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Strangers on a Train
“Have I ever told you about how I became a superhero?” A young fellow leaned over and asked a sloppily dressed man standing besides him.
“Huh?” The man responded, not fully certain the question was addressed to him. “Are you talking to me? How would I have heard that story, we have never met before,” the man added as he cautiously glanced around to map out an appropriate egress route, should the conversation go sour. No such route presented itself, as they were confined to a car of the subway train they rode together.
“I suppose that is a fair point you bring up,” the younger man commented as he adjusted his blue tights and red belt. “Well in that case you are in for a treat, for I am Tidal Rush.”
“Never heard of you,” the man said. “What’s up with the getup, you some sort of fairy?”
Tidal Rush bellowed a boisterous chuckle, showing good humor at the comment then placed his hand on top of the blue mask that concealed his true identity, “I will not take your unfamiliarity with my work as insult, civilian. I do my good deeds for the people, not for the celebrity. I just do my part, and my outfit, albeit flamboyant to an untrained eye, allows for maximum mobility while protecting the public.”
“So you are not trying to pick me up?” the man attempted to confirm.
“Correct civilian, just trying to make small talk to pass the time until out subway arrives at our individual destinations,” the hero explained.
“Stop calling me civilian, I have a name,” the man retorted, “but if you are a superhero, why are you on the subway? Shouldn’t you be flying around or something?”
“Not at all, common misconception, for I do not have the power of flight, I have the power over the element of water, and as such I must ride the subway when I miss my ride,” Tidal Rush admitted then added, “and my sincere apologies for not addressing you by name, but I am unfamiliar with your moniker.”
The man thought for a moment then said, “I usually would not share personal information with a complete stranger, but from the looks of you I feel I might be able to get some business down the road, here take my card.”
Tidal Rush accepted the card and read it aloud, “Dr. Ron Dewings, Psychoanalyst. Well Ron, it is a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”
Becoming more interested in Tidal Rush, Ron started becoming more active in the conversation, “so what are you doing to help clean up the streets?”
“The usual for my line of work,” the hero started, “mash muggers, bash burglars, thwart thugs, thwack thieves,…”
“Alright, I get the idea,” Ron interrupted grabbing his head as if a headache were forming.
“Also, since I control the ultimate power of the water, I can clean up the streets the old fashion way with a wash down,” Tidal Rush added tongue in cheek, waiting for Ron’s reaction before exploding into laughter.
Ron’s palm, which was just removed from his forehead returned immediately after the comment. “So the power over water, that is it? How is that going for you?”
“Well, like the tides,” the self proclaimed protector of the streets explained, “it has its ups and downs. I mean, it is useful, but it is not the most glamorous of powers, I mean I can’t fly, and I can’t make things explode, and it is not very intimidating to threaten someone with a harsh soaking. But, I have managed to harvest my powers and develop them into powerful attacks.”
“Interesting,” Ron thought out loud with a concerned expression on his face, “tell me though, with these powers, were you ever tempted to use them for your own personal gain. Say flush out a jewelry store and collect the valuables, or perhaps destroy a city with a tidal wave, that is if you even have the capability of such magnitude.”
“I would never,” Tidal Rush said in disgust, “I mean, sure I could, but I prefer a noble deed opposed to dabbling in dastardly debacles of demonic demeanor.”
“So the life of high risk and little praise never got to you?” Ron asked, half smirking as a twinkle lit in his eye. “Give all and get nothing in return. Admired by none, blamed by all, never thought about changing professions and jumping the tracks?”
“The thought never crossed my mind, nor will it ever,” Tidal Rush boldly bellowed, becoming uneasy with where the conversation was headed. “A true hero stays true to himself and to the city which he protects.”
“In that case, you are useless to me,” Ron declared as his eyes went wild and he raised his hand towards Tidal Rush propelling him through the wall of the train onto the tracks. “Looks like this is your stop,” Ron yelled as he jumped onto the tracks himself.
“You ferocious fiend,” Tidal Rush snapped back, as he righted himself, puffed out his chest and placed him hands upon his hips in a signature stance.
“Can it waterboy,” Ron screamed, “you are facing the ever powerful Evil Dr. Ron Dewings, psychoanalyst extraordinaire, high on the psycho, light on the analyst.” Ron then levitated a large boulder, which had been knocked loose from Tidal Rush’s collision with the tunnel wall. The rock hovered for a moment because being jettisoned into the hero, whom was still striking his pose.
Tidal Rush flew backwards but was able to keep his footing. He studied his opponent’s movements and fiddled his hands around in the air. Moments later a surge of water appeared from down the tunnel where they fought, and encased the doctor. “Feeling flush you malevolent miscreant?”
“Enough with the alliteration, if I was not crazy already, this would surely put me over the edge.” Dr. Ron Dewings pointed his finger at Tidal Rush and winked. He lifted his finger higher into the air and Tidal Rush ascended off of the ground to wherever the doctor pointed. “Need a lift? See I can play your word games too, but you are not fully understanding the gravity of the situation, but do not worry, you are about to.”
Tidal Rush was a considerable distance in the air, as far at the crest of the tunnel would allow. Dr. Ron Dewings released his hold of the hero and Tidal Rush began plummeting back towards the tracks. In a split second before collision Tidal Rush was able to muster up some water beneath his to cushion his fall to prevent injuries.
Powered with adrenaline and anger, Tidal Rush glared at Dr. Ron Dewings and announced, “prepare to become hydrophobic.” Tidal Rush formed a powerful stream of water, which struck the doctor in the chest, driving him back towards the opposite wall of the tunnel. The unrelenting assault was overpowering the villain, who coughed and gasped for air. It was apparent he was no match for Tidal Rush. The superhero kept one hand controlling the powerful torrent immobilizing his foe, and with the other called on a second surge of water, which rose mightily above the evil doers head. “Wave goodbye doctor."
The Death of a Kid
Utopolis, the former crime capital of the world; the rain poured down on the body of a boy not even out of his teen years. His mangled corpse welcomed the droplets falling upon him; at least they are washing away the filth so that he was presentable for when his mother comes to identify him.
“It is a real tragedy,” Detective Owen Girtz said through the pursed lips that held his cigarette. The police started to process the crime scene, remaining mostly silent; a dead kid always hit them hard.
At the end of the alley where the body rested, two figures emerged partially obstructing the gentle glow of the street lamp; two muscular forms. Each stood proudly, and each wore a cape that flowed majestically even with the little wind there was that night. As the two approached, their costumes came into sight. One of them wore mostly black, which clung to his skin. He wore a belt, which was silver and sparkled at the sight of all the light it met, and he also wore a black mask that was pulled over his entire head, leaving just enough room in his eye holes to peer out of without obstructing his vision. Along with the black cape that completed his outfit, his hood had two silver M’s, one on each of his temples. His choice of attire was very basic, but emitted a certain power, and pride.
The other sported a more colorful outfit. Blue tights, a large red belt, yellow gloves up to his elbows, and a yellow cape. Additionally darker blue embroidered waves were etches over the entire uniform. On his head he wore a mask that only covered his eyes, revealing is long flowing locks of dirty blond hair. The two heroes were well known amongst the police, and the community for that matter, as they were both prominent members in the crime fighting superhero group, The Seven Deadlies.
“We came as soon as we heard,” Tidal Rush, dressed in the blue, stated to the detective.
“He looks like one of yours. The costume says it all,” Detective Girtz noted, referring to the get up that the deceased teenager was wearing. The black haired boy sprawled across the asphalt wore gray and red tights with yellow lightening blots down the legs, and shaded goggles.
“Yes, and no. It is Kid Quick,” Mind Manners, the other superhero started. “He was a young up and comer. I had met with him, and he wanted to join us, but I told him we do not hold tryouts. He just learned of his powers, it is a real shame.”
“Suspect Foul Play?” Tidal Rush questioned while examining the contorted body of the boy.
“My inclination is yes,” Detective Girtz nodded. “He has no visible injuries however. We will not know until he is checked out by the coroner, but this boy is too healthy to just drop dead.”
“Keep us in the loop Detective,” Mind Manners offered a handshake. “We try to discourage vigilante superheroes, but this one is personal. We will help you find the murderer if this indeed was homicide.”
Mind Manners and Tidal Rush left the scene as they saw no need to remain and get in the way of the officers. The police were more than capable of processing the scene and providing them with the details later. The Seven Deadlies worked closely with the police and were employed by the city to clean up the streets; they held a mutual respect for one another and their symbiotic relationship.
“So you knew the kid?” Tidal Rush asked Mind Manners as they walked.
“Yes, he wanted to be a hero,” Mind Manners sighed, shaking his head. “I feel partially responsible. He looked up to us. He sought me out, showed me what he could do. He had incredible speed. Could not even be seen by the eye; that is how fast. Just terrible.”
“Who do you think would have done this?”
“At this point it is too early to tell. Could be a jealous school rival. Could be a super villain. Could just be a random crime. Who knows?”
“Maybe some villain got word of a new hero and wanted to snuff them out before they truly found themselves. How do you think the rest of the team is going to react?”
“Not sure,” Mind Manners thought. “It is best we let them know that we are taking on this case. I think most of them are at the diner. Let’s stop by.”
Origins: Tidal Rush
The Purity Through Water Drinking Water Treatment Plant, or the palindromic acronym, P.T.W.D.W.T.P., as the workers commonly referred to it, stood majestically in the silence of the night. Lone technician, Eddy Swirls, was doing his rounds of the plant to ensure all was running properly in the large operating station. Eddy was supposed to have company, but the other overnight worker had called in sick with a stomach virus.
Eddy walked around listening to the enchanting rhythm of the various splashes and gurgles of the purified water. He frequently let his mind wander during his walks, and he thoroughly enjoyed the peace, but he wanted more out of life. He wanted an adventure; some form of danger to throw itself onto his lap. Unbeknownst to Eddy, the danger he craved lurked right outside the P.T.D.W.D.T.P. and was soon going to present itself to Eddy. Continuing his walk, he came to the front entrance, where he was going to lock the door and set the alarm.
Eddy placed his key into the lock and was about to turn it when the door forcefully swung open, knocking Eddy to the ground. “What the?” Eddy managed to mutter before noticing that the intruder was carrying a woman’s purse and a pistol. He must be a criminal, Eddy deduced.
The criminal looked frantically around, almost as if looking for a hiding place and the reason soon became clear to Eddy. The door swung open a second time, this time revealing a heroic silhouette. The caped figure stepped into the light.
“Mind Manners,” Eddy excitedly screamed, recognizing one of his idols. “He’s over there,” Eddy pointed enthusiastically to the criminal, now cowering behind the reception desk.
“Much obliged citizen,” Mind Manners thanked with a nod. “Now take cover, this could get ugly.”
Mind Manners approached the mugger, who aimed his gun at the hero. He intently looked at Mind Manners with the intentions of firing, but was unable to do so. Eddy knew that Mind Manners was using his super powers to get inside of the criminals mind, preventing him from shooting. Eddy wore an ear to ear grin as he basked in the presence of a true superhero. Eddy was a fan and knew all there was to know about Mind Manners; he collected newspaper clippings, attended all his public speeches, and sometimes while along even acted out some of his signature stances and catch phrases.
The criminal lowered his gun, knowing that he was not going to be able to pull the trigger, and instead threw the purse at Mind Manners. Caught off guard, Mind Manners stretched out his arms to catch the purse while the criminal charged and punched the hero in his masked jaw. Mind Manners jerked to the side, and glared back at the criminal through the eyelets of his mask.
“Not the smartest move, friend,” Mind Manners sneered before peering into the mind of the criminal.
“No,” the criminal cried out in fear, terror flashing all over his face. Eddy was familiar with this signature attack of Mind Manners. He would jump into the mind and unearth dark memories, and strong fears. All the thoughts that the brain tried to suppress were fair game to Mind Manners.
Eddy was now back on his feet and stood alongside the hero. The criminal was now shaking, but his resistance was stronger than Mind Manners had anticipated. He was able to break free of the mental hold, and muster up another attack. The criminal extended his leg and swept Mind Manners off of his feet. As Mind Manners collapsed, Eddy thought the criminal had gained the upper hand and he felt he had to intervene.
Eddy lunged at the armed assailant, and grabbed at his gun. The two struggled over control of the gun, waving it wildly in the air, as neither one was going to let go. As the grapple continued Eddy was backed up against the pre-treatment process unit, a basin of water with chemical injectors to ensure proper chemical reactions. The criminal saw his opportunity and overpowered Eddy Swirls over the guard railing to the churning water.
Mind Manners was not willing to let an innocent bystander fall victim in front of him, so he hastened his battle tactics and simply shut off all brain activity in the criminals mind, a feat which left Mind Manners severely drained. The criminal fell to the ground in a temporary coma, while Mind Manners rushed to the guard rail.
Eddy was flailing about at the bottom of the basin, panicking at the fact that he was not surfacing. Mind Manners knew he was too weak to jump in and swim them both out, so he had to rely on his powers. He needed to get inside of Eddy’s mind, and remove his state of panic if he was going to save him. Mind Manners concentrated, but the water was jamming his signal. Eddy was beginning to move less; Mind Manners was running out of time. He pushed himself to the mental limit, forcing his brain waves through the water into Eddy’s mind.
Eddy quickly overcame his fears, halted his flailing, and let buoyancy take hold of him, floating him back to breathable air. Eddy coughed violently, but was otherwise fine. Mind Manners fell to his knees, never before feeling such strain. Eddy climbed out and ran to Mind Manners side.
“Thank you Mind Manners,” Eddy smiled. “No one is going to believe that I was saved by Mind Manners. This is incredible. Are you alright? You do not look so good.”
“I am burning up,” Mind Manners stated as he fell to the ground in a sweat.
“Don’t worry, I will cool you down,” Eddy announced as he reached his hands toward the water he was just in, forcing it to lift into the air and splash down on Mind Manners.
Mind Manners sat back up to full attention, “how did you do that?”
Eddy, just as shocked as Mind Manners could not produce a definite answer, “I do not really know. I just felt I could control it, so I did.”
Mind Manners thought about it for a moment, “perhaps when I broke into your mind through the water, the essence of the water entered your mind as well. It appears you have become one with the water.”
“Wait a minute,” Eddy stopped. “Does this mean that I have powers? Does this mean that I can become a superhero?”
“Hold on a second,” Mind Manners cautioned as he stood back to his feet, “we need to understand what has happened to you. This could be every dangerous. There could be severe side effects.”
“Who cares? This is great. I need a name. I always wanted to be like you, let me help you. We can form a duo, what should we call ourselves?”
Mind Manners slowly headed for the exit after hand cuffing the criminal to the guard rail; Eddy Swirls following him out of the P.T.W.D.W.T.P., overbearing him with questions about forming a crime fighting pair. Mind Manners remained silent, but welcomed the idea of a partner, especially one he had a hand in creating.
