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CHAPTER ONE: 
THE DAY AFTER 

 

.ƻōōƛŜ DǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇȅΦ ¢ǊǳŜΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ 
yesǘŜǊŘŀȅ ƻǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ 
with Henry and Mandy listening to boring old people music on the 
ǊŀŘƛƻ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ŎŀǊǘƻƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 
spend last night in a hotel somewhere in the middle of nowhere 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦ tƭǳǎΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
been able to take all of his toys with him; Henry and Mandy had 
been in a hurry to leave the house and when he forgot his Warrior 
Angel acǘƛƻƴ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ Ŧƭŀtly refused to go back for it. 

They were finally home now, IŜƴǊȅ ŀƴŘ aŀƴŘȅΩǎ ƳƛƴƛǾŀƴ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ 
pulled onto their street, but now the sun was setting so it would 
be time for bed soon and tomorrow it would be back to school. 
What was the point of not having tƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
have any fun? 

άaŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ ōŀƎ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣέ IŜƴǊȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ 
grabbed two of the suitcases from the back and headed for the 
front door. 

Bobbie deliberately took a long time getting his seatbelt undone 
and tarried just a bit longer before opening the side door of the 
van, hoping that maybe everything would be removed before he 
got around to the back himself. No such luck though, his travel 
bag was still sitting there waiting for him along with a bin filled 
with action figures and cars and video games and all the other 
toys that a typical boy owned. 

Fixing his priorities, Bobbie grabbed the toy-filled bin from the 
back and started to lug it back into the house. It was heavy, but at 
least Henry and Mandy had left the front door open for him. 

Bobbie staggered through the front door to find himself face to 
ŦŀŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΤ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ Dƭŀƴcing over 
ƘŜ ǎŀǿ IŜƴǊȅ ŀƴŘ aŀƴŘȅ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
look nervous so he guessed the man must be okay. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ .ƻōōƛŜ DǊŀƴƎŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ōŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ 
ōǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭŜǾŜƭ ǿƛǘƘ .ƻōōƛŜΩǎ ƻǿƴΦ άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ 
ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ .ƻōōƛŜΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻƎŜǘh-
ŜǊΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŧǳƴ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜΦέ 

Bobbie just eyed the man warily. He was almost ten ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ 
learned to never trust any adult who said they were going to be 
having fun beŎŀǳǎŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŀŘǳƭǘǎΩ ƛŘŜŀǎ ƻŦ Ŧǳƴ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǿƻǳƴŘ ǳǇ 
being completely lame at best. 

ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ aƛǎǘŜǊΚέ .ƻōōƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΣ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƭƻƻking to 
Henry and Mandy who were still just standing there with pleasant 
expressions on their faces. 

άLΩƳ ŦǊƻƳ Family SŜǊǾƛŎŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ 
ǘƘŀƴ ǿƘƻ L ŀƳ ƛǎ ǿƘƻ ¸h¦ ŀǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ .ƻōōƛŜ DǊŀƴƎŜǊΣ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ 
ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀǊŜΣ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƛƴ foster care with the Henry 
and Mandy Walter of 11347 Brighten Drive, and from the look of 
ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǳƴƘŀǇǇȅ ōƻȅ ŀƳ L ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

Bobbie nodded. 

ά¸ŜǎΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƻΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άI certainly thought so,έ he 
said again, almost as if to himself. Then his focus fell back on Bob-
ōƛŜΦ ά²Ŝƭƭ .ƻōōƛŜΣ ǘƻŘŀȅ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƭǳŎƪȅ ŘŀȅΦ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ 
ǎƻƳŜǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳƴƘŀǇǇȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ Iƻǿ 
ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘΚέ 

For a third time Bobbie looked to Henry and Mandy and still they 
stood there with an unblinking expression on their faces. 



άIƳƳΚ hƘΣ ȅŜǎΗέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ 
parents what they think. Do you think this is a good idea Mr. and 
Mrs. WalǘŜǊΚέ 

IŜƴǊȅ ŀƴŘ aŀƴŘȅΩǎ ƘŜŀŘǎ ōƻōōŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ŀŦŦƛǊƳation. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΗ {ŜŜΗ ¢ƘŜȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ƛŘŜŀΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
άbƻǿ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΚέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ǎǘǳŦŦΚέ .ƻōōƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άbƻǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻȅǎ ƘŜǊŜΦέ IŜ 
picked up one of two duffle bags by his feet. It was so full that the 
surface was a mass of bumps from the jutting arms, heads, wings 
and other accessories of the toys crammed inside. 

άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣέ ƘŜ Ŏƻƴǘƛnued. 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻȅǎ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛƭŘŜǎǘ 
dreamǎΦέ 

άwŜŀƭƭȅΚΗΚέ .ƻōōƛŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘƭȅΦ 

άLΩƭƭ ǇǊƻǾŜ ƛǘΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ¢± Ǌe-
mote from his pants pocket. He hit a button on its surface and a 
car came rolling around the corner and pulled into the driveway. 
As it came to a stop Bobbie saw to his amazement that there was 
no driver inside. 

ά/ƻƻƭΗΗΗέ .ƻōōƛŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ 

άbƻǿΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ǿŀƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǳǇ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ 
ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭƭȅΦ 

ά{ǳǊŜΣέ .ƻōōƛŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōǊƛƳƳƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ with enthusiasm. 
IŜ ǊŀŎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ 
to look back. 

* * *  

The man turned back into the house and shut the door behind 
him. Things went so much more smoothly this time; this ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜΩŘ 
finally get it right for sure. 

Adult cooperation made all the difference he had learned and his 
device had functioned flawlessly for a second time. He regarded 
the Walters with their blank and passive expressions made possi-
ble by his latest toy. He walked around them where he could 
clearly see the small blinking modules on the bases of their necks; 
ŘŜǾƛŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǇƭƛŀƴǘΧ 
made them giant living toys. 

Finding a reliable way to quickly attach the ThinkChips had been 
the most difficult part, but his solution for that had been equally 
as inventive. 

ά/ƻƳŜΣ /ǳŎƪƻƻΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƳƳƛƴƎōƛǊŘ ōǳȊȊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŀ 
dark corner and came to rest in his hand. It was not actually a 
hummingbird, but a small robotic drone that was even now fold-
ing down into a sphere barely the size of a golf ball. 

With that accomplished the man turned again to the Walters. The 
crime of letting a child be unhappy was unforgivable. He picked 
up the second duffle bag, withdrew the machete and poncho 
from them, and advanced on the insensate couple. As their blood 
ŦƭƻǿŜŘ ŦǊŜŜƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ Ǌegret was that, with the ThinkChips 
still in place, they were not actually aware of the pain from his 
cuts which he knew they so richly deserved. 

* * *  

The young woman named Lois Lane shot bolt upright in bed; her 
eyes wide and her breathing heavy. Reflexively her right hand 
came up to her left wrist to feel that the Kryptonian bracelet 
which she wore there was still in its place. Though the device 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇǊotect her from minor injuries or her nightmares, it did 
protect her from lethal harm and the psychological reassurance of 
its presence on her wrist did much to calm her. 



So much for the theory that victory brings peace, she thought to 
herself as she pulled herself out of bed. Victory in this case meant 
having finally stopped the menace of Brainiac once and for all. 
Peace would have been the absence of the nightmares that pla-
gued her almost every time she slept and had for eight years now. 

Still, even as her heartbeat slowed down to its normal pace she 
knew this night had not been as bad as some; though visions of 
ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦƛŜǊȅ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻƳŜΣ [ƛƻƴŜƭ [ǳǘƘƻǊ ŀƴŘ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎ 
had not had the chance to torment her this night. She looked over 
at her alarm clock and was rallied further by the observation that 
ǎƘŜΩŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǎƛȄ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƻŦ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ Of course, given 
ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀctually had any sleep at all in the previous two 
days, she was still technically running a net sleep deficit. 

Not that the theory of trying to catch up on sleep actually worked; 
mainly because it played hell with the biorhythms which could 
leave you feeling even less rested than when you first went to 
bedΤ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǊŜŀŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ƻƴ ƛƴǎƻƳƴƛŀ ƛƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ Řŀȅǎ 
of anger and grief when true sleep seemed like some half-
remembered dream. Besides, if it were actually ǘǊǳŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǇǊƻōa-
bly need a solid year pulling a Sleeping Beauty just to catch up on 
all the sleep ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƛƎƘǘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 
murderŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ǿŀǎǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴǳch time. The truth 
of the matǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ become so used to the lost sleep in 
that time that four hours a night would probably still be her nor-
mal average now even if the nightmares had abandoned her 
completely. 

Still, despite the relative lack of sleep, Lois was feeling a lot better 
rested this morning than she had in a long time; though that 
might also just be the thrill of anticipation at work. It had been a 
ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ [ƻƛǎ ƘŀŘ ŦŜƭǘΧ ƛǘ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƛƭƭȅ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘΧ 
well, giddy. As giddy as a school girl with a high school crush is 
ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ Ƙƻnest; which today she was 
more than willing to allow of herself. 

A high school crush iǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ƻŦŦ, she thought to herself as she 
slid into the shower and bobbed in time to some nameless tune in 
her head that only she could hear. Barely twenty-four hours ago 
ǎƘŜΩŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ and returned ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ 
hearing from her friend Clark Kent since they had been back in 
high school. 

άI love you Lois Lane!έ 

Okay, ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ƘƛƎƘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ΨL ƭƻǾŜ 
ȅƻǳ /ƘƭƻŜ {ǳƭƭƛǾŀƴΣΩ ōǳǘ debating that point would just be a case 
of to-may-to/ to-mah-to style semantics. Whatever she was calling 
herself it was the person behind the name that Clark loved and 
that would be her. 

She again brushed her hand across the surface of her bracelet. 
5ǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŘŀǊŜŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƻŦŦ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ 
moment lest she be caught defenseless by Brainiac. In that time it 
felt as if the bracelet had almost become a part of her; a physical 
symbol of her connection to Clark and their shared fight for truth 
and justice. That feeling of connection, to the bracelet and to 
Clark, had never felt stronger than it did this morning. {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
have to wear it all the time anyƳƻǊŜΧ ǎƘŜ just wanted to. 

{ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ 
dream on her part. Lǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ōe-
fore; Ƨǳǎǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ 
drama and missed declarations and breakups and misunderstand-
ƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 
this good happens with us. 

Clark had just smiled at that. Lois, there wasΣ ƘŜΩŘ replied. It was 
called HIGH SCHOOL. Then heΩŘ kissed her again. 

IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ absolutely right of course. As fresh and exhilarating and 
ƴŜǿ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜƭǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ 
actually known each other for more than a decŀŘŜ ƴƻǿΧ ǎƛƴŎŜ 
ǘƘŜ ŜƛƎƘǘƘ ƎǊŀŘŜΣ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ Ƨƻō ƘŀŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ 



from MetroǇƻƭƛǎ ǘƻ {ƳŀƭƭǾƛƭƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǳƭǎƛǾŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
ƪƛǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦŀǊƳ ōƻȅ ǿƘƻΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƪƛƴŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 
and now, after all the trials and tribulations, it had finally paid off. 
It really was just that Ψsimple.Ω 

By the time she was through in the shower that nameless tune in 
her head had turned into full-fledged humming of what might 
ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ Ψ²ŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ {ǳƴǎƘƛƴŜΩ ŀǎ she brushed out her hair and 
ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ about her hairstyle; or 
relative lack of one as the case might be. 

Once upon a time, back when winning the attention of her farm 
ōƻȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎƳΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƎƻƴŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 
her way to keep up with the latest styles. But in the years since 
ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ƘŀŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŦǳƴŎǘionality and 
simplicity. How many hours had she spent on bleaching her hair 
as a teenager and primping to get it to lie just so anyway? 

Her hairstyle had been one of the first victims of her more func-
tional outlook. She had bleached it back to blonde one last time 
ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ; she had needed to look as she had 
before Lionel Luthor destroyed her world one last time for her 
videotaped testimony against himΤ ōǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ƭŜǘ 
it grow back into her natural light brown. As to the style; others in 
her circle might feel the need to blow fifty bucks on a supposed 
designer do, but to her mind you got pretty much the same re-
sults for $14.95 at the GreatClips down the street. 

Yet, today she was feeling the need to spruce herself up a bit 
more than usual; as she had done so long ago at the Smallville 
High Spring FormalΦ bƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛǾŜΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ 
ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƳŜƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘǎ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ 
wanted to make herself look as beautiful on the outside as Clark 
made her feel on the inside. 

No doubt about it, she was in love. Not just with Clark Kent; which 
was a given; but amazingly enough with her whole entire screwed 
up life. !ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΚ 

She had a job as an investigative reporter for the Daily Planet; the 
job ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ having for as long as she could remember 
and how could you not love that? Some might wonder; why in this 
age of instant news anytime and anywhere that anyone would still 
ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇǊƛƴǘ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊΚ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜ Ƴƛǎǎing the point. Any 
hack on the twenty-four hour cable news or the internet could get 
the story first. An investigaǘƛǾŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊΩǎ Ƨƻō ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ the story 
right and a print investigative reportŜǊΩǎ Ƨƻō ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ the story 
right for posterityΦ LŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ written down, then it never hap-
pened and unlike the internet; where stories were here today and 
gone tomorrow like soap bubbles amidst the vast oceans of in-
formation; a real solid copy of a story was something more endur-
ƛƴƎΦΦΦ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜŀƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǇŜople lived forever to share their 
memories of times past. Someone had to record what happened 
so that people years from now would be able to sayΣ Ψthis is the 
truth of what actually hapǇŜƴŜŘΦΩ 

Yƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ hate mail on her list of things to love, 
either. Some might find it strange, but Lois loved getting hate 
mailΧ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƛǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ first had started working at a news-
paper back in junior high. [ƻƛǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀŎŎǳǎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǎǘo-
ries lightly so any hate mail she received probably meant that her 
investigation was stepping on the toes of someone who probably 
needed to have them stepped on in the first place. So it really 
ƳŜŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƘŀǘŜ Ƴŀƛƭ ŦǊƻƳ 
her fellow reporters Χ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻpped her 
week if not for Clark. The e-mails had started pouring in from 
some of her fellow reporters yesterday afternoon once it leaked 
ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ψ{ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΩ ƘŀŘ yet again given an 
exclusive interview to Clark and herself regarding the events of 
the last two days. 

Well, what did they expect ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊŀǎƘƛƴƎ Ψ{u-
perƳŀƴΩ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ? Lois asked herself as she set about brushing 
her teeth. The hate mail had pretty much boiled down into one 
very illustrative complaint; the claim that Superman was playing 
favorites and using them because they had been supporting him 



since his debut instead of bashing him like every other member of 
the media had done. 

Lƴ ǎƘƻǊǘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ 
that the story had broken the other way they were stuck on the 
outside looking in and were griping about it. This was especially 
funny given that what they were really griping about was that she 
and Clark had been consistent and that consistency had apparent-
ly paid off. The vast majority of the media was eating crow this 
morning over their speculations that Superman was really a vigi-
lante/alien conqueror and Lois thought it served them right be-
cause the headline of the Daily Planet this morning just about said 
it all. 

ΨI9whΗΩ ǘƘŜ ōƻƭŘ ōƭƻŎƪ ƭŜǘǘŜǊǎ proclaimed above the stunning pic-
ture taken by Jimmy Olsen during the final battle with Brainiac; a 
ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƘǳŘŘƭŜŘ ƛƴ ŦŜŀǊ ŀǎ Ψ{ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΩ ǎŜƭŦƭŜǎǎƭȅ 
interposed himself between them and the massive blast of energy 
ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ After yesterday only the truly de-
ranged could honestly doubt that ΨSupermanΩ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘŜǊƻΦ 

More accurately Clark was the hero, which was another thing she 
loved. She was one of a select few people who knew the truth; 
that ΨSupermanΩ was nothing more than a costume Clark Kent put 
on so he could use his powers to help people without drawing at-
tention to his real life; to his friends and family. 

aȅ ōƻȅŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ŀ ǎǳǇŜǊƘŜǊƻ, Lois thought as she suppressed the 
urge to bounce up at down with glee at the thought. 

Best of all about the whole article ƛƴ [ƻƛǎΩ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ 
been given a second chance to do it right; which was not some-
thing that happened often in any aspect of life. The first time she 
and Clark had written an inǘŜǊǾƛŜǿ ǿƛǘƘ Ψ{ǳǇŜrƳŀƴΩ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 
ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ŀŦŦŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾŜ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǎe-
ŎǊŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ψ{ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΩ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ 
greatest thing since sliced bread resulted in the questions being 
pretty much softballs. 

In the months since then Lois had rewritten that story a hundred 
times over in her head, so when the opportunity actually pre-
sented itself to do another interview without drawing suspicion to 
/ƭŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ Ψ{ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΩ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ 
was halfway done in her head before she and Clark even sat down 
to discuss it. 

First and foremost was ǘƘŜ ǊŜōǳǘǘŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǊƎŜǎ ƛƴ [ŜȄΩǎ Ƙƛǘ 
piece that had appeared the day after their first interview. This 
time they included virtually the entire story, the good and the 
bad; leaving out only the time frame that Ψ{uǇŜǊƳŀƴΩ Ƙŀd been on 
Earth and that Kal-El was just his Kryptonian name as opposed to 
his real name. Yes, Kal-El was an alien from the now destroyed 
world of Krypton and yes, Brainaic came from Krypton as well. His 
father, Jor-El, had sent Brainiac and Kal-El to Earth in order to 
conquer it. Kal-El had arrived first, but after living among the 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻŦ 9ŀǊǘƘ ƘŜ ǊŜƧŜŎǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ Ǉƭŀƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ 
thwart it. Ψ{ƻƴǎ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǊŜōŜƭ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊǎΣΩ the interview 
had quoted Kal-El as saying; a sentiment that Lois hoped even Lex, 
whose conflict with his father Lionel had shaped his entire life, 
could relate to and hopefully take to heart. 

Despite the pain her ex-boyfriend had put her through recently 
Lex had been a true friend during those first tumultuous years 
back in Metropolis. ¢Ƙŀǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ 
been willing to forgive his brutal breakup with her; though admit-
ǘŜŘƭȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ƘǳǊǊȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘat. If 
Lex was serious about wanting forgiveƴŜǎǎ ŀǎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ 
to be the one to prove it. More than anything it pained Lois that 
Lex could be friends with Clark and herself and yet see Superman 
as such a grave threat. Hopefully the last few days would help him 
to see the light. 

So yes, all things considered her whole crazy mixed up life was 
something Lois found herself loving a whole lot. Yet all of the 
above was not what had her so giddy this morning. What had her 
so giddy was that in about two hours, after putting in a perfuncto-



ry appearance at work, she and Clark would be going on their first 
kinda-sorta unofficialΧ date. She fought the urge to bounce up 
and down again, but only just barely. 

More specifically, they were going to get a better to look at the 
Fortress that had been bequeathed to him by Brainiac. 

The Fortress existed in a whole separate universe; inside a tesse-
ract to be exact. If you had a doctorate in quantum mechanics 
ȅƻǳΩŘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǘŜǎǎŜǊŀŎǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ƛƴŦƛƴƛǘŜ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜŘ ǿƛǘh-
in a finite area; in this case an apparently two dimensional plane 
just inside the roof access door of the Daiƭȅ tƭŀƴŜǘΦ LŦ ȅƻǳΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ 
ǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ŦƛŎǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ [ƻƛǎ ƘŀŘΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƪƴƻǿ 
it worked pretty much like 5ƻŎǘƻǊ ²ƘƻΩǎ TARDIS; it was bigger on 
the inside than it was on the outside. 

A LOT bigger. Big enough to more than warrant the mental capita-
lization she gave to the Fortress. {ƘŜΩŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŀ ōǊƛŜŦ look at its 
ƭŀȅƻǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ōǊŀƛƴǿŀǎƘŜŘ ōȅ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎ and the fact of 
the matter was that the Fortress wasƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōƛƎΧ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ beyond 
even the word colossal. She was thinkƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƛƴǾŜƴǘ 
a new word just to describe how big it was. The entry hall alone 
was big enough to hold a football stadium and the miles-high ob-
servation deck where they had watched the unfolding battle be-
tween BraiƴƛŀŎΩǎ 9ǊŀŘƛŎŀǘƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¦Φ{Φ !ǊƳȅ hadƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜŜƴ 
a quarter of the way up the main tower. It was a place so vast that 
the elevators, if the place had conventional elevators, would need 
four digits and the floor space of a single level could be measured 
using square miles. 

It was, she had been told by Kelex, a perfect reproduction of 
/ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ŀncestral home; a massive arcology that had once been 
home to one of the three great ruling houses of Krypton; the 
House of El. Tens of millions had lived there once. Now all that 
was left was a shadow; an empty shell filled with ghosts, wonders, 
and possibly horrors, beyond counting. 

And Clark was the only one with the key. The portal into that For-
tress opened only for Kryptonians. Unless Clark was holding the 
portal open himself you were just pounding your fist against a 
concrete wall trying to get in. For all the jokes made when they 
were kids about the loft in his barn bŜƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ΨCƻǊǘǊŜǎǎ ƻŦ {ƻƭƛǘǳŘŜΩ 
this place could really be such a place. If Clark went in on his own, 
there would be no one else who could go in after him to bring him 
out. 

²ƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ƻƴ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ 
when he went back into the Fortress. Okay, that and her insatia-
ble curiosity for all things bizarre. The simple fact of the matter 
though was that, regardless of its origins, the Fortress was a solid 
and tangible link to where Clark had come from and he had so 
many questions about that alien world. Without someone to bring 
him back down to earth she worried, probably totally irrationally 
she was willing to admit, that he might get himself lost in that 
alien world. 

