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CHAPTER ONE: 
PORTENTS 

 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǎǘ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΤ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 
three and her father was holding her on his lap on the front porch. 
It had been a Saturday and she had loved Saturdays because that 
meant that daddy would stay home and be able to play with her. 
He had just finished reading her a story; some fairy tale where the 
handsome prince saved the princess from an evil dragon and they 
lived happily ever after. 

Then the lights had started in the sky. Trails of fire streaked across 
the heavens towards some point in the distance. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ 5ŀŘŘȅΚέ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ 
had not sounded nearly so eloquent at the time. 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ǎǘŀǊǎΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣέ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΣ άŀƴŘ 
each one carries a wish for a good litǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƻǊ ōƻȅΦέ 

άLǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ 5ŀŘŘȅΚέ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΣέ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜǾƻǳǎ ƎǊƛƴΦ ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ 
have to pick ƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛǎƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘ ƭŀƴŘǎΦέ 

She remembered screwing up her face in the deepest of concen-
tration as she struggled for just the right wish. Then she looked up 
into the heavens, picked the brightest shooting star she could see 
and made her wish. She wished that her star would carry a hand-
some prince who would come for her and that he would be the 
greatest of heroes which, to her limited experience, meant some-
one just like Daddy; brave and noble and generous and loving and 
all the things that were good in the whole entire world. 

Years later she would learn that the meteor shower she had made 
her wish upon that morning had struck the nearby community of 
Smallville and caused widespread death and destruction. She 

knew this because this was a dream. The same dream she had vir-
tually every night. Which was why her three year old self clung her 
father so tightly. She did not want to see what happened next. She 
knew what was coming next. 

One of the fires raging across the heavens swerved from its course 
and was headed straight for her father and herself. She could see 
ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƳŜǎ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƎǊŜǿ ǘƻ ŜƴƎǳƭŦ ǘƘŜƳ 
utterly and she was seventeen again, trapped beneath the dead 
form that had been her father, his last dying act having been to 
shield her from the blast. The building was in still flames all 
around her. Her mind told her only that she had to get away from 
here, that the monster was coming ever closer. She remembered 
everything; the sights, the sounds, the smells of her terrified 
struggle to escape. Like every time before she scrambled from the 
wreckage, covered in blood and burns and ashes just instants be-
fore the fires consumed it completely. Like every other time she 
ran in a blind panic, not knowing or even consciously registering 
where she was going. 

Please no, she found herself pleading. Please not again. For she 
knew what was to come here as well. 

Her flight was halted as she ran headlong into the visage of abso-
lute evil. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΗέ ǎƘŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƻŦ [ƛƻƴŜƭ [ǳǘƘor. Her voice 
ǿŀǎ ƭŀŎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜǊǊƻǊΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΗέ 

ά¢ǊǳŜΣ aƛǎǎ {ǳƭƭƛǾŀƴΦ ±ŜǊȅ ǘǊǳŜΣέ [ƛƻƴŜƭ [ǳǘƘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƴƛster 
glare as his face grew gaunt and corpse-ƭƛƪŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜǊΦ ά.ǳǘ ǎƻ 
ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƘǳǎƪΧ ŀ Ƙƻƭƭƻǿ ǎƘŜƭƭ playing at life. Living on 
borǊƻǿŜŘ ǘƛƳŜΧέ 

She felt his vice-like hand lash out and grasp her throat and the 
face changed again. 

άSCREAM ALL YOU WISHΣέ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜΣ 
άIT IS ALREADY TOO LATE.έ 



* * * 

The young woman now known as Lois Lane woke up screaming. 
She reflexively grasped at the Kryptonian bracelet on her left 
wrist; holding it tight to ensure that her only defense against the 
living nightmare was still in its place. 

A nightmare. It was only a nightmare, she was finally able to tell 
herself as she was left panting for breath. Nightmare did not begin 
to cover the terror she experienced whenever she finally became 
too tired to remain awake, though. She looked at her alarm 
clock… Six A.M. She had finally passed out sometime after Two 
A.M. which meant she’d gotten almost four hours of sleep; about 
her average. 

The adrenaline in her system always left her far too wired to re-
turn to sleep and over the years her biorhythms had grown accus-
tomed to her efforts at avoiding sleep to the point that she 
needed far less than most. She showered and dressed quickly and 
poured herself a large cup of day-old sludge that marginally quali-
fied as coffee, but most certainly qualified as caffeine, while pre-
paring to leave for the office. 

Those who didn’t know her would accuse her of being a workahol-
ic and they were probably right in so far as it went. She spent the 
vast majority of her waking hours at work; she didn’t take vaca-
tion days and she usually had to be forced by her boss, Perry 
White, to take sick days. What few people understood was that 
this wasn’t work to Lois, it was a calling. She was a seeker of truth 
and a crusader against injustice and taking time off from that was, 
to her mind, akin to telling a priest that he needed to spend less 
time ministering to his flock. 

Perry, for his part, had simply given up on trying to make her keep 
regular hours years ago. She usually got to work before he did and 
was usually more than content to stay well after he had left. 
These were intermixed with days where she would never even 
make it into the office at all because she was out pursuing a lead. 

Perry’s only complaint in all of this was that she seemed to have 
dragged her partner Clark Kent into a similar pattern and that, by 
God, normal people needed to rest occasionally. 

Fortunately Clark was anything but normal. In point of fact two 
hours of sleep left Clark better rested than most people felt with a 
full eight. Lois honestly couldn’t remember the last time she’d 
gotten a full eight hours of real sleep; probably not since her fa-
ther died eight years before. 

This was the point in her morning routine when she really needed 
something to distract her and her item of choice was the early 
morning radio jockeys; just to remind her what it was like to be 
‘cool.’ Not that she had ever been ‘cool’ or ‘hip’ or whatever the 
current term for being one of the ‘in’ crowd was these days; in 
high school that would have required an interest in spelling out 
letters with her arms and a wardrobe that didn’t come mostly 
from thrift shops. Still, she reasoned that listening to what most 
of the teenagers and twenty-somethings, a group that nominally 
included her, found entertaining at least kept her on the same 
planet as everyone else. Honestly, at times she felt more like an 
alien than her partner. 

She idly flipped her radio on as she went foraging through her 
breadbox to find something resembling a bagel or muffin that she 
could put some jam on and call breakfast only to freeze in her 
tracks at the sounds coming from the radio. 

“PEOPLE OF EARTH. I AM BRAINIAC, THE LIVING SOUL OF KRYPTON, AND SOON 

THIS WORLD WILL BELONG TO LORD KAL-EL AND THE KRYPTONIAN DOMINION…” 

Lois scrambled for the volume and turned it up 

“…METROPOLIS SHALL BE THE FIRST. OTHERS WILL FOLLOW. KAL-EL, AL TORNA 

KARAK REI. REI PRONTIS CRUCIAS QUONES TEL. RAO TARA REI TEERNA AL TORNA. 
TARI AMARA IN RATH TAR… PEOPLE OF EARTH. I AM BRAINIAC, THE LIVING SOUL 

OF…” 



Lois ran the dial of her radio up and down, but the radio didn’t 
even fade to static; every frequency carried the transmission, 
which was repeating itself over and over again. Lois yanked the 
radio’s cord from the wall and felt herself shaking with fear. The 
day she had dreaded had finally come. 

SCREAM ALL YOU WISH. IT IS ALREADY TOO LATE. 

* * *   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER TWO: 
SIGNS 

 

There was no escaping the message. Across the globe it echoed 
from every radio and television. Within the hour the leadership of 
every nation on Earth had issued orders via land lines and in some 
cases couriers to mobilize their militaries, though to what end re-
mained unclear. 

Just after dawn the transmission ceased and storm clouds rolled in 
over the city of Metropolis, filled with erratic multicolored flashes 
of light and the dull rumble of distant thunder, but rain did not fol-
low. It had been less than a week since the massive blackout that 
had taken more than a day to fix and despite radio and television 
addresses there would be no calm and caution this time. 

* * * 

LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǿŀǊ ȊƻƴŜ, Lois decided as she drove 
through streets of Metropolis in an effort to make it to the Daily 
Planet building. The police had not yet started blocking off roads 
that she could tell, but she suspected that was only a matter of 
time. Throughout the city there were people busy loading every-
thing they could into their cars or trucks while others smashed in 
windows and engaged in other petty acts of violence. She had al-
ready seen groups of doomsayers and self-styled prophets with 
their signs, loudly proclaiming the end of days and either the need 
for repentance or to stand against the demon called Kal-El. For 
the time being the police had things under control, but she could 
feel the panic and anger building in the populace just as she could 
feel the inhuman power building overhead. 

Worse still was the radio, which was filled alternately with futile 
calls for calm and with the shrill cries that ranged from Kal-El be-
ing the Antichrist to demands that the military hunt the alien 
down and slaughter him. Not one seemed to even consider the 

possibility that Kal-El had no control over the monster that was 
acting in his name. It was so frustrating she wanted to scream be-
cause even if she did shout out the truth no one would believe 
her. 

Lois pulled her small car into the Planet’s parking garage, quickly 
found a parking place and then all but ran for the elevators which 
she rode to the very top where the City Room and her desk 
waited for her. As much as the Daily Planet meant to her it was 
not her work that had compelled her to come; as before when it 
looked like the end of the world only one thing mattered. 

She emerged from the sliding doors of the elevator to find the 
City Room all but abandoned. A few reporters sat huddled at their 
desks, unsure of how to proceed. Perry White was just standing at 
his office door looking out them and looking just as lost. How ex-
actly did you cover the end of the world? 

Lois paid them no mind as she strode quickly to her desk and what 
she prayed she would find there. She was perhaps thirty feet from 
her desk when she finally found the reason for her struggle to get 
here. Throwing off all pretenses she raced forward and threw her 
arms around Clark, clinging to him like a drowning man would 
cling to a rock. She didn’t say anything, just let out a small an-
guished sob that only Clark could hear. 

“It’s alright,” Clark said reassuringly. “It’s alright.” 

He gently took her chin in his hand and lifted her face to his. 

“Let’s get away from this crowd,” Clark said, indicating the faces 
of their fellow reporters who had all turned their dumbstruck at-
tention to Lois’ very public display. “We should talk.” 

* * * 

Perry White just stood there watching as Clark led Lois towards 
the stairwell and some privacy as he silently raged at the unfair-



ness of it all. For years he had watched his star reporter isolate 
herself from the world to the point that just a few months ago 
such an unguarded emotional display from the young woman 
would have been absolutely unheard of. But then Clark Kent had 
come back into her life and Perry had watched over the past sev-
eral months as Lois Lane started to come out of her shell; started 
to live. Clark Kent was truly the best thing that had ever happened 
to her. 

So, of course, the world has to come to an end, Perry thought as 
he slammed his fist into his door. God forbid that Lois actually find 
some measure of happiness in this life, he added bitterly. 

The impact of his fist cracked and splintered the thin wood pane-
ling of the door slightly and all eyes now turned to him. 

“Let’s get some work done people,” he barked. The only ones 
here were the ones with no where else to go. Most of his staff 
was home with their families and he didn’t blame them one bit. 
He’d be there too if he had a family to go home to. 

“There’s still news going on out there. Let’s try to get it just in 
case we get a miracle,” he added as he closed his door behind 
him. He didn’t hold out much hope of that. It looked like Lex Lu-
thor had been right; Superman, Lord Kal-El, may have played the 
part of the hero, but now his minion was ready to conquer the 
world and there was nothing that could be done to stop it. 

Now out of sight from the troops he allowed a few tears to reach 
his eyes and marched over to his old vinyl collection. He pulled 
out his old Elvis records and placed one at random on his old turn-
table before sitting down and taking in that voice from so long 
ago. After a minute he opened his word processor and began to 
type what would probably be his last editorial in the last edition of 
the Daily Planet. 

* * * 

“I’m sorry about that,” Lois said as Clark led her up the stairs to 
the rooftop access door of the Daily Planet. He opened the door 
and led her out onto the rooftop where they had a clear view of 
the city stretched out below them. Look to the south and he could 
just see his apartment building in the distance. To the west he 
could make out the window to Lois’ tenth floor apartment. Domi-
nating the view to the north was the massive LexCorp Tower, the 
tallest building in the city. If not for the roiling sky Clark thought it 
might just be the most beautiful sight in the world, barring the 
face of the young woman in front of him. 

“You didn’t do anything wrong,” Clark told her in his most reassur-
ing voice. 

“Maybe, but I just…” she began, but then ran of out words to say. 

“The only thing you did back there was prove that you’re still a 
human being,” Clark told her. “Which given what’s happening is 
the most defiant act you could probably take.” He leaned up 
against the concrete wall next to the steel door and just held Lois 
as he looked up into the frothing sky. “I needed it as much as you 
did.” 

“The Kryptonian Dominion isn’t interested in emotion or hope,” 
he said. “Their lone driving passion is order. Everything in the un-
iverse must conform to rigid order if it is ever to achieve perfec-
tion; a strict hierarchy where all aspects of life are controlled.” 

“With the Kryptonians at the top obviously,” Lois added cynically. 
She found it somewhat amusing in a macabre way that you could 
cross half a galaxy and still find beings claiming that others must 
accept tyranny for their own good. Apparently the rationalization 
of evil wasn’t just a human trait. 

“Now Brainiac wants to bring that insanity here to Earth,” Clark 
continued. “To resurrect a dead culture it will wipe our culture 
out in the name of a dead world’s glory.” 



Lois smiled up at him. 

“What?” 

“Just appreciating the fact that said ‘our culture,” Lois replied. 

“It is our culture,” Clark said. “I’m just an immigrant from a little 
farther away than most. There is no Kal-El of Krypton; just Clark 
Kent of Earth. But Brainiac won’t see that. That’s why half the 
message it’s been transmitting is just for me.” 

“You can understand that?” Lois asked. 

“It’s Kryptonian,” Clark answered. “I’m probably the only person 
on Earth who even knows what it sounds like.” 

“So what does it say?” Lois asked. 

“Kal-El, al torna karak rei. Rei prontis crucias quones tel,” Clark 
repeated. “Rao tara rei teerna al torna. Tari Amara in rath tar.” He 
took a deep breath. 

“Kal-El, the world has turned against you,” He translated. “If you 
wish to save them you must rule them. I await you at the bottom 
of the world. Come with your Chosen and embrace your destiny.” 

“Chosen?” Lois asked with raised eyebrows. 

“He means you,” Clark told her. “Amara; there’s no exact word for 
it English,” he continued. “Chosen is the closest I can get, but it 
doesn’t begin to cover what it actually means. Most of the Kryp-
tonian language is like that; very subtle with a lot of nuances. Al-
most every phrase and word has a dozen different meanings de-
pending on the context.” 

“Is that what you think it’s waiting for?” Lois asked with a con-
cerned look on her face as she looked up at the thundering sky 
that seemed to boil with expectations. “For us to come to it?” 

“Possibly,” Clark admitted. “I think it understands now what you 
mean to me and that there’s no chance I’ll cooperate if you’re in 
any danger… I don’t think it will wait forever though.” 

“What do we do, Clark?” 

“We find Brainiac,” Clark told her grimly. “Then I do everything in 
my power to stop him.” 

* * * 

 “What’s our status?” asked President David McKenzie. 

“Reports are still sketchy, Mr. President,” National Security Advi-
sor Matthew DeWald replied. “Satellite transmissions just came 
back on line, but they can’t see anything through the storm and 
communications within that area are a bit garbled.” The storm to 
which he was referring had appeared just after the transmissions 
ended and was localized directly over the city of Metropolis and a 
hundred miles in every direction. The core of it over the city 
crackled with alien energies. 

“Reports on the ground indicate that the city is in a panic,” De-
Wald continued. “The governor has already called up the National 
Guard and I’m told will probably request that you declare martial 
law within the city in a matter of hours as a precursor to a full 
evacuation.” 

“Is that even feasible?” President McKenzie asked. 

“FEMA tells me it would take two days even if things were calm 
and organized,” DeWald replied. 

“Start anyway. As of this moment martial law has been declared 
in Metropolis.” 

“The General should be on the ground at Fort Shuster. As chair-
man of the Metahuman Affairs Committee Congresswoman Lang 
is there in an advisory capacity.” 



“Realistically Matt,” President McKenzie said. “What are our 
chances?” 

“The General is more than willing to go down fighting,” DeWald 
said, “but realistically it’s a matter of when not if Metropolis is 
going to fall and how long it takes for the rest of the world to fol-
low. We simply are not equipped to deal with a threat on this 
scale. Short of throwing a nuke at it I don’t know that there’s any-
thing we can do.” 

The somberness of that pronouncement was interrupted by a 
knock on the door to the Oval Office. 

“Enter,” the President called out. 

“Sorry to interrupt Mr. President,” a young man in a dark suit rep-
lied, “but five minutes ago NORAD detected a blip leaving Metro-
polis airspace; suborbital trajectory; estimated speed in excess of 
two hundred miles per second.” 

“We haven’t seen anything like that since…” 

“Since right after the space plane,” DeWald confirmed. “Wherever 
he’s going, Superman is in a big hurry.” 

“We lost him over Antarctica,” the young man said, “but we 
picked him up again two minutes later on a course up across East-
ern Africa and over Asia and the Arctic back to Metropolis.” 

“What was he doing in Antarctica?” the President asked. 

“No idea,” the young man replied. 

“Think it had anything to do with the encoded message in Brai-
niac’s transmission?” the President queried. 

“Langley doesn’t think it’s encoded,” DeWald replied. “Though it 
may as well be,” he continued. “They think its Kal-El’s native ton-
gue, but without a much more extensive collection of the lan-

guage and some way to contextualize it we may as well be trying 
to read ancient Egyptian without the Rosetta stone.” 

“Honestly, for all we know it may have been a grocery list.” he 
added. “We simply have no idea what Superman was doing in the 
Antarctic.” 

* * * 

“I have no idea what I was hoping to find down there,” Clark told 
Lois as she led the way back down the steps to the City Room. 

“So, no sign of Brainiac at all?” Lois asked. 