Everyone Loves the Pie
Odysseus’ Diner was a favorite amongst The Seven Deadlies. Whenever they were not out crime fighting, or resting, they could most likely be found at Odysseus’. It got to the point that they were such regulars that they had a high tech security system installed to detect trouble approaching the diner. At a table in the back, three other members of The Seven Deadlies were caught up in a heated discussion.
“Seriously,” yelled The Manhole, a muscular, macho looking man. He wore a yellow hard hat, and no mask covering up his identity. He wore a plain white tank top, with an orange reflective safety vest over it. His right arm was bulging with veins while his left was deformed, missing the lower portion of the arm. In the place of the shortened appendage, a manhole pick was fused to his bone, acting as permanent weapon. Next to The Manhole, a manhole cover rested on the floor. “It is not that hard of a question. Who would you rather live next to?”
“I do not know. I mean how would you know who they were if they concealed their identity,” a beautiful young woman answered in a deep masculine voice. Her face was angelic, but was slightly obstructed by the slender red mask, worn around her eyes. Her hair was blond and lengthy, held off of her face by a studded headband. Her outfit was revealing; low cut shirt, and tight hot pants. She would be breath taking if it were not for the unusually distracting bulge in the front of her pants. This was Shocking Parts.
“I think the question is just who you would rather live next to, not necessarily having to know which one. I mean there are pros and cons of each,” stated Sir Vey, a rotund individual covered from head to toe in mechanical devices. Miniature cannons and lasers were mounted all over his entire contraption of a body. His outfit teetered between the lines of futuristic and ridiculous.
“Well, more cons if you choose to live next to the villains,” The Manhole chuckled. “I mean, me personally, I would want to live next to the super villains.”
“Why,” Shocking Parts rebutted, “why not live next to the superhero and be with your own kind. You can throw a super barbeque or something.
“Also, it would be dangerous to live next to a villain, unless you want to live there to spy on them,” Sir Vey commented.
“No, my choice was not based on spying, but in defense against your argument I think it would be safer next to the villain,” The Manhole said. “I mean, if a super villain finds the home address of a superhero, he is going to bomb that thing to oblivion and take the whole neighborhood with it. But a superhero; when he finds out the address of a super villain, he would go there alone, sneak in, maybe a face off, but ultimately leave with the villain apprehended and no property damage.”
“That is a valid assessment,” Sir Vey commended, “but what about subsurface secret hideouts? If a super villain digs out an underground cave to carry out his experiments; that can not be good for the foundation of the houses around it. Your home would become structurally unsound.”
“I agree, it would,” The Manhole concurred, “but superheroes also build underground hideouts, so that is a moot point in this argument.”
“What about the neighborhood security watch?” Shocking parts threw in. “Superheroes would be all over that. That would have to make it the safest neighborhood in the town.”
“But imagine the parties,” The Manhole announced, “I would imagine that super villains would have amazing parties, with V.I.P. lists that you would not believe.”
“So you would give up on your convictions over a party?” Sir Vey inquired. “Why would you even bother going to parties? How much fun would you have if you were not drinking?”
“Well I guess I would have a drink or two,” The Manhole responded to the hypothetical question.
“But you know that superheroes can not drink,” Shocking Parts disapproved.
“I still drink on occasion,” Sir Vey noted. “I would assume I am the exception though.”
“Well I could always take a night off from the job,” The Manhole shrugged.
“You can not take a night off Manhole,” Shocking Parts reprimanded. “We do not get personal days in this line of work.”
“So you are telling me that you would not cover for me?” The Manhole asked slightly offended.
As the three were conversing Mind Manners and Tidal Rush entered the dinner and approached the table. “There has been a death of a kid with powers,” Mind Manners announced solemnly. “We are taking the case.”
“Hero? Or just powers?” Shocking Parts asked.
“He wanted to be a hero. He asked if he could join The Seven Deadlies,” Mind Manners explained.
“But that would make no sense,” Sir Vey responded, “there are already seven of us.”
“That is what I said,” Mind Manners added. “We have no real leads so we will have to do some investigating. Where are Shrunk and Friar Ball?”
“They are at the Be A Better Hero Conference,” The Manhole told.
“Text them,” Mind Manners instructed. “They will join us when it is done. We will split up and check the usual suspects and leads. We also have three other jobs that came in that require tending to. One is a fickle pickle jar. Manhole, I think you might get the best of that one. Second is for you Shocking Parts, a car needs jumping, and I do not want to hear a comment about physically jumping a car. Third one if for Friar Ball. I will text him the address of the convent with heat problems. I know times are tough since we cleaned up the streets so well, but we need to do our best to serve the community. Lack of crime is bittersweet to a superhero.”
“Would you like a piece of pie first?” Shocking Parts offered.
“Of course I do,” Mind Manners said sternly. “Everyone loves the pie.”
Mind Manners and Tidal Rush joined the table for a quick taste of pie before the five heroes paid their tab and took to the streets. Each of the heroes had their own personal sources they used for information; various snitches and rumor mills.
Shocking Parts drove her car along the highway until she spotted the stranded vehicle. A mother and three young boys were huddled inside with the doors locked to prevent anyone from taking advantage of the situation. Shocking Parts pulled up behind the woman and approached the car. Shocking Parts’ outfit would have been a dead giveaway that she was part of the superhero team, if her reputation did not precede her.
The woman instantly identified the hero and got out of her car to thank her. “Thank you Shocking Parts. You arrived so quickly, I just placed the call. I pulled over to change a diaper and then my car just stalled.”
“Not a problem,” Shocking Parts nodded as she motioned for the woman to pop the hood. Shocking Parts walked to the front of the car and propped the hood up and leaned into the engine. She took hold of the positive and negative leads of the car battery and yelled out to the woman, “turn the key.”
The woman turned the key in the ignition and the car started to sputter. Shocking Parts released a current slowly from her hands to avoid frying the battery. After a few attempts the car started and Shocking Parts released her hold. She wiped off the grease from her hands and shut the hood.
“Thank you again; I am not sure what we would have done without you. No one stops for someone in need anymore. I guess courtesy left along with the criminals.”
“Just doing our job,” Shocking Parts delivered The Seven Deadlies motto before walking back to her own car. She sat down and pulled the door shut and started to mutter to herself. “I can not believe we waste our time with these jobs. I am a superhero, not a roadside mechanic.”
Shrunk rapped his knuckles on the front door of Jen Eric, an average high school student in need of some intellectual assistance. Jen’s mother, Ms. Eric, answered the door and Shrunk referenced the phone call he received while at his conference. Shrunk was let in and was led up the stairs to the room of the studying student. He walked slightly slower than his guide due to his legs being significantly shorter.
“Greetings Jennifer,” Shrunk bowed, “it has come to my attention that you wish to pick my brain on tidbits of calculus floating around in there.”
“Yes, Mr. Shrunk, I just can not get this derivative,” Jen explained. “I am trying to calculate the velocity of a bike at a distance of one hundred feet, when I am given an equation for the acceleration.”
“Walk me through, or rather, bike me through your process thus far,” Shrunk instructed.
“I figured to take the derivative of the acceleration equation and that should give me the velocity equation. Then I plug in one hundred for a value of X and solve, but my answer is making no sense unless this boy can ride his bike at mach three.”
“Well that is highly unlikely,” Shrunk commented while studying the equations and Jen’s work. The caveman identified the problem and pointed to a negative two on the page, “Jennifer, when we take the derivatives of variables to powers what is the general rule?”
“You multiply by the power, and then subtract one from the power?”
“Correct, but you did not follow your own advice. What have you done here? You have a negative power and negative three minus one is most definitely not negative two.”
“Oh my goodness Mr. Shrunk, that was a silly mistake. I accidentally added one to the negative, it should be negative four.”
“I will wait a moment for you to compute your correct answer Jennifer,” Shrunk said as he clasped his hands behind his back and rocked front to back on the heels of his shoeless feet.
“I got it, thank you so much Mr. Shrunk,” Jen expressed her gratitude in the form of a smile.
“Just doing our job,” Shrunk said softly, “and just on a side note, that acceleration equation your teacher presented you with for a bicycle is highly inaccurate. A bikers power application to the peddle can be drastically simplified, but I guess that is not what the teacher is trying to prove.” Shrunk ensured that Jen had no further questions and then excused himself to start his search for leads as per Mind Manners text.
The Manhole was invited into the woman’s home. Her brow was beaded with sweat and her shoulders were rolled down; she looked defeated. With heavy hands she grabbed a jar off of the marble counter and handed it to The Manhole.
“I have done all I can,” she exclaimed. “I am done. Stick a fork in me. Take me to the curb. Saddle me with honey and dip me in the jellybeans. Lather me…”
“No need to fear,” The Manhole interrupted as he took the jar out of the extended hands of the woman, “I have yet to meet a container that has gotten the best of me.”
“I just wanted a nice sandwich, and these pickles would compliment it so well,” she revealed. “I am so tired of this jar I have almost lost my appetite. Almost, not quite there, maybe lost enough to just want a sandwich though and skip the pickle all together, but then again I should have the greens since I have not had that many vegetables today, but does the pickling process make it any less of a vegetable...”
“Pickles you say?” The Manhole cut off, barely paying attention to the woman. “I eat pickles so often that you could say I am hooked.” He then tapped his makeshift metal appendage against the pickle glass to draw attention to it.”
“You heroes are bananas,” the woman laughed as she turned her head slightly a gave him a smirk.
The Manhole used the tip of his hook to pry underneath the vacuum tight jar of pickles and he allowed the air tight seal to break. The top of the jar popped and loudly echoed throughout the kitchen as The Manhole finished off the jar. He handed the opened pickles to the woman with a smile.
“Thank you so much,” the woman thanked. “The Seven Deadlies are life savers.”
“Just doing our job,” The Manhole tipped his hard hat with a bow. “You can pick your friends, and now you can pick your pickles as well.”
Friar Ball rushed over to the convent as fast as he could, being a fellow servant to the lord, he did not want to leave the nuns in discomfort. He quickly announced his arrival and headed to the basement before waiting for a greeting.
“Broken furnace,” Friar Ball said to himself trying to identify the source of the problem. He began to poke and prod around equipment, but he knew that there was no salvation for this fiery furnace, for it was old and needed to be replaced.
“Greetings Brother,” a priest welcomed, followed by a nun.
“Father,” Friar Ball nodded back.
“Brother,” the nun smiled.
“Sister,” Friar Ball smiled back.
“What is the verdict?” The priest asked.
“Like the residents of Gomorrah, this one can not be saved,” Friar Ball told. “Tell you what I can do though. I know this guy who can get you a new furnace at market cost, plus maybe a special superhero discount. I can have it delivered and installed by tomorrow, and since it is chilly now, I will generate enough heat to pump through your pipes to keep you toasty warm.” Friar Ball reached his hands into the furnace and emitted flames from his finger tips.
“Oh thank you,” the priest expressed his gratitude. “I know I should not play favorites, but of all The Seven Deadlies, you are my most beloved.”
“And you Father; you are second to nun, because only this lovely Sister besides you is the best,” Friar Ball flattered. “But there is no need to thank us; just doing our job.”
Alone, Sir Vey was busy texting Shrunk that he was hungry, while clunking his gigantic metallic body down the street. He wandered into an alley where he planned on meeting his personal snitch, the Narcoleptic Kleptic, who more than likely was amidst a nap.
The hissing of the pistons that controlled Sir Vey’s leg movements usually was enough to startle the jittery fellow, but not this time, as the alley remained silent. “Kleptic?” Sir Vey called out. “Are you here? Would you care to answer a few questions?”
“The man of many questions,” a voice hissed from the shadows behind Sir Vey, who turned around as quick as his bulky body would allow.
“Who is there?” Sir Vey demanded.
“Why always the hero?” The voice hissed again, still not in sight.
“Crime fighting is a great workout, and a great way to shape up the body,” Sir Vey proudly announced. “Kleptic, is that you?”
“No,” the voice snapped. “With ease, your life will slip away, my questionable hero. Say your grace.”
Sir Vey grew cautious and armed his weapons, but he still did not see his target. He spun around, but it was no use. A pain shot through his arm, and his breathing became erratic. Sir Vey knew this feeling, it was a place he had visited many times before; he was having a heart attack.
Origins: Sir Vey
The phone rang. A pudgy hand reached across the room in an attempt to answer the call and end the ringing. The stubby digits stretched to their max, and strained to move any further, but it was no use, whoever was calling had given up. The room was left silent except for the heavy pants of a winded man. At one point in time, Oliver Vey would have easily been able to answer his phone, but his lifelong struggle with obesity was finally leaving him defeated.
Oliver was once a man of many questions, always trying to figure out how things worked, and making attempts to improve the design. His questionable mind is what led him into the field of robotics, but that was over two hundred pounds ago before he was bed stricken, topping the scales at four hundred and thirty six pounds. He left his work years back on disability, and was unable to work ever since. With the limited income he received compounded with his rising medical bills due to his diminishing health, Oliver was going to loose his home. Attempting to earn enough money to keep his home, Oliver applied for a position of a phone questionnaire researcher. It was one of the only positions he was physically capable of, but the ringing phone which he was unable to answer was his interviewer. Disheartened, he dove fist first into a tub of mint chocolate chip ice cream, a reserve that he kept in a bed side freezer for such occasions.
About halfway through his tub, the phone rang again. With great efforts, Oliver managed to maneuver the extra two inches to answer the phone. The marketing group had called back. After a brief apology, the interview proceeded, and concluded with Oliver receiving and accepting the job offer.
The next day, Oliver’s nurse dropped off his food, as well as a package from his new employers with phone numbers for him to call. Eager to start working and earning his keep, Oliver began his calls. The time went quickly as Oliver asked many questions of the willing participants; that was until he called up Charles Miller, a Caucasian male between the ages of twenty five and thirty six.
“Hello, is Charles Miller home?” Oliver asked cheerily.
“He is here now, but not for long. What do you want?”
“Is this Charles Miller speaking?” Oliver asked for clarification.
“Yea, but you are going to have to make it quick, I am about to put a bullet in my brain. I thought you might be someone trying to convince me not to, but I guess no one really cares.”
“I apologize for getting your hopes up Charles, but I was calling to conduct a phone questionnaire, but there are people who care. Do not do this. There are other ways out,” Oliver pleaded.
“Like out the window, or letting my life blood flow down the drain? Those are other ways out, but I prefer the old fashion, go out with a bang approach.”
“Why are you doing this, I will listen to you. Let me try and help you,” a concerned Oliver said, trying not to loose his calm.