Mostly though it was just a chance to spend some time with Clark 
in a place where neither of them had to wear masks; a place 
where Clark ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ who he was and she could act just 
a little bit more like the girl he used to know. There was just 
something about having your identity violated by a god-like alien 
artificial intelligence that made you appreciate just being yourself 
a little more. 

Lois was rummaging through her refrigerator and only belatedly 
reƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘǊǳƭȅ Ŝdible in it 
two days ago either; unless she wanted to risk something that 
looked like it might be growing bluish fur; when her doorbell 
buzzed. She looked up at the time on her radio, 7:27 A.M., and 
wondered who could possibly be trying to visit her at this hour. 

The thought that it might be Clark coming by early to surprise her 
buoyed her steps as she went to the door and peaked through the 
peephole at who might lie beyond. She sagged slightly as she saw 



that it was not Clark visible through the fish-eye lens. It was a girl. 
{ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘŜƴΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΤ [ƻƛǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŜƴǘ 
enough time around kids recently to really be able to guess with 
any degree of accuracy. Still, the girl looked vaguely familiar to 
Lois; she was dressed in camouflage pants and a leather jacket 
that looked about two sizes too big for her and her blonde hair 
was pulled back into a short ponytail. 

She tried to remember where she might have met a girl that age 
before. She knew one of the families in the building had a daugh-
ǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ DƛǊƭ {Ŏƻǳǘǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ōƻȄŜǎ ƻŦ ¢Ƙƛƴ 
Mints off her a few years ago, but she was pretty sure that girl 
had been a brunette. IŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ, she was 
ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ǎƴŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎ 
though. 

Whatever the reason was for her being at her door, the girl 
seemed to be quite nervous; she was fidgeting from one foot to 
the other and looking back and forth along the hallway of the 
apartment building ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǇǳƴŎƘŜŘ [ƻƛǎΩ ŘƻƻǊōŜƭƭ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 5ŜŎƛŘƛƴƎ 
ǘƘŀǘΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǘƘǊŜŀǘ, Lois unlocked 
her door and opened it. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ [ƻƛǎ [ŀƴŜΚέ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǇǊŜŀƳōƭŜΦ 

ά¦ƳΣ ȅŜŀƘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ hƪŀȅΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ ŘƻƻǊ 
at random. 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ /ƘƭƻŜ {ǳƭƭƛǾŀƴΚέ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ Ŏƻntinued. 

Despite her recent thoughts about just being yourself Lois found 
herself completely thrown by the question, though for reasons far 
more practical than philosophical. While her former identity 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǘƻǇ ǎŜŎǊŜǘΣ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ 
knowledge category ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ ά²Ƙƻ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΚέ Lois demanded. 

άL ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻǳǊǘ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ά{ƻ ŀǊŜ 
ȅƻǳΚέ 

Lois just nodded. There was no point in really denying it, but now 
ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ 
ƎƛǊƭ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǳǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻƭŘ ƴŀƳŜ ƛƴ ŜƛƎƘǘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘis 
girl would have been in pre-school at best at that time. 

άAnd your father was DŀōǊƛŜƭ aΦ {ǳƭƭƛǾŀƴΚέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ 
needed to get whatever it was out as quickly as possible lest she 
lose her nerve. 

Lois felt a tinge of loss at the sound of her dead ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ 
bit of annoyance at the girl for having brought it up. 

ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƛŘΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧƭƻǿ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǘƻǊǊŜƴǘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜΩŘ 
been waiting a lifetime to be able to say them. 

άLΩƳ [ǳŎȅΧ Lucy MonroeΧ ŀnd if Gabriel Sullivan was your fa-
therΧ then LΩƳ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦέ 

* * *  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER TWO: 
QUESTIONS 

 

It took a moment for conscious thought to return to LoisΩ ƳƛƴŘΦ 
{ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘΦ 

ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΚέ [ƻƛǎ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƛŦ LΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ 
suspiciously as she recovered. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŀƭŦ-ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ άaȅ ƳƻƳΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǿŀǎ 
WǳƭƛŜ aƻƴǊƻŜΦέ 

That name seemed vaguely familiar to Lois and she struggled to 
remember where she might have heard it. Yet, distracting her 
from that train of thought was that she had also caught the tense 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ 

ά²ŀǎΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά{ƘŜΧ ǳƳΣ ŘƛŜŘΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǎŀƛŘΤ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ōŜǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ŦŀƛƭƛƴƎ ƳƛǎŜǊŀōƭȅΣ 
to keep the emotion from her voice with a suspiciously familiar 
roll of her eyes. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎΧΚέ 

άSiȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣέ [ǳŎȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

[ƻƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜƳǇŀǘƘƛȊŜΦ {ƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǇŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ 
ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŀƴŘΣ ƛŦ ǘhe story Lucy was 
weaving was true, she was doing a lot better job with her emo-
tions than she had. 

άwŜƎŀǊŘƭŜǎǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƪ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ 
about you.έ Her father not telling her about something that im-
portant didnΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀǘ ŀƭl like him. Further, unlike Elle Lane-
Sullivan, the woman who was nominally her mother, Gabe Sulli-
van was not the type of man to walk out on his commitments and 
another child would certainly be such a commitment. 

άOnly if he knew about meΣέ Lucy explained with just a hint of me-
lanŎƘƻƭȅΦ άaƻƳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ 
at all unǘƛƭ ƳƻƳ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΧ beŦƻǊŜΧέ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 
finish; the eye roll said it all. 

That was why she had seemed so familiar, Lois realized as she 
searched ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
ŜŀǊǎΣ ōǳǘ [ǳŎȅ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƘŀŘ ŀ {ǳƭƭƛǾŀƴ ƴƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΧ ǎƘŜ 
ƘŀŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
quite believe it, but she took a step back and to the side, allowing 
the girl to enter through her door. 

άShe said ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳǳŎƪ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎƭƛŘ 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ άIŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŀ ōƛƎ Ƨƻō ƛƴ {ƳŀƭƭǾƛƭƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ōƛƎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΧ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΧ but she 
had a career in Metropolis ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ and she 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŜǎǎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ by making him feel obli-
gated to stayΦέ 

Oh my God, Lois exclaimed to herself as she finally placed the 
name. Julie Monroe. It had been just before her dad had taken 
the job in Smallville at the LuthorCorp plant. SƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ 
early from a half-day at school and walked right in on her father 
having sex with a blonde twenty-something coworker named Julie 
Monroe. She could still feel the awkwardness of that day as the 
image was dredged up in her mind. Her father had of course ex-
ǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ΨǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŜǎΩ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōefore then; albeit in the 
totally clueless fashion that only a single father could manage; but 
ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ ƎǊŀǇƘƛŎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ōefore that day. 



CƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ [ǳŎȅ ƘŀŘ 
ōŜŜƴΧ hƘ DƻŘΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ not want to go there. 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ƻŦŦ 
ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǿǊŜŎƪ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŦƻǊΦ άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘΦΦΦ Well, ac-
tuŀƭƭȅ LΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ǿŀǘŜǊ,έ she said as she recalled the state of her 
refrigerator again. 

άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
main room of [ƻƛǎΩ apartment. 

Lois felt a wave of self-consciousness sweep over her as she took 
a good look around herself at the stray pizza and fast food boxes, 
the piles of old books and papers, and the empty coffee mugs sit-
ting here and there. Yet, most glaring given all the debris on the 
floor and furniture, was the complete absence of any decoration 
on the walls; no pictures or photos or other decorations; no real 
sign that anyone really lived here, because the truth was that she 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛǾŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ IŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƛƭȅ tƭŀƴŜǘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ 
just where she slept. 

ά{ƻΧ ǳƳΣ [ǳŎȅΣέ [ƻƛǎ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜΦ άbƻǘ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ 
ǊǳŘŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ She had a sneaking 
suspicion. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǳƳΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǎŀƛŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΦ άL ǿŀǎ ƪƛƴŘŀΣ ǎƻǊǘŀΧ 
ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘΧέ [ǳŎȅ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŘƛǎǘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ [ƻƛǎΩ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦ ά¢Ƙat L ŎƻǳƭŘΧ ȅΩƪƴƻǿΣ ǳƳΧ come live 
ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

YupΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ, Lois con-
firmed. ά[ƻƻƪΣ ƪƛŘΧ [ǳŎȅΦ aȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ƪƛƴŘŀ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ 
ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƳŜǎǎȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǘ 
her apartment; her one bedroom ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΚέ 

That last part was probably the wrong thing to say Lois realized as 
ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŦŀƭƭΦ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳΚέ 

Lois looked away. Her only living relative was her uncle, General 
Sam Lane, who had just two days ago come back into her life after 
a seven year absence that was mostly her doing. Her hand went 
to the metal dog tags she wore around her neck; a gift from Sam 
that had once belonged to her father. 

Sam ƘŀŘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǎƘƻǊǘƭȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƴƛght before 
ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǳƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǇƻǎǘǇƻƴŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ 
plans for next ǿŜŜƪ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǳƴŜȄǇŜctedly called back 
ǘƻ ²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴΦ {ŀƳ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ aŜǘǊƻǇƻƭƛǎ 
ƭŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜΩŘ ǘǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎŜven years of 
inertia trying to rebuild a relationship between niece and uncle 
was going to take more than just vague promises. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ aƛǎǎ [ŀƴŜΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǎŀƛŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ [ƻƛǎ 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀnǎǿŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ŎŀǊŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ 
one ŜƭǎŜ ǿƘƻΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ƛƴΦέ 

Lois dimly remembered the visits from the Department of Family 
Services after her mother had fled with the police on her heels. 
Iƻǿ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǇŜǊƛƻŘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǳǇǎƛŘŜ Řƻǿƴ ǿƘƛƭŜ 
checking to make sure that her father was capable of taking care 
of his daughter without her mother around. More than anything 
ǎƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎŜƴǘΤ ŀ mean old lady named 
Mrs. Bragah who dropped in unannounced at least once a month 
for the first few years and made derogatory comments about her 
faǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǇŀǊŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ, from the point of view of a six 
year old, ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜƭȅ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ caught 
her dad making some kind of mistake. Intellectually she knew that 
the vast majority of the people involved in Family Services were 
probably dedicated and hard working people, but that early asso-
ciation tainted her emotional reaction to the whole agency. 

άIt took my case worker a month just to get around to tracking 
Řƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣέ [ǳŎȅ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ in an annoyed toneΦ άL ǿŀǎ hop-



ing I could have gone and lived with him, but then he told me that 
he was dead too.έ 

bƻǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ [ƻƛǎΩ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƘǳǊǘΦ She knew that Lucy had never 
known her father, so his death was just an abstract to her, but it 
still hurt to have such a painful memory discussed so casually. 