“Nothing,” Clark confirmed. “I’m pretty sure I translated the mes-
sage properly, but all I found was ice, snow and more ice.” 

“Hmmm.” 

“What are you thinking?” 

“I’m just thinking that the phrase ‘bottom of the world’ is an odd 
turn of phrase for an alien to use.” 

“How so?” 

“Well,” Lois began as she tried to pull her thoughts into a cohe-
rent whole. “I’m just thinking that the only reason we think of the 
South Pole as the bottom and the North Pole as the top is because 
that’s how it appears on our maps, but the facing is completely 
arbitrary. I mean back in Columbus’ day ‘up’ on a map was east; 
the direction the sun rose.” 

“So Brainiac, not being from around here, wouldn’t have the same 
perspective as we would, would he?” 

“That’s what I’m thinking,” Lois said as she pushed the door into 
the City Room open and stepped through. “We’re missing some-
thing and we have to figure it out before it’s too… Lex!” Lois ex-



claimed as she saw her ex-boyfriend, make that ex-friend in gen-
eral, standing by her desk. 

“Lois,” Lex began the moment he caught sight of her. “I wanted to 
come see you.” 

“I don’t have the luxury of wasting time on this right now, Lex,” 
Lois replied bitterly. Not five days ago Lex Luthor had used virtual-
ly the same words while blindsiding her with accusations of be-
trayal that had seemingly ended both their relationship and their 
friendship. It had gotten especially nasty at the end where it 
seemed that Lex was going out of his way just to hurt her. 

“Okay,” Lex said with chagrin. “I deserved that.” 

“I think I’m going to go stand over there,” Clark said awkwardly. 

“No Clark,” Lois said, anger still in her tone. “Lex is leaving now 
and we have work to do. There’s nothing he can say to me that I 
have any interest in hearing.” 

“Work?” Lex asked almost incredulously. “Lois are you aware of 
what’s going on outside?” 

“I’m perfectly aware Lex,” Lois said with an air of finality. “Now 
what do you want?” she asked, letting venom seep into every 
word. 

“Definitely going to go stand over there,” Clark repeated as he 
moved to do so. 

“I wanted to apologize,” Lex told Lois once Clark had moved out of 
earshot. “I know it sounds like a cliché, but the end of the world 
really makes you question what’s important in your life.” 

“Sad how that works out isn’t it,” Lois replied as she glanced over 
at Clark who was doing his best to pretend that a potted plant 
was endlessly fascinating to him. 

“Look,” Lex continued. “I know I probably screwed up any possi-
bility of a relationship between us…” 

“Probably?” 

“Will you let me finish?” Lex asked. “What I wanted to say was 
that I have precious few friends in this world and what I realized 
was that I’d very much hate to lose your friendship Lois.” 

“And the part about just wanting to ‘get into my pants?” 

“I was angry and I wanted to hurt you,” Lex admitted. “I knew that 
would hurt you more than just about anything. Can you forgive 
me?” 

Lois sighed heavily. “Yes, I’ll forgive you.” 

CƻǊƎƛǾŜΧ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ, Lois added mentally. Everyone deserved a 
second and sometimes even a third or fourth chance; Lord knew 
that she wouldn’t still be friends with Clark if he hadn’t been will-
ing to extend forgiveness to her over the years. But Lex had hurt 
her terribly and that would take a lot to get past. 

Lex just smiled with relief. “Then let’s get out of here.” 

“What?” Lois asked, a little taken aback. 

“Lois in case you missed it, Metropolis is going to be ground zero 
for Kal-El’s first attack.” 

“Brainiac’s attack,” Lois corrected. 

“What?” Lex asked, mimicking her previous reaction. 

“You said Kal-El’s attack,” Lois said. “But the threat is coming from 
Brainiac.” 

“Lois,” Lex practically begged. “This is insanity! How can you be so 
blind as to not see what’s going on here?” 



“Oh give me a break!!!” Lois retorted causing heads in the office 
to turn to her for the second time today. She didn’t care in the 
slightest. “Blind!?! LΩƳ blind!?! Has it occurred to anyone… ANY-
ONE… that you’re all just taking Brainiac at its word!?!” 

“Would any sane person do that!?!” she exclaimed as she 
rounded on Lex. “This is the same machine that almost destroyed 
your LexWing and everyone aboard her! The same machine that 
killed or wounded a dozen members of your security team! The 
same machine that then tried to take over the world!!!”  

With every statement she took a step forward and despite her 
petite frame Lex found himself backing away. For months now 
she’d been putting up with what she considered to be absolute 
crap and she was well and truly sick of it. 

“And it would have succeeded!” Lois continued. “It would have 
succeeded if Superman hadn’t intervened and stopped it! Has it 
occurred to anyone that if he and Brainiac were actually working 
together he could have just stood by and let Brainiac succeed the 
first time!?!” 

“No, of course it hasn’t!” She spun around and faced her assem-
bled co-workers who could no longer even pretend to be paying 
attention to anything else. “Everyone’s been too busy freaking out 
because Superman might be an alien to notice that the only thing 
Superman’s been doing since he showed up is try to help 
people!!! Is it really so hard to believe that someone might just be 
trying to do the right thing with his gifts. Are we so jaded that we 
can’t take someone at their word? Has it occurred to anyone that 
Superman might be the only one who can stop this thing and that 
Brainiac is just trying to sow seeds of doubt amongst us to make 
Superman’s efforts to save us that much harder!?!” 

“And you,” she said as she again turned on Lex. “You can’t see 
past those stupid centuries-old cave paintings… which you egotis-
tically believe are all about you… and you’re the one calling me 
blind!?! You’ve got the gall to…” 

“Lois,” Clark called out gently as he put a hand upon her shoulder. 
“I think you made your point,” he added soothingly and with just 
a hint of a smile. He could not tell her how much her support 
meant to him. It didn’t matter to him a bit what the rest of the 
world thought so long as she believed in him. 

“I went a little overboard didn’t I?” she said sheepishly. 

“Only in the literal sense,” Clark told her with a smile. 

Still, deep down inside Lois felt the knot of anxiety that had build-
ing for months in her gut unclenching. She had finally let her 
thoughts on the matter out. 

“Well, regardless,” Lex said with a still stunned tone in his voice. 
“Whether it’s Superman or Brainiac we still need to get out of 
here.” 

“I’m not ready to give up and run,” Lois said. 

“I’m afraid that matter is out of your hands,” a stern but familiar 
voice said from behind her. “The President has declared martial 
law in Metropolis and ordered a complete evacuation of the city,” 
the voice continued as the speaker walked around her field of vi-
sion. 

“Hello, kid,” the older man in a military uniform said gruffly as he 
regarded Lois. 

“Hello, Sam,” Lois replied. 

 

* * *  

 

 



CHAPTER THREE: 
RAIN OF FIRE 

 

“Long time no see, Sam,” Lois remarked to the man standing be-
fore her. General Samuel Lane; her father’s best friend and the 
brother of Elle Lane-Sullivan; the woman who was nominally her 
mother. He was technically her uncle, though no one in the family 
had ever called him that; Uncle Sam got old as a joke pretty quick-
ly when the man in question had been a colonel and was now a 
four-star general. 

“I believe that was your choice, kid,” General Lane remarked and 
he was absolutely right. It had been just over seven years since 
she’d last seen the only living family member she had left; Elle 
Lane-Sullivan did not count as far as Lois was concerned. Once 
upon a time he had been stationed at Fort Schuster back when 
she’d had her internship and short-lived advice column at the Dai-
ly Planet. So she had spent the summers and many weekends at 
his home in Metropolis. 

Sam had never married; he claimed his duties kept him too busy 
to settle down and have a family, but he’d made no secret of the 
fact that he considered Lois be to the closest he’d ever come to 
having an actual daughter. He was what her father had called 
‘good people’ and despite being utterly clueless when it came to 
dealing with a teenage girl he had tried to be there for her. Now 
she was coming to regret that she hadn’t let him do so after her 
father had died. 

It had been just after the trial and subsequent suicide of Lionel 
Luthor that Lois had seen him last. She finally felt safe enough 
from the threat that Lionel Luthor represented to finally seek him 
out. She could still remember the look on his face when he’d 
opened the door and found her standing there; especially since 
he’d been one of the few people who’d actually attended the 

memorial service for her father and herself. It wasn’t often that 
one saw Sam Lane cry, but he’d broken down at the sight of her. 

She had explained to him then how Chloe Sullivan had to stay 
dead for the time being; that Lionel Luthor had a reach that ex-
tended beyond the grave and so she’d be unable to see him for a 
while. Then a while had turned into months and months had 
turned into years until finally here they were seven years later 
with virtually nothing to say. 

“I, uh, like what you’ve done with your hair,” Sam said awkwardly. 

“Yeah, this is going about as well as I expected it to,” Lois re-
marked. 

“I’m sorry,” Lex interrupted, “but you two know each other?” 

“Sorry,” Lois said, snapping back to the present. “Clark. Lex. This is 
Sam. Sam’s… family,” she finally settled on. 

“General Sam Lane,” Sam said as he extended a hand to each of 
the men. “We should really continue this conversation else-
where,” he continued. “I was being entirely serious about the 
evacuation. I decided to come here personally because of Lois, 
but I’ll need to speak to whoever’s in charge.” 

“That would be Perry White, the Editor-in-Chief,” Clark replied. 

“I’ll show you to his office,” Lex told the General. “If you’re mak-
ing the rounds you’ll need to be brought up to speed on evacua-
tion drills for the LexCorp facilities anyway,” he added as he led 
Sam off in the direction of Perry’s office. 

“We’ll talk more in a bit, kid,” Sam remarked before striding off. 

“So that’s your uncle,” Clark remarked, impressed. 

“Yup,” Lois agreed. “That’s Sam,” she added choking up just 
slightly. 



“I like him.” 

“Me too,” she said. She’d liked him so much that when she was 
five it was Sam she had picked to be the father of her childhood 
imaginary friend, Lois Lane. After her mother had left she had 
needed someone to talk to and her imaginary cousin had always 
been there to listen. When she’d needed a convenient excuse Lois 
had always been standing by to take the fall; not that her father 
had bought it for a moment, but sometimes he’d indulged her. 
When she had finally chosen to take the name Lois Lane as her 
own it had been Sam’s last name she was adopting… that it hap-
pened to also be her mother’s maiden name was something that 
simply couldn’t be helped. 

It had been Sam who had filled Lois in on a lot of the details in-
volving Elle Lane-Sullivan when her journalistic and investigative 
interests began to take hold. Her father had always been reluctant 
to discuss the matter but Chloe Sullivan had needed answers and 
Sam knew that she deserved the truth. 

Elle had never been the most grounded of individuals and the 
death of Elle’s mother had driven her into the pits of despair. Lois 
could barely remember her grandmother, just that she was very 
nice and often smelled of cinnamon, but she could at least relate 
to what it was like to lose a parent. No one knew exactly how or 
when, but Elle had turned to a radical feminist sect vaguely asso-
ciated with the Bah’ I religion; more of a cult than a sect actually; 
as a way of dealing with her grief. The cult had taken advantage of 
her grief and, at their urging, Elle had embezzled over a hundred 
thousand dollars as part of her initiation into one of the cult’s 
communes. 

Lois could almost relate this except for what had happened next. 
The embezzlement was discovered fairly quickly and the police 
had a lot of questions for Elle. Elle had decided that her best 
chance was to run for it and she had planned to steal away her 
daughter when she did so. A heated argument that Lois could 

barely remember had erupted in the hallway outside her bed-
room that night between Elle and her dad. Sam had later ex-
plained to her that her dad would not let Elle take his daughter 
away from him to join some cult and after first begging his wife to 
get some help, had threatened to call the police. So Elle had cho-
sen to run off without her daughter and hadn’t been seen since. 

The next morning Gabe had tried to make pancakes and Lois had 
taken to hiding in the garage rather than deal with the fact that 
the woman who was supposed to be her mother had abandoned 
her and her father for a bunch of strangers and a hundred thou-
sand dollars. Not that she had understood that at the time; all she 
had known then was that her mother was gone and wouldn’t be 
coming back. In the years since, the FBI and even the IRS had tried 
to track Elle down, but with no success. Someday Lois would have 
the courage to mount her own investigation, but she didn’t even 
know what she’d do if she ever found Elle again. 

Lois would have understood if Sam had chosen to distance himself 
from Gabe and her after that; Elle had been his sister after all. But 
he hadn’t. For his part Sam treated the matter almost as if Elle 
had died and made an effort to be there for both Gabe and his 
young daughter. Eventually that’s how Lois had come to see the 
matter too. Elle Lane-Sullivan might still be alive somewhere, but 
her mother had died the night she walked out on her. 

Lois tried to tell herself that the way she had let herself drift away 
from Sam after her father’s death was nothing like what had hap-
pened with her mother, but at the moment she couldn’t quite 
bring herself to believe it. She didn’t want to think that she had 
anything in common with Elle, but looking at the disaster that was 
her life she did see certain similarities. Her interest in the extreme 
and bizarre was one such trait that she had certainly inherited 
from the woman; her father was much too grounded for it to have 
come from his side of the family. 



But Lois was not Elle. She didn’t walk out on her family and her 
life; they had been taken from her. Whatever similarities she 
shared with Elle they were merely cosmetic. Even if it had been a 
mistake to let Sam slip out of her life, it was a mistake she could 
still fix. As she looked across the room at Sam she vowed that 
once this insanity was over she would make the time to reconnect 
with her uncle. 

“Listen up people,” Perry called out a moment later. “The Presi-
dent has ordered an evacuation of Metropolis. Everyone has ten 
minutes to pack up anything important and exit the building. Mili-
tary personnel are coordinating traffic out of the city. God-willing 
I’ll be seeing all of you again soon. Now get moving.” 

Lois looked around as her co-workers started milling around in an 
effort to figure out what was important enough to bring. Lois felt 
no particular urge to join them. The things weren’t important. 
People, especially the man standing beside her and the man strid-
ing back towards them, were irreplaceable. 

“I don’t believe we’ve been properly introduced,” Sam said as he 
extended his hand to Clark. 

“Clark. Clark Kent,” he said taking the General’s hand. 

Sam looked over at Lois and cocked his eye-brow. “Nice to finally 
have a face to go with the name,” was all he said, but Lois seemed 
to wilt a bit as color raced into her cheeks, leaving Clark to won-
der just what stories she might have once told Sam about him 
over the years. 

“I heard your rant just now,” Sam continued as he faced Lois. “You 
honestly believe that Superman isn’t in league with this Brainiac?” 

“I do,” Lois confirmed. “From the first moment I saw him I just 
knew,” she said as she glanced over at Clark. “I knew that he was 
brave and noble and good. He made me believe… not just in him, 
but in myself. Have you ever met someone like that?” 

“Your father,” Sam replied simply. “It’s been eight years and I still 
miss that goofy smile of his.” 

“I miss it too.” Lois agreed; her voice husky from the emotion. 

“I hope you’re right about Superman,” Sam told her. 

“I know I am,” Lois said with confidence. She forced herself to not 
glance over at Clark as she did so. 

“Unfortunately you were also right about something else,” Sam 
continued. “I have orders directly from the President to make Su-
perman’s life as difficult as possible should he appear. Until we 
have some concrete proof that Superman is not allied with Brai-
niac he is to be considered a hostile force. If Superman is spotted 
I’m to engage with deadly force. Your friend Lex has already of-
fered our forces use of several experimental weapon systems he’s 
been developing to fight Superman.” 

“How kind of him,” Lois said through gritted teeth as she forced 
herself to remember that neither Lex nor Sam knew who Super-
man really was. “So you’re going to try to take down possibly the 
only person who can save us?” 

“Orders, kid,” Sam told her. “Doesn’t matter what I think.” 

Lois just looked away from him. She knew what his military ser-
vice meant to him, but it tore her up inside that his oath meant 
that the task before them would be all the more daunting. 

“Look,” Sam said to break the awkward silence. “I’ve got a some-
thing for you.” He fumbled in one of his pockets. “I’ve been mean-
ing to give them to you for years, but that would have meant talk-
ing and probably crying, wailing and gnashing of teeth and that 
would just be on my side,” he added with faint self-conscious 
smile. “You’re not the only one who’s been putting this off for too 
long,” he explained as he withdrew a set of dog tags from his coat 
pocket. 



“These belonged to Gabe,” he said simply. “We first met in Basic 
you know.” 

Sam chuckled weakly. “Of course he was the smart one… used the 
G.I. Bill to pay for college and started a family.” 

Lois was fighting to keep the tears from her eyes as Sam pressed 
the stamped metal plates and their chain into her hands. 

“I figure he’d want you to have them,” Sam said, his eyes moist. 
“He said they always brought him luck.” 

Lois tried to speak, but found herself too choked up to utter a 
word. Her eyes were able to tell Sam everything he needed to 
know though. 

“Come on,” Sam said. “Let’s get out of here.” 

* * * 

For all the rush, the evacuation was mostly a big game of waiting. 
Even with the advantage of a military escort it took hours to get 
out of the city. Lois recalled the chaos all around them as the mili-
tary column containing Sam’s Humvee had carried Clark and her-
self through the city and to Fort Schuster where the military was 
assembling as many Northern Command forces as possible. 

She and Sam had had a brief chance to talk during the trip, mostly 
trying to catch up on what they’d been doing. Lois quickly ran out 
of work stories because Sam informed her that he took the time 
to read the Daily Planet every day in search of articles bearing her 
byline. Lois found it somewhat disheartening that other than sto-
ries about her work she had so very little relate to Sam; she didn’t 
want to bring up her recently ended relationship with Lex and she 
certainly couldn’t bring up her involvement with ‘Superman.’ Sam 
had tried to fill the awkward silences, as had Clark, but there were 
far too many pregnant pauses for Lois’ liking and far too soon the 
trip was over. 

Once on base, Sam had passed Lois and Clark off to a sergeant 
while he rushed off to the base’s command center; saying only 
that he would contact them again as soon as he could. As the ser-
geant led them off to Sam’s quarters on base, Lois heard the fa-
miliar whine of Lex’s helicopter as it passed by overhead. No 
doubt he’d come to familiarize the military with whatever anti-
Superman weapons he’d come up with. 