“I am alone in this world. I have lost everything. All I want is a friend,” Charles started sobbing into the phone. “I am so alone.”
“I understand. I am alone too. I have no family, and no friends, because people can not stand the sight of me. I am on the verge of loosing my home, so I truly understand what you are going through, but you do not have to do this. Please.”
“You do not really care. You are just saying that to clear your conscious. You do not want to feel any guilt over what I have done. If you really are interested in saving me and becoming my friend, you could join me for a game of Pick-Up Sticks. I live at 33 Solemn Street. It is a dead end road, which seems fitting. I will wait two hours for you to prove your sincerity.”
“But,” Oliver wanted to explain that he can not get out of his bed, but he panicked and let the phone drop. The phone slid underneath the bed and out of his reach. Oliver attempted to roll over and reach under the bed, but momentum got the best of him and he toppled over, crashed to the floor and was rendered unconscious.
Oliver woke up the next morning to his nurse helping him back into his bed. He asked for the phone, and immediately tried to call Charles Miller, but there was no answer. He fumbled with his television remote to find any channel reporting the local news. He silenced his nurse as he watched intently as they reported a string of car thefts, a kidnapping, a festival at the zoo, and finally, the self inflicted death of a Charles Miller.
Oliver sunk deeper into his bed, partially blaming himself for the death of the stranger, and taking full responsibility for not being able to save him. He was given the opportunity to save a life, but his weight prevented him. His own weight had branched out of the bounds of his own body and had taken a life. This was unacceptable by all means to Oliver, who vowed then and there that he would walk again and reclaim his life. He began drawing up schematic designs of a robotic exoskeleton that would help him to stand and walk again. Oliver withdrew the remainder of his savings and had his nurse purchase the materials he would need to start a prototype.
With limited resources to work with, Oliver Vey was able to build a support system, similar to leg braces, which supported his weight. After weeks of working from his bed, Oliver retrofitted the braces with mechanical pistons to act as the muscles in his legs, muscles he had not used for some time and had depreciated out from underneath him. It was time to test out his creation. With the assistance of his nurse, Oliver strapped into his creation and propped himself into a standing position. With minimal effort from his atrophied legs he was able to take miniature steps. Within days of rehabilitation, Oliver was able to learn to walk again.
Dedicated to his new lease on life, Oliver made every effort possible to live every day to the fullest. Still guilt stricken by not being able to save Charles Miller, Oliver took on a new roll in his neighborhood as the protector. He took on odd jobs around town, and with all the money he earned; he upgraded his exoskeleton with accessories which he could use to help people. He became well known for fighting fires, rescuing car crash victims, and his proudest achievement, a suicide hotline set up to his cell phone which he carried with him everywhere.
Oliver gained local celebrity in his hometown in Wisconsin, and soon his story of hope and triumph became global. Political figures in England contacted Oliver, who was now going by the name Robo-Vey, and requested that he visit them in England to help them start up a community assistance program in his likeness. Oliver was honored and accepted the invitation. While in England working on his philanthropic duties he was introduced to England’s hero of their own, a man whom had been fighting crime solo and called himself Shrunk.
The two became close friends, and worked side by side as partners, saving lives and locking up criminals. The British government was highly appreciative of the work that Robo-Vey was doing that they decided to grant him with the honor they believed that he deserved; knighthood. Robo-Vey graciously accepted the offer and after a brief ceremony Oliver Vey was dubbed…Sir Vey.
Oye Vey
“How could this be,” said a teary eyed man resembling a caveman with massive amounts of body hair, long arms, short legs, a prominent brow, and standing about three feet tall. He wore a clean white lab coat which was opened, revealing only a tattered loincloth underneath. He adjusted the glasses on his face to allow easier access for his tears to stream down his patchy face. In between sobs he took a puff or two from his pipe to calm his nerves.
“Shrunk, are you alright,” Shocking Parts asked of the crying caveman. “I know you two were really close.”
“He just texted me,” Shrunk said in his English accent as he closed his lab coat tightly around his body. “He was hungry.”
The remaining members of The Seven Deadlies stood over the body of Sir Vey who was pronounced dead upon arrival due to cardiac arrest. Sir Vey had been battling weight problems and had recently undergone surgery, but no one was expecting this.
“I think someone should tell The Surveyor,” Tidal Rush announced. “It is only fair.”
“But he is a villain,” Shocking Parts interjected, “why on earth would we tell him his arch nemesis has died?”
“Because we owe it to him,” Mind Manners said. “The Surveyor has worked effortlessly for revenge on Sir Vey, and now he is stripped of that. We need to respect the idea of the arch nemesis. Shocking Parts you do not understand since you do not yet have one.”
“Actually, while we are on the topic, someone needs to claim The Surveyor as their arch nemesis,” Friar Ball added.
“Where is the respect in just passing him along?” Shocking Parts shot back. “Who is to say he will want a new nemesis?”
“We have our ways to make him hate us,” Mind Manners stated.
“The one who tells him of Sir Vey’s passing with automatically be in his bad grace,” Tidal Rush pointed out.
“When do I get an arch nemesis?” Shocking Parts inquired.
“You can have Pisces,” The Manhole laughed.
“Ew gross,” Shocking Parts made a disgusted face. “That old man is nasty; I do not want to be anywhere near him, and what the hell is with him only wearing that diaper thing?”
“He calls it his cod piece,” Tidal Rush enlightened. “He goes through great lengths to keep with all of his fish references.”
“I think we can all agree, that that villain is destined to be nemesis-less,” The Manhole joked.
“Manhole,” Mind Manners started, “I think perhaps you should take on The Surveyor until he gets back on his feet. You are the closest to his field, and you have experience with arch villains. What do you say?”
“I am good with that,” The Manhole agreed.
“We seriously need to do something about that name Manhole,” Shocking Parts said as she rolled her eyes.
“It is no worse then yours,” The Manhole shot back.
“Listen, I am proud of who I am,” Shocking Parts stomped her foot.
“Stop it,” Shrunk cried out in aggression. “Our friend and colleague is here dead before us and you are joking around about nonsense. Have you no respect for the fallen?”
“I meant nothing by it pal,” The Manhole apologized. “Listen, I am going to head over to The Surveyor, why don’t you come with me Shrunk. It might be good for you to see him suffer a little.”
Shrunk nodded as a faint smile came to his face. The team broke off their separate ways as Sir Vey was ready to be carter away. Shrunk and The Manhole headed off to the office of The Surveyor, while the other four continued their search for clues regarding the death of Kid Quick.
The two heroes on the mission to bear the bad news walked since The Surveyor was only a few blocks away, and it also gave them the opportunity to talk and let off some steam. As they arrived they were met with the viscous snarls of attack dogs through the inside of a fence. Two oversized Rottweiler’s nipped over the fence as projectile drool painted their outfits.
The Manhole ignored the fenced in beasts and continued on his way, then rang the doorbell and announced his arrival. “Surveyor, we need to speak with you.”
After a few moments the door opened to a man with an outfit cluttered with makeshift weapons over an army issued uniform. “What do you want?”
“As you know,” The Manhole started, “we worked with Sir Vey. I am sad to announced, he has passed on.”
“That can not be true,” The Surveyor denied. “It is a trick; the minute I come outside he will jump out and clobber me.”
“I wish that were true,” The Manhole shook his head, “but this is for real. I thought you might like to know.”
“Was it something I did?” the distraught villain asked.
“No,” Shrunk chimed in, “it was a heart attack.”
“You fools,” The Surveyor yelled, “you should have seen it coming. The man was morbidly obese. As friends you should have helped him.”
“We have no further business here, good day to you,” The Manhole said.
“But, but now I will never have the chance to kill him,” The Surveyor clamored as his eyes went wide. “He took that from me.”
“We are all mourning,” Shrunk sighed.
“Perhaps I can find a new nemesis,” The Surveyor said hopefully. “Maybe one of you?”
“Anything is possible,” The Manhole shrugged.
“I can devise new plans, or rework old plans that have failed me. Things are going to be alright.”
“That is the spirit,” The Manhole smiled as he winked at the villain.
“I will, hmm,” The Surveyor thought while pointing his finger. “I will kill you Manhole. As uncomfortable as you name may be to say, you will dread the day you crossed me. The streets will run red with your bloods, and my hounds will feast on your eyes. Ha ha, the day will be mine, you shall see.”
The door slammed shut, and The Manhole turned to Shrunk, “I think he is going to be just fine.”
Origins: The Surveyor
Standing in an open field, basking in the glory of the suns rays, Bob Plumb worked feverishly. He ran from instrument to instrument taking readings on levels and rods, a job that required operations by more than one person, but Bob was shorthanded and trying to meet an important deadline. Off in the distance Bob heard fire engine sirens blaring, announcing some catastrophe in the making.
Bob paused for a moment to collect himself from the distraction and take a few deep breaths when he felt the ground shake beneath him. He looked around trying to find the cause of the quake at witnessed the large mechanical man known as Sir Vey, bounding his way across the field. With each jump, Sir Vey landed in a newly formed crater from his immense weight.
“What the hell are you doing? You are ruining the topography,” an irate Bob shouted.
“Citizen, I am a supplier of safety,” Sir Vey announced boldly. “When doing good deeds, some property damage is to be expected. Fear not, the city will reimburse you for your land.”
“This is not my land,” Bob screamed, “I am trying to take shots here. You have ruined all the contours I have been creating. You erased all my work; I need to get this map created today. What is wrong with you?”
“Just doing my job,” Sir Vey smiled with a wink and then continued on his way.
Bob Plumb returned to his office, unable to finish his work and as a result lost his job. He blamed Sir Vey for his predicament, and vowed to get his revenge. He spent months cooped up in his garage converting all his surveying equipment into laser guided weapons, for the sole purpose of destroying the hero.
The one day he emerged from his garage covered in camouflage and armed with swords made from rods, spears made from tripods, and cannons made from levels. Bob raised his hand to the sky and shook it intensely. “Heed my call Sir Vey, The Surveyor will destroy you at any cost.”
Caught a Lead
“So what do you think criminals think when they hear our ridiculous one liners?” Friar Ball asked as he sipped his iced tea at Odysseus’. “I use some that are so out there that I have trouble keeping a straight face upon delivery.”
Shrunk looked up from his plate of food, but he was still mourning and did not feel like joining in the conversation. He could hardly even concentrate on the Kid Quick case that they were still in the middle of.
“They have to know they are said in fun,” Tidal Rush commented. “Or they could just think I am really that corny to scream, sea you later as I barrage them with water to take them out.”
“It is just too great to pass it up,” The Manhole added. “My favorite I have used was against an arsonist who wanted a fight, so I told him that my weapons may be pre-past, but you will end up post-cast. He seriously just stood there for a minute confused, giving me time to slam him in the face with my shield.”
“That one is a good one,” Mind Manners chuckled. “My catch phrase of choice is, care for a thought. It is simple and to the point, and for laughs I can still just make them do whatever I want. Nothing tops a human marionette.”
“I think I need to change my catch phrase to update to the times,” Friar Ball interjected. “Back in the day, God hates flamers, as I lit someone on fire, was completely acceptable. Not anymore, and I do not have anything against that certain lifestyle. Any ideas for a new one?”
“What about,” Tidal Rush paused for dramatic effect, “you’re Friared?”
The Manhole exploded into laughter, “I like that one. Friar Ball, you should definitely consider that one.”
“I just used one too, you know,” said Shocking Parts who was waiting for her moment to jump into the conversation. “I ran up to the criminal and I said, prepare to be charged with battery.”
“I am sorry,” Mind Manners looked at Shocking Parts, “I am not quite sure I get it. Was he beating someone?”
“No,” Shocking Parts clarified, “he was a carjacker.”
“Were you inviting him to beat you,” The Manhole asked, “or were you implying that after he beat you that he would get arrested for that?”
“No,” Shocking Parts said in frustration, “like, I charge things with electricity, and I was going to electrocute him.”
“So you are a battery?” Tidal Rush asked.
“Seriously,” Shocking Parts yelled. “That is just as good as the ones you were saying.”
“What about sometimes lightening does strike twice,” Friar Ball suggested.
“Yea, that is much better,” The Manhole agreed.
“You know you guys are all jerks,” Shocking Parts huffed.
“It is alright little girl, one day you will be good enough to play with the real boys,” The Manhole displayed his chauvinism.
“You are a tool,” Shocking Parts shot back.
“Being that I have a hook for a hand, I take that as a compliment,” The Manhole bickered back.
“Believe me, it was not meant to be complimentary.”
“Once you speak the words, I am free to interpret them as I see fit.”
“You are a jack ass,” Shocking Parts insulted. “How is that? No room for interpretation.”
Mind Manners usually would have ended the argument to avoid any rifts in his team, but he got distracted from the conversation when his cell phone started to vibrate. He was concentrated on his phone and on the message that he had received. He finished reading, then raised his head and quickly grabbed the attention of his team. “It looks like we caught a lead.”
Origins: Mind Manners
Arnold Benedict was a young go getter and has a strong desire to achieve. It was his ambitions and his love for money that led him to becoming a successful business trader. Arnold dedicated himself to a life of hard work and constant phone calls with buyers and sellers, at the cost of his own social life.
Arnold did not care about human interaction, as long as he was earning his money, which he harvested away, avoiding lavish spending. In all actuality, it was not only lavish spending that Arnold avoided, it was most spending; anything that would deplete the earning he amassed he would considered as luxury items, including proper housing and nutrition.
Arnold found it absurd that people would pay to live in a home where they barely used up the space, and found that living out of the confined spaces of a storage unit was a very economical choice. In his storage unit he kept his belongings to a minimum, having only his clothes, a chair for sitting, a television for monitoring the stock prices, a microwave for heating his frozen burritos from the vending machine, and his cell phone charger. Since there was no outlet in the storage unit, Arnold ran an extension cord into the hallway and leeched his electricity; eliminating an electricity bill.
Arnold lived this way for years as he climbed his way up the ladder of success. Unfortunately the combination of the waves generated by his constant use of his cell phone, microwave, and television in a confined concrete encased space led to Arnold developing some dangerous side effects. After suffering severe incapacitating headaches, Arnold visited a series of doctors and it was determined he had an inoperable brain tumor.
Arnold Benedict was given six months to live, and Arnold spent that time doing all that he knew; earning money. After two more years passed living in the same living conditions, and still being alive, Arnold revisited the doctors for a follow up on why he was still alive. To their surprise, the tumor had decreased in size, and they were confident that they could now operate on it. Arnold knew that the surgery was risky, but his entire life was lived on the back of risk, so he followed through.
Arnold woke up from the surgery, bandaged and dizzy. The doctors were in the room waiting with him. “Mr. Benedict, the surgery was a surprising success.”
“What do you mean surprising?” Arnold asked.