άAs far as the case worker was concerned that was that. IŜΩŘ ŀl-
ǊŜŀŘȅ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳΩǎ ǎƛŘŜ ǎƻΧ End of 
ǎŜŀǊŎƘΦ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣέ [ǳŎȅ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά{ǘupid jerkΦέ 

ά{ƻ ǘƘŜƴ ƘƻǿΩŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ƳŜΚέ 

άaƻƳ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ DŀōŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLf he was 
gone then I ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ǎƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀǎ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŀǎ L ǿŀǎΣ ǎƻ ƳŀȅōŜΧέ 
{ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ [ƻƛǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ άIt took two months just to 
save up enough money to get a bus ticket out to Smallville to try 
and find yƻǳΦέ 

[ƻƛǎΩ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜƴǘ ǿƛŘŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ 
ǊƛŘŜ ƻƴ ŀ ōǳǎ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΚέ 

άbƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ [ƻƛǎΩ ƎŀȊŜΦ άL ƪƛƴŘŀΧ ŘƛŘ ƛǘ 
ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀǎƪƛƴƎΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ǌŀƴ ŀǿŀȅΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ōŜǿƛƭŘŜǊŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴk-
ƛƴƎΗΚΗέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ȅƻǳ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪΣέ [ǳŎȅ ōƭǳǊǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ 
άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŦƻǳǊ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜǎ ǎƛƴŎŜΧ ǎƛƴŎŜΧ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

The girl sounded desperate. It ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ 
whole life into the notion that if she somehow found some piece 
of real family then ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ōŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘΧ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ 
would be like having her mother back somehow. Lois could relate; 
ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǎŜƴǘiment while hunting down everyone in-
ǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ believed that if she 
could only find them all and make sure they paid for their crimes 

her life would somehow go back to what it had been like before. 
[ƛŦŜΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƘŀǘ way and if Lucy thought 
that Lois was in any way equipped to take in and raise an eleven 
year old girl she was going to be figuring that lesson out for her-
self very soon. 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƴΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŎƻŀȄŜŘΦ She may not be able to 
take the girl in, but the least she could do was listen. 

ά¢ƘŜ ŎƻǇǎ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Family Services took me back before I 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘΣέ [ǳŎȅ ƎǊƛǇŜŘΦ 

[ƻƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭȅ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜǾŜƭŀǘƛƻƴΦ 9ƭŜǾŜƴ ȅŜŀǊ olds 
ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎǳōǘƭŜǘȅΦ hŘŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ 
asked whichever foster parents she had been with at the time to 
take her to Smallville before she attempted to do so on her own. 
There was probaōƭȅ ŀƴ !t. ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ the 
county line. 

άL ŘƛŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǘǳŦŦ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣέ [ǳŎȅ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŘŜŦƛaƴǘƭȅΦ άIΣ ǳƳΧ 
got to see my fatherΩǎ ƎǊŀǾŜ and umΧ did you kƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ 
ƘŜŀŘǎǘƻƴŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜ ƻƴ ƛǘΚέ 

Lois just nodded quietly. Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊƳŀǘƘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ 
ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ bothered to have the headstone bearing the 
name Chloe Sullivan removed from the cemetery. It had seemed 
fitting at the time. 

άCƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ were ŘŜŀŘ ǘƻƻΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ άI went to 
the library and found your obituary with a picture and everything. 
I filled out a request with the County Clerk to see if there was any-
thing else on you or my father, but then the police found me. LΩŘ 
just about given up when, like, a month later I got a letter from 
the ClerkΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ saying that your death certificate had been over-
turnedΧ so I knew you were out there somewhereΦέ 

While Lois would have been just as happy to stay legally dead at 
the time, practical matters had intruded. While the Kents would 



have been more than willing to put her up indefinitely Lois had 
ǿŀƴǘŜŘΧ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΧ her own place; somewhere she could escape 
to and be alone. She had also needed to be able to get her G.E.D. 
and a job; both of which were difficult to accomplish while you 
ǿŜǊŜ ƭŜƎŀƭƭȅ ŘŜŀŘΦ .ŜƛƴƎ ŀƭƛǾŜ ŀƭǎƻ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 
small savings and his life insurance policy which had made all the 
difference in being able to afford classes at Smallville Community 
College. 

άI started spending a lot of time on the internet trying to find 
ǿŀȅǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΧ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴ ǳǇ ƳǳŎƘ,έ [ǳŎȅ Ŏƻn-
ǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άLater I thought of checking the Smallville newspaper for a 
story or something. I mean, itΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ 
ŎƻƳŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ really ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ {ƳŀƭƭǾƛƭƭŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳΚέ [ƻƛǎ 
mumbled to herself. 

άIǳƘΚέ 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ άDƻ ƻƴΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΣέ [ǳŎȅ 
sŀƛŘΦ ά.ȅ ȅƻǳ L ƳŜŀƴ /ƘƭƻŜ {ǳƭƭƛǾŀƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ άL ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ 
Greg and Lisa, my latest foster parents, to let me spend as much 
time as I could at the library. Finally I found a nice lady working 
there, Caroline Mueller, who told me that to get a death certifi-
ŎŀǘŜ ƻǾŜǊǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŎƻǳǊǘ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΦ 
She was helping me look ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƘŀŘ ȅƻǳǊ 
ƴŀƳŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƻ [ƻƛǎ [ŀƴŜΦέ 

And once you made that ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ [ƻƛǎ [ŀƴŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ŝs-
ǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘΦ ά{ƻ ŀƳ L ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻǊ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƻƴŜ ȅƻǳ ǘǊƛŜŘΚέ [ƻƛǎ 
asked. 

[ǳŎȅΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜƴǘ ǿƛŘŜΦ ά{-ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀƳƳŜǊŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ άIƻǿΩŘ 
ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

ά5ŜŘǳŎǘƛǾŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴƛƴƎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ [ƻƛǎ [ŀƴŜǎ 
in Smallville and only two in the Metropolis phone book. The oth-
ŜǊ ƻƴŜΩǎ ŀ Ŧlorist or something down on Des Moines Avenue. She 
ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ ƎŜǘǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ Ƴŀƛƭ ōȅ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘΦέ 

άhƘΣέ [ǳŎȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άLΩƳ ŀƭǎƻ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘŜŘǳŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ 
ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƳŜ ōȅΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ Ǝǳƛƭǘȅ ƭƻok pretty much said it all. 

άwƛƎƘǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ ǘƻ [ǳŎȅΦ ά[ŜǘΩǎ get you 
home before your foster parents have a slight case of abject pan-
icΦέ {ƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǇǳǊǎŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘΦ 

άL ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ aƛǎǎ [ŀƴŜΗέ [ǳŎȅ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΦ 

ά̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ 
explain it to an eleven-ȅŜŀǊ ƻƭŘΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŜƎŀƭ Ǝǳŀrdian and 
ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ŀ ƳƛƴƻǊΦ LΩŘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ōƛƎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
take you back. One thing I know about Family Services is ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ 
big on rules and following them. Tell meΧ do you really think 
ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ōŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǳŀǊŘƛŀƴ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪ as soon as 
I could?έ 

Again Lucy ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŜǘ [ƻƛǎΩ ƎŀȊŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ 
effectively as any words. ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣέ Lucy said sul-
lenly. 

ά̧ ŜŀƘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǊƎŜΦ 
άBut blood only goes so far in a case like this.έ 

!ǎ [ƻƛǎ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƎǳƛŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ 
she found herself wondering if her last comment had been about 
Family SerǾƛŎŜǎΧ ƻǊ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ 

* * *  



It was just before eight in the morning as Clark Kent walked up 
Brighten Drive; a pristine street that was part of a pristine subdivi-
sion in the suburbs of Metropolis. 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ tŜǊǊȅΩǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ 
Lois and Clark the day off, but because the news never waited and 
the traffic situation had left him short-handed, Perry had called 
Clark at his apartment barely two minutes ago about the police 
and coroner being called to 11347 Brighten Drive and if he could 
go check it out. Perry haŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ [ƻƛǎ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ 
ƴƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ /ƭŀǊƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΤ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻbably still dead as-
ƭŜŜǇ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘǿƻ Řŀȅǎ ƻŦ ƴƻǘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŀ 
record four hours of sleep to recover after that particular ordeal. 

Clark could have stopped by and checked he supposed; it would 
have taken all of two seconds. But if Lois really was getting a good 
ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻŀǘƘŜ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǘǳǊō ƛǘΤ ŜǎǇe-
cially for something so routine. His super-ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
picked up one of her nightmare induced screams; which Clark 
took to be a good sign. Besides he was meeting her at the Daily 
Planet in less than an hour and he could wait to see her until then; 
if he used every ounce of his willpower. Compared to the seeming 
ƭƛŦŜǘƛƳŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ, an hour was nothing. 

His father had once warned him that it was impossible to stay 
best ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ 
ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀȊȅΤ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ [ois for years. Indeed, 
though he had shared the secret of his powers with Pete Ross it 
ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ [ƻƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘƻƳ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ 
about the things that really mattered. Even before Pete and Lana 
Lang had drifted out of his life he had grown steadily closer to 
Lois, bound by their shared goals of uncovering the truth and see-
ing that Lionel Luthor faced justice for his crimes. Lois was, with-
out doubt, his best friend. 

Yet now that he was older Clark understood the nuances of his 
ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿƻǊds; it was nearly impossible to stay just best friends 
with a woman because friendship was such a big part of love. It 
was the glue that held a lasting relationship together between the 

peaks and valleys of passion and it was such a small step from 
close friendship to romantic feelings. 

IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
had been moments when it seemed like his friendship with Lois 
could have become something more. Yet, in all those times one or 
ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ right place for it to work just 
then. Mostly it had been his fault, he was more than willing to 
admit. His adolescent hang up on a dream named Lana Lang. But 
ƘŜΩŘ ǿƻƪŜƴ ǳǇ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎƻ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀll it had taken was a 
single ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōƻǘƘ been in the right place and now 
[ƻƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ best friend, she was his girlfriend. 

Girlfriend. Clark had to admit that he liked being able to apply the 
word to Lois. Yet at the same time it felt wholly inadequate to de-
scribe ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻΩŘ ōŜŜƴ Ƙƛs best and most intimate friend 
for almost half his life. He found himself thinking back to the word 
Brainiac had used and actually found one thing he agreed with 
that alien intelligence on. 

!ƳŀǊŀΦ Ψ/ƘƻǎŜƴΩ ƛǎ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜΩŘ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘŜŘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ [ƻƛǎ ōǳǘ, ŀǎ ƘŜΩŘ ǘold 
her, ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΦ There were nuances of eternity 
and infinity; as if across every possibility they had always been 
together and always would be. In the end it was a word easier to 
define by inference; Lois Lane was his Amara. 