The only good thing about this situation as far as Lois was con-
cerned was that she and Clark were finally alone again and there-
fore able to work again at trying to figure out Brainiac’s message. 
The first thing Lois did though was break out her laptop and hook 
it into the phone jack. Firing it up she went straight to her e-mail. 

“I thought so,” Lois remarked. 

“What is it?” Clark asked. 

“We’ve got an e-mail from Jordan,” Lois replied, indicating the 
informal leader of a group of metahumans who’d taken to calling 
themselves, at her suggestion, the Justice League. “He wants to 
know if we need any help. It sounds like he’s got his whole team 
ready to go.” 

Jordan’s personal power was to see the future. For most people 
that future was unchanging, but Clark’s and her own futures were 
not quite so clear. Jordan had seen glimpses though of what he’d 
called a convergence; a point in time she couldn’t avoid when she 
would have to make a choice that would determine something 
important for the entire world; a choice involving Brainiac. No 
wonder he’d offered his assistance. 

 “Nice to know that someone still trusts Superman,” Clark re-
marked. “Tell them not to come, but be ready.” 

“What? Don’t we want all the help we can get?” 



“Yes, but someone has to be ready to hold the line if it fails here,” 
Clark told her. “The world is going to need them if Brainiac isn’t 
stopped here. Tell them that.” 

“Okay,” Lois said as she fired off the e-mail and shut the computer 
down. “Now we need to find Brainiac and we need to find it now. 
Let’s break down what we know.” 

“Well, we know it’s not in Antarctica,” Clark replied. “Or if it is, it 
was doing an awfully good job at hiding.” 

“But we know Brainiac wants you… wants us to find it,” Lois 
pointed out. 

“So the odds are it’s going to be someplace we can find it,” Clark 
finished. 

“So let’s try it again,” Lois said. “What other places could be con-
sidered the bottom of the world?” 

“Well the glaringly obvious answer is the opposite pole,” Clark 
replied. “But I passed over the Arctic on the way back and there 
was no sign of anything there either.” 

“We’re still thinking too much like a human being,” Lois said. 

“How do we not think like a human being?” Clark asked. “We’ve 
only been doing that our entire lives.” Okay, admittedly he was an 
alien, but his thought processes certainly seemed to be just like 
those of human beings and he’d certainly had difficulty under-
standing the mindset of both Brainiac and the Jor-El program be-
fore it.  

“Okay, how about a little thought experiment?” Lois said as she 
started to try and work it through. “We’re science fiction explor-
ers coming into a new star system. Show off that astronomy you 
were always so interested in and tell me ‘how would you figure 
out which way is up and which would be down?” 

“You’d do it relative to your own solar system,” Clark replied. 

“Okay, so do you happen to know where Krypton was relative to 
Earth?” 

Clark recalled the constellation once pointed out to him by the 
Kiwatche girl Kayla. According to her people’s legends a star that 
had disappeared from that constellation was where Numan had 
come from. “Coreward,” Clark said finally. “It was towards the 
center of the galaxy and above us on the galaxy’s orbital plane.”  

“So that helps, right?” 

“Not really,” Clark said with frustration. “First, we don’t know 
which way was ‘up’ for Kryptonians in their home system… or if 
they even used top and bottom with relation to the galaxy. 
Second, our solar system rotates perpendicularly to the axis of the 
galaxy’s rotation so we probably wouldn’t line up with their orbit-
al plane anyway.” 

“Then we’re missing something simple,” Lois said, trying to brains-
torm for some other idea. 

{ƻƳŜ Ψ/ƘƻǎŜƴΣΩ Lois thought to herself. ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŜƭǇ /ƭŀǊƪ 
with something as simple as figurƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦΧ  

An idea clicked in her head. 

“Amara,” Lois mumbled to herself. 

“What?” 

“You said Amara had no direct translation into English,” Lois said. 
“You said ‘Chosen’ was the closest you could come.” 

“Yeah, but what does that have to do with…” 

“Humor me,” Lois told him. “You said that was the closest, but 
what else could it have meant?” 



“Lois…” Clark’s face seemed to turn slightly crimson. 

“I’m serious. What made you think ‘Chosen’ was the closest word 
for it?” 

“Because that’s what seemed closest to me,” Clark replied. 

“Based on what?” 

“Based on what? Clark repeated. Then it clicked. “Based on my 
experiences,” he said. “Where are you going with this?” 

“You said Kryptonian has a lot of nuances right?” 

“Right,” Clark confirmed. 

“So would I be off-base saying that ‘Amara’ wasn’t the only word 
where you went with the closest English equivalent?” 

“No,” Clark said as he saw where she was going. “Obviously I have 
to use English equivalents for everything if I’m translating.” 

“So what if ‘bottom of the world’ isn’t actually the right equiva-
lent?” Lois asked. “What else could that phrase be translated to 
mean?” 

“Well the first root could also be translated under or beneath,” 
Clark said. 

“So ‘beneath the world’… underground maybe?” 

“No not underground,” Clark answered. “That would be ‘keerak.’ 
The word Brainiac used means ‘bottom, beneath’ or ‘under’ like 
‘under a table’ or ‘beneath a chair.” 

“So what about ‘world?” 

“That too is pretty much like what it sounds like… a terrestrial 
body; a world; a planet…” 

Clark’s eyes lit up at the exact moment Lois’ did. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me!?!” Lois exclaimed. “We were just…” 

“…There.” Clark finished for her as he moved to one of the win-
dows which faced out towards the city. He could make out the 
globe atop their workplace in the distance. Of course it would be 
somewhere close by.  

“We were just there,” Clark repeated. “Under the ‘Planet.” 

* * * 

“Oh come ON!” Jim Olsen yelled as he slammed his palm down 
onto his car’s horn. Even with the military directing traffic the 
streets of Metropolis the streets had become a sea of barely mov-
ing vehicles as people rushed to leave the city. If things didn’t pick 
up he’d probably run out of gas before he reached the edge of the 
city. 

“I can walk faster than this!” he yelled out to no one in general. 
He was thirty seconds from seriously considering that option 
when events conspired to force his hand. A blast of prismatic light 
from the heavens lanced down not fifty feet in front of him and 
he reflexively ducked down in his seat as he saw a fireball erupt 
on the road ahead of him. 

Ever so cautiously he peered up and over his dashboard at the fire 
raging not to far from him as screaming people started to stream 
past his car, fleeing back towards the city. 

“Are they insane!?!” Jim exclaimed at the sight of the people. 
Then he saw another bolt from the heavens come crashing down 
not a hundred feet to his right and as he looked out further he 
saw more of the bolts lashing down from the sky around the pe-
rimeter of the city. 

Jim bolted from his car and didn’t look back as he joined the flee-
ing crowd. 



* * * 

“Gentlemen and lady, this is what I call the sonic discombobula-
tor,” Dr. Irons explained as he called up a diagram on the com-
mand center’s main display. 

Despite the grimness of the situation Sam and the rest of his staff 
couldn’t help but chuckle. He noted no such mirth on the faces of 
Lex Luthor or Congressman Lana Lang, both of whom kept expres-
sions of stony seriousness plastered on their faces. 

“I realize the name may sound silly, but it is an accurate descrip-
tion of the weapon’s effects,” Dr. Irons explained calmly. “Senses 
are a universal trait,” he continued. “It doesn’t matter what pla-
net you’re from you still need a way to perceive your environ-
ment. Convergent evolution shows that the ability to ability to 
perceive pressure waves; i.e. sound; is a common trait that has 
developed independently several times in Earth’s history. Thus it 
is reasonable to presume that the ability to hear is a trait we can 
expect other organisms, even alien organisms, to possess.” 

“The science lesson is all well and good but what does this dis-
combobulator do?” Sam asked. “In layman’s terms.” 

“It generates a massive variable frequency sonic wave that will 
overload the target’s sense of hearing thereby inducing a state of 
pain and disorientation in the target,” Dr. Irons explained. 

“I thought that was called a rock concert,” Sam deadpanned. 

“More like a hundred rock concerts hitting you from all sides at 
the same time,” Dr. Irons said. 

Sam was subtly impressed. “So this weapon is designed to disable 
then? Not to kill?” 

“That is correct,” Dr. Irons said. 

“As good as that might be we’re going to need something to 
pierce Superman’s invulnerable hide if we want a permanent so-
lution,” Sam responded. “The boys at NORAD tell me the man can 
survive orbital re-entry at velocities in excess of two hundred 
miles per second.” 

“We don’t believe that will be a problem,” Lex chimed in. “Noth-
ing is ‘invulnerable’ General. You just need a big enough stick and, 
more importantly, the ability to hit your target. Superman’s 
greatest asset is mobility. It doesn’t matter how great a punch you 
throw because he won’t be there when it lands. The sonic dis-
combobulator will take that asset away. Without that advantage a 
sufficiently large warhead should be able finish the job.” 

“How large a warhead?” Sam asked. 

“Based on my people’s estimates a bunker busting tomahawk 
missile would probably be sufficient to at least wound the alien,” 
Lex said resolutely. 

“So I presume you’ve got at least one of these discombobulators 
available?” Sam asked. 

“General, we have a dozen units ready for deployment,” Lex con-
firmed. 

A dozen was definitely better than he’d hoped. “How portable are 
these things?” 

“The discombobulator itself is about thirty-five pounds,” Dr. Irons 
said. “The power supply is another seventy five.” 

One hundred and ten pounds. A hundred and thirty if you threw 
in a tripod mount. “Vehicle mounted then?” 

“That would be ideal,” Dr. Irons said. 



“Preferably something also equipped with a laser designator to 
call in a missile strike the moment Superman is incapacitated,” 
Lex added. 

“You’ve been awfully quiet over there Congressman Lang,” Sam 
said to the young woman in the corner. He remembered the sto-
ries his niece had told him about this young woman, but he was 
having a difficult time connecting the stories with the harsh eyes 
of the woman in the corner. He had heard some of the rumors 
floating around the Pentagon about Ms. Lang and the powerful 
backers she supposedly had. 

No supposed about it, Sam reminded himself. For a freshman con-
gressman to be put in charge of a committee as important as the 
new Metahuman Affairs Committee meant that someone with a 
degree of power well above even his pay grade as a four star gen-
eral had wanted her there. The fact that she had not been more 
verbally involved to this point was somewhat surprising to Sam; 
disturbing more accurately. From his experience most politicians 
loved to hear themselves speak and the fact that this one wasn’t 
bothered him. 

“So what do you think Congressman?” Sam prodded again. 

“I’m just here to advise and report to the Congress,” Ms. Lang rep-
lied. “So far I’ve not seen or heard anything that’s required my 
comment.” 

“Do you think it will work?” 

“No,” Lana said flatly. “I think you’re grasping at straws. What 
makes you think this exotic toy is going to have any effect on Su-
perman?” 

“Actually we believe it will be even more effective on Superman 
due to his vastly superior sense of hearing,” Dr. Irons pointed out. 

“Correct me if I’m wrong Dr. Irons,” Ms. Lang said. “But I under-
stand that Superman’s hearing and speed are believed to come 
from his ability to manipulate his personal gravity field.” 

“That’s right,” Dr. Irons said, sounding a little impressed. Sam 
couldn’t help but notice a few raised eyebrows among his staff as 
well. 

“Despite what some might think I was given my position for rea-
sons other than my appearance,” Lana said coldly as she ran a 
hand through her silky black hair. “As I was saying; it is not so 
much that Superman’s ears are more sensitive than ours; it is that 
he can bend space-time to hear things at a distance.” 

“The weapon will still debilitate someone with a normal range of 
hearing,” Dr. Irons pointed out. 

“Only if Superman is moving at normal speed,” Lana corrected. “I 
believe you pointed out in your research paper that Superman’s 
apparent incredible speed is because time warps around him such 
that what are just a few moments to us would appear to be sev-
eral minutes within his gravity field. Everything outside that field 
would be moving in slow motion… including sound waves.” 

“Damn,” Dr. Irons cursed as much at himself as the situation. 

“My opinion on the matter is that this isn’t a science fiction movie 
where a techno babble device whipped up by the heroic scientist 
at the last minute is going to save the day,” Lana continued. “This 
is the real world and the only option we have is to hit Superman 
with everything we have.” 

There was something in the way Ms. Lang emphasized her last 
statement that sent a shiver down Sam’s spine. 

“The President has already spoken with the President of Russia, 
the Chairman of China and the Prime Ministers of Britain, Japan, 



and Australia,” Ms. Lang continued. “We will not let some alien 
menace have this world… regardless of the sacrifice required.” 

The shiver was still there. The scuttlebutt was true, but that 
wasn’t the cause of the creeping cold that clawed at Sam’s heart. 
The chill came from the young woman whose eyes were cold and 
pitiless as she spoke of sacrifice. 

“General!” The voice had come from one of the junior officers at 
the various monitoring stations in the command center. “I think 
you should see this, sir!” 

The main display where the sonic discombobulator had been dis-
played was replaced with a view of Metropolis in the distance. 
Bolts of energy were raining from the sky around the city. First 
one at a time, then two, then three. 

“It just started, sir,” the junior officer said. “Initial reports indicate 
the bolts are only striking at the perimeter of the city; approx-
imately five miles from the center.” 

“So this is it,” Dr. Irons said out loud. 

“No Doctor,” Sam interrupted. He could feel it in his bones. “It 
hasn’t even started yet.” 

* * * 

For the hundredth time that afternoon Martha Kent looked up at 
the dark clouds swirling unnaturally in the distance. The quiet was 
deafening and to keep her mind off of matters she had been fo-
cusing on a number of minor but necessary projects around the 
farm. She was currently working on changing the oil in the tractor. 
Martha was not particularly mechanically inclined, but that just 
meant she had to devote her full attention to the task and didn’t 
have to think about what was going on a hundred and eighty 
miles to the northeast. 

She was worried about her son and about Lois because this mat-
ter involved them far more than the world could possibly realize. 
She had witnessed first hand the power that Jor-El’s ghost had 
wielded in trying to bring Clark to heel and though he had tried 
not to worry her when he later told her of his encounter, she 
knew that Brainiac was something far and away greater than the 
program that had accompanied Clark aboard his ship to Earth. 

Life, Martha Kent had come to realize, was a series of mixed bless-
ings. She had fallen in love with her beloved Jonathan only to 
learn that she was incapable of having children. A devastating 
meteor shower had also brought Clark into their lives. Jor-El had 
sent Clark to Earth out of love for his son, but had also sent a ma-
lignant cancer that desired nothing but conquest. The key, to her 
mind, was to hold onto the good while trying to let the bad go. 

Martha had just about finished changing the oil when a crack like 
thunder caused her again to look up at the forlorn sky over Me-
tropolis in the distance. Then despite herself she jumped as her 
gaze fell and she saw Clark and Lois standing before her; Clark’s 
brilliant red cloak draped around them. 

Martha just raced forward and threw her arms around both of the 
kids. Okay, technically they were both adults, but at twenty-five 
that still made them kids to her and, more importantly, they were 
her kids… in spirit if not in blood. 

“Mrs. Kent,” Lois semi-gasped in Martha’s embrace. “Unlike your 
son, I’m not invulnerable.” 

Martha loosened her grip just slightly but held on for several mo-
ments more. Finally at Lois’ continued urging she released Lois 
and Clark from her grip. 

“What are you two doing here?” Martha finally asked; her joy at 
seeing them tempered by what was occurring back at Metropolis 
and the knowledge that her son was not one to surrender easily. 
Nor was Lois for that matter. 



“We think we’ve found Brainiac’s hideout,” Clark said. “We need 
kryptonite if we’re going to face him.” 

“I’ve still got a piece in the barn,” Martha said as she started off 
towards the large red structure with Lois and Clark following be-
hind. 

“Wait,” Lois said sounding shocked. “Your mom keeps kryptonite, 
as in material that can kill her son, in the barn?” 

“Well, it is in a lead box,” Martha explained. 

“Kinda not the point,” Lois replied. 

“Someone has to be able to stop me if I ever lose control,” Clark 
said. “The first time I was affected by red kryptonite it took the 
regular kind to stop me. When Jor-El tried to brainwash me, expo-
sure to kryptonite caused enough pain to snap me out of it.” 

“It’s just basic toxicology,” Martha said. “The dose makes the poi-
son. Aspirin is useful, but too much can kill you.” 

“Okay fine,” Lois remarked. “But then why am I here? I thought I’d 
have to be the one to retrieve a chunk since Clark obviously can’t 
easily.” 

“Because I want you to make sure my mother stays okay,” Clark 
told her as Martha retrieved a lead-lined box from the bottom 
shelf of the tool cabinet. 

“No way!” Lois yelled back. “You are not sidelining me on this! 
That kryptonite is going to put you out of action too you know.” 

“I know,” Clark said with a hint of melancholy on his face. 

“Oh no you don’t!” Lois all but screamed; her voice laced with 
emotion. “You do not get to sacrifice yourself on this. Not when 
we’ve come this far. Not when there’s another way.” 

“Lois, this is Brainiac in full-on endgame mode,” Clark told her as 
calmly. “It’s too dangerous.” 

“All the more reason you shouldn’t be facing it alone,” Lois shot 
back. “You said yourself that you don’t think Brainiac wants to kill 
me and it’s not exactly like I’m defenseless,” she continued as she 
held up her silvery Kryptonian bracelet with its turquoise sha-
man’s eye. 

“I’m the ‘One who stands by you,’ remember?” Lois said quietly 
unable to sustain her angry tone against Clark. “We have to face 
him together, Clark. No matter what happens it’s where I need to 
be.”  

“Alright,” Clark said simply. He could see the determination on 
Lois’ face as clearly as Martha could. As dangerous as it might be, 
the doubts and regrets if she did not go with Clark would be as 
poisonous to the young woman as anything she might face while 
confronting Brainiac. This was something she had to see through 
to the end. 

“Thank you,” Lois replied. 

“I’m only agreeing because I know if I don’t take you along you’ll 
just follow me on your own,” Clark told her. 

“…And you couldn’t live with not being there to protect me if 
something happened any more than I could live with not being 
there for this,” Lois finished for him as she took the small lead-
lined box from Martha. 