“Well,” the doctor explained, “we knew that the surgery had certain risks involved, and to be quite honest, at one point we thought we had lost you. You slipped out and lost all your vitals, but then you came back without any resuscitation. It was remarkable. From then on the surgery was typical and you are fine. The tumor is no more. Congratulations.”
“That is great news doc. I am not in any pain, is that normal?”
“Actually, no. We do not have you on any pain medication yet. Tell me, can you feel this?” The doctor pinched Arnold’s arm to test his sensors.
“Yes, I can feel everything, and I feel fine. I just do not feel any pain. My brain feels awkward thought, like it is trying to tell me something. That sounds crazy.”
“Indeed,” the doctor agreed. “Most peculiar.”
Arnold’s neck was getting stiff in the position he was in and so looked around the room for a pillow to prop himself up with. He did not see any, and considered asking the doctor for one, but before he knew it, the doctor walked out of the room and returned with a pillow. The doctor placed the pillow underneath Arnold’s neck as if he was reading his mind.
After Arnold was released from the hospital with a clean bill of health he noticed people acting strange around him. People began to do things that he was thinking about, without him saying a word. Even complete strangers would walk up to him and offer him food when he was hungry, or handed him money when he was a few dimes short. As time went on, Arnold attributed his remarkable gift to the surgery and he developed his skill of mind control. He managed to focus his power so that not all the people around him were acting on his every will, but he could make certain individuals his puppets.
The Surveyor, Round Two
The Seven Deadlies gathered their six remaining members and huddled outside of a construction site, where The Surveyor was wreaking havoc and claiming that he was responsible for the death of Kid Quick.
“You rely on your powers, but true power comes from within. Even the fastest kid on the planet could not escape my clutches,” The Surveyor yelled as he fired his mounted cannon into the wood framework of a building, igniting it.
Friar Ball took the lead and jumped in to grab the flames and redirect them onto The Surveyor. “Flame kissed,” Friar Ball smirked.
The flames did no damage as The Surveyor yelled, “I am flame retardant.”
“Or just plain retarded,” Shocking Parts screamed as she shot bolts of lightening, which the villain evaded.
“Shocking, that is not politically correct,” Mind Manners reprimanded. “We need to remain heroes at all times.” Mind Manners placed two of his fingers against his temple and attempted to get into The Surveyors mind.
“Prepare to be leveled,” the crazed villain shouted as one of his weapons disrupted the ground, causing intense tremors beneath them.
Shrunk rolled out of the way, and with great agility propelled himself from one beam to another on the construction site before finally jutting himself into their attacker. The Surveyor fell to the ground with a crash, and Shrunk returned to the ranks of his team.
“Well played little man,” The Surveyor mocked. “You wanna rock, you got a rock.” He then loaded a new weapon and fired it at a pick-up truck sized boulder placed alongside the superheroes. The boulder lifted into the air and was thrown directly at the team.
The Manhole pushed the others behind him and met the boulder fist first, causing it to shatter into miniature pebbles all around him. “Are you inside his mind yet?” The Manhole asked, “I got an idea. Keep him steady.”
Mind Manners focused harder to ensure he had a firm hold on the villain. “Prepare to be moved,” Mind Manners bellowed as he took control.
“Hey Surveyor,” The Manhole shouted as he took off his shield and wound it up to throw. “Take cover,” he said as he released his weapon at The Surveyor who was unable to move from the control over him by Mind Manners.
The manhole cover soared through the air and struck The Surveyor in the abdomen. The cover bounced onto the ground with a heavy clang and the struck fiend immediately started coughing up blood. The Surveyor started hemorrhaging and fell to the ground lifeless.
Surprised by the result of the attack, The Manhole ran over to the aid of the fallen. “That has never happened before. He is dead. I am sorry guys; I did not mean to kill him. Usually the shield just stuns. What have I done?”
“Do not blame yourself,” Shrunk consoled. “If his body could not withstand your normal attack, we can just write it off as an occupational hazard.”
“Beside,” Tidal Rush added, “he was not wearing a hard hat in a construction zone. He was practically asking for an accident.”
Mind Manners looked down at the body of bloodied villain and announced, “I guess we should call the police. It looks like the case of Kid Quick has been closed.”
Origins: Kid Quick
The gun fired and the race had begun. All of the high school students participating ran their hardest, but it was no use; they all knew they had no chance. They had no chance because fellow student, Randy Race, was competing and everyone who knew his name knew he was unstoppable when it came to speed. In no time at all the race was over and only one stood at the finish line; a tall, slender, black haired boy named Randy.
“Great job Randy,” one student complimented as he walked by.
“Maybe I will get you next time,” another joked.
Randy was a local celebrity, but was also very modest about his speed. He could not explain why he was so fast, but he did train constantly with the dreams of winning Olympic gold one day. Ever since he was a youngster Randy admired the Olympians and when he grew into his speed, he never doubted for a moment his goals.
As all the others at the track meet were making their way back to the benches, a man standing in the shadows approached Randy. “Excuse me,” the man said while stepping into the light, revealing himself to be the beloved superhero Mind Manners. “Have you ever considered using your gift to help out humanity?”
“Wow, Mind Manners, I am a fan,” Randy said with a smile. “To be quite frank, I have not. I want to make it to the Olympics; it is all I dream about.”
“Well, if you can not follow your dreams, what can you follow? Anyway, good luck with your future endeavors, I will be rooting for you,” Mind Manners said as he turned away. “Let me know if you ever change you mind.”
Randy continued his training for the Olympics, but now that the seed of the superhero was planted in his mind, he could not help but consider the new path. He put much thought into it and at first considered trying both. Running his races and training during the day, and crime fighting at night. After contemplating that life style he felt uneasy that people could easy figure out his true identity by his speed and if he were to become a hero he would have to give up competitive running forever.
He slept on the idea, and when he woke up in the morning he was convinced that the life of the superhero was the life for him. He started sketching up outfits and decided on a name; Kid Quick. Excited, Randy raced to find Mind Manners to tell him the good news. He was having no luck in his search, when he overheard a call for help. This could be his first chance to take on the characteristic of heroics. He ran to the source of the scream, which was outside of a burning building.
The woman pointed up to the building yelling the clichéd scenario, “my baby is up there.”
Randy could not figure out what kind of mother would run out of a burning building without her baby, but he was not about to pass judgment. Randy ran into the smoldering building and in a manner of seconds returned with a little girl cradled in his arms. “Here you go ma’am.”
“Thank you sonny,” the woman thanked. “What is your name?”
Randy hesitated for a moment, thinking that this could be his chance to start his reputation, “Kid Quick, fastest thing on legs.” Randy was feeling uplifted by his good deed and even better when he turned around to see Mind Manners.
“That was brave,” Mind Manners stated. “I thought you were not interested in the life of the hero.”
“I had a change of heart actually,” Randy confessed. “I was actually on my way to find you when I came across the cry for help. This rush tops anything I get from a race. I feel like I am really going to make an impact.”
“Well done Randy, but what was it that you were looking for me for?”
“I want to become a superhero. I want to join The Seven Deadlies.”
“I apologize if there was any confusion Randy,” Mind Manners started, “but when I sought you out yesterday, it was not an invitation to join The Seven Deadlies. We are not looking to recruit, besides, there are already seven of us; eight would not make much sense. I just saw such potential in you and was curious what your intentions were.”
A disheartened Randy thought that maybe this was a test, and that in order to prove himself worthy to the team he must persevere, “do not worry, I will not let you down. I will be a hero yet, just you wait and see.” Randy took off down the street and was gone in a gust of wind. He was a determined young man.
Six Feed Under
“So here is a question for the lot of you,” Friar Ball smirked as he took a bite out of his turkey club sandwich; an Odysseus’ favorite. “If you were not a superhero, but could still use your powers to do a regular job, what would you be?”
“Policeman,” Tidal Rush was quick to answer.
“That is essentially a superhero if you are using your powers to catch criminals. Does not count,” The Manhole argued.
“Then I would go for fire fighter,” Tidal Rush corrected. “I could use my waves to snuff the ferocious flames. That is if that is not too close to a superhero.”
“I will allow it,” Friar Ball announced with a shrug.
“I think I would want to become a professional wrestler,” The Manhole shouted while flexing. “Or I could go to the Special Olympics with this bum hand and dominate.
“Wrestling, there is a shock,” Shocking Parts sneered, “that is a completely hetero answer, no question about it. Getting all sweaty with some other dudes in spandex. Me, I would try to get hired as a backup generator for a hospital or something. I can be on stand by and jump into action when needed.”
“That is not a read job,” The Manhole said.
“Well I could make it a job,” Shocking Parts shot back. “And who would hire Captain Hook as a wrestler, you are better off trying out for Peter Pan on ice.”
Ignoring the bickering, as he normally did, Mind Manners offered his answer, “I would try to get back into business. I know I could use my powers, but I would have to try not to use them to avoid getting booked on insider information.”
“I would return to my research,” Shrunk admitted. “I chose to abandon my research to focus on crime fighting, but eventually I would want to return to it. There is so much undiscovered science in the world, it would be a pity to waste a perfectly gifted mind.”
“Mind Manners and Shrunk, you took the easy route,” Friar Ball scoffed. “Where is the imagination returning to what you did before super heroics? Now me, I would be a crossing guard. Great hours, work outdoors, and when someone blows a stop sign, I can light their car on fire.”
“Yea, I can see the headlines now, former holy man turned superhero blows up speeders as crossing guard,” The Manhole laughed.
“What time is it? Shouldn’t we be heading out soon?” Tidal Rush asked in reference to Sir Vey’s wake.
The other five each checked their cells phones and watches for the time and stood up; Tidal Rush was right, they did not want to be late. They paid the bill and single file left the diner, each one wearing a black suit over their hero outfit, including the feminine Shocking Parts.
They all arrived at wake and grim faces were all around. Sir Vey had little family and less friends, but he was well loved and respected amongst the community. City officials and police officers each approached the separate members of The Seven Deadlies and offered their condolences for their loss.
“The city suffers,” Detective Girtz frowned.
“He was a true friend and he will be missed,” Shrunk, who was Sir Vey’s closest and dearest friend, expressed.
“The team will not be the same,” Mind Manners mourned.
“He brought a certain flare,” Tidal Rush added.
“May he sit humbly by god’s side,” Friar Ball wished.
“His heart was just so big,” Shocking Parts fought back tears.
“Apparently not big enough,” The Manhole joked.
“Inappropriate,” Mind Manners shot The Manhole a look.
“Too soon?” The Manhole asked. “Come on, he would have wanted it that way. Promise me at my funeral you can the sappy water works and just have a good time. Joke at my expense. Let me go out in style.”
The remainder of the evening the superheroes mingled and shared stories of Sir Vey. As the night grew darker, the attendees dwindled and The Seven Deadlies decided to call it a night. They said their farewells to Sir Vey as well as to each other and went on their separate ways.
Bad News Carpools
“Really, you do not take your uniform to the dry cleaners?” Mind Manners asked the other two at their usual table.
“No, I shower with mine on,” Tidal Rush admitted. “But how do you explain your uniform to the dry cleaners? Do you go in civilian cloths?”
“No, I wear my spare uniform and I pay with cash,” Mind Manners explained. “What about you Shrunk?”
“I am a caveman,” Shrunk said, “I think I will just leave it at that.”
As the conversation continued, The Manhole entered at joined the table, “how is everyone doing today.”
“Manhole,” Tidal Rush started, “you don’t dry clean your outfit do you?”
“What kind of man do I look like?” The Manhole asked. “If I do clean it, I just throw it in with the rest of the cloths. Why, who dry cleans, wait let me guess, Mind Manners.”
“The embroidery is hand stitched and new suits are expensive,” Mind Manners defended.
Friar Ball then entered, as they were all suppose to reconvene in the morning for a partners meeting. “Greetings. What wondrous conversation have I entered in to on this day?”
“Mind Manners can not believe no one else dry cleans their uniform,” Tidal Rush said. “I do not even think it is worth asking you, who knows what you wear under that robe.”
“A man of mystery never reveals his secrets,” Friar Ball played along. “Does anyone know if due to the budget cuts the police department is still going to throw their annual costume ball?”
“I would imagine that they will collect donations in order to hold it. The community needs a little fun,” Shrunk shared.
“Has anyone picked out their costumes yet?” The Manhole asked. “Mine is going to be a hoot.”
“I wanted to go as a princess,” Shrunk smirked. “Imagine a three foot tall caveman princess. I laugh just thinking about it. Manhole what are you going to be?”
“A hoot,” The Manhole reiterated. “I made a gigantic owl costume. It is intricate. I plan on winning best costume this year, unless Mind Manners is going for the hat trick.”
“Who knows, people love my costumes,” Mind Manners boasted, “and if not, I simply make them vote for me.”
“I wouldn’t put it past you,” Friar Ball joked. “I was looking for a sexy devil outfit, but if Shrunk is doing the princess thing, I may reconsider the cross gender outfit.”
“There is never too much man skin,” The Manhole said, “at least that is what Shocking Parts would say. Hey, where is Shocking Parts anyway?”
“Probably just late as usual,” Tidal Rush rolled his eyes. “Would it be funny to go as another superhero, or is that just lame?”
“It seems like the easy way out,” Mind Manners said. “I am going to call Shocking Parts, she is never this late.” Mind Manners pulled out his phone and pressed speed dial number six. “Hello? Who is this? Mind Manners, did I dial the wrong number? Oh, this is the right phone, but where is Shocking Parts? Shocking Parts, the owner of the phone you are talking on. Tall, attractive, slender. Yes, and that too. No, I do not know why I did not start with that description. Because there is more to her than just that. What? She has? We will be right over.” Mind Manners hung up the phone and stared at it for a moment in disbelief.
“What is wrong?” Tidal Rush asked concerned.
“Shocking Parts is in the hospital. She has been assaulted and is in critical condition.”
Origins: Shocking Parts
Beatrice Fuddle never had an easy life. She was born with both male and female genitalia, but her parents chose to have a daughter. Bea grew up her entire childhood not knowing of her birth conundrum, but continually tried to figure out the confusion of her own identity, and at no point ever felt comfortable in her own skin.
When she was just a teenager her parents were gunned down as innocent bystanders on the city streets of Cincinnati. With no family or friends to care for her, Bea took to the streets to avoid being placed in foster care. In desperate times on the streets she took to more demeaning acts to support herself and soon fell into a habit of prostitution. She enjoyed the flexible schedule and did not mind the long hours, but Bea was still not happy with her life. In an effort to better herself, she attempted to attract a hire class of cliental and would loiter outside of city hall, with the intentions of snagging high profile politicians.