It seemed so utterly silly now, but he could still remember how 
ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ just a few 
short months ago. He had carried the knowledge of what that re-
velation had done to his friendship with Pete for years and he had 
come to believe that he was always going to be alone to a certain 
extent; unable to share who he really was with anyone. Pete had 
ƴŜǾŜǊ ǉǳƛǘŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ 
and, though he could withstand many things, Clark could not bear 
the thought that Lois might look at him that way too. He should 
have known better. 



Maybe it was that they were both older thŀƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ Ǌevealed 
his secret to Pete ƻǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘǊƛƴǎƛŎ ǘƻ [ƻƛǎΩ 
character, but even when she stumbled onto his powers she had 
never stopped seeing him as just Clark Kent. That acceptance of 
him had made all the difference these last few months; it gave 
him a strength that his powers alone could not begin to equal; 
Lois was what made him Superman. 

Superman. It was an idea so crazy that only Lois could have come 
up with it. The idea that a brilliant costume on one hand and a 
pair of glasses coupled with a mild manner on the other could al-
low him to hide in plain sight was ridiculous on its face, but so far 
it seemed to be working. Again he should have known better. As a 
trained observer and investigator Lois knew how people looked at 
the world and how most saw only what they wanted to see. 

Indeed, the simplest of disguises seemed to work the best; as Lois 
had demonstrated by hiding behind the simplest disguise of all; a 
name and a career where that name was far more recognizable 
than her face. Clark knew all about the blacklisting efforts by vari-
ous old cronies of Lionel Luthor that made it all but impossible for 
Chloe Sullivan to find work anywhere in the field of journalism, 
but given the fame now associated with the name Lois Lane he 
ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ tƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ ōƻŀǊŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŎǘ ƛŦ 
they were told the truth about just who their star reporter really 
was. 

IŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ ƘŜΩŘ Ǝƻt-
ten from his fellow reporters upon learning that he and Lois had 
scored their second Ψexclusive interviewΩ with Superman. A lot of 
ōƭǳǎǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘǊŀƎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀ ǘhing to 
change. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ΨSupermanΩ had had a lot of choice in the matter ei-
therΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜΩŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŀǘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǎŜŜƳ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ 
as SuperƳŀƴΤ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜǎǘ ǘǊƛŎƪ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƛŦǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
frequency of his x-ray vision down into the visible range so he 

could make his eyes visibly glow; he still preferred to rely on simp-
ly not sticking around long enough to be seen if at all possible. Re-
gardless, as a figment of the imagination it was up to his creators 
to speak for him and that was Lois and himself. Still, all the bluster 
and outrage preceded by the months of distrust and at times out-
right condemnation by the press made Superman coming to them 
for a second time seem ǇƭŀǳǎƛōƭŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƎƻƴŜ 
ahead and written the story. 

It was rather ironic really. When he and Lois had first come up 
ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƎƻƴŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ Řƛs-
ǘŀƴŎŜ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎǊŜŀǘƛƻƴ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
suspect that Superman was just Clark in a costume. It had been 
incredibly frustrating to have to listen to all the attacks from their 
fellow journalists with no real way to respond. Now those same 
journalists had pretty much guaranteed that no one would think 
twice about why Superman would only trust Lois and Clark when 
it came to making statements in the future. 

Not that Clark was planning on making a habit of it. The whole 
point of Superman was to protect his family and friends from 
those looking to exploit his powers or exact revenge for having 
thwarted their plans. If people thought that he or Lois could just 
call up Superman on the phone whenever they needed him that 
would pretty much defeat the whole purpose of the disguise. For 
that reason alone, Superman was going to hold on to the mysti-
que his silence had garnered as much as possible and he and Lois 
were going to be getting their stories the old fashioned way; keep 
their eyes and ears open and ask lots of questions. 

Well, that reason and because Clark ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ƻƴ 
the other side of the story. It was probablȅ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ŘƻƛƴƎΤ ǘƘŜ 
ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŀlways encouraged him to protect his secrets to the 
point that the most Lois had been able to get out of him during an 
interview in high school was that he ŘƛŘƴΩǘ like peasΧ and that 
had come from his momΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ŧƻƴd of being on the receiving 
end of probing questions, but in an effort to keep the story pro-



fessional and keep it from feeling too much like they were just 
making it up as opposed to reporting the news ƘŜΩŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎŀǘ 
down with Lois and let her interview him, as Superman, for real. 

After ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ōȅ [ŜȄΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ their interview 
had gone on to talk about the reasons Kal-El had been sent on his 
mission of conquest; how Kal-El was the last of his people and, 
with Brainiac destroyed, the threat that his people posed to Earth 
was hopefully over. 

ΨIƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅΚΩ Lois had asked. 

Ψ.ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎ ǇǊƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŀt ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ been utterly 
destroyed ǎƻƳŜ ŜǾƛƭǎ ǊŜŦǳǎŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ōǳǊƛŜŘΣΩ he had responded. 
The fact of the matter was that he just didƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ .Ǌŀiniac was 
Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŘȅƛƴƎ ƎŀǎǇ ƻŦ YǊȅǇǘƻƴΣ ŀǎ ƘŜΩŘ ōelieved the A.I. that 
Jor-El had sent with his ship had been before, or whether it was 
just another in the seemingly endless line of evils emanating from 
that dead world. 

ΨEvil is an interesting choice of words. Does that mean you think of 
ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǎ ŜǾƛƭΚΩ Lois had asked off his response. 

Clark had considered that one carefully before answering. Leave it 
to Lois to hit him with that one. 

ΨLΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ Ŝƭǎe, they were a mixture of 
ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ōŀŘΣΩ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ Ψ.ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ .Ǌŀiniac 
was prepared to do in their nameΧ I find it very hard to see the 
ƎƻƻŘΤ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǘŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƳΦΩ 

ΨLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΚΩ Lois had asked. Ψ²Ƙȅ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ 
help people? Are you trying to make up for what your people have 
ŘƻƴŜΚΩ 

Clark smiled at the memory. Leave it to Lois to also always have a 
point to make when asking the hard questions. She knew him so 
well that ǎƘŜΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƪƴƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜƴ 

asked and she knew his answer to the last question would make 
the perfect lead for that next one. 

ΨLƴ ǇŀǊǘΣΩ ƘŜΩŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ Ψaƻǎǘƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ 
the exŀƳǇƭŜ ǎŜǘ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǾƛƭŜƎŜ ƻŦ 
knowing here on Earth. LΩŘ ƳǳŎƘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜǎ ǘƘŀƴ 
negatives. For every evil visited upon Earth by Brainiac there were 
a thousand acts of courage and sacrifice and goodness by the 
people of this city. L ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƎƛŦǘǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ƴŀƪe 
me a hero. Not to sound like a public service announcement, but 
ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƎƛŦǘǎ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ Ƙe-
ǊƻΦΩ 

ΨbƻǿΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣΩ Kal-El had concluded. ΨL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 
ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΦΩ 

Speaking of getting back to work. 

As he rounded the corner Clark could now see the yellow police 
tape which surrounded the otherwise unremarkable home that 
the police had been called to. There was already a small crowd of 
neighbors standing at the edge of the tape; bystanders always 
seemed to be drawn to the possibility of anything morbid. Techni-
cally he was a bystander too, as were the occupants of the KGBS 
news van he spotted around the corner around the corner. The 
difference between him and the people from KGBS and everyone 
else was that they ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƎŀǿƪΤ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ here as part 
of their jobΦ [ƛƪŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΤ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǊǎ ƻǇŜƴΤ ŀǎƪ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ 
questions. 

When it came to the former Clark had some definite advantages 
over his fellow reporters. While everyone else was stuck waiting 
and watching the front of an otherwise unremarkable house, 
/ƭŀǊƪ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ Ǿision seemed to flicker as 
his x-ray vision kicked in and the world suddenly looked like a very 
different place. With nothing in the sky for the energy being emit-
ted by his eyes to reflect off of the bright morning sky became as 
black as pitch to him. At the same time the building became 



ghostly and nearly transparent as the wavelength his eyes were 
emitting penetrated the wood like it was barely there. What it did 
not penetrate so easily was metal and bone. So along with the 
many copper pipes and electrical lines running through the house 
Clark could also see clusters of seemingly florescent skeletons 
standing around inside and two sets that were clearly not going to 
be moving of their own volition ever again. 

With a sound like a rushing wind /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǎǳǇŜǊ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ Ŧocused in 
on the house and the sounds within; To Clark it felt as if his ears 
were actually moving rapidly over the distance between himself 
and where ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ !ŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ƻŦŦ 
the mark. When he focused on a distant point the gravity field 
which gave him many of his powers somehow reached out and 
conducted the sounds vibrations from that distant point to his 
ears rather like a tin can and string telephone could. He suspected 
there was a big subconscious element to it as well; that was the 
only explanation he had for why his hearing seemed to pick up on 
Lois and desperate Ŏŀƭƭǎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǇecifically 
focusing on anything in particular. Regardless of how his hearing 
worked it was currently answering a lot of the questions his x-ray 
vision had given him. 

άWhat do you think, Dan?έ /ƭŀǊƪ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ aŀg-
gie Sawyer ask. It took only a moment for Clark to associate her 
voice with the movements of the slightly shorter skeleton stand-
ing amidst a few others. She was looking down at the two victims 
sprawled on the floor. The big skeleton who shrugged in reply had 
to be Detective Dan Turpin, one of the best investigators in the 
Metropolis PD. His voice an instant later confirmed it. 

ά5ƛǎƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘΧ ŎƭŜŀƴ Ŏǳǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ŘŜŦŜƴǎƛǾŜ ǿƻǳƴŘǎΦ Looks like 
the same M.O. to me Maggie,έ 5ŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƎǊǳŦŦƭȅΦ 

άLΩŘ ŎƻƴŎǳǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǎǎŜǎǎƳŜƴǘΣέ ŀ Ŏƻƻƭ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ 
from another of the skeletons added. Clark almost thought he saw 
Capǘŀƛƴ {ŀǿȅŜǊΩǎ Ƨŀǿ ŎƭŜƴŎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ 

ά{ƻ ƘŜΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ, at best, three days before 
the Toyman leaves us another present,έ aŀƎƎƛŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ƎǊƛm-
ly. She reached over and picked up a framed picture of some sort. 
άDŜǘ ŀƴ !t. ƻǳǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻŎƪ ƛǎ ǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƛŦ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘΧέ 

άHEY KENT!!!έ 

¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ōƻƻƳŜŘ ƛƴ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ŜŀǊǎ ƭƛƪŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻƴ ǎƘƻǘǎ ŀƴŘ, with a 
slight start, the dark and focused world of his x-ray vision and su-
per hearing collapsed into the bright and din-filled world the nor-
mal people around him were experiencing. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ YŜƴǘΚ ¢Ƙƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘoo good to talk to your 
fellow reporters just because you scored a big breakΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŘŜŎi-
dedly masculine voice added as Clark spun around. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 
ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΩǎ ƴŜǿǎ ƴƻǿΦέ 

άhƘΣ ǎǘƻǿ ƛǘ WŀŎƪΣέ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŎƘ ŀ ƳƻǊŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ 
feminine voice. 