Martha couldn’t contain herself anymore and again threw her 
arms around Lois and Clark. “Please be careful,” she begged them. 

“We will,” Clark assured her as he gently broke her embrace. 
“Let’s go,” he said to Lois. 

Martha watched them depart into the sky and tracked them for as 
long as she was able. When she could see them no longer she 



dropped to her knees on the dusty driveway as the realization 
that she might very well never see them again washed over her. 
Looking up to the sky she simply prayed that her children would 
be okay. Her only consolation was that, whatever they would be 
facing, they would face it together. 

* * * 

Sam Lane stalked back to his quarters. He had finally called an end 
to the planning meeting when it became clear that there was 
simply nothing that could be planned at this point. The fact of the 
matter was there was nothing they could do about the bolts of 
energy raining from the sky around the city of Metropolis; there 
was nothing to target and no enemy to fight. Sam could feel in his 
bones though that the situation would change soon enough. A 
simple truism of warfare was that no matter how technologically 
advanced a military force was you couldn’t actually hold territory 
without feet on the ground. 

So if there was nothing to be done, Sam reasoned, he shouldn’t 
waste what time he had with people he couldn’t stand, but with 
the person he cared about. As he walked Sam considered the 
people who had been his advisors. He considered himself a good 
judge of character; one did not rise to the rank of general without 
the ability to evaluate others. 

Of the three, the one he found easiest to tolerate was Dr. Irons. 
The man clearly knew his science and was willing to think outside 
the box when it came to solutions. Dr. Irons also had an aversion 
to killing, which any professional warrior liked. He’d met many 
scientists who’d developed all manner of ways to increase the le-
thality of weaponry over the years, but far fewer with a genuine 
passion for non-lethal solutions. Sam suspected this was in part 
because those scientists were detached from the end results; 
something a soldier could achieve only if they were an utter psy-
chopath. Sometimes killing had to be done, but it was nothing to 
enjoy. Sam had read Dr. Iron’s file en route to Metropolis and in 

addition to his space plane design, the man was also in the 
process of developing an EMP weapon for the military to disable 
vehicles and installations without harming the occupants and this 
sonic weapon looked very promising for use against anything that 
wasn’t a super-powered alien. 

The only thing Sam could really fault Dr. Irons on was his choice of 
employer. Lex Luthor was very charming Sam had to admit; begui-
lingly so. When he spoke it was with an air of confidence and au-
thority which suggested to those not paying close attention that 
his opinion was the correct one in any given situation. Coupled 
with intelligence and a great deal of ambition it made Lex Luthor a 
very powerful and influential man; one able to turn the ear of 
many inside the beltway. He was a man who had seen death and 
betrayal and survived both through sheer force of will. He could 
tell from the way he spoke and way he stood that he was a man 
who very much wanted to be in control of everything in his life. 
There was also a darkness to Lex Luthor; something primeval and 
predatory. It was something the man warred against, Sam could 
tell, but it was there all the same. Combined with that desire for 
control, it made Sam very grateful that Lois was no longer in a re-
lationship with him; she deserved better. 

As for the last of his advisors, Sam could not find the difference 
between the young woman named Lana Lang and his niece to be 
more striking. Though Lois was very pretty, Lana Lang was poised 
and elegant with perfect silken hair and the sculpted beauty of a 
porcelain doll. She had received degrees from some of the most 
prestigious universities in the world and associated with the most 
powerful and prestigious people on Earth. But she was utterly 
dead inside and that frightened Sam more than even Lex Luthor; 
for there but for the grace of God was what his niece could have 
become. 

The analogy of the porcelain doll was an apt one, for they too 
were hollow inside. Lois had distanced herself from people out of 
grief, but he had seen the spark of life in her eyes when she 



glanced at her friend Clark and the genuine tears of gratitude 
upon receiving her father’s dog tags. There was still a soul hiding 
underneath the emotional scar tissue which covered her heart. It 
could be a burden, Sam knew, for he had heard Lois crying out in 
her sleep when she had come to visit him all those years ago and 
from her eyes Sam knew that it was still the case. But Sam would 
not wish the likely dreamless sleep of Lana Lang upon Lois for any-
thing; for despite what Lois might think of herself then she would 
be truly dead; nothing more than a shell pretending at life. 

Then there was the object of all their attention; Superman. The 
politicos in both the government and within the military had 
pegged the alien as a threat from the moment he burst onto the 
scene; but for the first time Sam found himself honestly asking 
‘why?’ What was the source of the instant animosity towards a 
being who, as Lois had pointed out in her tirade, had done noth-
ing but try to help people? It was true that Superman had stepped 
on some toes when he tore through the D.E.O. facility, but the 
animosity had existed even before then and, from the reports he 
had read, no person of good conscience could have stood by and 
allowed the incarceration and outright torture of innocent people. 
So where did the hostility come from? 

Power. For all Sam’s attempts to find some higher reason for the 
hatred, the only one that fit was power. Who had it, who wanted 
it, and who got to decide where that power was exercised. Su-
perman had power and that made him a threat to anyone else 
who thought they held all the cards. Those who believed them-
selves the elites could not trust one being with the power Super-
man had because in their heart of hearts they knew what they 
would do with such power if given the chance. It was this distrust 
and fear that Sam had read in Luthor’s eyes when he spoke of Su-
perman. They might be correct in their analysis, but their judg-
ment in the matter was compromised. 

Could one man be trusted with such power? Sam couldn’t even 
begin to guess. For all his exalted rank he’d never stopped seeing 

his career as one of service. To his mind the greatest flaw in the 
world was that power only seemed to gravitate towards those 
who lacked the ethics to use that power responsibly; when such a 
man did come along they were often persecuted mercilessly in 
their own time, often due to the influence of the power brokers 
they opposed; their noble accomplishments only appreciated in 
hindsight. 

Sam didn’t know whether Superman was hero or villain, but Lois 
had certainly been convinced of the former and, though Clark did 
not trumpet the sentiment as Lois had, he could tell that her 
friend certainly appreciated the sentiment. Indeed, he’d never 
seen his niece more convinced of anything in her entire life. Her 
voice had been filled with everything that was lacking in those of 
his advisors… Hope. She believed it was possible to win. Not only 
that, she believed that they would win; that Superman would save 
the day like some knight in shining armor. 

More for her sake than for the world Sam hoped she was right. 
She had been betrayed too often and, if she were right, then 
maybe there was some higher power watching out for them after 
all. 

I may have to start going back to church, he remarked to himself 
as he allowed Lois’ hope to fuel his own. Then he walked into his 
quarters to find them empty. A hand written note waited for him 
on the table. 

Sam, 

Clark and I had to go back to Metropolis. When I 
was young you spoke to me about duty and the 
need to do everything you could to make a differ-
ŜƴŎŜΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǿŜ 
Ŏŀƴ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ 
ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘǊȅΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ 
ŀƎŀƛƴ ǎƻƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ L just wanted to let you 



ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ L ǿŀǎǘŜŘ ŀƭƭ 
those years pushing you away. 

Lois. 

Sam reread the note again still in shock. He went to the window 
where he could barely see Metropolis in the distance through the 
tears welling up in his eyes and the waning sunlight. Even as he 
watched, the ever increasing bolts of fire from the sky seemed to 
coalesce into a massive glowing wall of light; sealing off the city 
and every last shred of Sam’s hope. 

* * * 

Clark just cleared the periphery of the falling bolts of prismatic fire 
when they seemed to flare into a solid wall which blocked all ave-
nues out of the city. He stopped and hovered about a thousand 
feet off the ground and turned back to regard the wall. 

“Well that can’t be good,” Lois remarked from his arms. 

“No,” Clark agreed. “Brainiac probably isn’t going to wait too 
much longer before launching whatever it has planned whether 
we’ve found him by then or not.” 

“Under the Planet,” Lois repeated in disgust. “So where exactly do 
you think it’s been hiding?” 

“Probably someplace in plain sight for me,” Clark said. 

“Plain sight for you is the moon,” Lois snarked. 

“That’s stretching it a bit,” Clark replied. “Actually, I was remem-
bering our invisible stalker from high school.” 

“The one who used the weird flower goop?” Lois replied, remem-
bering the incident though not the specific names of the teens 
involved. She could still remember the bolt of fear at the sight of 
her missing fingers when the goop had gotten on her hand, only 

to be replaced by euphoria as she realized what had happened 
and that she actually had some concrete proof of the bizarre 
things going on in Smallville. 

“That would be the one,” Clark answered. “Anyway, I could ac-
tually see them when I used my x-ray vision. What if Brainiac had 
some sort of cloaking field that could only be seen with my x-ray 
vision.” 

“Wouldn’t you have seen it before?” 

“I have to concentrate to use my enhanced senses and x-ray vi-
sion,” Clark reminded her. “Besides I don’t think my co-workers 
would approve of me spying on them for no reason.” 

“Point taken,” Lois said as she recalled her initial reaction to learn-
ing he had x-ray vision. At first she had believed that it worked 
just like in the movies; layers of material disappearing and the us-
er being able to see what was beneath as if it wasn’t even there. 
Of course real life didn’t work like the movies and, after learning 
how his power really worked it was obvious that, unless someone 
got off on looking at medical x-rays, Clark’s vision was rather use-
less for prurient pursuits like being a Peeping Tom. 

“So why didn’t Brainiac just reveal itself to us when it had the 
chance?” 

“I don’t know,” Clark admitted. “Maybe it remembered the fight I 
put up when we encountered it before and wanted to be sure 
we’d be coming to it of our free will?” 

“Some free will,” Lois griped. “Come to me or I fry your city.” 

“I know it feels like there’s no choice,” Clark remarked. “But I 
could have just ran and not looked back; you could have stayed 
with Mom.” 

“Not if I wanted to live with myself afterwards.” 



“But it was still another choice… just not one you’d be willing to 
accept.” 

“Let’s just find him and get this over with,” Lois replied. 

Clark turned from the wall of energy and flew towards the Daily 
Planet building as quickly as he dared with Lois in tow; she didn’t 
have her parka with her this time so Clark felt that even a hundred 
miles an hour was pushing it. Below him he could make out mobs 
of people in the streets and as he stretched out with his super 
hearing he could hear their screams. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎΦ hǇŜƴ ŦƛǊŜΗέ 

Clark heard the call from somewhere below and instinctively 
veered to the left as a high velocity shell streaked past, causing 
Lois to cry out in fear. 

“Hang on!” Clark said as more shells were lofted into the air. 
Some of them started to explode in mid-air, spreading fragments 
of metal and black smoke across swaths of the sky. If it had been 
just him, Clark probably could have ignored the blasts. Instead he 
spun with his back to each explosion, doing his best to shield Lois 
from their concussive force and shrapnel. He had to get Lois out 
of this fast so he dove for the buildings below, hoping to lose 
them amidst the skyscrapers of Metropolis. 

As he dove his hearing picked up the sounds of small arms fire and 
he veered back upwards, hoping to find some middle ground be-
tween the soldiers on the ground and the anti-aircraft fire in the 
sky. 

Lois was holding on for dear life and had buried her head against 
his chest and was doing her best not to scream. He knew that her 
bracelet would protect her from lethal harm but she was far from 
bullet proof; minor injuries still got through just fine and a close-
range pistol shot had bruised her collar bone sufficiently to put 

her arm in a sling for the better part of a week. He didn’t want to 
think about what an artillery shell might do. 

Deciding the risk was worth it, Clark put on a burst of super speed 
while doing his best to cradle Lois and shield her from the burst of 
acceleration and the blast of air as he shot through the sky. As he 
closed in on the Daily Planet building and prepared to stop he 
wrapped his arms tightly around Lois’ head and torso, holding 
them immobile as he decelerated; the last thing he wanted to do 
was give her whiplash. 

Just like that it was over. He was standing on the rooftop of the 
Daily Planet with Lois in his arms while fire continued to rise into 
the sky half a mile away. 

“Let’s not do that again anytime soon,” Lois said shakily as Clark 
let her down from his arms. 

“Deal,” Clark said as he turned to face the rooftop access door. 
“Now let’s see if we can’t find Brainiac,” he said as he looked 
down, focused his x-ray vision on the structure and slowly swept 
his gaze upwards. He was just about to give up by the time his 
gaze reached the rooftop when he started picking up an odd in-
terference with his x-ray vision. 

“I think I’ve got something,” he said as he focused on the area just 
beyond the access door. He took a step forward, opened the steel 
door and stepped onto the small landing at the top of the stairs 
which came up on the left side of the small room. A rectangular 
section of the back wall seemed to be glowing as he looked at it 
with his x-ray vision. 

From what he’d gathered his x-ray vision was a form of active 
sensing; rather like radar or sonar. His eyes emitted electromag-
netic rays and it was the reflection of those rays that he was see-
ing. Whatever the rectangle was, it was emitting those same rays 
and thus glowed like a beacon to his sight. 



“There’s something right there,” Clark said pointing to the section 
of the wall and letting his vision return to normal. 

“Are you sure?” Lois asked as she walked forward. “I mean, okay 
it’s literally right beneath the Daily Planet globe, but the only 
thing on the other side of that wall is the outside of the building. 
Also, I seeing a distinct lack of a doorway,” Lois added as she 
brushed her hand up against the painted concrete bricks and 
pushed just for good measure. 

“It’s right there,” Clark insisted, though doubt filled his voice. He 
tentatively reached out his hand towards the same spot, but 
when he pressed his hand against the wall the whole area seemed 
to ripple like a disturbed pool of water as his hand passed right 
through the stone. 

“Whoa,” Lois remarked as she jumped back half a step. “Now 
that’s not something you see everyday.” 

Clark withdrew his gloved hand and, finding it unharmed, pushed 
again experimentally. Again the surface rippled like water as his 
hand passed through what to him felt like empty air. He knew that 
Kryptonians had created extra-dimensional spaces before; he’d 
once been trapped inside one for nearly three months; could this 
be such a place? 

“What do you think?” Clark asked as he withdrew his hand again. 
“Kryptonians only?” 

“Brainiac sort of invited me too,” Lois remarked. “And your glove 
is still fine,” she added. Lois stooped down to pick up the wooden 
door jam from beside the access door and then tossed it at the 
wall. It hit the wall solidly and dropped to the floor in a clatter.  

“Stick your hand in there again,” she told him and Clark complied. 
She then threw the door jam again and this time it went through 
the wall too leaving only a ripple upon the wall’s surface to mark 
its passage. 

“Looks like you get to be a gentleman and hold the door for me,” 
Lois remarked. 

“On three?” Clark suggested as he took her hand. 

Lois nodded and then began to count. “One. Two…” 

And on the count of three she and Clark stepped through the por-
tal and into someplace else. 

* * * 

It was the oddest sensation Lois could imagine; walking into a 
wall. Everything in the human makeup rejected the notion and 
she found herself flinching at the expected impact even though 
none came. There was an ever so slight tingling on her skin as it 
passed through whatever barrier there was and a slight flicker as 
her eyes entered the surface of the wall. 

She didn’t have any idea what exactly she was going to find on the 
other side of the wall, but it was impossible to not have expecta-
tions, and Lois believed herself to be hard to impress; after all her 
best friend could soar through the air, lift planes and shoot fire 
from his eyes. Yet for all her wildest imaginings she never could 
have conceived of the sights and sounds that greeted her. The 
first thing she was aware of was a dull roaring sound. The next 
was the column of light rising before her and seeming to climb 
into infinity; glowing streams of fractal patterns flowing up from 
the center of a chamber so vast she could not see its top. As her 
eyes rose higher and higher she became aware of the shapes 
looming over her. Gigantic robed statues over thirty feet in height 
towered over her to either side, supporting a massive pock-
marked sphere easily thirty feet across directly above her; a re-
presentation of what could only be Krypton. 

As Lois spun around in place for a better look she was able to get 
a better look at the chamber’s edge and at last found the source 
of the rumbling roar. A waterfall a hundred feet tall tumbled 



down the wall behind her, gathering in a massive pool at its base. 
The walls, which looked like silvery multifaceted crystal, seemed 
to glow with a soft internal light and as she followed it along she 
was able to make out the roughly circular shape of a chamber 
large enough to hold a football field. Three more waterfalls and 
their pools, each at one of the cardinal points relative to the first 
lined the edges of the chamber. Almost lost amidst the sheer 
vastness of it all were gaps in the walls that could only be pas-
sageways to other chambers. 

It took Lois almost a minute to regain the power of speech and 
from the look on his face, Clark was faring no better in the words 
department. “Wow,” she finally managed softly, though the ex-
clamation did not begin to describe the sheer immensity of what 
she was seeing. She took a few staggering steps forward just try-
ing to take it all in. 

So this is what the world Clark came from looked like, the part of 
her mind that was always analyzing said. She found her gaze 
drawn to the two statues, one adorned in crimson and the other 
adorned in blue, and more precisely their faces; wondering what 
they would look like. She had read enough about the possibilities 
of alien life to know that the odds of the Kryptonian race actually 
looking human were utterly nonexistent; and intellectually she 
knew that Clark had to have been altered in some way to fit in on 
Earth. She couldn’t help but wonder what he’d looked like before. 
The statues held no answers for her though, for their faces were 
nothing more than blank masks. The hands were likewise ab-
stract, suggesting a thumb and fingers, but not how many they 
might have had. About all she could tell from the statues was that, 
whatever the Kryptonians looked like naturally, they appeared to 
be humanoid. 

Maybe that was for the best, she decided. For her entire life she’d 
thought of Clark as a human being; even after learning he was 
from another planet; and Clark had as well. How odd would it be 
to suddenly think of that face she’d known for so long as a mask? 

Only it wasn’t a mask; Clark had lived with his human features 
since his earliest memories. At what point did a mask stop being a 
mask and become the reality? Was she even qualified to answer 
that question given her own life? 

“At least now we know what Brainiac’s device did,” she said finally 
as she tried to draw her mind back to the task at hand. 

“It sure beats blowing up the universe,” Clark replied. “I wonder 
how far it extends.” 

“It seems to go on forever,” she said absently as her gaze fell 
again to ground level. It was only then that she finally saw a 
crumpled form lying next to central column of light. 