One day she felt her luck was about to change as the Mayor himself approached her and invited her to a local hotel for a round. This could be her break, she thought cheerily, but tried to remain calm and professional on the exterior. The Mayor and Bea entered the hotel room and kept it occupied for an hour or so before the door opened and only one emerged. The Mayor strolled out with a casually smug look plastered on his face, and pulled the door snuggly closed behind him.
Inside the room, Beatrice bled on the floor, gazing up at the blank ceiling, wondering where she went wrong in life. She wondered why she was always so confused about who she was, wondered why her parents had to leave her, wondered why she turned to a lifestyle of lust, and wondered why the Mayor would have his way with her, then nonchalantly dice her up with a letter opener. Bea’s eyelids went heavy and she closed them to conserve her strength.
She closed her eyes for a moment as she was getting lightheaded and when she opened her eyes back up she was being carted through an emergency room on a gurney with tubes and needles everywhere in her body.
A gray bearded doctor smiled at Bea as he placed something over her mouth and nose. Bea took a few deep breaths before realizing she was being knocked out. When Bea awoke, she looked around her empty hospital room. No one came to visit her while she was in critical condition, and for a moment she regretted living through the ordeal. A nurse passed by the door and upon seeing that Bea had come to, she paged the doctor.
Moments later, the aged doctor she remembered from before she went under entered the room with an ear to ear smile. “Miss Fuddle it has been ages.”
“Do we know each other?” Bea asked bewildered.
“I am Doctor Amend. You may not know me, but we have met. I knew your parents and I operated on you when you were just a child.”
“What operation?”
“Oh my, I guess your parent have not told you. I have said too much. Perhaps you should ask them directly.”
“My parents are dead now. What were they keeping from me?”
Dr. Amend sat down with Bea and explained the scenario of her birth and her parents deciding on her sex. Bea was outraged that her parents kept the secret from her throughout her childhood; throughout her torment of not feeling comfortable with herself. She knew this was the reason why she was never happy, because she felt she was never meant to be female. She burst into tears and Dr. Amend presented her with the option of undergoing surgery transforming her into a male. She was overjoyed at the idea, but knew that her chosen profession of prostitution had poor health benefits; she would never be able to afford the operation.
“My dear,” Dr. Amend consoled, “I hate to see you in distress, especially since it was my hand that took what you so desire. I do not usually do this, but I can recommend a black market surgeon who performs these types of operations frequently. If you mention my name he will give you a discount, and he will help you set up a financing plan so that you can afford to be happy again.”
“Thank you good doctor.” Bea thanked as she wrote down the name of the surgeon.
After her week long stay in the hospital she was released and gave the surgeon a call. The two discussed her options and she scheduled an appointment to become male. On the day of the appointment a terrible storm struck the city, closing down many places of business prematurely. The surgeon called up Bea and asked if she wanted to reschedule, but Bea was determined to follow through that night, regardless of inclement weather. Bea dressed in androgynous clothing, grabbed her umbrella, and took to the streets. The surgery was to be performed in an abandoned warehouse in the downtown area of the city. Bea came to the front door and let herself in as she was instructed to.
“Hello, I am Bea Fuddle. You were expecting me.”
“Good evening Miss Fuddle,” a masked doctor said in a sinister voice. “Shall we begin? I can not wait to slice you open.”
Bea flashed back to images of the Mayor cutting into her and she wore her fear on her face as she mouthed a silent whisper.
Seeing her distress the surgeon changed his tone, “my apologies dear, that is a little operation humor. I like to open with a joke, but it appears I have failed miserably, as I agree that like Mexican food, it was in poor taste. Please calm down and change your cloths so that we may finish up before the weather turns really sour.”
Bea changed into a hospital gown and the doctor strapped her to a metal table. The doctor tethered her hands to keep them stationary when he put her under with the anesthetics. “First things first, we are going to work on your genitals. The conversion is relatively straight forward and I will not frighten you with the details. Then, I will work on reducing your breasts, followed by your face. I will also provide you with hormone injections, that I trust you will keep up with. The success of the transformation relies on these hormones.”
Bea nodded that she would be responsible with the hormones and the doctor injected her in the arm with the anesthetics. Her head began to spin and a smile came to her face; she was finally going to feel like herself, or himself, she corrected in her mind. As she waited to loose consciousness, she listened to the storm. Thundered clamored outside and each boom echoed throughout the warehouse. When the lightening flashed, it illuminated the entirety of the dark makeshift hospital. She noticed that her metal table was resting on top of a pile of wires that looked as if they traced up to the ceiling. That did not seem safe, she thought, but what did she know, she was drugged, and loopy.
Bea drifted off into her surgery, only to be abruptly awakened as a sharp jolt traversed her body. She shook uncontrollably on the metal table as the pain was unbearable. She screamed out in pain, but no one heard her cries. The only other person in the room was the surgeon, who was sprawled out before her, charred, burnt, and dead. She tried to fight off the pain and tried to free herself from the table, but it was no use. She looked up and flash after flash, lightening struck the warehouse. She felt every jolt as it entered and she knew that she was being electrocuted and was defenseless. After an hour of electrocution, her pain finally dulled, and she was shocked by the remarkable feat that she was still alive. She tried releasing her restraints again, and this time they crisped off. She stood briefly before falling to her knees upon noticing the botched surgery. The lightening must have struck in the middle of the operation, leaving her with a mutated hybrid.
She screamed out in rage, releasing bolts from her tearing eyes. She could not believe what she had just seen; she produced electricity from her own body. She stood and tried it again, this time releasing a continual stream of energy from her fingers. She watched as the floor around her blackened, and she was once again filled with excitement; a sensation that had been voided from her life for quite some time. Perhaps this surgery was not a complete waste after all she thought to herself as a smirked appeared on her face.
A Shocking Turn of Events
Mind Manners, Tidal Rush, The Manhole, Shrunk, and Friar Ball all rushed over to the hospital to be by the side of their colleague Shocking Parts. After they arrived and were admitted they rushed to her room to witness a disturbing image. There rested the bruised and battered Shocking Parts in a bed with various tubes and needles sticking out of her body, as if she were some sort of science experiment.
“Is she awake?” Tidal Rush whispered to the doctor standing in the room with them.
“She should be, we were just speaking, but she can not open her eyes, they are swollen shut,” the doctor explained.
“Is that you guys?” Shocking Parts asked in a terribly harsh voice.
“Yes,” Mind Manners said, “but do not strain yourself talking. We are just here for support.”
“No,” Shocking Parts said stubbornly. “I do not think I am going to make it, and I need to tell you what I know so that you can stop him.”
“Stop him?” Shrunk butted in. “You know who did this to you?”
“He goes by the name Mr. Ease,” Shocking Parts told with great difficulty. “He followed me home from the wake. He must have been there with us, but we were too foolish to notice, and I blindly presented him with the opportunity to best me. He approached me from behind. He whispered that I was going to join Sir Vey sooner than I thought, so I tried to electrocute him. I tried, but my powers did not work. He has some sort of power that prevented my powers from working. He either has super powers himself or he has developed some form of technology. I then just tried to fight him the old fashioned way, but he blocked every punch and kick. He was too good for me. He is a great fighter and is incredibly strong. He beat me mercilessly and kept commenting how easy it was. He is cocky and mocked me every step of the way, he even stopped for a moment to let me catch my breath before continuing. He also killed Kid Quick and Sir Vey. I am not sure how he avoided any marks on their bodies, but I know it was him. He was just about to finish me off, when two joggers ran by and he ducked out. Stop him for me. Avenge me friends.”
“Of course we will avenge you, but you are going to be alright,” The Manhole assured as he knelt down and took Shocking Parts hand in his only hand.
Shocking Parts acted against the doctors will and painstakingly opened her eyes one last time to gander at her gang before letting her head dangle lifelessly into her pillow. Shocking Parts fought a brave battle.
“Enough is enough,” The Manhole stood. “Everyone outside.” The Manhole herded the others out of the room, punching the door off of its hinges along the way. “We find this Mr. Ease tonight and we let our morals die with Shocking Parts. He will pay for what he has done, and he will suffer greatly.”
“What do we know about him so far?” Shrunk asked, wasting no time and not about to try to convince The Manhole he was acting rash.
“Kid Quick and Sir Vey died with no physical marks,” Tidal Rush pointed out. “Could be poison, we should pay Pisces a visit.”
“He also is targeting heroes,” Friar Ball added. “Holding a grudge against us perhaps. That could be any villain we put away.”
“He, or she for that matter, is also a brutal fighter, who bested Shocking Parts, we should check on Deb Olical and Miss Creant,” Shrunk noted.
“What about the stripping of the super powers?” Mind Manners asked. “No villain we have encountered had that power.”
“Could be a new villain, or an old villain learned some new tricks,” Shrunk said. “Or a rogue scientist who has a prejudice.”
“Why don’t we each pay our respective arch nemeses a visit and bring them in. We will lock them all up until this is sorted out,” Mind Manners instructed.
“We can not detain them unjustly,” Tidal Rush argued.
“Justice is out the window until out friends are avenged,” The Manhole shouted. “If one of them did it, I will find out how and we will put an end to them shenanigans.”
“Agreed,” Mind Manners agreed. “Manhole since you do not have an arch nemesis at the moment, you pay Pisces a visit. Friar Ball, bring in your dastardly rival, Unholy Cow. Shrunk, I am sure Senseless would not mind seeing your face again. I heard that the Narcoleptic Kleptic was arrested for loitering. Tidal Rush and I will pay the Narcoleptic Kleptic a visit in prison and see if he saw anything on the night of Sir Vey’s murder; since that is who Sir Vey was going to meet. After, both Tidal Rush and I will split off and go after each of our arch enemies, Acronymph for me, and the double trouble of Deb Olical and Miss Creant for Tidal Rush.”
“Remember, no mercy,” The Manhole sneered. “This round is for keeps.”
Prison Sentences Rarely End With an Exclamation
Mind Manners and Tidal Rush signed into the Utopolis Police Department to visit with the Narcoleptic Kleptic. The two superheroes sat down in the interrogation room and enjoyed a complimentary bottle of water while they waited to for the fiend to be fetched.
“This brings me back,” Tidal Rush commented as he sipped the water generously.
“Times were simpler back then,” Mind Manners reminisced looking up at the ceiling as if a painting of their past was up there. “We were both younger, and we were eager to make names for ourselves, and more importantly crime was everywhere. Now, we are starting to slow because we have done such a good job with the crime. Work is really getting tougher to find.”
“Tell me about it,” Tidal Rush nodded. “Theses murders will undoubtedly spark a crime wave. That always seems to be the case. I guess evil spawns evil as it plants the seed.”
“Here comes our stool pigeon,” Mind Manners gestured to the grungy looking individual getting dragged into the room by an enforcement officer. Tattered clothing stained from collar to shoes, loosely draped over his body, scabs and plastered dirt camouflaging his face and a preceding stench was the only way to describe the Narcoleptic Kleptic.
“You look terrible, my narcoleptic nark,” Tidal Rush said to the sloppy detainee.
“I barely slept last night,” the Narcoleptic Kleptic informed.
“Wait,” Tidal Rush started, “don’t bears hibernate? So if you bearly slept that would imply that you had a full nights rest, almost as if sleeping for a few months. You on the other hand look like you have not slept, which is unusual for your condition. It might be better for you to use an animal adjective that is not such a heavy sleeper. You mousely slept perhaps?”
“Enough with the jokes, I have seen things that I can not get out of my mind. I feel I may be in danger. Are you going to help me?”
“What about batily slept?” Mind Manners joined in. “Bats are easily startled, but I guess saying that could be confused with sleeping upside down.”
“Or if he was up all night, we can say owlily slept, or some other nocturnal creature of the night,” Tidal Rush added.
Mind Manners and Tidal Rush then turned their attention to the Narcoleptic Kleptic who had fallen asleep on the interrogation room table. Mind Manners kicked the table to awaken their rat, “I am awake, don’t hurt me.”
“Kleptic, tell me why you were arrested,” Mind Manners questioned. “Loitering is not really your style; you usually get nabbed on petty theft. I like to think you are better than that.”
“I needed to get bagged,” the Narcoleptic Kleptic started, but nodded off mid sentence. He woke himself with a bout of snoring and continued, “I should be safe around the police right?”
“What did you see, Kleptic,” Tidal Rush asked as he placed his knuckles on the table and leaned forward, as if straight out of a cliché police movie. “Time is of the essence so try to stay awake this time.”
“I heard Sir Vey was looking for me so I went to our usual meeting spot, but someone else was there first.”
“Who was it?” Mind Manners asked and waited for a response, but when he received no response he realized that his informant had taken another trip to slumber land. “How did Sir Vey deal with this guy?” Mind Manners turned to Tidal Rush.
“He must have had the patience of a saint, this guy is torture. Hey sleepy, wake up.”
“I heard Sir Vey was looking for me so I went…”
“Already heard that part,” Tidal Rush interrupted, “skip to the next part.”
“Some guy hanging out in the shadows. There was something eerie about this guy; mysterious and crept the hell out of me. I did not feel safe so I hid. I knew Sir Vey was on his way and he would take care of things. When Sir Vey came, the shadow guy approached him from behind and whispered something into his ear. I was too far away to hear them talking, but next thing I know, Sir Vey is grabbing at his chest through his machinery. Bells and whistles were going off and caused a racket.”
“And you did nothing to help him?” Tidal Rush screamed.
“I waited for the shadow guy to leave, I was scared, and I am no hero. Afterwards I ran up to Sir Vey and I checked his pulse but he was gone. I panicked and I hid.”
“None of this information is particularly useful,” Mind Manners pointed out. “This is all information we already knew.”
“You got to protect me,” the Narcoleptic Kleptic pleaded. “You do not understand, this is not you run of the mill criminal. He can do things, he has powers like you, he…” The Narcoleptic Kleptic’s head fell to the table with a thud.
“This is ridiculous, how are we supposed to interrogate a guy who keeps falling asleep on us?” Tidal Rush threw up his arms in frustration. “Wake up champ. Rise and shine.” The Narcoleptic Kleptic remained motionless.
“It does not look like he is breathing,” Mind Manners noticed upon closer inspection.
“He is dead,” Tidal Rush confirmed when he leaned in to check on the informant. “How?” Tidal Rush looked around but they were alone in the room. He ran over to the window and looked out to see a dark figure retreat back into the shadows across the street. “Quick, out the window, that must be Mr. Ease.”
Mind Manners and Tidal Rush both darted out of the police department and took to the streets in search of Mr. Ease. “Which way?” Mind Manners asked. “I wish we knew what he was capable of. Why would he kill the Narcoleptic Kleptic, that guy was harmless?”
“Perhaps he knew more than he knew he knew,” Tidal Rush said. “It looks like Mr. Ease has gotten away, but we should really explain to the police what happened to their prisoner before we are questioned on suspicious charges.”