άIŜƭƭƻΣ /ŀǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ /ŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜ DǊŀƴǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ƛg-
noring her fellow KGBS reporter Jack Rider. Catherine Grant was 
Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ȅŜŀǊǎ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǎŜƴƛƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊƻƳƛƴŜƴǘ 
junior reporters for GBS News, owing as much to her competent 
portrayal of the news as to her statuesque beauty. 

ά/ƻƴƎǊŀǘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴ ŜȄŎƭǳǎƛǾŜΣέ /ŀǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΤ ǎƳƛǊking 
slightly at the disgruntled look this gave Rider. 

Jack Rider was a tall man in his early-fifties with that meticulously 
groomed and slightly graying hair that seemed to be favored by 
senior reporters everywhere. He was currently top of the heap at 
KGBS and the Metropolis media circles in general. After a quarter 
century on the job he was one of the most well-known figures in 
Metropolis; though among his fellows in the media he was known 
more for his arrogance and string of failed marriages than the 
hard-hitting interviews and investigations the general public knew 
him by. 



And he was clearly irritated about the Superman interview, Clark 
noted. He was probably wondering why Superman had over-
looked ǘƘŜ ΨKing of the Metropolis NewsΩ in favor of a couple of 
print reporters. Lois would be thrilled. 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ /ŀǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ as she pulled Clark 
away from Rider. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƭŜŜǇ at the moment. The last 
ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴΧ ƘŜŎǘƛŎΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
know exactly how to discuss Lois with Cat. IŜΩŘ gone on three 
dates with Cat while trying to get over his feelings for Lois back 
when she had been dating Lex Luthor and though he and Cat had 
agreed to be friends, bringing up your new girlfriend/Amara with 
someone ȅƻǳ ƻƴŎŜ ŘŀǘŜŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƪƻǎƘŜǊΦ 

άIŜŎǘƛŎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀΧ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΧ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘΣέ /ŀǘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά!Ǉo-
calyptic is how most people would describe a rain of fire and an 
invasion of super-powered robots. So what are you doing out here 
ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ 

άtŜǊǊȅ called about the police and a coroner being called out here 
ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ōŜ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ 

άtǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƘŜǊŜΣέ /ŀǘ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ 

άL ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƪƴeǿ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘȅΩǎ wƛŘŜǊ 
ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻƻΚέ 

/ŀǘ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά!Ǉparently someone upstairs pointed out that he 
ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ŀ ƳŀƧƻǊ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƛƴ months and that his reputation as 
top reporter in the city might be slipping.έ {ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǎƭȅ ƎǊƛƴΦ 
άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ 
Anyway, I thiƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ƭƻƻkƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎǘƻǊȅΧ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ 
ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ΨKing.Ω I tried telling him that this is a totally rou-
tine murder; probably some houseǿƛŦŜ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ 
ŎƘŜŀǘŜŘ ƻƴΤ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎted in being logical at 
thŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦέ 

άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ŀ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊΣέ Clark 
pointed out. 

άhƘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴΣέ /ŀǘ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƎǊŜǿ ǳǇ ƛƴ {Ƴŀƭlville, 
ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŀƠǾŜΦέ 

άbƻΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǘƛƴƎŜ ƻŦ ƳŜƭŀƴŎƘƻƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ƻŦ 
the matǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŦŀǊ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ŘŜŀǘƘǎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ 
just a quarǘŜǊ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ƻƭŘΦ άL ƎǳŜǎǎ just I prefer to not let them 
beŎƻƳŜ ǎǘŀǘƛǎǘƛŎǎΦέ 

άbƻōƭŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΣέ /ŀǘ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΦ ά.ǳǘ that way lies expensive ses-
ǎƛƻƴǎ ƻƴ ŀ ǎƘǊƛƴƪΩǎ ŎƻǳŎƘΦ aŜǘǊƻǇƻƭƛǎ had a homicide about once 
every eighteen hours ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ƳŀƴΩǎ 
inhumanity to man to identify with and remain sane. Though at 
least ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ and death into a 
ten second blurb for the evening newsΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ. άTƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ 
ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀǊǊŀƴǘΦέ 

ά²ŜΩƭƭ ǎŜŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ 
name Captain Sawyer had used; the Toyman. This was definitely 
not a ΨroutineΩ murder. He needed to find out more. 

άTƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻǳǊ ŎǳŜΣέ /ŀǘ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦǊont door to the home 
opened and police and a pair of paramedics leading a body-bag 
laden gurney emerged. He could feel the silent gasp of the crowd 
as a second pair of paramedics and the second body-bag emerged 
after them; marking it as more than a simple domestic distur-
bance gone bad. /ƻƳƳǳƴƛǘƛŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ .ǊƛƎƘǘŜƴ 5ǊƛǾŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǎǳp-
ǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ 
the neighbors were trying to tell themselves. 

With a grace that belied his large frame Clark slid through the 
crowd towards the police line. As he approached he could hear 
the gaggle of his fellow reporters firing questions at Captain 
Sawyer and Detective Turpin as they emerged from the house as 
well. 



ά{ƻǊǊȅ ŦƻƭƪǎΗέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊǎΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ 
comments on this matter at this time. I will give you a statement 
Řƻǿƴǘƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƴƻƻƴΦέ 

¢ƘŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƪŜǇǘ 
shouting questions at Sawyer. Clark reluctantly joined them with 
one of his own. 

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ {ŀǿȅŜǊΗέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎ ŘƛƴΦ ά! 
ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜΚέ 

Sawyer turned and regarded him from a distance as if evaluating 
her options before walking over towards him and the police line. 

ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ YŜƴǘΣέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇΦ άL ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ 
tƛƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƳƻǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƳŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ 
ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎΦέ 

Clark leaned forward and quietly said a single word. 

ά¢ƻȅƳŀƴΦέ 

Clark saw Sawyer clench her teeth as she bit back a curse and he 
ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŎƻǊŜŘΦ She lifted the yellow tape and grabbed him by 
the arm to pull him through, much to the consternation of his fel-
low reporters. Clark looked back for a moment and, seeing Cat 
and Rider still in the pack, locked eyes with Rider and threw him a 
jaunty salute. The expression Rider returned was priceless. 

Lois is definitely starting to rubbing off on me, Clark thought as 
Sawyer led him up by the house. hƪŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ 
ǘǊǳŜΧ [ƻƛǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊǳōōƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ƻƴ ƘƛƳ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƳŜǘΦ 
IŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜ ŀ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊ ǘƻŘŀȅ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
opened his eyes to the world of journalism back in high school. 

άhƪŀȅΣέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŜȄŀǎǇŜǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƻƴŜ ƻƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎŜr-
ǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŜŀǊǎƘƻǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜƭƭƻǿ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊǎΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ 
ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 

άhƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘǎΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǎƛƳǇƭy. 

ά²ƘŜƴ L ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻǎŜ ƭƛǇǎ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƘŜǿ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
ŀǎǎ ƻŦŦΣέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜΧ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΦ 5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ 
macabre nature ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΣ /ƭŀǊƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ƎǊƛƴ ŀǘ 
the mental image of Sawyer trying to bend over backwards that 
she had just provided him. 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΚέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

/ƭŀǊƪ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ Ȅ-ray vision and 
heard with his super-hearing and prepared to bluff his way into 
ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻƴŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ 
time when someƻƴŜΩǎ ƘŀŎƪŜŘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ǘƻ ǇƛŜŎŜǎΦέ 

άYesΣέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘ ƎǊƛƳƭȅΦ ά[ƻƻƪΣ ǘƘŜ CŜŘǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ the 
specifics of this getting out and the Mayor is applying every ounce 
of political clout he can muster into keeping this quiet; the last 
thing he wants is for his city to have the same reputation as Go-
tham.έ 

She glanced apprehensively over at a pair of dark suited individu-
als conferring off to one side, but seemed to reach a conclusion in 
ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƳƛƴŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ LΩƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƛǎ 
off the record until we catch this guy, unŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΚέ 

Clark just nodded firmly. {ŀǿȅŜǊΩǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŜŀŦŦƛǊƳation of 
the unspoken relationship he and Lois had managed to cultivate 
wiǘƘ ǘƘŜ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǳƴŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ /ƻǳncilman Roberts 
ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴǘŜǊƴ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ 
before going to public with their storyΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ 
John Corbin and several other less high profile cases. In short, 
they had developed a reputation of playing ball with the police 
and the police returned the favor. 



ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΣέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ōŜƎŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƎƘΦ ά¢Ƙis is the second time 
ǿŜΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ murdered ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ just the most re-
cent escalation of a very sick baǎǘŀǊŘ ǿƘƻΩǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ 
the Toyman. The worst is coming in a few daysΦέ 

ά²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ Ƙƛǎ presentΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ 

Sawyer grimaced ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀǘ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳation. άLǘΩǎ 
the reason we call him the Toyman, Mr. Kent. Like I said, killing 
the couple is a recent addition. His primary targets are children. 
At first children would simply go missƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩŘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ŦŜǿ 
days later, strangled and dumped, but always with a toy next to 
the body. Our Feds over there think that shows signs of a con-
ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƎǳƛƭǘΣ ōǳǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŀŎǘǳŀƭ ŎƻƴǎŎƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
ƪŜŜǇ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 
slaughtering people ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

ά!ƴȅ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άL ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻȅ ƭŀōŜƭΧ ǎƻƳŜ ŀǎǎŜƳōƭȅ ǊeǉǳƛǊŜŘΣέ 
{ŀǿȅŜǊ ŘŜŀŘǇŀƴƴŜŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ my nerves talking. LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ 
our good agents have a theory about the deeply disturbed psy-
chological problems that drive this individual, but my deep analy-
ǎƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ŎƻƭŘ-blooded monster who deserves a bullet in 
the brain. Regardless, the child who should be in that home is 
ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴΩǎ aΦhΦ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀǘ Ƴƻǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ 
days before a little boy named Bobbie Granger is murdered and 
dumped.έ 

ά5ƻŜǎ ƘŜΧΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ōŜƎŀƴΦ Iƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ 
he knew the statistics as well as anyone. 

άbƻΧ ǘƘŀƴƪ DƻŘΣέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ only mercy in 
all of this. None of his victims have shown any signs of molesta-
ǘƛƻƴΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎŜȄΦέ 

Sawyer again looked over at the two FBI agents before continuing. 
άIoƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǿƘƻ ōǊŜŀƪǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŀǎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǎƻ 

long as we find Bobbie in time. L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ .ƻb-
ōƛŜΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƻȅ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΦέ 

άaƻǘƘŜǊΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΧέ ƘŜ ƭooked over at the am-
bulance where the bodies of the two victims lay. 

άbƻΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀƴ 
addict on her second attempt at rehab who claims she doesƴΩǘ 
even know who the father is, but no parent deserves thisΦέ 

She ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ŀǘ /ƭŀǊƪΦ άL ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǳǎŜ ŀ ƳƛǊŀŎƭŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ 
now, Mr. Kent. You did not hear me say this but, vigilante or not, 
LΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ {ǳǇŜrƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜƭǇ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ȅƻǳ 
ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΚέ 

άL ŎŀƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǎƪƛƴƎΣέ 
Clark replied as he recalled his earlier musings about people trying 
to get a hold of Superman through Lois and himself. His comment 
just now was truthful in its own way, but it also served to dis-
suade Captain Sawyer from trying to regularly contact Superman 
through him. 

άtƛǘȅΣέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΦ άLŦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘȅ LΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ Řeputize 
ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦέ 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƳŜƭƛƎƘǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ 
ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά{ǘƛƭƭΣ ƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǎǳǇŜǊ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ. If you yell loud enough 
ƘŜΩƭƭ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳΦ IŜŎƪΣ ƘŜ Ƴŀȅ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ 
ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

ά̧ ŜŀƘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǊƻōƻǘƛŎ ŀƭƛŜƴ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊƻǊǎ ƻǊ ƎŀƴƎ ƭƻǊŘǎ 
with arsenals bigger than some small countries. Do you really 
think someone like Superman has the time to deal with something 
as small time as this?έ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ŀǎked. 

άI ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ L ǿŜǊŜ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴ LΩŘ make ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ǿƛǎƘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ raƴŎƘΣέ aŀƎƎƛŜ ŘŜŀd-
ǇŀƴƴŜŘΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦέ 



άLƴ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀǎe, is there aƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴΚέ 
/ƭŀǊƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά! ƭƛǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎ would be a good startΦέ 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊǘǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀl-
ready looking for commonalities, but LΩƭƭ slip you an e-mail of it as 
soon as L ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άDƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪΣ aǊΦ 
YŜƴǘΦέ 

άWeΩƭƭ Řƻ ƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǾƻǿŜŘΦ He may not need to break out 
ǘƘŜ ŎǊƛƳǎƻƴ ŎŀǇŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ΨǎƳŀƭƭ ǘƛƳŜΩ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ 
was definitely a job for Superman. 

* * *  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER THREE: 
TONGUES 

 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǿŜƭƭΦ Lǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎΣέ 
John Henry Irons remarked, mostly to himself, as he poured over 
the results of the latest round of performance trials. Practically 
the entire city had the day off today, more due to the transporta-
tion snarl the evacuation had caused with the roads than any real 
damage done by Brainiac itself, but not Dr. Irons. Not when you 
ǿŜǊŜ [ŜȄ/ƻǊǇΩǎ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻƴŜ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛŦƛŎ ŜȄǇŜǊǘ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŜǿ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ 
each day by helicopter. 

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ [ŜȄ [ǳǘƘƻǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǳǎǳŀƭ 
tone of curiosity as he walked down onto the main floor of Dr. 
LǊƻƴǎΩ ƭŀōΦ [ŜȄ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ {ƛƴŎŜ Ƙƛǎ 
work was his life, he made his home in the virtual mansion that 
existed atop the LexCorp Building. 

ά¢ƘŜ ŜƴŘƻ-frame reproduction was able to maintain balance on 
an uneven incline ŦƻǊ нΦос ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘǊƛŀƭΣέ 5ǊΦ 
Irons remarked, not looking up from the screen where various 
graphs and charts were displayed. Just beyond him; in the center 
of the room an object that looked rather like a pair of mechanical 
pants lay in a jumble on the floor. άLΩƳ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘǊŀŎƪ 
in configuring the gyrosŎƻǇƛŎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜŜƪΧ ǘŜƴ Řŀȅǎ 
on the outside and L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ǳƴŀǎǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ 
Of course the real challenge is going to be slaving the gyroscopics 
ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ ƴŜǳǊŀƭ ǇŀǘǘŜǊƴǎ ƻƴŎŜ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ 
ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ǊŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ŘƻǿƴΧέ 

ά!ǎ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΣέ [ŜȄ ōŜƎŀƴ ŎŀƭƳƭȅΣ άL ōe-
ƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƻǊƛǘȅ ǎŜǘ ŦƻǊ ǊŜǾŜǊǎŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ 
ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ 5ǊΦ LǊƻƴǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ άLǘ ƛǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀΧ ǎƛŘŜ-
project. One I believe will be far more profitable in the long run. 

The possibilities for advanced prosthetics presented by the Metal-
lo unit are tremendous. How much would you pay for a fully func-
ǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǇǊƻǎǘƘŜǘƛŎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǎǘΧ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΧ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŜȄŀm-
ple? A prosthetic that moved in accordance with your every 
thought just like the old one and could even transmit the sense of 
touch back?έ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎΣ 5ƻŎǘƻǊΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦ ²ŜƭƭΣέ 5ǊΦ LǊƻƴǎ ŎƻǳƎƘŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ aeǘŀƭƭƻΩǎ 
structure is virtually impervious to conventional cutting tools. 
²ƘƛƭŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƭŜŀƎǳŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Brainiac entityΣ ƛǘΩǎ 
still some pretty formidable stuff. We can barely scratch, much 
less cut through the material, but I was finally able to open the 
unit ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ƨƻƛƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŀƳǎ ōȅ ǳǎƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƻƴƛŎ ǎŎǊŜǿŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǘƻΧέ 

άΧ ŀ ǎƻƴƛŎ ǎŎǊŜǿŘǊƛǾŜǊΚέ [ǳǘƘƻǊ ƛƴǘŜǊǊupted with a look of incre-
dulity. 

άLǘ ǳǎŜǎ ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǿŀǾŜǎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻǎŜƴ ƻǊ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴ ǎŎǊŜǿǎ ŀƴŘ 
other fasǘŜƴŜǊǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻōƧŜŎǘΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƛn-
vent it specifically for the purpose of studying Metallo over 
ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ IŜ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŜǊǘ ƳŜtallic limbs and torso lying in 
pieces on one of the lab tables. 

The head of course was elsewhere. Dr. Irons had detected signs of 
brain activity inside the metallic skull and so, rather than risk the 
monstrosity that used to be John Corbin coming back to life due 
ǘƻ 5ǊΦ LǊƻƴΩǎ ǇǊƻbing, Mr. Luthor had ordered the head removed, 
locked in a padded steel box and placed in the most secure vault 
he had access to. Lex ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿƴ exactly how Dr. Irons had got-
ten that head off before now. 

άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴƛŎ 5ƛǎŎƻƳōƻōǳƭŀǘƻǊΣέ 5ǊΦ 
Irons continued. 



άL ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƛŘŜ-trip has something to do with the apparent 
lack of ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎ ƛƴ ǊŜǾŜǊǎŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎΚέ [ŜȄ 
asked. 

ά¸ŜǎΦ ²ŜƭƭΣέ 5ǊΦ LǊƻƴǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƛǎ ǘhat 
based on past experience most forms of directed energy devices 
ŀǊŜ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ŦǊŀƎƛƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ ǳǎŜ ŀ ǎƻn-
ic screwdriver on them. It might shatter any number of compo-
nents and thereby render the ability to discern exactly how the 
ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ǿƻǊƪǎ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦέ 

άL ƴƻǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǎǳŎƘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴŎȅ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǊƻƻǘƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ǳƴƛǘΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŎŀǾƛǘȅ ƻǊ ƭƻŎƻƳƻǘƛǾŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΣέ [ŜȄ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 
ƎǊƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƎǊŜǿ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎΣ 
Doctor. I think we can risk one of them in an exploratory exercise. 
LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎǎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦέ 

With that Lex Luthor turned and walked away leaving a rather 
shocked looking Dr. Irons in his wake. 

* * *  

hŦǘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻōǎŜǊǾŀǘƛƻƴ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǾŜǊƭƻƻƪŜŘ 5ǊΦ LǊƻƴǎΩ ƭŀō ǿŀǎ 
filled with students; either on a field trip from grade school or 
graduate students that had come to listen and observe one of Dr. 
LǊƻƴǎΩ Ƴŀƴȅ ƭŜctures on any number of scientific discoveries. To-
day, however, it held a very different guest. 

άIŜΩǎ ǎǘŀƭƭƛƴƎΣέ /ongressman Lana Lang remarked as Lex joined 
her in observation room. She was standing near the back with the 
lights off; in the shadows where she seemed strangely at home. 
She had watched the whole exchange between Dr. Irons and him-
self; silently observing in the manner that had become her cus-
tom. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ǘƻŘŀȅ or even tomorrow. 
IŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣέ [ŜȄ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ 
he could smell the scented perfume in her shampoo. Lana tensed 
as he did so, but she did not move away. 

[ŜȄ ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘΤ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ 
space invaded; but she would not give him the victory, however 
small, of letting him get to her. Lana understood that it was one of 
his power games; a way of trying to assert dominance over her; 
but she would have none of it. No one else knew Lex Luthor the 
way she did. 

ά.ǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǎƻΣ ōŀǊ ƴƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǳn-
tryΣέ [ŜȄ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άtrobably the woǊƭŘΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ 
the profitabilƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǎǘƘŜǘƛŎǎ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƘŜΩǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
ƘŜƭǇ ŎƻǳƴǘƭŜǎǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎǊƛǇǇƭŜŘ ƭŜŀŘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ƭƛǾŜǎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ƛƴ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ǘƛƳŜǎ LΩŘ ŀǇǇƭŀǳŘ Ƙƛǎ social consciousness and de-
Ǿƻǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƭƛƴŜΣέ [ŀna replied. 

άΧ.ǳǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ǘƛƳŜǎΣέ [ŜȄ 
finished for her. 

The last two days were a case in point. Mankind had known for 
months now that it was no longer alone in the vast blackness of 
space, but the past two days had been a potent reminder that the 
blackness had savage teeth. Though even Lex could not deny that 
Kal-El, the so-ŎŀƭƭŜŘ Ψ{ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΣΩ ƘŀŘ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊƻ ƛƴ 
stopping the Brainiac entity, unlike others, he was not content to 
let that showboating alien be their sole line of defense. Lex Luthor 
would not allow himself or those he cared about to be subject to 
the whims of such a capricious being. Humanity needed to be able 
to stand on its own against the things that went bump in the night 
and Lex lived for the day when he would finally be able to look 
Kal-9ƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȅŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳΣ ΨDƻ ŀǿŀȅΗ 9ŀǊǘƘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ 
anymore.Ω 

So why was he being so reticent here?  



άIŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƎƴŜŘ ƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘΣέ [ŜȄ ŦŜƭǘ Ŏƻmpelled to 
add. 