“Oh no,” she said quietly and began to ran towards it with Clark 
following. As she approached she could tell that it was the form of 
a man; skeletally gaunt and clad only in faded and tattered robes. 
Lois came to a halt ten feet away. The body was terribly still. With 
trepidation she approached the still form step by cautious step. 
She recognized the face instantly; the face that had tormented 
her nightmares these past months. Yet the face was still and the 
blank eyes stared off into infinity. The body that had been host to 
Brainiac was quite dead; the back of his skull had been split open 
as if a living nightmare had finally torn its way into the waking 
world. 

“YOU HAVE COME AT LAST SON OF KRYPTON.” The hollow voice echoed 
from above them as the armor-clad juggernaut called Brainiac 
descended with inhuman grace from the darkness above them. 
No longer confined to the body of a human, its monstrous visage 
coursed with power and its eyes were inhuman pits of utter 
blackness. 

“What did you do to him?” Clark demanded. 

“MILTON’S BODY PROVED INCAPABLE OF SUPPORTING MY FORM AS I REBUILT 

MYSELF,” Brainiac explained. “IT IS OF NO CONSEQUENCE. HIS SUFFERING IS 

NOW OVER AND THE DAY OF KRYPTON’S REBIRTH IS FINALLY AT HAND.” 



“That day will never come,” Clark replied as he added yet another 
life to the tally of those lost in the name of his dead homeworld. 

“COME NOW, KAL-EL,” Brainiac chided as it floated ever closer. “YOU 

SEE HOW THE PEOPLE OF THIS WORLD REACT TO YOU; HOW QUICK THEY ARE TO 

FEAR AND DISTRUST YOU NO MATTER THE GOOD YOU TRY TO DO FOR THEM. 
SUCH IS ALWAYS THE REACTION OF THE CATTLE TO THEIR MASTER.” 

“I am not their master,” Clark retorted, “and I won’t let you be 
either.” He looked over to Lois. “Do it.” 

Without another word Lois opened the lead-lined box of krypto-
nite and saw Clark wince as the lethal radiation began to course 
through him. She thrust the box forward at Brainiac like a cross to 
repel a vampire. 

Yet Brainiac did not react at all. 

“AH, YES. KRYPTONITE,” Brainiac said evenly even as Clark was col-
lapsing from its effects. “DID YOU REALLY BELIEVE THAT AFTER OUR LAST 

ENCOUNTER I WOULD NOT TAKE STEPS TO SHIELD MYSELF FROM THAT SUB-

STANCE WHEN I CREATED MY NEW BODY?” It swatted the box from Lois’ 
hand with a move so fast that she could barely even see it, caus-
ing it to land next to Clark. An instant later its hand was around 
her throat and she felt herself being lifted effortlessly into the air. 

“STILL, YOU WERE VERY BRAVE TO HAVE COME AND MADE THE ATTEMPT,” 
Brainiac continued as Lois fought for breath in its vice-like grip. “I 
CAN SEE WHY KAL-EL FAVORS YOU.” 

Kick in! Lois mentally screamed at her bracelet. ²Ƙȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ 
kick in!?! 

She could distantly hear Clark scream out her name as the flare of 
blue-green fire raced into her. 

* * *  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER FOUR: 
CONVERGENCE 

 

“Lois!!!” Clark screamed out as he struggled with all his strength 
to stand and get to her. He kept hoping to see the golden flare of 
light from her bracelet offering her some defense against the 
monster but it did not come. Why wouldn’t it come? 

Then the sickly green flames died away and Lois hung limply in 
Brainiac’s hand as the monster turned to face him. 

“DO NOT CONCERN YOURSELF SON OF KRYPTON,” Brainiac said with its 
cold voice. “I HAVE GIVEN YOU A GIFT.” 

“A gift!?!” Clark cried out in anguish and rage. The burning pain of 
the kryptonite was nothing compared to the icy pain of loss impal-
ing his heart and the fiery rage in his soul. 

“I DID NOT HARM HER KAL-EL,” Brainiac continued. “I HAVE MADE HER 

YOUR PERFECT MATE.” He lowered Lois to the ground and as he did so 
she seemed to come to life, but as she looked upon him her eyes 
were not those of the young woman he loved, but were instead 
cold and harsh. “I GIVE YOU L-EL.” 

“I see it all so clearly now,” the woman who had been Lois Lane 
said in Kryptonian. “This world is damaged and broken, Kal-El. We 
must allow Brainiac to cleanse it.” 

“Put her back!” Clark demanded through the pain. 

“YOU WOULD TAKE THE FLAWED AND BROKEN CHILD OVER THE PERFECT WOMAN 

I HAVE GIVEN YOU?” 

“In a heartbeat,” Clark replied as he fell again in his effort to 
stand. Another few feet more and he’d be able to reach the lead 
lined box and again seal away the kryptonite. 

“THEN ALLOW ME TO SHOW YOU WHAT I SHOWED HER,” Brainiac said re-
trieving the lead box and closing it as it plucked Clark from the 
ground with its other hand. “THEN WE WILL SEE IF YOU STILL DISAGREE.” 

A wave blue-green fire washed over Clark burning into his every 
cell as his consciousness was bombarded with images. Images of 
all man’s inhumanity to his fellow man, every petty act ever dis-
played was made clear to him, and every step of the way he saw 
images of Krypton, pure and ordered and ideal Krypton where 
such things were not tolerated or permitted. He was the heir to all 
that was good and great and it was his duty to bring that order 
and goodness to this twisted and evil world. 

Then Kal-El of Krypton felt himself plummet to the cold floor be-
neath him. 

“ARE YOU ALRIGHT, MY LORD?” Brainiac asked. 

“I am fine,” Kal-El said as he stood and gazed around. “Thank you. 
At last I see and understand.” His gaze fell upon L-El. “You have 
indeed given me a great gift.” 

“BUT THE FIRST OF MANY, MY LORD,” Brainiac replied. “EVERY LORD MUST 

HAVE HIS LADY.” 

Brainiac floated towards the column of light at the center of the 
tower. Kal-El and L-El followed. “YET, FIRST A LORD MUST HAVE HIS DO-

MAIN AND SO I GIVE YOU THIS; YOUR FORTRESS,” Brainiac continued as it 
floated into the apparently empty shaft from which the lights 
arose. 

As Kal-El and L-El stepped over the edge they found their weight 
supported by an invisible force which started to lower them into 
the shaft. As they descended they entered a chamber that was, if 
it were possible, even larger than the first. Waiting for them in 
seemingly endless columns were formations of steely humanoids; 
each bearing the crest of the house of El upon its breast. As one 
the robotic constructs turned and gave Kal-El a Kryptonian salute. 



“EVERY LORD MUST HAVE HIS ARMY AND SO I GIVE YOU THESE; YOUR ERADICA-

TORS,” Brainiac explained. “AND EVERY LORD MUST HAVE A KINGDOM. 
THEY WILL DELIVER METROPOLIS TO YOU AND ONCE YOUR CAPITOL IS SECURED 

THEY WILL BRING YOU THE REST OF THIS WORLD. REJOICE SON OF KRYPTON FOR 

TODAY THE DOMINION IS REBORN.” 

“And my subjects?” Kal-El asked. “Every Lord must have subjects,” 
he insisted. 

“THE PEOPLE OF YOUR CITY WILL NOT BE HARMED, MY LORD,” Brainiac re-
sponded. “THE ERADICATORS WILL SEE TO IT THAT THEY ARE WELL CLEAR OF 

THE TRANSMUTATION PROCESS.” 

Kal-El seemed to calm slightly with that pronouncement. 

“THIS IS YOUR SERVANT KELEX,” Brainiac continued as it gestured to a 
small legless robot that was hovering into view. The machine’s 
goggle-like head swiveled to regard them atop its golden-hued 
body. “IT WILL DO WHATEVER YOU ASK OF IT AND BE YOUR LIAISON AND GUIDE 

TO THE REST OF THE FORTRESS.” 

“Greetings Master and Mistress. How may I be of service?” Kelex 
said in a slightly tinny voice. Though clearly mechanical and utter-
ly expressionless, Kelex still seemed far warmer and more inviting 
than the visage of Brainiac. Clearly a construct meant for servile 
work and not the needs of war. 

“You have done well Brainiac,” Kal-El said. “Proceed.” He then 
turned to L-El and his servant Kelex. “I would very much like to 
see the rest of my domain. Show me my fortress.” 

“As you wish Master,” Kelex replied as it led Kal-El and L-El again 
to the column of light which the three of them were lifted up and 
out of sight. 

When they were gone Brainiac turned to the Eradicators. “GATHER 

UP THE HUMANS,” it said. “DESTROY ANY WHO RESIST.” 

* * * 

As Jim looked out of the convenience store window he could see 
that night was falling in the city of Metropolis. Yet with the glow 
from the energy wall the city remained in an eerie twilight. Power 
had been cut to the city at some point; though whether that was 
the doing of the military or of Superman’s forces Jim didn’t know. 
The streets beyond the window were derelict of life. Anyone with 
half a brain was doing what Jim was and holing up wherever they 
could find. 

At the moment that meant a convenience store that had been 
broken into earlier in the day. He and about a half dozen other 
people had taken refuge here from the crazed gangs that had 
been roaming the streets earlier; though it appeared even they 
had gone to ground with nightfall. All things considered the place 
he and the others he’d ran into had chosen to whole up could 
have been a lot worse. The front window was busted out and the 
register and cigarettes looted, but there was plenty of food and 
drinks left, albeit mostly of the chips and pop variety. 

“You want anything?” Jim asked a pretty young woman named 
Vicky as he offered her a bag of chips and some beef jerky. Vicky 
just shook her head, her curly brown ponytail wagging behind her. 
Her brown eyes were as wide as soup plates from fear. Across 
from her another woman named Amy held her five year old son 
Nathan close, doing her best to quiet the small child’s fearful cry-
ing. 

Jim slid down onto the floor next to Vicky. “I’m sure everything 
will be fine,” he said without much conviction. Vicky just nodded 
and turned back to watching the front window. 

The truth of the matter was that, with the exception of the energy 
wall, his fellow men had done far more damage to the city of Me-
tropolis than Superman or his servant Brainiac had. What was it 
about humanity that tended towards self-destruction? 

Yet, for every idiot out breaking things, there were probably a 
dozen more just like Vicky and himself just trying to stay out of 



harm’s way and help those that they could. It was just that the 
idiots were so loud that all you noticed was them and not all the 
good going on in the background. There was a lesson about jour-
nalism in that thought somewhere, Jim decided. 

Jim again flipped out his camera phone and turned it on. The sig-
nal strength was about half, but that he was getting any signal at 
all Jim considered amazing. If only he had someone to call or, 
more accurately, something to report in. So instead he flipped the 
mode over to camera, turned it around to face him and Vicky and 
snapped a picture for no reason other than to do something other 
than just sit and wait. He then snapped a picture of Amy and Na-
than. 

Jim loved photography even more than he did writing. While it 
wasn’t entirely true that a picture was always worth a thousand 
words when it came to conveying the news, a good picture often 
made the difference between an average story and the front 
page. It could set the mood for an entire piece, which was why, 
despite the article itself now having obviously been discredited, 
the picture he had supplied to Lois and Clark’s first article on Su-
perman was still one of his favorites. 

He was just sitting there ruminating when the dull hum intruded 
on his consciousness. Looking up at the window it seemed as if 
the very air was shuddering in anticipation. Getting up, Jim ran to 
the window for a better look. Moments later the sky in the dis-
tance tore open with a brilliant light as what looked to be another 
wall of energy hundreds of feet tall and equally as wide erupted 
into the sky. 

Then dark shapes began to appear on the surface of the light; 
shapes that were racing outwards into the twilight like rockets. In 
the distance Jim could hear a steady noise like the steady beat of 
a drum. It took him only a moment to place it, it was the sound of 
marching feet; a lot of them. 

Jim fell back and lost his balance as a metallic form dropped out of 
the sky in front of the convenience store. It was not lost on Jim 
that the only distinctive marking on the robotic creature before 
him was a crest that looked very much like Superman’s, only with 
a figure eight in place of the ‘S.’ 

“You will come,” the construct intoned with a booming metallic 
monotone. In response one of the other occupants Jim had been 
holed up with, a burly man that he’d gathered was named Ed, 
charged the construct with a metal pipe. He never reached it. The 
construct’s eyes flared and Ed burst into flames so intense that in 
moments there was nothing left but char covered bones. Jim 
could hear Vicky, Amy and Nathan cry out in panic while one of 
the other men in back cursed. 

“You will come,” the construct repeated in the same flat mono-
tone. 

“Right then,” Jim said as he picked himself up off the ground. 
“We’ll come.” 

As he moved towards entrance and beckoned the others to follow 
he again pulled out his camera phone and wondered if the crea-
ture would allow him to use it or if he would share Ed’s fate. The 
creature made no move though as he punched the key for Perry’s 
cell phone on his speed dial. 

“Perry, this is Jim,” he said as calmly as he was able. “Did you 
make it out of the city? Good, because I’m still on the inside and 
I’ve got a story for you.” 

* * * 

Brainiac emerged from the Fortress at the entry point atop the 
Daily Planet building and gazed down upon the city below. The 
downtown regions had been cleared of human life; the populace 
gathered together into a designated area. Now it was time for its 
work to begin. 



Spreading its arms wide the armored behemoth rose into the sky. 
As it did, the circuitry running across its metallic hide began to 
glow with a sickening blue-green fire that in a wave raced out 
from it to envelop the city below. Where it touched buildings and 
vehicles and plants began to warp and reform into the shape of its 
beloved Krypton. Massive golden towers rose into the sky until 
they truly scraped the low hanging clouds. 

Brainiac looked upon its creation and found it to be good. Energy 
continued to pour forth as the wave transformation expanded fur-
ther and further out into the city. 

* * * 

“Cease fire!” Sam ordered through the radio from the command 
center. On his monitor he watched as the twenty Abrams tanks 
and their 120mm cannons ceased their fire upon the energy bar-
rier. Clearly nothing was going to be able to get in or out of that 
energy field. Nothing physical anyway. 

Thankfully transmissions were still getting through, though they 
were laced with static. The reports were not good; Superman had 
been sighted and was attacked just after the energy barrier went 
up, though he did not engage those troops. Shortly thereafter 
though alien robots had begun swarming the city and gathering 
up the populace for what purpose God only knew. They were ad-
vancing methodically from the center of the city, going from 
building to building and clearing it of people and slaying any who 
even attempted to resist; which had included a large number of 
his soldiers until he’d ordered them to fall back to the edge of the 
energy barrier. It was clear that those in the city were hopelessly 
outgunned by what their reports indicated were hundreds, per-
haps thousands of the robotic soldiers. 

Sam also kept praying that he’d hear something, anything from or 
about Lois, but there had been nothing. Indeed, no one had so 
much as seen her or Clark Kent leave Fort Schuster and no ve-
hicles were missing. Yet he knew beyond a shadow of a doubt 

that his niece was now inside that alien prison and there was 
nothing he could do about it. 

“Sir?” a Lieutenant queried as he entered the Command Center. 
“We’ve got a reporter outside who says he’s got some informa-
tion from inside the barrier.” 

“Who is it?” Sam asked. 

“He said his name was Perry White, sir!” the Lieutenant replied. 

Perry White. Lois’ boss. “Send him in.” A moment later Perry 
walked into the room holding his faded jacket in one hand and a 
cell phone up to his ear with the other. 

“Mr. White,” Sam began. “You said you had information from the 
inside? Is it Lois?” 

“Lois?” Lex blurted out from behind him, concern in his voice. “I 
though she came here with you?” 

“I thought so too,” Perry replied. “You mean she’s not here?” 

Sam felt his chest sag. “No,” he replied. “She left a note in my 
quarters explaining that she had to go back into the city.” 

“You’ve got to be kidding me!” Lex exclaimed. “What does she 
think she’s doing?” 

“She said she thought they’d be able to make a difference,” Sam 
answered. 

“They?” Perry asked, not missing the comment. 

“Clark went with her.” 

“Well, I’m sorry,” Perry told Sam, and from his look he meant it. 
“But my contact is with another reporter; James Olsen.” 



Of course it was too much to hope that he might as least get to 
hear Lois’ voice one last time before the end. 

“What does Mr. Olsen have to say?” Sam asked mechanically. 

“He said the people are being rounded up into groups and being 
taken to city’s central park and that the area is being guarded by 
at least a hundred robots of some kind with crests similar to that 
of Superman’s uniform.” 

“That much we knew,” Lana Lang replied. 

“He also said that from where he’s been taken he can see Brai-
niac. He just rose up into the sky and started to fire off some kind 
of energy field that’s transforming the city into some sort of weird 
alien architecture.” 

“That sounds like some of the reports from Brainiac’s first ap-
pearance,” Lana Lang commented. “Last time it was only tempo-
rary and in a small region of the city, however.” 

Perry again put his ear to the phone. “Mr. Olsen says it’ll probably 
cover the entire city inside of five minutes,” he said after a mo-
ment. 

“Then I think it’s time,” Lana Lang said simply from behind Sam 
causing all eyes to turn to her. 

“Time for what?” Sam and Perry asked in an awkward unison. 

Lana turned to the communications officer. “Get the President on 
the line,” she ordered. 

“Sir?” the officer asked as he turned to Sam. 

“Do it,” Sam agreed. What was he supposed to say? No, don’t 
contact the Commander-in-Chief? 

There was a moment’s pause and then, “This is President McKen-
zie.” 

“Mr. President,” Lana Lang began. “I presume you’ve been kept 
up to speed on the energy barrier and our failure to penetrate it?” 

“I have.” 

“Beginning approximately ten minutes ago an invasion force of 
hundreds of robotic constructs began massing within the city lim-
its,” Lana explained. “Conventional forces are ineffective. I believe 
it’s time.” 

“Time for what?” This time the question came from Dr. Irons. 

“Time to resort to unconventional weaponry,” Lex Luthor replied. 
“Am I correct Mr. President?” 

“You are.”  