Origins: Pisces
The seas were harsh during a particular storm under the blustery October sky, but stubbornly, Gil Tempred moved along into the open waters. Most people who knew Gil described him as old and ornery; not at all a pleasure to be around, or within the vicinity of. His personality was sour and as foul as a boot festering on the sea bed for years, his body was frail and skeletal, and his personal hygiene was sub par at best.
As the storm blew across the waters, the waves surmounted to monstrous heights, which were the main reason why no one was out in their boat; no one except the crotchety Gil Tempred. Gil needed to be on the water because this day was the one day Gil hated more than any other day; his birthday. Bitter that he had no one to celebrate with, for as long as he could remember, even as a boy, he despised all things joyful, and refused to be around them, therefore everyone he knew distanced themselves from him. He hated smiles, he hated laughter, and he hated more than anything, the one thing he knew he would never be able to have; happiness.
Since the waters were choppy, the bluefish were exceptionally bitey, and Gil was collecting quite the harvest. He was complacent being alone and dreaded when his boat was full to the brim with his bounty and he would be forced to go deliver his catches to the fish markets. He headed back to shore, docked his boat in the marina, and hauled his fish in the pelting rain. The sun was rising, as he spent the whole night out at sea, and the markets were just opening. Since, no other boat went out in the storm; Gil was the only one making fresh fish deliveries so he inflated his asking price. The markets had no choice but to pay what he was asking and Gil went home with a decent size payment, but not even that could make him grin. He crumpled up the crisp dollars and crammed them into his pocket all the while muttering profanities under his breath.
Gil spent the rest of the day sleeping on his boat, which doubled as his home, so that he could spend the remainder of his life adrift the open sea. When he woke, he pushed off to fish once again. His bounty was not as plentiful as the night prior, but was still enough to make the trip worthwhile. When he returned to sell his fish however he was met with some disdain. To his surprise, none of the retailers one would buy his fish because all the fish he sold at an elevated price the previous morning were tainted. People were demanding refunds after many fell ill. Gil was forced out of the market and months later found himself in multiple lawsuits when several of the sick fish eaters wound up dead and he was the scapegoat for distraught families.
Gil Tempred was unwilling to hire or be appointed legal council and decided to represent himself, a mistake which cost him the lawsuits, and ultimately everything he owned. He did not care about the money or his reputation, but when they took his boat from him, he could not take it anymore. His boat was the only thing he cherished, and the only thing that could bring him temporary solace.
Forced onto the streets, Gil grew livid at those who scorned him and swore they would get their comeuppance. Gil spent weeks fishing off the piers, but it was not the same; he felt too restricted; confined to a shorefront. When he saw a man reel in a blowfish one night, a wicked malevolent plan formulated in his mind. He bartered with the man for the useless blowfish with some tackle he had. He then carefully extracted the poison from the blowfish and headed to the fish market, injecting the poison into a tilapia by means of a syringe.
Gil waited eagerly for the newspaper the following day and flipped to the obituaries where he was delighted to read of a poisoning. He knew this was his handy work and felt the need to strike again. He spent weeks harvesting blowfish, extracting their poison, and carefully manipulating the poisonous properties to properly weaponize it against society, and maximize its potency. In the weeks following his sanity slowly diminished and his lack of funds for clothing caused him to dress himself in the hides of fish, mostly resulting in a makeshift loincloth. When he deemed his poison suitable, he was finally ready to strike; hundreds died daily from eating the devastating dishes soiled by Gil’s hand. Each and every time the demented fisherman learned of a toxic death a grim grin plagued his face. For the first time Gil was happy and for the first time Gil felt accomplished.
What’s Your Sign?
The Manhole stood, basking in the setting sun on the misty piers of the docks. He waited for the tide to come in and knew that along with it, Pisces would appear. Villains are so predictable, The Manhole thought to himself as he lingered; wiping down his hook while he waited, to avoid the possibility of rusting.
As expected, the decrepit old man known as Pisces washed ashore wearing nothing more than his trademark and visually disturbing loincloth. Noticing the lurking superhero under the spotlight, Pisces called out to him, “you have no business here.”
“Why so crabby Pisces?” The Manhole called out. “You do not even know why I am waiting for you.”
“I would assume you are fishing for clues as to the whereabouts of your dying friends. It is no wonder you blame me, I am ever so villainous and it was a marvelous criminal act.”
Trying to fight back his laughter at Pisces looming ego, The Manhole continued on, “did you have anything to do with their deaths?”
“Well if I did, why on earth would I tell you?”
“Listen clam bag, you tell me or I swear I will gut you like a fish,” The Manhole screamed as he raised his hook into the air.
“Temper, temper,” Pisces smirked. “Why do you heroes always jump to conclusions? I will gladly take credit for an act I commit, but unfortunately this one was not mine.”
“Well can you blame me, it smells awfully fishy around here,” The Manhole said as he started to approach Pisces. “If you are innocent then you would not mind coming with me for a few questions.”
“Again with the conclusions. I will not be joining you, for I am not a land dweller; I belong on the sea.” Pisces took a few steps backwards as The Manhole neared.
The Manhole reached out his good hand to grab at the exposed flesh of Pisces, but as his fingers touched his skin, searing pain shot through his arm. “Jesus, that smarts. What is wrong with you?”
“I am glad you took the bait,” Pisces laughed. “I managed to develop an immunity to a rare jelly fish poison. I am lathered in it. Feel free to grab again.”
“You freak,” The Manhole yelled while rubbing the pain out of his hand. “If you want a fight old man, then you deserve what I am going to do to you.” The Manhole looked over and noticed an area drain in the adjacent parking lot and rolled over to it so that he could tare off the cover to hurl it at Pisces. “Grate job,” The Manhole taunted as the metal flew through the air.
Pisces was struck on the shoulder, but since he was so feeble, he collapsed to the ground. “You are stronger than I, there is no trout about that one, but I am resourceful.” Pisces ran over to a spear that had been discarded on the boardwalk and took aim at the superhero. He launched the spear into the air, but his strength only supplied it with enough kinetic energy to project a few feet into the air. The spear ricocheted off of the ground nowhere near where The Manhole stood.
Pisces froze in fear as The Manhole approached the spear and casually bent to pick it up, raising his head to jeer at Pisces, “don’t clam up now, we are just getting started.”
“Imbecile,” Pisces shrieked, “you took the lure. Hook line and sinker.” Pisces kicked a wooden lever and a wire tore through the air tangling itself around The Manhole’s legs. A weight suspended from the lamp post them gave way and struck The Manhole atop his head.
The Manhole took a knee, but quickly stood and ripped the wire from his legs. “You are really starting to irk me fish boy. Ready yourself for the scales of justice.” The Manhole leapt into the air with a powerful bound and landed boot first on top of the villain; whom was unable to evade the attack. The air was filled with the crunching sound of Pisces elderly bones and as a result he wailed out in pain.
“You are ruthless,” Pisces wheezed as The Manhole stepped off of him.
“Now, as I asked before, would you join me for some questioning?”
“What choice do I have now, and if it not too much trouble;” Pisces rasped. “Would you mind carrying me?”
Origins: Senseless
A boy was born in a hospital on a Wednesday to a couple who had painstakingly struggled to produce a child. The mother and the father looked at their new son in disgust when his eyes finally opened, as his eyes were not normal, they were completely white, void of any color, and consequently the baby was blind. In the duration of his extended hospital stay the newborn did not cry, he just sat there and blinked. When the parents finally took the boy home, the depressed couple did not even bothering to give their son a name. A day later it became clear that their son was also deaf when a faulty toaster triggered the smoke alarm and the child was unphased. After much consideration the two parents had made up their mind that raising the child was beyond their capabilities. It was a Saturday when the parents decided to start fresh and when they abandoned the boy on the doorstep of an orphanage.
The boy was raised in the orphanage, where he was loved and he was at last given a name, but it was a name he never had the privilege of learning. As he grew older, the boy’s caretakers determined that the boy was not only dead and blind, but he also lacked the ability of smell and taste, and was numb to most physical stimuli. The boy went through his childhood not knowing any other way of life, and he rarely enjoyed a moment out of life; he was doing nothing more than existing.
When the boy passed the threshold into the life of a teenager a remarkable event happened. He was sitting in the afternoon sun when for the first time ever he saw. In a flash, the world opened up before him and he was saturated with colors and beauty. Never had he imagined such a sight. He looked around in bewilderment as the birds danced about the flowers, he watched the clouds float through the sky, and he watched a man on a bicycle crash and flip over a parked car. The man stood and screamed something about not being able to see, but the boy did not hear his cries, for he was still deaf.
The boy watched intently as the staggering man, whom just crashed, wandered out of sight and along with his departure, the boy’s sight vanished as quickly as it came. Intrigued by his sudden appearance and disappearance of vision, the boy began exploring other senses that he was unaware that he had the potential of possessing. The harder he concentrated, the longer his sudden visions would last and each sight he had resulted in someone near him running around before colliding into some inanimate object.
The others at the orphanage started to become nervous around the boy, as they realized that he was temporarily taking sight from others, and granting it to himself. Although overjoyed at the boy’s remarkable abilities, no one wanted the blindness to become permanent, and therefore they started to fear the boy.
The boy grew into a man at the age of eighteen when he was forced out of the orphanage and thrown onto the streets. At first he lived among the homeless, using them to leach his sight off of, and he soon learned that with proper concentration and training he could borrow other senses as well. He started with hearing and had to teach himself how to talk, a trait he never grew very comfortable with. Most of his earlier conversations were with the derelicts of the streets, many of which could be classified as insane, and as a result he thought that various grunts and shouting were common place among communication. It was not until later in life that he was able to retract this lesson.
As his efforts progressed, he deemed taste and smell luxury senses, and focused little time on them. He also found that he could not borrow more than one sense from any given person, so in order to ensure he had both sight and hearing, he needed to be accompanied by at least two others. In learning to use his powers he quickly was drawn to theft. He started out stealing food to survive by taking the sight away from cashiers or security guards and slipping by undetected. When he was confident enough with his ruse he upgraded to banks and casinos, which landed him on the Most Wanted criminal list in many states. He traveled a great deal because he never knew the meaning of home and as his crimes just became more extravagant and elaborate he was always the prey to police manhunts. He eventually took on the assumed identity of Senseless, a snicker at his own existence, since he never had a real name to call his own and wanted to give society a name to fear.
Senseless Acts of Violence
Senseless was standing at his usually afternoon hangout; the busiest intersection in the city of Utopolis. Shrunk knew that the villain was going to be there, as he had confronted him many a times prior for stealing drivers vision right before they entered the intersection.
As Shrunk approached he heard the screeching of tires and the crunching of metal; he knew that Senseless was not far. Shrunk walked up behind Senseless and called out his name, “Senseless.” The villain could not hear Shrunk’s call because he was currently choosing to be deaf to avoid the harsh sounds of the accidents. Shrunk tapped on the villains shoulder, but Senseless was also numb to the touch at the moment. Shrunk had to reach in and physically turn the villain around; and that is when Shrunk’s vision disappeared.
“Why hello there,” Shrunk recognized the voice of his adversary. “Long time no see caveman. Are you out sight seeing? Oh, sorry, I guess I ruined that for you.”
“Give me my sight back,” Shrunk ordered, but his decree fell on deaf ears.
Senseless returned Shrunk’s vision only to claim his hearing, “I feel like I have not heard from you in forever old friend.”
Shrunk tried to read Senseless’ lips, but was not getting anywhere with it. “Arrg,” Shrunk shouted in annoyance.
“Always the caveman, never the bride,” Senseless smirked, returning Shrunk’s hearing just long enough to deliver an insult, “I mistakenly took your ability to smell, and you have mastered it caveman, because you stink.” Senseless then repossessed the superheroes hearing so that he could hear Shrunk’s response.
“You need to come with,” Shrunk started but stopped after he realized his hearing returned and Senseless had stopped listening.
Senseless started walking away whistling before Shrunk jumped in front of him and physically stopped him from walking. Shrunk waited for a moment to see which sense the villain was going to take so that he could try to communicate his message. His vision disappeared again, so Shrunk started to motion that he wanted Senseless to go with him. When Shrunk’s vision returned, no one was standing in front of him; Senseless was toying with him.
Shrunk took a deep breath and prepared himself for the mind game Senseless was playing, luckily mind games were Shrunk’s favorite types of games. Shrunk looked around for Senseless and instead noticed a group of tourists giggling while taking pictures of the well known superhero whom was just waiving him arms around like a lunatic. Shrunk gestured for the tourists to join him and asked, “would you like to aid me in apprehending a known felon?”
The tourists were all eager to add some excitement to their vacation and Shrunk explained that they might temporarily loose their vision or hearing, but it will return shortly after. Shrunk they huddled the tourists together and moved the pack around to locate Senseless.
The criminal was ducking behind a garbage can. Shrunk walked up to him and placed his bare foot in the villains shoulder and pushed him over. Senseless grabbed the vision of one of the tourists, who screamed in delight.
Senseless noticed the sensatory offering Shrunk had provided and took full advantage, borrowing all five senses from five of the assorted tourists. “Thank you caveman. How can I be of assistance to you?” Senseless asked while slowly rubbing his hands along his body, taking in every touch.
“I doubt you heard much of anything, but two of The Seven Deadlies have fallen victim to murder. We are rounding up some of the more powerful villains for questioning. I would like you to come with me.”
“Goodness me, which ones? Anyone I have seen?”
“Mechanical powerhouse, Sir Vey, and the electrifying personality known as Shocking Parts,” Shrunk told. “It has been tough on all of us.”
“Well, I shall offer my condolences, as much as that may mean from your arch nemesis, but they are sincere,” Senseless informed with a loud sniff of the air. “It seems like you have gone through enough already, I will join you for questioning. I have nothing to hide, and I appreciate your consideration as one of the most powerful villains.”
Origins: Unholy Cow
Clarabelle was an ordinary cow who enjoyed nothing more than grazing in the pasture and chewing her cud. Clarabelle was the prize winning cow of a farmer, who used the farm to front his real business; research into the dark and unnatural arts. Aleister Stolley worked day and night in his dark barn, conjuring up various spells and trying to summon demonic beings, all the while Clarabelle enjoyed the simple life.
Aleister took exceptional care of his cow and as far as a bovine’s life goes, hers was nothing less than luxurious. Clarabelle got to travel for conferences, and join in séances, but was never considered to be held up as a sacrifice; as far as Aleister was concerned, she was one of them. One day, minding her own business, Aleister added too much witches bane to his potion and caused an undesirable explosion. The explosion snuffed the life of the farmer, but immediately restored breath back to his lungs, rendering Aleister Stolley as a member of the undead. Hearing the commotion, Clarabelle burst into the barn with the intentions of rescuing her loving master, but instead she received a face full of the zombifying vapors.
