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Citizens of the world, beware.
There's a new superhero in town. A really super, superhero
He's a wonder. He's a whiz. He's a wonder of a whiz.
He's... Joatman!
#
It was with superheroly satisfaction that I gazed through the window of the brave little appliance shop nestled in the crushing shadows of the evil box store and watched my television commercial strike fear to the very hearts of villains across the world... or, at least, to the heart of every villain within range of the transmitter of the independent station—the major networks having for some reason forgotten to return my calls.
A minor matter.
The message would get out, and with only one minor mistake.
Justice would prevail; that was a promise from me.
Joatman!
Turning to the street, I struck a superheroly pose on the sidewalk, my jet-black hair oiled to perfection, my sparkling blue eyes... um, sparkling..., my granite jaw the very vision of strength, and my pearly-white teeth gleaming in the white-hot sun that shined down from high above.
Heat shimmered through the artificial canyon formed by the box store at my back and the row of office buildings across the street, a mere hint of the heat I was about to bring to the criminals of the world—the citizens of the world naturally having nothing to fear.
The busy rumble of passing cars and the smell of exhaust quickened my blood. These were the real heroes—the average citizens going about their business and laughing in the face of danger. I held my superheroly pose as they drove past, no doubt comforted by the sight of my muscular body showing to good effect through crimson and blue tights, set off with boots and gloves of the purest white. With a little more wind, my fuzzy blue cape with its brave diamond 'J' would unfurl, as well, but not today.
I let the good people of the city bask in the knowledge that the minor misunderstanding with the city's constabulary was safely behind us, and that Joatman was one again on the job—
"Hey! You can't stand hee-ah," a voice called out, strong and firm and rolling down the street with a passion, a purpose; a voice with a deep-seated devotion to goodness. Turning my head, I changed my granite profile without mussing my perfectly parted hair or hiding the gleam of my pearly-white teeth, and then lifted my chin to better see the approaching figure.
He was an officer of the law, of course; vertically challenged, but girth accomplished in the manner of his kind: a warehouse of processed powdered sugar and pure potential energy, ready to burst forth at a moment's notice and sweep the streets from the vile clutches of crime. He was a hero.
Like me.
Joatman!
The good officer came striding down the sidewalk, his heels pounding confidently on the pavement, his crisp blue uniform bulging at the seams, his bright brass buttons shining from the glow of my dazzling pearly-whites, and his gleaming belt buckle... um, gleaming in the sun. He was a truly heroic sight. Even the hardest of criminals would think twice about crossing this fine young officer's path.
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