Sam knew that there was only one type of unconventional wea-
pon in America’s arsenal. 

“Mr. President,” he interjected, “There are still over a million 
people trapped in Metropolis. There’s no guarantee that a nuclear 
weapon will even penetrate the energy field and even if it did 
there’s no guarantee that it will actually take out the alien forces. 
You may be condemning a million people to death with no guar-
antee of it actually working.” 

“Wait a minute,” Perry exclaimed. “Are you seriously considering 
dropping a nuke on Metropolis!?!” 

“Sir, best case scenario we kill over a million of our own people,” 
Sam exclaimed. “Worst case scenario it doesn’t even scratch the 
energy barrier and we drop fallout all over the Midwest and still 
have to deal with the alien city being constructed on the other 
side.” 



“I know what this means, General,” Lex Luthor told Sam. “What it 
will cost you. It will cost me just as much.” 

Sam doubted that very much… Lex Luthor stood to lose buildings. 
This was his niece… Gabe’s daughter, he was referring to. 

“But you can’t let your personal feelings interfere with what has 
to be done,” Lex continued. 

“I’ll grieve for the loss of the innocent,” Lana Lang said, “but 
against a force of this magnitude we have no other option.” 

“I can’t condemn those people to death,” Sam exclaimed. “Not 
when there’s still a chance.” 

“Do you have a better suggestion at this point, General?” the 
President asked. 

“There’s still the hope that Superman is really on our side,” Sam 
answered. 

“Then that’s no hope at all,” Lex Luthor replied bitterly. 

“I have to agree,” President McKenzie said. 

“Mr. President,” Sam said. “For the record, I can not object 
strongly enough to this course of action.” 

“Noted,” President McKenzie said. “I’m ordering the strike. May 
God forgive me.” 

“What type?” was all Sam could ask. 

“An LGM-30,” the President replied. “Expect arrival in T-minus 
thirty minutes.” 

Sam’s face went the color of parchment as the blood drained 
from it. It was all he could do to keep standing. A Minuteman mis-
sile with a yield of almost one and a half megatons. Metropolis 

would be vaporized. His niece was going to die in a ball of fire and 
this time her father would not be there to save her. 

* * * 

L-El looked down from the observation deck of the Fortress upon 
the city below as it transformed into the image of Krypton. It 
would be good when it was done. Then the people would see how 
much better this way of life would be. They would want for noth-
ing; their lives structured from birth to death to produce the most 
efficient and ordered society imaginable. 

Her gaze drifted to Kal-El standing beside her. Tomorrow he 
would be officially installed as Lord of this New Krypton and then 
he would take her as his mate. For tonight there was nothing 
more to do but to watch and to wait. 

L-El felt the weight of the box in her hand. The lead-lined boxed 
filled with kryptonite. Brainiac had given it back to her after he’d 
opened her eyes. How foolish she’d been to even try to oppose 
Brainiac with it. They must have wanted to fail if they believed 
that Brainiac would allow itself to be vulnerable to the same trick 
twice. 

L-El looked down upon the city of Metropolis; a city named after 
another word for city. It was appropriate in its way for this city 
would soon be the city of cities; the capitol of the reborn Krypto-
nian Dominion or so Kelex had told her. There was still so much to 
learn. Brainiac had opened her eyes to the true nature of her bro-
ken world, but there was much more she desired to know. She 
would wait though; there was a certain order to how things were 
done she understood now; idle curiosity served no constructive 
purpose. 

The Fortress itself was a marvel. It existed inside what Kelex called 
a tesseract; an infinite space within a finite area; a pocket un-
iverse created by Brainiac’s device. Beyond the Fortress was the 
vast infinity of a universe still being born; the Fortress and all 



within it forged from the protomatter of that new creation. Yet 
because this universe coexisted with her own it was possible, as it 
was with this observation deck, to see through that infinitesimally 
thin dimensional barrier and look upon her world instead. 

A flicker of light in the distance caught her eye and she recognized 
it as an explosion. It was followed soon after by another and a 
spray of tracers erupted into the air. The military forces must have 
again engaged the Eradicators. Why did they risk their lives when 
it was so clear that they couldn’t win? When the end result would 
be so glorious? 

Didn’t they understand that if they had lived in a world where Kal-
El ruled all those years ago what had happened to her father nev-
er would have come to pass? 

She didn’t mean to do it; it was a wholly emotional human ges-
ture. Yet L-El felt her free hand unconsciously rise and brush 
against the pressed metal dog tags of her father. She closed her 
eyes to suppress the emotion; emotion was wasteful and rarely 
logical or ordered. 

In that moment of darkness she heard his voice. 

* * * 

“Hello, Sweetheart,” Gabe Sullivan said as he stepped out of the 
shadows of her mind. 

“You are just a figment of my subconscious,” L-El retorted. 

“Probably,” Gabe agreed with that goofy grin she so fondly re-
membered. “.ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ōetween 
realƛǘƛŜǎΧ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǇƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΦ” 

“But you are dead,” L-El said flatly. 

“Only in body,” Gabe replied. “Whether as a memory or a visiting 
ghost my spirit is always with you.” 

“What do you want?” L-El asked the phantom. 

“To help you choose,” Gabe said. 

“Choose?” L-El replied, mentally taking a step back. 

“²Ƙƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦ ²Ƙƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜΦ” 

“I am L-El, servant of the Kryptonian Dominion,” she said. 

“bƻΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎ ƎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳΣ” Gabe said shaking 
his head. 

L-El’s features seemed to soften slightly. “aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘƻ L 
want to be,” Lois replied. 

“And why is that?” Gabe asked. 

“aŀȅōŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ ǘƛǊŜŘΣ” Lois said. “Lois Lane has been fighting 
a never-ending battle, a crusade against injustice, for years and 
ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊ Ŧor it. Maybe because 
even when I find someone willing to stand with me in the fight 
ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǇŜǊǎŜŎǳǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦ aŀȅōŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ 
for what it really is I think this is what humanity deserves. My des-
tiny is to stand by Clark. Maybe this is how.” 

Gabe just looked at her sadly. “But are you happy?” he asked. 

“Why should that matter?” Lois asked back. 

“.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ [ƻƛǎ [ŀƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ŎǊu-
sade,” Gabe replied. “¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘŜǎǘƛƴȅΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ 
myself because of that.” 

“I died so that my daughter might live and love and be happy,” he 
said gazing into her eyes. “The little girl who believed that most 
people were basically good and decent and believed in doing the 
right thing even if it was hard.” 



“L ŘƻƴΩǘ know if that person even exists anymore,” Lois replied. 
“{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜƭƭ ƴŀƳŜŘ [ƻƛǎ 
Lane.” 

“Would you still dream of me every night? Would your heart still 
ache at the loss? Would you still believe in miracles and wishes if 
that were true?” Gabe asked. 

“hƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŦŜŜƭ ǇŀƛƴΦ tŀƛƴ ǊŜƳƛƴŘǎ ȅƻǳ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƭƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ 
makes the joy all the sweeter,” he continued. “Struggle makes us 
ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǿŀǊŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦ 
Who is Lois Lane at the core? Is she the soulless and dead shell L-
El? Or is she my daughter, Chloe Sullivan?” 

* * * 

The young woman once known as Lois Lane opened her eyes to 
find them still moist and her hand clutching the dog-tags all the 
tighter. Looking down she could still see the tracers rising into the 
sky in the distance. Had all of that really happened in little more 
than an eye-blink? It felt like hours; like days; like a lifetime. 

“Thanks Dad,” Chloe Sullivan murmured to herself as she took 
stock of the situation. Lois Lane was still her name and after so 
long it felt more comfortable to her ears than the name her father 
had given her. Yet, in this moment, it felt vitally important to ac-
knowledge who Lois Lane really was at heart. She was her father’s 
daughter and she would make him proud. With that, Lois Lane 
went to work. 

To review, Lois remarked to herself. ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŀǘƻǇ ŀƴ ŀƭƛŜƴ 
fortress inside something called a tesseract. You and your friend 
were brainwashed by an alien artificial intelligence which is even 
now trying to transform your world into a likeness of its own. You, 
a Kryptonian bracelet, and a box of kryptonite are all that stands 
between humanity and eternal enslavement. 

It was nice to know there was no pressure or anything. 

“Did you say something, L?” Kal-El remarked from beside her. 

The first order of business, Lois decided, is to double the number 
of people on my side. 

“Elle was my mother’s name,” Lois fired back, letting just a bit of a 
grin grow on her face. 

Kal-El took a half-step back at the retort. Good. 

“The Eradicators are attacking people down there,” Lois told him. 
“They’re killing them and you have the power to stop it. Are you 
just going to stand by and let it happen?” 

“If they are being attacked it is because they resist,” Kal-El said. 

“Because they’re being enslaved,” Lois said. “Would Clark Kent 
accept good people being enslaved?” 

Kal-El seemed to stagger for a moment. “I am Kal-El of Krypton,” 
he said as if trying to convince himself. 

“There is no Kal-El of Krypton,” Lois retorted. “You told me that. 
There’s only Clark Kent of Earth.” 

“No!” Kal-El raged; his face twisted with anger. “I will not listen to 
your lies!” 

“They’re not lies and you know that Clark,” Lois tried again. Clear-
ly whatever hold Brainiac had on Clark was stronger than it had 
been on her. 

“Be silent!” Kal-El roared. 

He needed a push. Something more than just words; he needed a 
shock to his system. She remembered what Clark had told her just 
a few hours earlier. 

Forgive me, Lois silently pleaded as she opened the lead-lined box 
to reveal the kryptonite within. 



“Traitor!” Kal-El screamed out in agony as he fell to his knees con-
vulsing in pain as the green glow washed over him. 

Through her own tears Lois watched as Clark writhed in torment 
on the floor until she couldn’t stand to see it anymore and she 
slammed the lid of the box shut. Throwing the box aside she knelt 
down and wrapped her arms around him as he lay there breathing 
heavily. 

“I’m sorry,” Lois said. “I’m so sorry, Clark.” 

“Lois?” Clark replied somewhat shakily as he lifted his head from 
the floor to look at her. They were not the cold eyes of Kal-El, but 
the warm gaze of her friend. 

“Yeah,” she said through a mixture of laughter and tears. “Lois… 
or Chloe… or ‘hey you.’ My self-identity’s pretty flexible at the 
moment. I’m so sorry,” she said again. 

“Don’t be,” he replied as he rolled onto his side and pulled himself 
up to kneel beside her. “I needed the pain to break through Brai-
niac’s brainwashing.” He brought his gloved hands to her shoul-
ders and looked her square in the eyes. “How much do you re-
member?” 

“All of it,” Lois replied. “I was still me, but all my priorities and 
what I believed was skewed.” 

“Like you were drugged,” Clark agreed. “It felt like what Jor-El 
tried to do to me once before. The good news is that there’s no 
separate personality or anything lingering in your head waiting to 
take control again. The bad news is you get to live with all the 
memories and that we’ve been standing by while people are in 
danger.” 

“I’m just glad you were able to break free,” Clark continued. “How 
did you break free?” 

“I don’t know,” Lois admitted. “Maybe Brainiac hasn’t had as 
much experience with human minds as he has Kryptonian ones?” 
Her hand went to her father’s dog tags again. “Maybe I’ve got a 
guardian angel watching out for me? All I know is that I had a 
choice and I made it and then I was free.” 

“Well I’m glad you made the right one,” Clark said. “I couldn’t 
have broken free without you.” 

Lois thought briefly of the seer Jordan Cross and smiled. “So what 
now?” she asked. 

Whatever Clark was about to say was cut short by the plaintive 
mechanical voice racing into the room. 

“Master! Mistress! Is everything all right? I heard you cry out,” the 
small golden robot called Kelex exclaimed as it hovered quickly 
onto the observation deck. 

“We’re fine, Kelex,” Clark told the robot reflexively. 

Lois cringed even as she heard the words come out of Clark’s 
mouth; in English. 

* * *  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER FIVE: 
BEST DESTINY 

 

One thousand miles from the city of Metropolis a white lance 
arced into the night sky on a column of fire. Boosters dropped 
away as it rose into the sky. At the height of its ballistic arc the last 
of the rocket would fall away revealing a gleaming re-entry vehicle 
that would then plunge towards its target below. Headless of 
events it raced unabated towards its rendezvous. 

* * * 

Clark flinched along with Lois as he realized what he’d said to the 
robot Kelex. It was bad enough that he’d said it in English, but 
he’d also used a contraction; a sloppy part of the English language 
that Kryptonians would find offensive for its imprecision. If he’d 
just thought for a moment and used Kryptonian they might have 
been able to fool the robot, but it was too late for that now. 

“Why are you speaking in the human tongue, Master?” Kelex 
seemed to be backing slowly away as it spoke. “I must inform 
Brainiac of this.” 

Clark knew they had maybe a second at most, but Kelex’s remark 
gave him hope; it was not in direct and continual contact with 
Brainiac. All he had to do was keep that transmission from going 
out. He had no idea how durable or strong Kelex might be. It was 
just a robot servant, but that didn’t tell Clark how long it would 
take to find and disable the transmitter. So he had to take a tact 
other than brute force. Clark sized up all of this in less than a 
second as an idea formed in his head. 

“Who is your master, Kelex?” Clark asked, causing the robot to 
pause in its retreat. 

“You are, Master,” the robot replied. 

“So you must obey any order I give you?” Clark asked calmly as he 
helped Lois to her feet beside him. 

“I must, Master.” 

“Then I order you to not inform Brainiac of this,” Clark said, keep-
ing his voice as steady as possible. If he and Lois were to have any 
chance at all against Brainiac they needed the element of surprise 
and whether or not they would have that depended entirely upon 
the reaction of this automaton. 

“Forgive me, Master,” Kelex said. “But Brainiac is concerned that 
your long exposure to this world has poisoned your mind; that it 
would cause you to abandon your destiny. It wishes only what is 
best for you and so I must inform Brainiac.” 

“No,” Clark fired back instantly, again causing Kelex to pause. 
“Brainiac does not wish what is best for me and it knows nothing 
of destiny. It desires only the recreation of the Kryptonian Domi-
nion at the expense of all else.” 

“Are they not one and the same, Master?” Kelex asked. 

“No,” Clark said insistently as his argument gelled in his mind. 
“They’re antithetical.” As he spoke and worked the idea through 
the way to win this argument it became ever clearer to him. “The 
Dominion’s goal was to create a perfect world guided by order 
and self-discipline. But they lost sight of that goal; seeing only the 
means rather than the ends. Their tyranny and oppression de-
stroyed the very perfection they sought to create and Brainiac is 
repeating the mistakes that destroyed all that the people of Kryp-
ton were trying to build.” 

“I have lived among these people, Kelex,” he continued as he 
looked over at Lois. “They will not tolerate oppression and will 
fight against it no matter the cost. They will not be ruled through 
tyranny; they must be led by example.” 



“That is my destiny,” he said finally. “To show the people of this 
world by example what a glorious place this could be. Not by 
force or threats, but by offering them hope for a better tomor-
row. Because they are my people as much as those of Krypton 
were and I will stand with them and fight to save them no matter 
the cost.” 

“Brainiac would not agree,” the small robot replied. 

“Then Brainiac is the one that’s flawed,” Lois shot back catching 
on to Clark’s tact and throwing in her own two cents. “It might 
claim to be the ‘living soul of Krypton,’ but at the end of the day 
it’s just a machine; a tool that’s gone out of control. Clark is the 
last living survivor of Krypton. Without Clark everything Brainiac is 
attempting to do is worthless.” 

“What’s more important, Kelex?” Lois asked finally bringing the 
matter to a head. “The living heir of Krypton or that machine run-
ning amok out there?” 

“All of this was created for the Last Son of Krypton,” Kelex said fi-
nally. “It is to protect and defend him and the legacy of Krypton. I 
am yours to command. What do you desire?” 

Clark let out a breath he didn’t even realize he’d been holding. 
Beside him he felt the tension ebb from Lois as well. They had 
convinced a loyal robotic servant, but the important matter still 
loomed. 

“We need to get Brainiac to reverse his transformation of the 
city,” Clark told Kelex. “Last time the changes seemed to reverse 
themselves naturally once Brainiac stopped his lightshow.” 

“The energy matrix that Brainiac uses to transform matter re-
quires time to stabilize,” Kelex answered. “1647 of your Earth 
seconds to be precise,” it added. “If Brainiac’s energy matrix can 
be deactivated before that time the matter will revert to its pre-
vious configuration.” 

“1647 seconds,” Clark said to himself. “That’s almost half an 
hour.” 

“Brainiac’s only been at it for maybe ten minutes,” Lois pointed 
out. “There’s still time.” 

“Right,” Clark agreed as he tried not to let the concern show on 
his face. It had already been hours since Brainiac had used its 
powers on Lois. ²ŜΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƻŀŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŎƻƳŜ 
to it, he said to himself as he turned his mind to more pressing 
matters. 

“Is there any way to make Brainiac stand down?” Clark asked 
aloud. 

“The Brainiac intelligence will not waver once it has reached a de-
cision,” Kelex replied. 

“What about fail safes?” Lois chimed in, looking for options. 

“Fail safes, Mistress?” 

“You know,” Lois replied. “Overrides… weak points.” She looked 
over at Clark as she continued. “I wondered about it with Corbin 
and his metallic body, but it’s also apparent with Kelex and the 
Eradicators; they’re all weaker than you Clark. The only thing that 
gave Corbin an edge was the kryptonite; without it or the element 
of surprise he didn’t stand a chance. Neither would the Eradica-
tors. If there is something here that could potentially hurt you I 
bet it’s got a ton of overrides to keep it from doing so. I don’t 
think the Kryptonians would ever trust their empire to something 
more powerful than they were.” 

“What about it, Kelex?” Clark asked the robot. 

“Brainiac has no such fail safes or weaknesses,” Kelex replied. 

“Maybe I’m being too human in my thinking here, but why would 
the Kryptonians ever create something they couldn’t control?” 



Lois demanded. “That’s just not something I see a bunch of galac-
tic control freaks doing.” 