The cow transformed from a fun loving free thinker, to a brain craving flesh slave. Clarabelle started a reign of terror in her small town by consuming her keeper Aleister and then moving on to devour the remainder of the neighborhood. With each brain Clarabelle consumed she gained a portion of their power and intelligence, and to a cow, the power of a human is most desirable. After she destroyed the first town, eating over four generations of townsfolk, she began to develop the power of speech. Her mooing groans formed into single syllable words, starting with the basic call for brains.
Clarabelle’s brain also started to develop her cognitive mind. She was formulating plans to maximize brain potential, which is what drew her to the densely populated city of Utopolis, where the resources seemed limitless.
Steak Out
Friar Ball crouched behind an oversized bush, trying to remain inconspicuous. He peered out into the open field to witness the monster that was Unholy Cow feasting on the flesh of a bull. These cannibalistic carnivorous actions were definitely not sanctioned by the church, Friar Ball thought; it had to be stopped at once.
Friar Ball stood and fired a warning flame across the field to grab the cow’s attention. “Did anyone ever tell you that too much red meat is bad for you?”
“The juvenile jokes you jest are most unappetizing,” Unholy Cow said with a mouth full of dripping meat.
“Did you mother not teach you it is impolite to talk with your mouth full you bovine swine?” Friar Ball barked.
“Flattery will get you everywhere, you delicious monk. Now how about just a nibble?” Unholy Cow asked while licking her lips with her grayish mangy tongue and stepping her spotted and festering hide closer to the bush.
“No, it looks like you just ate. I would not want you to get any fatter than you already are.”
“I have four stomachs, so do not worry, I have plenty of room. I never use my No Vacancy sign, especially when you are in town,” the undead beast muttered as it staggered closer to the hero.
Friar Ball fire another round of flames at the cloven hooves of the cow, “I warn you, it is about to get hot in here.”
“Mooo, toasty. If I would have known I would have brought my moooshmallows,” the barnyard brute bellowed.
To show he was serious, Friar Ball released a burning stream into the side of the approaching cow. “Halt, before I make a meal out of you.”
“Now that line sounds familiar,” Unholy Cow sneered. “Oh, yes, I just used in on a playground full of children. They sure do eat tons of sugar; I think I may become diabetic if I keep eating them as frequently as I do.”
The cow continued approaching, her beefy hide temporarily fending off the fire attacks. When Unholy Cow was within charging distance, she lunged at Friar Ball, who side stepped to avoid the collision. Friar Ball retaliated by jabbing his thumb into the eye of his arch nemesis with a quick jut.
“Keep your eye on the Friar Ball,” the hero snapped with a smirk. “We are rounding up the villains of this city. Will you be coming willingly, or should I call in a border collie to nip at your heels?”
“What do you think my answer is?” The cow said as she blinked her eye trying to get an uncomfortable eyelash out. “And by the way, it is a low blow to reference my past like that. I thought you were a hero of honors.”
“Listen cow,” Friar Ball leveled with her, “two of my friends were murdered; so good behavior is out the window. We are going to find out if you had a hoof in the murders.”
“You heroes are absurd. It was only a matter of time before someone started killing you off. You walk around like you own the city, half of you wearing the most revealing outfits. Outfits, I mind you, that a normal person would get arrested for indecent exposure for. I hope you are next.”
“Well, can’t say I did not try,” Friar Ball stepped back and unleashed a wave of fire that consumed the zombie. “Prepare to be jerkied.”
The cow mooed in pain and spat a wad of cud into Friar Ball’s eyes causing him to loose focus and let his flames subside. “So you’ve got beef?” Unholy Cow screamed as she stopped about to display dominance.
Friar Ball wiped his face clean so that he could once again see and properly formulate another attack, “concentrate of this intense heat you boorish barnyard brute. Out of the Friar and into the cloven.” A glowing orange beam of energy shot from the holy man’s hands and struck the cow in the face. Bits and pieces of the cows already decomposing flesh tore off as it trudged closer for another attack.
“You would make a great house warming gift,” the cow mocked as it bucked and booted Friar Ball in the stomach. “You are much to flimsy for a superhero.”
“Are you really that thick?” Friar Ball asked as he regained his breath. “The whole field smells like steak, you are getting cooked. Give in or you may not live to see the end of this.”
“I am not living to begin with, douche,” Unholy Cow shot back. “How about another? Care to spark my interest?”
“Here, have a ball,” Friar Ball roared as he jumped to his left and tossed a flaming ball into the brain hungered creature.
The fire attack struck the cow, but she tried to play it off to mask her suffering, “it merely grazed me.”
“You are a fool cow. It was a direct hit, you are not going to be able to withstand much more.”
“It was a graze. Trust me, I know about grazing.” The cow, moving much slower now, charged for another physical attack.
“Fool,” Friar Ball shouted as he knew she would continue her relentless attacks. Friar Ball unleashed a second wave of attacks; colliding two flame walls from opposing sides of the cow, crushing her in the middle with a loud clap from Friar Ball’s hands.
The Unholy Cow waivered for a moment before finally tipping over and crashing to the ground. Friar Ball did not need to check, he knew that the cow was dead, but this time for good.
Origins: Deb Olical and Miss Creant
At a very young age Debora Olical and Diane Creant found one another on a schoolyard playground. They became instant friends with their shared interest in mayhem and disruption of order. By the time they had reached junior high school their total infractions surmounted the combined total of all the other students in the school. Before they had reached high school, they were both expelled and forced into home schooling, but neither one of them really cared.
The girls had no interest in learning, just having fun by causing chaos. Deb and Diane spent as much time together as possible, but their fun was interrupted by the time they had to depart to go to their respective homes. They were as close as two people could possibly be, to the obsessive point where Diane came up with a plan to rid themselves of their temporary departures by giving Deb’s parents the opportunity to adopt her. Deb and Diane carefully enacted their plan and killed Diane’s parents, making it look like an unforeseen toilet mishap.
The two girls were hoping that Diane could just move in, but the girls knew nothing of custody and legal issues of parental guardians, and Diane was passed on to live with her aunt and uncle. Diane’s new home was miles away Deb’s and the two girls grew restless not being able to see one another every day. Diane soon killed her aunt and uncle and ran away with Deb. The two girls grew up on the streets, and spent all day and all night getting into mischief.
Starting fires and orchestrating hit and runs, soon escalated into exploding hospitals and bank heists. For the duration of their amateur crime spree, they managed to avoid getting caught, and they started to craft their criminal expertise as the years progressed.
The two girls were inseparable and frequently finished each others sentences, and at no point tired of one another. They were two born of the same evil blood. As their crimes turned from mischievous to violent they began to demand some media attention and were as well known as B-list celebrities. As their reign of havoc continued they became feared by all; to the point where the police would not dare to interfere with their games for fear of retaliation against their families. Deb Olical and Miss Creant, as she began calling herself, started the largest crime syndicate in the city of Utopolis, and no one was brave enough to confront them.
Two for the Fight of One.
Tidal Rush walked into the restaurant which was the front for Deb Olical’s and Miss Creant’s operation. Burly security officers lined the doorway, but they let the hero pass through; they knew that he would never start a fight on the criminal’s turf.
“Hello ladies,” Tidal Rush greeted the criminals perched on bar stools eagerly awaiting the hero mission.
“What can we do for you?” The two villainesses said in sync.
“I am going to cut to the chase,” Tidal Rush stated, “did you have a part in the murder of the heroes?”
“Why, that is no chase at all,” Miss Creant leaned in with a smirk.
While Tidal Rush’s attention was on Miss Creant, Deb Olical leapt in and slapped the hero across the cheek. “Catch us,” she clamored as they ducked farther into the restaurant.
Tidal Rush was familiar with their shenanigans and did not have the time, nor the energy for it. He raised his arms and began to fill the restaurant with water. With his powers he sealed the windows and doors from leaking water so that everything was contained. When the water level was waist deep Tidal Rush joked by announcing, “I will be your wader this evening, the specials are justice.” As the water level rose higher, the eating patrons began to worry, but Tidal Rush ensured that each one of them could breathe under the water by creating an oxygen bubble within the water around each of their heads. The only two that he did not allow a way to breathe were Deb Olical and Miss Creant.
Tidal Rush waited a few moments with the restaurant fully submerged before draining the water from the building. He listened intently for the sound of heavy panting and coughing, and following the sounds led him straight to the two ladies; sprawled out on the floor, gasping for air. “Well, well, well, you two seem drained. Are you ready to talk now?”
“How dare you,” Deb Olical screamed at the top of her recovering lungs. “You are going to ruin our business. We are just trying to feed people. What is wrong with you? Are you anorexic or something? We are just trying to go straight, away from the life of crime, and every time you come in here and demand that we pull ourselves back into it.”
“Great performance Deb, I assure you that you moved the audience. Not a dry eye in the house,” Tidal Rush applauded, “but we know you are still in the game, there is footage of your recent robbery airing all over yesterday’s news.”
“Well it was worth a shot,” Miss Creant shrugged as she kicked Tidal Rush in the shin.
“Always with the shin,” Tidal Rush grunted as he bent down and grabbed his leg. “By the time we retire, I will have a deformed bone.”
“We don’t” Miss Creant started.
“Know anything about dead heroes,” Deb Olical quickly finished.
“Well rehearsed,” Tidal Rush said, “but you two seem to know everything that is happening in this city. I do not believe you for a moment. I am going to have to bring you in for questioning.”
“Jacob, Frances,” Deb Olical bellowed.
“Edgar, Sven,” Miss Creant added.
Tidal Rush looked around as he knew they had just summoned their four oversized security guards. The gigantic men each emerged from the four corners of the room and surrounded Tidal Rush. Deb Olical and Miss Creant took a seat on top of the bar and pulled out a bowl of soggy popcorn to munch on as they enjoyed watching the fight.
Tidal Rush initiated the fight by blasting the blond haired Sven with a stream of water. Sven wobbled, but his sturdy structure remained upright. Meanwhile, Jacob grabbed a chair and broke it over Tidal Rush’s back, causing him to crumble to the floor.
Frances grabbed the hero’s cape and pulled him back up, choking Tidal Rush slightly. Frances lifted Tidal Rush in the air and tossed him into Edgar who met him with his fists, slamming him into the ground.
Tidal Rush stood up and casually took out his cell phone and placed a call while the four brutes each pounded their fists into their palms for intimidation. “Hello, this is Tidal Rush, yes we are going to need ambulances. Yes at the restaurant, yes there will be four of them, each pretty large, better bring your strong guys to carry them out.”
“Funny,” Miss Creant scoffed, “I like that added touch.”
“Let us see if you can follow through,” Deb Olical added.
Tidal Rush reached out to Frances with an open hand and as he pulled his fingers into a fist, water seeped out of the attackers pores and France fell to the ground limp. “Don’t forget to hydrate,” Tidal Rush offered the advice before focusing his attacks on the other three. With a wave of his arm, a surge erupted under the three standing thugs.
While the three tried to fight off the spraying water, Tidal Rush created a current behind the legs of Sven, sweeping him off of his feet and crashing his head into a table. “Looks like you are all washed up,” Tidal Rush mocked.
“Two down,” Deb Olical called out.
“Two to go,” Miss Creant supplemented.
“You,” Tidal Rush pointed to Edgar, who looked around to ensure he was the one being addressed. “Why don’t you go with the flow?” Tidal Rush asked before barraging him with a forceful wave, carrying Edgar out of the restaurant through the wall and onto the streets.
“I am out of here,” Jacob said while turning and running through the recently made Edgar sized hole in the wall.
“Run like a river, you rude ruffian,” Tidal Rush called after him before turning back to address his initial concerns in the restaurant. “Now ladies, would you care to join me?”
“We are out of bad guys. What choice,” Miss Creant sighed.
“Do we have?” Deb Olical continued.
“Like the particles that were transported away,” Tidal Rush leaned in to apprehend the two villains, “my sediments exactly.”
Origins: Acronymph
Sue Prano was a highly praised young opera singer on the rise; with a voice so powerful it was unlike any other. She was quickly reaching celebrity status as she was single handedly using her voice to bring the operatic arts back to mainstream culture. Sue was determined to surface opera back to the ranks it once was and when she was not performing, she endlessly went on promotional meet and great tours.
One on such tour, while traveling in between venues on a desolate road in the woods, Sue Prano’s noticed a sudden jerk in the chauffer’s driving, a man whom usually was particularly careful on the road. “Is everything alright up there?” Sue asked in angelic voice while tapping on the tinted divider.
Sue waited for the divider to lower, but before she knew it the limousine veered off of the road into a wooded ditch. The limousines suffered sever damages from the trees and the chauffer slumped over lifeless onto the steering wheel after his fatal heart attack mid trip. Getting out of the wrecked car unharmed, Sue tried to call for help, but no one was in ear shot, even for her voice which was able to travel a great distance. She tried her cell phone, but there was no reception; she was stranded.
Sue checked the driver, but he had no pulse. Panicked, she began to run as fast as she could in the darkness of the night to try to find any sign of civilization where she could obtain help. While running, her trained ears she picked up on the cry of a woman in distress. She decided to cautiously approach the cry, perhaps the woman was also lost and the two of them could safely travel together Sue thought. She followed the voice off of the road and into the heart of the woods.
Sue squinted through the foliage as she pushed it aside, branches and thorns pawing at her body like a handsy intoxicated uncle. After a short distance she reached her destination, and at the source of the screams, Sue witnessed a shadowy figure savagely tearing at a woman lying defenselessly on the ground. Sue Prano gasped in horror at the sight, which caught the attention of the shadowy figure. The figure turned towards Sue and snarled, bearing its demonesque face. Frightened, Sue turned and fled, abandoning the woman in need. She ran as fast as she could, paying little mind to what was in front of her, to the point where she ran straight into a bear.
The bear rose to its hind legs and roared loudly, painting its surroundings with saliva. Sue crawled backwards on her hands away from the bear, until she was able to get back to her feet. She then took off running away from the bear, unfortunately back in the direction of the demon. The bear chased closely behind, and when Sue came to the clearing where the woman was being attacked, the bear turned its attention on the shadowed figure and proceeded with mauling it.
Given a brief opportunity, Sue grabbed the woman on the ground, who was dressed in an outfit fashioned entirely out of twigs and leaves and Sue pulled her to safety. Waiting silently until the bear was finished, the two huddled together.
After the bear ran off satisfied, the bloodied stranger turned to Sue and spoke, “I thank you child for your efforts, but it appears that I am going to die.”
