, frankly it was beside the point. What it did do, however, was indicate some talking points for the future. Namely...


Xander is trying to move on post-Anyanka.


He has also nearly become a father figure.


Dawn showed some interesting backbone tonight, both with Secrets & Lies Buffy and Spike.


Anya might be a lost cause. Don’t be surprised if Joss keeps her on the wrong side of the law this year.


Willow...let’s just wait and see. I like how she and Giles are communicating and it raises some interesting questions about her future as a watcher. I also like how much they are making it clear that magic – and using it – are foregone conclusions in her life.


Sunnydale High...um, wasn’t everyone under the impression that this episode had everything to do with her starting work at school. The previews have been giving us the snowjob for a few years now, to the point where you absolutely cannot trust them for any semblance of information.


The episode titles, however, have been rife with meaning, and much attention should be paid to them until further notice.


From Beneath You It Devours...well, they have certainly poured it on thick, and Joss might have trouble living up to it. The big bad is officially The Big Bad. Capital B and that rhymes with T, which spells Trouble.


There are some signs now that point in some directions we haven’t previously discussed. Some things about the nature of the earth itself. Some things that suggest what it might holding, and what it might be for.


This hellmouth...this Hellmouth...it’s got teeth. And from beneath it devours. There isn’t that much to go on, but this big bad, this first evil...it’s as old as we feared. Older than time as we know it. And perhaps, just perhaps, both Earth and man were put here to hold it and keep it.


Discuss amongst yourselves.


The Next Big Thing...I think it is now probably pretty clear what happened in Istanbul last week, and, of course, again in Germany tonight. Put another way, if these poor unfortunate girls aren’t Slayers-in-waiting, I’ll wash Joss’s BMW for a year.


With my tongue.


Just so long as he listens to my pitches.


Version 2.0 seemed a great deal tougher to me than the original, and, I think, offered up a nice little nod to fellow network Powerpuff grrrl Sidney Bristow. This means, of course, we have to deal with the fact that Joss is affirmatively establishing that all intended heirs to Buffy (well, Faith, actually) are being made to go the way of Jennifer Love Hewitt’s career. Not to beat a dead horse with a dead horse...but someone has to be next in line.


For now, I’m gonna take a hiatus from that line of thought and take a look at the flip side. Who are these guys in the funny robes? Why are they trying to end the slayer line? Who do they work for? Are they first cousins to the Knights of Byzantium?


Are they even forces of evil?


For now, I fear, we have to stick with the questions...and all the speculation you can bear. 


Wait for it...


Wait for it...


It’ll come.


Count our blessings...And last, but certainly not least...an extremely grateful shout-out to Little Willow for an episode synopsis that flat out rocked (Editor Kara’s words) and went well above and beyond the call of duty (mine own) last week. Her weekly episode BtVS synopses here at ScoopMe provide those who missed the details of an episode with an amazing, witty, thoughtful breakdown of the action. Wow! Let’s just say that again...Wow!


Well...that’s all folks. I’m going to pop in those last five minutes again and then I’ll catch you on the boards.
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