“It was not always so formidable,” Kelex replied. “It was built eons 
ago as the ultimate embodiment of our power. Throughout the 
ages it has upgraded itself until it far exceeded its original para-
meters.” 

“And no one thought that might be a bad idea?” Lois asked in a 
pointed tone. 

“¢ƻ Řƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀƴ ŀŘƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ YǊȅǇǘƻƴΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ 
creation was imǇŜǊŦŜŎǘΧ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻƳƛƴƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ ǿŀȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƛm-
perfect.” 

“So basically they ignored the problem and hoped it would go 
away because that always works so well,” Lois responded, exas-
peration growing in her voice. “So is there anything here that can 
actually get through Brainiac’s armored hide?”  

“No, Mistress,” Kelex replied. “.ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎΩǎ ǎƘƛŜƭŘǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƳǇŜƴŜǘǊable 
and can be raised instantaneously. Even if the shields could some-
Ƙƻǿ ōŜ ōǊŜŀŎƘŜŘΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎΩǎ 
shell. The Brainiac intelligence can instantly transfer itself into 
another body.” 

“Right,” Lois agreed with a shiver. “We thought we’d destroyed it 
last time, but it just transferred itself into that man; Brainiac 
called him Milton.” 

“The Brainiac intelligence can only transfer itself into functional 
Kryptonian technology,” Kelex corrected. “Brainiac would have 
had to create a direct neural link with this Milton prior to its de-
struction for it to have taken direct control of his body.” 

“Any way to tell if there’s anything like that in either of us?” Clark 
demanded. He wasn’t really concerned about himself; Brainiac 

was unlikely to harm the last Kryptonian. He was more concerned 
about Lois. 

“Negative,” Kelex replied immediately. “Such a connection would 
ǎŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΩǎ Ŏƻƴƴection to their own body, leaving the 
subject in a permanently comatose state. Even if it had desired to 
Řƻ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ aƛǎǘǊŜǎǎΩ ōǊŀŎŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊŜǾŜƴǘŜŘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀƴ ƛƴŎǳr-
sion.” 

“Th-that’s good to know,” Lois replied, a mixture of fear, loathing 
and relief mixing on her face at the thought of such a fate. She 
reflexively brushed her hand across the Kryptonian bracelet to 
make sure it was still there. 

“So we can’t hurt it and, even if we could, it would just move into 
something else,” Clark summed up. “Is that about right?” 

“Sounds about right,” Lois agreed. 

“Presuming we could actually hurt it is there any way to prevent 
Brainiac from transferring itself?” Clark asked. 

“Well, if it’s really just a program then the easiest way is just to 
cut the power,” Lois replied. “I’ve done a lot of hacking in my time 
and you can’t access a computer if it isn’t plugged in. Of course 
since we can’t hurt it in the first place that idea’s pretty well 
worthless.” 

Clark agreed with that last assessment. He remembered his first 
battle with the monster; how his heat vision and super breath 
were both stopped every time before they even got close to the 
juggernaut itself by its shields. If Kelex were to be believed not 
only was Brainiac’s shield bubble utterly impenetrable, but the 
machine itself was virtually infallible. Nothing was perfect though. 
Brainiac had erred with Lois and didn’t even know it. Wait… that 
was it. 



He looked over at Lois. “Maybe not so worthless,” he said in ref-
erence to her idea. He smiled at her. “Brainiac’s got a usable weak 
point after all.” 

“Here’s what we need to do.” 

* * * 

“Are you sure we aren’t missing anything?” Lois asked barely five 
minutes later as she dashed quickly across the Fortress’ main hall 
with Kelex in the lead. The worst part of this crazy plan as far as 
she was concerned was that it required splitting up. She didn’t like 
the idea of Clark out there on his own against Brainiac even if he 
did know where to strike to do the most damage now thanks to 
Kelex. 

“All auxiliary and emergency power systems have already been 
disabled, Mistress.” Kelex replied. “All that remains is to shut off 
the primary power systems.” 

“I know that, but what about the small stuff?” Lois remarked. 
“Like my bracelet,” she added as she gazed down with regret at 
the turquoise diamond on its surface. It didn’t exactly have an 
on/off switch which meant it would probably have to be de-
stroyed. 

“Your bracelet is the one thing that Brainiac can not affect, Mi-
stress,” Kelex replied though. “Its sole purpose is to protect you 
and that ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ Ŏŀƴ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŎƻƳǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΧ ŜǾŜƴ ōȅ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎΦ” 

“You make it sound like my bracelet is something important,” Lois 
said. 

“You do not know?” Kelex asked as it came to a halt. “Mistress, in 
ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜǘȅ ƻŦ 5ƻƳƛƴƛƻƴΩǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŘƻȊŜƴ ǎǳŎƘ ōǊŀŎŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ 
known to have been forged and each worked only for the one for 
which it had been crafted. The only Lord to possess the secret of 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎǊŜŀǘƛƻƴ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦƛǾŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ 
years ago.” 

Lois found herself stopping dead in tracks. Five hundred years; the 
same age as the Kiwatche caves in Smallville. The same age as her 
bracelet. A bracelet left for her and her alone. She had always 
considered it something special to her personally, but she had 
never once believed that her bracelet could be anything more 
than a trinket to the Kryptonians. 

“This Lord?” Lois managed; her throat dry. “What do you know 
about him?” 

“That he was the greatest of all Kryptonians,” Kelex replied. “The 
secrets he possessed were said to be those of the gods them-
selves.” 

“And he just disappeared?” 

“Without the slightest trace,” Kelex confirmed. “But before he did, 
he foretold that of the Dominion would fall from its own deca-
dence, but that all Krypton once stood for would be redeemed by 
his descendent.” 

“Descendent!?” Lois could feel the weight of history on her shoul-
ders as the question escaped her lips. “This Kryptonian who knew 
the secret of making the bracers… who was it?” 

“Lord Kal-L,” Kelex replied. “The ancestor for which your Kal-El is 
named.” 

A million questions raced through Lois’ mind, but they had to 
wait. “We still have to get the power shut off.” 

“Do not be concerned, Mistress,” Kelex said as it floated over to 
one of the walls. A section of the metallic crystal seemed to flow 
away from the location, revealing a complex maze of circuitry be-
neath. “Removing this crystal will shut down primary power,” it 



said, indicating a large crystal in the center of the maze of circui-
try. “Returning the crystal will restore primary power.” 

“Sounds easy enough,” Lois said. “What about the active Eradica-
tors out there?” She indicated the portal. 

“With the power disabled the passage into the tesseract will be 
sealed,” Kelex explained. “Brainiac can not transmit its program 
across dimensions.” 

“Then I guess we’re all set.” 

“Almost, Mistress,” Kelex replied. “One item remains to be shut 
down.” An access port opened on Kelex’s back as it rotated 
around for her to see. “My primary cut-off switch is there.” 

“Right,” Lois acknowledged. It was amazing how quickly she had 
come to regard the small robot as something more than a ma-
chine. “Thank you for your assistance Kelex,” she told the me-
chanical being. 

“I exist to serve Kal-El and his Amara,” Kelex replied. 

Reluctantly she flicked the switch inside Kelex’s torso and the 
small robot began to sink to the floor as its antigravity or repul-
sors or whatever it used to stay aloft shut down. The glow faded 
from its goggle like eyes until all that was left was a limp golden 
rag doll. 

“That’s everything then,” Lois said to herself as she turned back to 
look at the entryway not too far from where she now stood. Ref-
lexively she brought her arms up to her shoulders in an involunta-
ry shiver at the isolation she now felt. 

She was ready to do her part. The rest was up to Clark. 

* * * 

“What’s going on up there?” Jim asked himself as he pointed up 
into the sky at the glowing form of Brainiac from what he’d come 
to think of as a concentration camp. It looked like half the popula-
tion of Metropolis had been gathered into the city’s main park. 
From his vantage point near the edge of park he could see dozens, 
perhaps hundreds of the Kryptonian robots stalking the perime-
ter. 

“Is that…?” Vicky began as she too saw the red-cloaked figure in 
the distance floating up to Brainiac. 

“…Superman,” Jim finished; saying the name like a curse. For a 
time he’d truly believed that the man in the red cape was a hero. 
He’d almost let himself hope that Lois had been right all this time. 
He never so badly wanted to be wrong, because a Superman was 
about the only chance this sorry world had against the likes of 
Brainiac. The sight of Superman floating side-by-side with the 
monster Brainiac just proved though that knights in shining armor 
were nothing but fairy tales. 

Well, the world would know the truth, Jim vowed as he again 
pulled out his cell phone and dialed Perry’s number. 

* * * 

The sky around Brainiac crackled with energy as its task of remak-
ing the world continued. As it had on worlds beyond measure, it 
would bring order for the greater glory of Krypton and her people 
embodied in the Lord Kal-El. Yet never before had it faced such 
opposition as it had here. This world had poisoned the Lord’s 
mind in a manner it had never seen happen before. That it had 
taken a full battery of mental flash learning to undo that taint was 
evidence to how corrupt this world was; how much it needed to 
be cleansed and brought perfect order. 

Admittedly, in Brainiac’s assessment, a good portion of Kal-El’s 
rebellion could be traced to the biological imperative. It was the 
single aspect of Jor-El’s design that was indeed flawed; though 



effectively immortal the desire for a mate was present in all bio-
logical organisms and, lacking a fellow Kryptonian to mate with, it 
was only natural that Kal-El would come to desire a companion 
from among the beings his image was molded from; the lowly and 
disgusting natives of this world. Brainiac had done its best to cor-
rect this difficulty and, though it considered the solution to be far 
from perfect, it was the best that could be achieved. 

“Vill Dox.” 

Its name echoed unexpectedly from behind it in the elegant Kryp-
tonian language and for a fraction of an instant its systems 
reacted as they always did against a potential threat; by raising its 
impenetrable shields; a gravitic distortion as extreme as that of a 
black hole; able to bend back even light itself if need be. Such an 
action proved unnecessary however, for it was only Lord Kal-El 
who approached. 

“YOU SHOULD NOT BE HERE, KAL-EL,” Brainiac pronounced as Kal-El ap-
proached. 

“A Lord of Krypton does not stand by and let others fight his bat-
tles,” Kal-El answered. 

The young lord was coming to understand, but there were other 
issues. “IT IS NOT LOGICAL FOR YOU TO RISK YOURSELF IN BATTLE, MY LORD. 
WHAT IF SOMETHING WERE TO HAPPEN TO YOU?” 

 “I am a god among insects, my loyal servant,” Kal-El replied as he 
flew up next to Brainiac and looked down at the city below. “I am 
in no danger and for me to pretend otherwise invites the rabble 
to unwisely waste itself on the false belief that I am vulnerable. 
They must see me here clearly to understand where I stand.” 

Brainiac could not fault the logic. “VERY WELL, MY LORD,” it replied. 

“Is there any danger of your plan’s failure?” Kal-El asked as he 
came shoulder to shoulder with Brainiac. 

“NONE,” Brainiac replied. “ALL IS PROGRESSING EXACTLY AS PLANNED.” 

“That’s where you’re wrong… Brainiac.” 

It took almost as long for Brainiac to realize its one mistake as it 
did for it to realize that ‘Lord Kal-El’ had just spoken to him in Eng-
lish. 

* * * 

It was, in the end, the greatest flaw anyone or anything could ever 
have, Clark thought. The arrogant assumption that you were infal-
lible; that you never made mistakes. It was a hard and painful les-
son to learn; one he had learned all too well over the years. The 
mistakes he’d made over the years with Lois alone could fill vo-
lumes. 

Clark often wondered what his life and Lois’ would have been like 
if he’d done any of hundred things differently. What if he hadn’t 
let her push him away in the aftermath of the tornado that inter-
rupted the formal dance? What if he’d shared his secret with her 
along with Pete back then? What if he’d asked her to come with 
him on his journey of self-discovery or if he’d stayed behind in 
Smallville with her? All questions that could paralyze you with in-
decision if you let them or learn from if you let them. 

Brainiac did not doubt itself or its abilities. It simply could not 
conceive that a ‘mere’ human could slip the bonds of its power; 
that Clark Kent did not want to be Kal-El. It could not conceive 
such things because it was just a machine. An insanely powerful 
machine, but a machine none the less. A machine that had just 
made the one mistake that would make all the difference. 

All of this went through Clark’s mind in the heartbeat it took for 
Brainiac’s shields to raise; with Clark still inside them. So confident 
of the effectiveness of its brainwashing Brainiac had not perceived 
him as a threat even as he had moved ever closer to the behe-
moth. The shield had always stopped attacks when they were still 



several feet from Brainiac and Clark was now inside that perime-
ter. 

Clark knew he had, at best, one shot before Brainiac swatted him 
away so he lashed out with all his strength into the place where 
Kelex said Brainiac’s shield generator lay. With the horrendous 
sound of shearing metal Clark’s fist plunged into Brainiac’s chest 
cavity. Even through his invulnerability he could feel the tingle of 
electricity playing along his skin. 

And with a flicker Brainiac’s shields vanished, as did the much 
larger bubble of transmutation energy that it had been generat-
ing. At the edges of Clark’s perception he could see the gleaming 
Kryptonian spires collapse in on themselves and come to rest 
once again as the familiar landscape of Metropolis. 

“WHY, KAL-EL?” Brainiac seemed to almost plead. 

“There is no Kal-El, Brainiac!” Clark fired back. “There never has 
been. My name is Clark Kent.” 

“BUT THIS WAS YOUR FATHER’S GRAND DESIGN.” 

“No,” Clark answered. “It was the design of a man named Jor-El 
and, while I’ll always be grateful that he sent me here to Earth, 
he’s not my father. My father is Jonathan Kent, the good man Jor-
El sent me to; the man who raised me and guided me. It was his 
dying wish that I use my power only to help people; not to lord 
over them like some petty tyrant. End this insanity now, Brainiac. 
Please.” 

“INSOLENT CHILD!” Brainiac retorted as it slapped Clark away and 
sent him hurtling towards the ground. “JOR-EL WAS THE EPITOME OF 

KRYPTONIAN CULTURE AND HIS WILL BE DONE. IF THE HUMANS POISON YOU TO 

THIS TRUTH THEN THEY SHALL BE SWEPT FROM THIS WORLD SO THEY CAN POISON 

YOU NO FURTHER.” 

* * * 

“Yeah, Chief,” Jim called out into his phone. “Superman just flew 
right up to Brainiac. They’re definitely… What the Hell!?!” 

Jimmy caught the flash of energy from Brainiac and Superman just 
an instant before he felt the pressure wave knock him off his feet. 
Looking up he saw the energy field around Brainiac had collapsed 
and all around him the alien landscape flickered and then 
dropped away like a morning mist before the sun leaving the fa-
miliar streets of Metropolis in their wake. Even more the field sur-
rounding the city had fallen as well. 

“Perry!!!” Jimmy screamed into the phone. “I was wrong!” A 
laugh involuntarily escaped his lips. He had never been so happy 
to say those words in his entire life. “Superman’s on our side! He 
just hit Brainiac hard enough to reverse the changes he’s been 
making to the city! Can you hear me Perry!?! Superman is on our 
side!!!” 

“I hear you, son,” Perry’s voice came over the cell phone. Jim 
could barely make it out over the whoops of joy coming from both 
the people around him and from wherever it was that Perry was. 

Then there was another crack like thunder from the sky above 
and Jim could see Superman being hurled away from Brainiac and 
towards the city streets below. Then he heard Brainiac’s booming 
voice echo across the city. 

“ERADICATORS. SHOW KAL-EL THE CONSEQUENCES OF DEFIANCE. DESTROY THE 

HUMANS!” 

As one the Kryptonian robots around the perimeter of the en-
campment stopped and began to raise their arms towards the 
crowd. The crowd itself heard Brainiac’s words every bit as clearly 
as he had and was starting to scream out in fear. Obviously more 
people than just his small group had seen the Eradicators kill 
people with just their eyes. Jim didn’t want to know what their 
hands could do. 



“Um, Perry?” Jim managed. “I’ll call you back. I think Superman 
just made Brainiac mad.” 

* * * 

“Jimmy?” Sam heard Perry yell uselessly into his phone. “Jimmy?” 

“We’ve just got confirmation from troops inside the field, Gener-
al,” Lt. Matherson announced. “Brainiac’s transformation of the 
city has been reversed and the shield wall is down.” 

Lois was right, Sam thought to himself as he finally allowed him-
self to believe it. And if Lois was right… 

“Get the President on the phone!” Sam barked. “Now!” 

“One moment, General,” Matherson replied. 

* * * 

Jim felt himself flinch as the palms of the Eradicators hands began 
to glow and braced himself for the worst. He’d seen the LexCorp 
security video of John Corbin and the energy blasters which 
sounded very much like these. If he was lucky he’d be dead before 
his pain receptors could send their message to his brain. 

Jim’s eyes caught the slightest flicker of red to his right and then 
the Eradicator in front of him exploded in a shower of metallic 
parts. Even as he whipped his head around towards the other 
Eradicators they were already falling to the ground in countless 
pieces; ripped apart like they were tin-foil. In seconds they were 
gone and a tremendous cheer began to rise from the crowd. 

Jim had just whipped out his camera phone to snap a picture of 
one of the fallen Eradicators when a glow from above caught his 
eye. Brainiac hung over them now like a dark avenging god. 

“I BELIEVE THERE IS AN EARTH SAYING THAT IF YOU WANT SOMETHING DONE 

PROPERLY…” 

As if in slow motion Jim watched as Brainiac brought its hands to-
gether. He saw people starting to scatter; as if that would make 
any difference. He saw Amy and her young son Nathan directly in 
Brainiac’s path. 

“Superman…!!!” Jim started to yell as the beast’s glowing hands 
spat fire downward. 

The shock of the blast blew Jim off his feet for the second time in 
as many minutes, yet as he looked around he and everyone else 
were still intact. Amy and Nathan were huddled and trembling, 
but still unscathed. In the distance he could see the streak of 
crimson that was Superman carrying the bluish-green glow of 
Brainiac aloft and away. 