“Don’t say that, you are going to be alright,” Sue tried console, but she knew by the looks of the wounds that the woman’s chances of survival nonexistent. “What was that thing anyway?”
“That was the spirit sent by those who wish to destroy nature and I am a dryad destined to protect it,” the woman said. “Since I must leave the world and since I saw great courage in you, I wish to pass my powers of the environment on to you.”
“Me?” Sue Prano questioned. “I am hardly courageous, I am an opera singer. I would not know the first thing about protecting nature against evil spirits. Maybe someone more fitting can get these powers and be the protector.”
“I only have a few moments left,” the dryad explained. “If I am to pass, my powers pass with me, leaving these woods defenseless. No one else is here to accept these powers, and I am confident it you. You heeded my plea. I see great things in you. You had a connection with that bear and led it to destroy the spirit.”
“That was an accident,” Sue confessed. “In all honesty I was running away from both of those things.”
“There are no accidents in nature; everything happens for a reason, even my passing.”
“What would I have to do?” Sue asked.
“You would defend the woods, the creatures, and the environment from the essence of the very beasts that try to harm it. It is a great power you will inherit, but with the power I am about to bestow, you will be asked to sacrifice the one thing you hold most dear.”
“But, what if I am not…” Sue started, but it was too late, the dryad already started transferring her powers.
The dryad materialized into nothing more than a glow in the air and whirled around with the wind before entering Sue’s eyes. Sue grabbed her face as pain throbbed from every pore on her head. She went into a fit of spasms and fell to the dirt beneath her. When it was all done and the air cleared, she stood up, confused. She was still alone in a forest with evil creatures and she tried to call out a cry for help again, but this time she was unable to.
All that she was able to produce out of her mouth was a raspy whisper and she quickly became short of breath. The dryad stripped her of the one thing she cherished the most; her voice. Bitter that she never officially agreed to sacrifice her life to become the ambassador of the environment, Sue Prano became hostile. She began using her powers over the environment to lash out at society, whom she felt was the main culprit to why an environmental protector was necessary. Over time Sue Prano was able to build up her lungs up to where she could breathe normally, but her speech still suffered. She was able to train her voice to be able to speak the first letters of the words she was trying to say, but nothing more; she was a tormented soul; tempted by ill doings.
Environmental Protection
Acronymph frolicked in the leaves, watching them dance in the wind. “F. M. F. F.”
“Mourning your fallen friends?” Mind Manners asked as he stepped into the clearing. “Acronymph, you seem too happy for a miserable witch. Get up on the right side of the bog?”
“F. O.” Acronymph shot back at Mind Manners.
“Language, young lady, language. At times I regret being one of the only ones to understand you.”
“W. D. Y. W?”
“I want you to fess up to any involvement in the deaths of three heroes, two of them being mine.”
“I. H. N. I. W. Y. A. T. A.”
“I thought you might try to play dumb, but I am going to have to bring you in anyway. We are rounding up everyone who holds ill feelings towards The Seven Deadlies, and none is more ill than yours.”
“Y. W. D.” Acronymph hissed as she flailed her arms wildly in the air.
“Not by your hand or branches. If it is a fight, then so be it,” Mind Manners welcomed.
Acronymph called for her natural powers and roots sprung from the ground and gripped Mind Manners legs. Mind Manners wasted no time and jumped inside of Acronymph’s mind and released the rooted hold. He drew in and punched the woman in the jaw.
She clutched her jaw and began to sob, pulling in Mind Manners for sympathy. “W. E. T.” Acronymph said catching Mind Manners off guard as a tree branch swung low and struck him in the face.
Angered with himself for falling victim to an obvious trap, he hastily charged the villain, but was met with a barrage of birds pecking away at him. “Filthy fowls,” Mind Manners waved his arms about in an attempt to reduce ward off the attackers. The hero broke free from the attacks just long enough to slip back into Acronymph’s mind to turn the birds on her.
“Y. T. T. A. M.” Acronymph screamed.
“Yes I did, am I will turn your whole forest against you unless you come with me. If you honestly have no involvement, then this will be easy and you will be home by the equinox.”
“A. Y. W.” Acronymp conceded.
The Interrogation is Going Nowhere
The Manhole walked in carrying a bandaged Pisces and dropped him down in a chair. Miss Creant and Deb Olical were already seated, making faces at one another, from their seats alongside the newly joined Pisces. The Manhole joined Tidal Rush on the other side of the table where they waited for the others.
“Why are you doing this, this is against out rights,” Pisces claimed as he leaned back in his chair, causing his loincloth to ride up.
“Gross,” The Manhole said in disgust turning his head away from the sight, “that is revolting; your cod piece is revealing your tackle, please cover up.”
“Always fun and games with your kind,” Pisces scoffed as he corrected his wardrobe malfunction.
“Well while I have you here Tidal Rush,” Pisces started, “there has been something I wanted to discuss with you. Mind if I ask you a question?”
“We have time, go for it,” Tidal Rush allowed.
“I have overheard you use the phrase, the tides have changed,” Pisces started, sheepishly avoiding eye contact, “and I was wondering if I could use that when I am fighting some heroes. I think it applies to my character, and well I think it is a great line.”
“You are asking permission?” Tidal Rush asked confused. “We can not have everyone walking around using the same lines, plus what if you are facing off against me.”
“Then it is a race to see who can crack it first,” Pisces added.
“That actually sounds like fun. I will allow it, and now I look forward to battling you Pisces,” Tidal Rush smiled.
“I never thought I would live to see the day when someone wanted to be near Pisces,” The Manhole remarked.
As their conversation was coming to a close, Shrunk directed Senseless into the room, but walked himself into the table as Senseless had taken away his sight. “I am glad this one if off the streets,” Shrunk said, “he is obnoxious and the city can use a break.”
“Who are we waiting on?” Mind Manners asked as he proudly entered with Acronymph shackled up. He released her cuffs and sat her down with the other villains.
“Just Unholy Cow,” Tidal Rush answered. “Friar Ball should be back soon, the cow is rare to put up a fight.”
“Good subtle one,” The Manhole patted Tidal Rush on the shoulder.
“So we just wait a little while longer and get this show on the road,” Mind Manners instructed as he took a seat, propping his feet up on the table.
A delicious aroma filled the air before Friar Ball walked into the room, dragging the carcass of the cooked cow. “Bad news, Unholy Cow is no longer with us. He is…um…well…done. The good news is that we have one fine feast on ours hands. Dig in while he is still warm.”
Miss Creant wasted no time and approached Unholy Cow and reached into his side, pulling out a quarter pound meal and sunk her teeth in; blood dribbling onto the floor.
Acronymph watched in horror and announced with her nose protruding up into the air, “Y. K. M. I. M.?”
“What did she say?” Pisces blurted out.
“You know meat is murder,” Mind Manners clarified.
“Funny coming from a murderer,” Friar Ball snipped.
“You know murder is delicious?” Miss Creant shot back as she sunk her teeth in for a second bite; smiling a big bloody toothed grin at Acronymph.
“I D. N. S. H. H. C. E. O. A., I. I. J. N. N.” Acronymph shook her head.
"I do not see how humans can eat other animals, it is just not natural," Mind Manners immediately translated.
“Is it natural for a lion to eat an antelope? Nature is natural and we are just at the top of the food chain. Get use to it,” Miss Creant sneered; now purposely chewing with her mouth wide open.
“I. I. N. N.” Acronymph started to raise her raspy voice, causing everyone else in the interrogation room to listen intently as the villains argument escalated.
“If I may,” Mind Manners interrupted. “I may be quicker if I simply hop into your mind and surrogate your side of the conversation, seeing how I am already the middle man.”
“B. M. G.” Acronymph shrugged.
“It is not natural to harvest living beings for the sole purpose of human digestion. They are caged, and tortured. Antelope do not get that treatment, they live freely,” Mind Manners revealed through proxy.
“Would you prefer I went out and hunter my own meal? Same outcome, cows are not very good runners,” Miss Creant joked with the intentions of irritation.
“You do not take this seriously? You carnies are all the same. It is not the same as a lion eating an antelope, as it is a man hunting a deer. The use of weapons skews the balance,” Mind Manners said as Acronymph added in the dirty looks.
“I disagree,” Miss Creant commented getting more serious with the discussion. “Lions use their superior speed, agility and claws, and therefore can easily hunt. This is why they are at the top of their food chain. That is the evolution of the lion. Humans, however, focused their skills on intelligence and the creation tools over physical prowess, and thus we created instruments to aid us in out in our survival. That is the evolution of man.”
“Man is corrupt, they enjoy the kill more than the meal,” Mind Manners delivered Acronymph’s jab.
“Amazing coming from a killer,” Tidal Rush noted to his fellow heroes.
“I think you are a fool if for a second you believe that if given the chance, a cow would not strike you down and devour you for survival,” Miss Creant said. “And I am eating a cow who frequently fed on human flesh. So is there not a balance?”
Meanwhile, Deb Olical was sitting with an ear to ear grin, just waiting for her opportunity to jump into the conversation and further agitate. “Excuse me, but I could not help but overhear your conversation in this tiny room and I thought I could add some insight.”
“If you are an advocate of murder, then save your breath,” Mind Manners told as Acronymph shot Deb Olical a sneering glare.
“I am against all forms of food murder; be it human, be it animals, or be it plant. In my opinion, you are both atrocious. What gives either one of you the right to kill one being for your own gain?” Deb Olical asked while winking at Miss Creant.
“This is going to get good,” The Manhole whispered excitedly into Friar Ball’s ear.
“I like meat,” Miss Creant was barely able to mutter from around the large piece of Unholy Cow dangling from her mouth.
Shocked at the accusations, Acronymph got defensive. “I am most definitely not murdering. Eating plants is not the same as eating animals,” Mind Manners said placing his hands on his hips and sassily jutting his head back and forth.
“Who are you to make up that decision?” Deb Olical asked. “I thought you were the protector of the plants. Some job you are doing offering them up as sacrifices to your gullet. Both are living and ending either one of their lives prematurely would be murder in my book. If you are what you eat, then I consider you Miss Creant an animal and you Acronymph are a fruit. You both ought to be ashamed.”
“If you are so high and mighty, Deb, what do you propose we all eat?” Acronymph asked through Mind Manners, trying to crush her argument.
“We can all get our nutrients and sustenance from non-living sources such as chewing dirt and licking rocks. Think of the way the insects do it,” Deb Olical explained trying to keep a straight face.
“You are retarded,” Miss Creant exclaimed letting a laugh slip through.
Acronymph, still feeling the pressure of being on the opposite side of the blame than usual, tried to rationalize her actions. “Plants do not think. Animals think. It is not the same,” Mind Manners stammered.
“Believe what you want,” Deb Olical commented nonchalantly, “I am not the one committing vegecide every time I want to nosh.”
Acronymph looked at Deb Olical and out of frustration huffed and stormed for the door. The heroes all looked at her in disbelief before blocking her exit.
“Remember you are all here for a reason,” Mind Manners reminded. “We do not have an open door policy.”
“As you know there have been,” Shrunk tried to focus the room, but hesitated for a moment, “wait a minute. Someone lend Senseless their hearing.”
“He can have mine,” Miss Creant snickered, “I do not really think I want to hear this anyway.”
“He would also have mine,” Pisces added. “The silence could be a good relaxer.”
“No,” Shrunk said while throwing his hands up into the air. “My intent was to have a hero offer so that all of the villains could hear what we need to say.”
“I will do it,” The Manhole volunteered, as he approached Senseless and shook him to grab his attention. After lifting his sight, The Manhole motioned to take his hearing and Senseless obliged.
“As I was saying,” Shrunk restarted. “There have been three deaths of those with powers and two of them were members of The Seven Deadlies. We need to know if you are involved, or if you know who is behind it.”
“Why would we help you?” Miss Creant asked. “We have no intentions of helping The Five Deadlies, and as far as we are concerned, you all can go pogo in a mine field.”
“So you are the ambassador of evil? You represent all the villains? Were you elected to speak on their behalves? Are you unionizing like we did?” Mind Manners interrogated, but left no time for answers. “Are you trying to force us out so that you own the streets? Answer me?”
“We just cause mayhem, this is not our motive,” Deb Olical defended. “To be honest I am offended that you would even think we would kill one of you. Without you guys we would not have nearly as much fun. The lot of you is a real trip.”
“We can protect you as long as we are around, but if someone is taking out those with powers, then villains are targets too,” Friar Ball added.
“That is fine with us,” Miss Creant stated while pointing back and forth between Deb Olical and herself with her finger. “We have no powers.”
“Well besides providing us with hours of entertainment in chases and fights,” Tidal Rush interjected. “We will keep you safe. We can arrest you and lock you up to temporarily keep you off the streets. I assure you that the trigger happy police squad would sooner fill you with holes than have you tried by a jury of your peers. They will not give you the benefit of the doubt when it comes to these murders, but our hero villain relationship is symbiotic. We need you just as much as you need us.”
Acornymph waived her hand in the air to grab Mind Manners attention, signifying that she had something to share. “I can not speak for the others, but I assure you that I have heard nothing,” Acronymph confessed out of Mind Manners mouth. The other villains all nodded and looked at one another; all of them denying guilt.
Mind Manners pulled the other four heroes aside for a discussion. “What does everyone think?”
“I personally believe that they are telling the truth,” Shrunk admitted. “They are all too egocentric not to deliver snide boasts in a room full of the villainous greats. Plus none of them are good enough actors to put on a charade for this long.”
“It looks like we are dealing with something new,” Friar Ball added.
“What are we going to do with them?” Tidal Rush asked motioning with his head to the seated villains.
“I say we keep them in lock up while we continue our search,” Mind Manners whispered. “Having them temporarily off the streets will give us one less thing for us to worry about.”
Definition of a Superhero
“It is not just having powers,” Tidal Rush argued, taking sips of his cola in between sentences. “You have to do the right thing also.”
“But super powers are almost a must,” The Manhole shot back. “Shrunk, you got to take a side here.”
“Like most of your diner venue conversation, I am choosing to abstain,” Shrunk commented while adjusting his pipe and inhaling deeply.
“Some superheroes do not even have powers, like the Bat. Does that make him less of a hero?” Tidal Rush asked sticking to his convictions. “It should be about what they can accomplish and how they live their selfless lives.”
“So you are telling me that the Bat is on the same page as Super? That is ridiculous; Super is a superior hero,” The Manhole said with smug look on his face as he reclined back in his seat almost as if announcing a victory.
“I completely disagree,” Tidal Rush opposed. “First off, Super has all these powers, almost every useful power you can think of; flight, strength, speed, impenetrable, and his weakness comes from another planet. The Bat is a simple human; he is at much greater risk and has to work much harder. That is heart and dedication. He earned his status; he was not born into it.”
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