As he gathered his wits, Jim looked down at his camera phone. He 
didn’t remember taking a picture just now; his finger must have 
hit the button by mistake. He took a look at what his camera had 
captured. 

No, not a mistake, Jim managed as he started to whoop for joy. 
Not a mistake; a miracle. 

He looked over at Amy and Nathan and wondered how they’d like 
being on the front page. There they were on the tiny picture 
screen huddled in fear as Superman interposed himself between 
them and the massive blast coming from Brainiac’s hands; taking 
the brunt himself. Not too long ago he had remarked to himself 
that not every picture was actually worth a thousand words. But 
conversely he now reminded himself that there were also pictures 
that, no matter how many words you used to describe them, said 
it all. 

* * * 

Clark hurtled himself skyward with Brainiac in his grip. Looking at 
Brainiac’s chest he could already see circuits shifting and moving; 
its damage control systems acting to repair the shield generator 



and render the beast invulnerable again. A quick burst of heat vi-
sion melted the partially repaired systems into non-functional 
slag. 

“CURSE YOUR IGNORANCE, CHILD!” Brainiac spat. “YOUR DESTINY WILL NOT 

BE DENIED.” 

“No it won’t,” Clark agreed. “But my destiny isn’t yours to decide. 
Not yours. Not Jor-El’s. Not even Jonathan Kent’s. My father un-
derstood the truth; my destiny is mine to decide!” 

“THIS IS NOT OVER, KAL-EL,” Brainiac replied as it batted Clark away 
and tore across the sky. Headed straight for the Daily Planet build-
ing and the tesseract entrance. 

* * * 

“Mr. President!” Sam yelled as the President’s face came up on 
the video monitor. “You have to abort the strike!” 

“What’s going on, General?” President McKenzie asked; his face 
shocked. 

“The energy field has collapsed. Superman just took out the at-
tacking robots in the city and reversed the transformation effect,” 
Sam replied. “He’s on our side! Call off the strike!” 

There was a long pause from the President. The command center 
went silent. 

“I can’t Sam,” he said quietly. “The warhead began re-entry thirty 
seconds ago. It’s in the radio blackout window and by the time it 
clears it…” The silence was deafening. “We can’t stop it now 
Sam.” 

Three minutes. That’s how long it would take for the re-entry ve-
hicle carrying the warhead to clear the blackout window. 

“We can’t,” Sam replied. “But Superman can.” 

* * * 

Brainiac raced through the tesseract entrance and into the safety 
of the fortress. Here he could not be defeated. Even if this body 
failed him he could simply take control of the fortress itself and 
use its might to destroy this entire venomous world. During its 
long journey through the darkness Brainiac had pondered why the 
House of El had kept this world hidden from the Dominion. Why 
had it alone not been conquered like all the rest? 

While it did not know all the reasons, Brainiac allowed itself to 
posit a guess at one of them. This world… these creatures were 
like poison to the glorious order of the Kryptonian Dominion. It 
saw now that it was folly to even try to elevate such beings; to 
show them the glory of Krypton. 

It caught sight of the Earth woman, Lois Lane. 

“YOU!” it bellowed at her as it approached. “YOU WHOM I ELEVATED 

ABOVE YOUR FELLOW CHIMPS AND APES… WHOM I MADE WORTHY OF A SON OF 

KRYPTON…” It now towered over her and yet she showed remarka-
bly little fear. “YOU ARE RESPONSIBLE FOR THIS!!!” 

Yet still the female did not cower. She just stood against the wall 
with her hands behind her back. 

“Guilty as charged!” Lois replied allowing a cocky grin to play 
across her face. 

Brainiac heard the sonic boom of Kal-El’s entrance behind it; but it 
was too late. Here it was all powerful and it would relish destroy-
ing this annoying female once and for all. His thoughts were inter-
rupted by more chatter from the woman. 

“Oh,” Lois continued. “On behalf of my fellow chimps and apes… 
This is what we call a ‘monkey wrench!” 

* * * 



Lois yanked hard on the crystal she’d been grasping behind her 
back and rolled as hard as she could to the side. The effect was 
instantaneous; the glowing crystal of the walls flickered and died. 
By the dim blue-green glow of Brainiac’s circuits she could see an 
expression of what seemed like mortal terror on the monster’s 
face. It knew as well as she did what had just happened and what 
it meant. 

“Nowhere to run now, Brainiac,” she called out. “Finish it, Clark!” 

Clark raced forward and flung Brainiac towards the center of the 
chamber where it landed near the precipice next to the corpse of 
the poor man named Milton. It looked down at the crumpled 
form it had invaded and corrupted and destroyed and then back 
at Clark. 

“For Milton and all the others you’ve used and tormented and 
killed… this ends now,” Clark replied as a lance of heat vision shot 
from his eyes and into Brainiac’s chest. Kelex’s information had 
been correct; unprotected by its shields the terrible heat vapo-
rized Brainiac’s hull plating in moments and pierced its mechani-
cal heart; the power plant at its core. 

As before Brainiac’s armored form seemed to rip apart like an 
overripe fruit as its power core went up like a roman candle. Lois 
barely had time to flinch before Clark was on top of her, pressing 
her against the wall; letting his invulnerable body soak up the 
shock wave as it ricocheted off the walls of the vast chamber. 

It seemed like forever before the echo of the blast died away and 
she and Clark were alone in the darkness. The only sounds she 
could hear were Clark’s and her own breathing and that of her 
heart pounding in her ears. 

She was almost scared to say the words. “Is it over?” 

“Let’s get the lights on and find out,” Clark replied. In the pitch 
darkness she felt him take the crystal from her hand and get up 

from the floor. A moment later she heard the sound of crystal 
sliding against crystal and a moment later the walls and every-
thing else flickered to life. 

Lois didn’t know which was more impressive; the size of the blast 
or the fact that the walls and everything else within the fortress 
appeared blackened but otherwise unscathed. Looking at where 
Brainiac had last been there was no trace at all, not even of his 
first and also last victim Milton. She’d have to find out who he’d 
been. His family, if any, deserved some closure. She turned to look 
at Clark standing there with what looked like a million thoughts on 
his mind. Letting her eyes drop they came to rest on the crumpled 
form of Kelex lying at Clark’s feet. 

“Let’s get this little guy up,” she remarked as she got somewhat 
shakily to her feet and walked over to the small golden robot. 
“We couldn’t have done it without him.” 

Reaching into Kelex’s chest she flipped the switch and immediate-
ly the goggle-like eyes of the robot flickered with light and it be-
gan to rise from the floor. 

“Welcome back, Kelex!” Lois said happily. 

“Oh dear!” Kelex said in response. “Master Kal-El! Someone is 
desperately trying to reach you!” the robot continued. “LǘΩǎ Ŏƻm-
ing across a number of EM frequencies.” 

A booming but familiar voice appeared to come out of nowhere. 
Some sort of speaker system Lois imagined. 

“{ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀǊ ƳŜΧ” 

“Sam?” Lois called out. 

“Χ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ŀ ƴǳŎƭŜŀǊ ǎǘǊƛƪŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ƻŦ aetro-
Ǉƻƭƛǎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎΦ LǘΩǎ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ 
ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƛǘΦ tƭŜŀǎŜΧ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΧ” 



She looked over at Clark and saw the look on his face. No, No, No. 
Not now. Not when she’d finally gotten it all figured out. There 
was so much she wanted… needed to tell him and less than a 
minute just wasn’t enough time. 

“Clark, you can’t!” she screamed as tears started to come to her 
eyes. Even Clark’s invulnerability had limits. She’s seen how 
winded he had become just trying to land a two-hundred ton 
space plane. 

“Kelex, can the Fortress survive a nuclear blast?” Clark asked 
without hesitation. 

“Regardless of the intensity, the blast will not penetrate the di-
mensional barrier, Master,” Kelex replied. 

Clark turned to face her. “Lois, stay here. No matter what hap-
pens. Stay here!” 

“But…” 

“No arguments this time!” He told her. “And no matter what hap-
pens… I love you Lois Lane!” 

And in a flash he was gone. 

* * * 

“Twenty seconds to detonation,” someone called out behind Sam 
as he watched an image of Metropolis on the main screen of the 
command center in abject helplessness. All the wasted time. All 
things he’d never get to tell Lois. 

“Fifteen seconds. Radar has picked up the warhead. Still no com-
munications.” 

“Sir!” another voice cried out. “Something just shot up out of the 
city! It must be going Mach fifty at least!!!” 

“Go Superman!” Sam yelled out, not even caring about the breach 
in protocol. 

“The warhead is changing course! It’s gaining altitude!” 

“Superman isn’t braking away. Five seconds!” 

“Four.” 

“Three.” 

“Two.” 

“One.” 

* * * 

For a brief instant the night sky over Metropolis was illuminated 
as if it were broad daylight as a thousand miles above them the 
thermonuclear warhead detonated. 

“Clllllaaaaaarrrrrrkkkkkk!!!” Lois cried out as she ran through the 
tesseract portal and out onto the rooftop of the Daily Planet. 
Looking up she could still see the fading light of the fireball above 
her and dropped her knees. She pounded her fist against the con-
crete wall at the sheer cruelty of it all. Twice in her life now men 
she’d cared about… loved, had been taken from her in fiery 
deaths. 

“Life’s not fair,” she whimpered. 

“No, it’s not… but somehow we muddle through anyway.” 

Lois’ head shot around so fast she thought she might have given 
herself whiplash and through the blur of her tears she saw him. 

“Clark?” 

She was scared to move. Scared to touch him for fear that he was 
just a hallucination or a ghost. But then she felt his hand upon her 



shoulder and she threw her arms around him with all her 
strength. 

“God, don’t do that to me again!” She said through a mixture of 
laughter and tears. All thoughts that he might be just some wild 
fantasy vanished as Clark grimaced in her embrace. 

“Ow,” he grunted. “A little less crushing of the ribs would be 
nice.” 

She loosened her embrace immediately; shocked that he could 
feel anything through his field of invulnerability. “Are you 
alright?” 

“Nothing a little sunlight won’t fix,” he replied as he slumped 
down against the ledge of the rooftop. 

Lois couldn’t help but laugh for joy. “Well, it serves you right for 
dropping a bombshell like that on me and then charging off.” 

“Could we maybe not bring up bombshells for a while?” Clark 
suggested. 

“Okay,” Lois said with a gentle smile. “But you’re not off the hook 
by a long shot. I thought I’d lost you… right when I realized how 
much I need you in my life Clark… how much I love you too.” 

“How about this? I promise I’ll never again catch a falling thermo-
nuclear device without letting you tell me you love me first?” 

“You big jerk!” she said through laughter and tears of joy as she 
embraced him gently again. She rested her forehead against his 
and just drunk in the sight of him. A clear bright dawn was crest-
ing over the horizon and, as the brilliant light glinted off the gol-
den globe above them, for a moment it felt as if they were the 
only two people in the universe. As their eyes began to close and 
their mouths inched closer it took every ounce of Lois’ willpower 
to stop herself. 

“Just one more thing,” she managed. The curiosity would kill her if 
she didn’t ask. “That was a nuke. I’ve got a pretty good idea of 
what the limits on your invulnerability are. How… how did you 
even survive?” 

Clark smiled and when he told her a huge smile grew on her face 
as well. Then she kissed him. 

* * * 

The sun had just crested above the skyline of the city by the time 
the military convoy made it to downtown Metropolis where the 
Daily Planet and LexCorp Tower stood. The General got out of the 
Humvee first, followed by Lana, Dr. Irons and Perry White. Lex got 
out last and, like the rest, looked around at the all too familiar 
sights that were still standing for one reason and one reason only. 

Superman. 

Perhaps he had misjudged the alien after all. It was clear that 
whatever else, the alien… Superman… had defied Brainiac and 
done his best to protect the people of Metropolis and the world. 
To the point of sacrificing his own life apparently. 

“Are we sure it’s over?” Perry asked. 

On its face it was a rather silly question. The fact of the matter 
was that there were almost a million people who’d evacuated the 
city and countless abandoned vehicles clogging the streets and 
interstates of Metropolis. It would be days before this mess was 
sorted out. In that sense it was far from over, yet Lex understood 
the sentiment and it was a question no one here could answer; 
which was itself one of the main reasons for the foray into the 
city. 

“It’s over Mr. White,” a booming voice called out from behind 
them. Lex spun and found himself squinting at the figure floating 



in the sky. Despite the sun silhouetting him, his crimson cloak was 
plainly visible. 

“I apologize for the delay, General,” Superman said. “But the 
threat Brainiac posed is over for good.” 

“So you say,” Lex replied, his old suspicions back as he raised his 
hand to his brow, trying in vain to make out Superman’s face. 
“But we’ve only got your word on that. Why should we believe 
you?” 

“Because it’s the truth,” Superman answered. “If you want the full 
story you can talk to Lois Lane and Clark Kent.” 

“Lois?” General Lane interrupted, sounding desperate and soft. 
“You’ve seen her?” 

“She and Clark are up in the Daily Planet office working on their 
story,” Superman replied. “As the only reporters to consistently 
stand by me I decided they deserved the exclusive.” 

“That’s my girl,” Lex heard Perry say under his breath. 

“She also said to tell you, General, that your gift did bring her 
luck.” 

Lex thought he could see tears in the older man’s eyes; the senti-
mental fool. Didn’t they see the way he was playing them? 

“Now if you’ll excuse me,” Superman began as he started to rise 
into the air. 

“Wait a minute,” Lex blurted out. “What I want to know is how 
you’re even standing, or rather floating, there after being at 
ground zero for the detonation of a thermonuclear warhead.” In-
deed it would have been like sitting in the heart of a star. Nothing 
could survive that. 

“Come now, Mr. Luthor,” Superman replied as he continued to 
climb. “You had a whole team of scientists studying my powers. 

The answer should be obvious.” Then with an audible crack he 
tore into the sky faster than the eye could follow and Lex knew 
that wherever the alien was now, it was smirking at him. 

To his chagrin it was Dr. Irons who figured it out first. “Solar pow-
er,” the scientist exclaimed. “His powers, including his invulnera-
bility, come from the sun. The energy released by a hydrogen 
bomb is identical to that of the sun. The energy from the blast 
would have reinforced his invulnerability even while it was blow-
ing up in his face.” 

Lex glared up at the sky where the alien had vanished. So much 
for the selfless sacrifice; Superman had known exactly what he 
had been doing and had parlayed into the role of selfless hero. 
Lex though wasn’t fooled and if it was the last thing he’d ever do 
he’d prove to the world that this alien was a fraud. 

* * * 

Evening was falling across the city by the time Lois made her way 
up the steps to the Daily Planet’s rooftop. After a lot of hugging, 
and even more explaining, Sam was on his way back to Fort 
Schuster to deal with the bureaucratic nightmare the last two 
days had been. He said he’d be there for the next few weeks. 
They’d made tentative plans to have dinner next week; plans Lois 
intended to keep no matter what. 

“There you are,” Lois called out to Clark as she walked up onto the 
rooftop of the Daily Planet. “I thought for sure you’d be in that 
fortress of yours exploring every last nook and cranny,” she added 
with a smile. 

“The fortress will keep,” Clark said as she came up next to him. “I 
like the view a lot better from here. Besides solitude’s overrated.” 
He slipped an arm gently around her waist and pulled her close. “I 
like being able to have company drop in unannounced.” 

“So what exactly is going on in that alien noggin of yours that’s 
got you up here anyway?” 



“I guess I'm just counting my blessings,” he replied in a reflective 
tone. 

“So you really didn’t know…” Lois felt her voice drop off just think-
ing about it. 

“That I could survive a nuclear blast?” Clark finished. “Not until I 
actually did it.” 

“But you suspected?” 

“Suspected? Yes,” Clark replied. “But even if I couldn’t I’d still 
have done it.” 

“I know,” Lois said. “So are we going to tell everyone about us?” 
she asked. 

“I think everyone with a pair of eyes and half a brain’s pretty well 
figured it out already,” Clark said as he leaned down and brushed 
his lips against her forehead. “Most of them before we did,” he 
added. 

“Still, we should probably let Perry know officially,” Lois re-
marked. “Unless… you think he’d split us up so we don’t have the 
temptation to mix business with pleasure.” 

“I think Perry always does what’s best for the paper,” Clark said 
reassuringly. “And with the exclusive we just turned in I think he’ll 
be keeping us teamed up come hell or high water.” 

Lois stifled a yawn as she looked around at the city stretched out 
around her and realized that with all the excitement that she 
hadn’t actually gotten any sleep since two nights ago. For once 
she was actually looking forward to getting some sleep, though 
even here she found herself wondering what her dreams would 
hold. 

Brainiac was finally gone from the waking world, but would it still 
be haunting her nightmares? It might try, but somehow the look 

of fear she’d seen on its face just before it was finally destroyed 
seemed to dim the terror that it held greatly. 

The only thing she was sure of when it came to dreams and wish-
es was that her father had been right that day so long ago. Her 
shooting star had carried a handsome prince just for her and he 
was the greatest of heroes. That alone would do more to fend off 
the terrors of the night than anything else she could think of. 

Looking back at where all this had started it seemed beyond belief 
that she’d wound up here of all places; and that she was happy. 

Clark noticed her silence and kissed her gently on her forehead. 
“So what’s going on in that human noggin of yours?” Clark asked 
softly. 

“Just thinking about what my dad would say if he could see me 
now,” she said and actually smiled as she did so. 

“How do you know he can’t?” Clark replied with the utmost sin-
cerity and a grin of his own. 

Lois said nothing in reply. She just continued to smile and em-
braced Clark even tighter. 

If this were some fairy-tale this would be where the narrator 
would announce that they lived happily ever after, but this was 
the real world and Lois knew that life didn’t tie itself up nearly so 
cleanly. Tomorrow would hold a whole new set of challenges she 
was sure, and the day after that even more. Struggle, she’d once 
been told, made you appreciate the rewards all the more… it re-
minded you that you were alive. As she looked up at Clark and all 
the possibilities stretched out before her in her mind… she knew 
she was ready to start living again. This wasn’t the end of some 
fairy-tale, it was only… 

…THE BEGINNING … 

The story continues in άMetropolis: Bloodέ 