The fact of the matter was that Lex knew he was exploiting Dr. 
IronsΩ loyalty by even making the request. Dr. John Henry Irons 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƎǳƴǎΦ ¢ƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ Ŧather and sister 
had been gunned down in a drive-by shooting. His responsibilities 
to his grandmother and orphaned niece were his incentive to not 
enter the endless cycle of violence that the gangs involved in the 
drive-ōȅ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŜŘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜΩŘ Ǉǳǘ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ŜƴŜǊƎƛŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ be-
coming an inventor of possibilities; of a world where things like 
weapons were not needed. 

¢ƘŜ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ŎƻƴŎŜŀƭŜŘ ƛƴ aŜǘŀƭƭƻΩǎ ŀǊƳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴ ŀƴŀǘƘŜƳŀ ǘƻ 
him; instruments useful for death and nothing more. Yet, still Lex 
had asked him to study them, help make more of them. Because 
there was no one else who could. 

άIŜ ƧǳǎǘΧ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΣέ [ŜȄ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƻffered by 
way of an explanation. 

άLǘ ǿŀǎƘŜǎ ƻŦŦΣέ [ŀƴŀ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ƳŜŀƴΦέ It was just one of the bonds that he and 
[ŀƴŀ ǎƘŀǊŜŘΧ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŜȄǇƭƛŎŀōƭŜ ƘƻǊǊƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘŀƪŜƴ 
another human life. In both their cases it had been self-defense. 
But regardless of the justifications; the excuses; it changed you. 

άL ŘƻΣέ [ŀƴŀ repliedΦ άLǘ still ǿŀǎƘŜǎ ƻŦŦΦέ 

Not for the first time in her presence Lex felt a shiver run down his 
spine and subconsciously took a step back from the young wom-
an. Lana grinned coldly. This round of their little game went to 
her. 

ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ this weapon, Lex,έ she ǎŀƛŘΦ άWe need an equalizer. 
Something that can slay the monsters that are stalking humanity. 
9ƛǘƘŜǊ ƎŜǘ 5ǊΦ LǊƻƴǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΧ ƻǊ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŎŀƴΦέ 

* * *  

5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ŜŦŦƻǊǘǎΣ .ƻōōƛŜ DǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ 
happy. It had all started so well, too. The boy had been excited 
ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ 
drifted off to sleep all seemed right in the world. Then the morn-
ing had come and the boy had quickly become bored with his new 
toys and upset that he could not show off his new toys to his 
friends. He was even more upset to learn that he could not leave 
the wonderful house of toys and that the Toyman had to leave 
him alone during the day. After all he had very important matters 
and many other children not as blessed as young Bobbie to attend 
to. 

Still, the child was unhappy and that made the Toyman most un-
happy. Something had to be done; he ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŎǊŜǿ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǳǇ 
ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΤ ƘŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎo-
lution to the problem at hand. 

¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ƘŀŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΧ 

Of course! It was so obvious that the Toyman almost laughed out 
loud. How could he not have seen it before? Children needed 
playmates. 

Another child; he needed another child. Risky to attempt so soon, 
ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀōƛŘŜ ƴƻǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ 
could to make the children happy; happy as he had never been. 

¢ƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴ ǿŜƴǘ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǎǘ ƻŦ ƴŀƳŜǎ ƛƴ ƘŜŀŘΧ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ 
many to choose from. But his meticulous mind preferred to go 
alphabetically so as he ticked off the names of his past failures to 
his current project his mind went naturally to the first of his cur-
ǊŜƴǘƭȅ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘǎ ŀƭǇƘŀōŜǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ΨDǊŀƴƎŜǊΣ wƻōŜǊǘΩ ƛƴ 
his mental collection. The ToyƳŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΧ ȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ 
one would do nicely. 

* * *  



For all the fresh paint and new chairs, the Metropolis Department 
of Family Services offices looked and sounded and even smelled 
pretty much as Lois remembered them from all those years ago. 
Admittedly everything looked a lot shorter and smaller too, but 
ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ŜƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 
ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦ 

The faces were also different of course, but the atmosphere of 
stress and overwork still hung over the too small and too crowded 
place as Lois led Lucy into the lobby, carefully stepping around the 
wet floor sign positioned directly in front of the door as she did 
so. It was only eight in the morning, but there were already a few 
clusters of adults and children waiting in chairs. Some looked like 
they may have been there since the night before; a not unreason-
ŀōƭŜ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŎƘŀƻǎ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎΩǎ ŀǘǘŀck had 
caused. One, a frazzled looking mother with a screaming infant 
and a toddler who refused to stay in his chair, pretty much set the 
mood perfectly. 

Putting that out of her mind, Lois walked up to the front desk with 
Lucy by her side. A heavyset woman in her forties looked up from 
her crossǿƻǊŘ ǇǳȊȊƭŜΦ ά/ŀƴ L ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻǊŜŘ 
tone. 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ [ǳŎȅ aƻƴǊƻŜΩǎ ŎŀǎŜ ǿƻǊƪŜǊ 
ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣέ Lois said as she gave a stern look down at Lucy who had 
been maintaining a stony silenŎŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŜǊ ŀǇŀǊt-
ƳŜƴǘ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ [ƻƛǎΩ Ŝfforts to coax potentially useful information 
out of her; such as her home address or even the last name of her 
foster parents. With no other option Lois had to bring her here. 

The desk clerk tapped a ŦŜǿ ƭƛƴŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
be William ScottΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά5ƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀƭƭΦ CƛŦǘƘ 
office on the right,έ she added pointing down one of the hallways. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭŜŘ Lucy in that direction. 

¢ƘŜȅΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ the hallway when Lois saw a wiry man in his 
thirties step out of the fifth office on the right. He looked in their 
direction as he did so and his eyes seemed to flicker for a mo-
ment. Following him were a forty-something couple that, based 
on the cringe Lucy gave at the sight of them, Lois guessed could 
only be Greg and Lisa. The couple too looked down the hallway at 
them as they approached. 

ά[ǳŎȅΗέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ [ƛǎŀ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀƴŘ 
Greg rushed forward towards them. Lucy took a half step back as 
she approached, but Lisa just bent over slightly as she reached the 
ƎƛǊƭ ŀƴŘ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǳǎ ǎƻ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΗέ 
she exclaimed. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΗέ DǊŜƎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǿŜ ǇŀƴƛŎƪŜŘΦέ He breathed an un-
ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ǎƛƎƘ ƻŦ ǊŜƭƛŜŦΦ άWith all the craziness still going on in the 
Ŏƛǘȅ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ I take it you found her then, 
aƛǎǎΧΚέ 

ά[ŀƴŜΦ [ƻƛǎ [ŀƴŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΦέ [ƻƛǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ know exactly why she was surprised 
ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƻŦ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ƻƴ DǊŜƎ ŀƴŘ [ƛǎŀΩǎ ŦŀŎŜǎΧ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ǎŜƴǘƛƳŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǇǊŜƧǳŘƛŎŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 
ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǎǎŜǎǎƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƘƻΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ 
ƘƻƳŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ to be a bit suspect. 

[ƛǎŀ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ [ƻƛǎΦ ά[ƻƛǎ [ŀƴŜΚ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊΚέ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ back 
to Lucy ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŜŀŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ ά[ǳŎȅΣ 
ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ aƛǎǎ [ŀƴŜΚέ 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ aƛǎǎ [ŀƴŜΣέ DǊŜƎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[ǳŎȅΧ ǿŜƭƭ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
alǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ ǎƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
somewhere. She was probably hoping that you could help find her 
ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿΦέ 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎǘŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜΣέ [ƛǎŀ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ 
pull Lucy back towards the case worker down the hallΦ άLǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ 



ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ [ǳŎȅ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀǎǇŜŘ [ƻƛǎΩ hand though 
ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƎƭŀƴŎŜΦ ά[ǳŎȅΗ [Ŝǘ Ǝƻ ƻŦ aƛǎǎ [ŀƴŜΗ {ƘŜΩǎ 
not going to be able to help you find your hypothetical ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦέ 

[ƻƛǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻ DǊŜƎ ŀƴŘ Lisa, so filled 
with relief, and to William Scott down the hall with his concerned 
expression and back to the girl clutching at her hand with three, 
now two fingers. It was crazy; she barely had a handle on her own 
life. Yet deep down she knew there was only one thing she could 
do. 

ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ, I am her hypothetical ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

It was as if the entire hallway had been frozen in time. Greg and 
Lisa, and William Scott just stared at her for what felt like a solid 
minute while a look of relief seemed to ƎǊƻǿ ƻƴ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

άaŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŜǇ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣέ Mr. Scott said finally. 

* * *  

An hour later Lois sat in one of the plastic chairs in the lobby of 
Family Services with a cotton swab pressed between her forearm 
and bicep where the nurse had taken a sample of her blood and 
did her best to ignore the other people waiting around her. Julie 
aƻƴǊƻŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƴŀƳŜŘ ŀ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻƴ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ōƛǊǘƘ ŎŜǊǘƛŦƛŎŀǘŜ ǎƻΣ 
rŜƎŀǊŘƭŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊƛǘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ [ƻƛǎΩ ŀŘƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΣ CŀƳƛƭȅ 
Services wanted more concrete proof of her relationship to Lucy 
before they went any further. 

The question was; ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǿƘŀǘΚ {ƘŜΩŘ ǘƻƭŘ Mr. Scott in 
no uncertain terms that, now that she knew about her, she 
ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ. But that was so vague as to 
mean anything and that was because she kept coming back to the 
same question again and again in her mind; could she really take 
responsibility for an eleven-year old girl? 

hƪŀȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŘƛŀǇŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘ ŀǘǘŜn-
ǘƛƻƴΤ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ƎŜt herself to Smallville and across town to 
her apartment on her own spoke to a fair degree of independence 
on her part; possibly too much. But she was still just a girl, not 
even a teenager yet. 

Oh God, Lois exclaimed to herself. In two years Lucy would be a 
teenager. {ƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ŎƭǳŜƭŜǎǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘt her father 
had been during those years with her and he had been a grown 
man with more than a decade of parenting and several decades of 
actual life experience ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōŜƭǘΦ tƭǳǎΣ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ, 
ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻΩŘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōŀōȅΦ How in heaven 
was she, a virtual stranger, supposed to enforce discipline on a 
teenage girl when she was just a half dozen years past being a 
teenager herself? 

CǳǊǘƘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ [ǳŎȅΩǎ mother. For all the 
ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ƘƻǇŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦƭŜǎƘ ŀƴŘ ōƭƻƻŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ŜǾŜǊy-
thing just like it was before Lois knew that such a thing was im-
possible and she would be the one having to deal with that fal-
lout. Given all her own issues regarding the death of her father 
was she even remotely qualified to try and help this girl get back 
to a normal life? 

True, the definition of ΨqualifiedΩ for a blood relative was a lot less 
stringent than for a non-relative, but that just made LoisΩ ƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ 
side even more upset. After all, what did blood really matter 
when it came to raising a child? Just look at Martha and Clark. He 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ 
ǘƘŜƳ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴything other than a mother and her son. 

Lois, on the other hand, ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǊŜference 
point in the same galaxy for what it would take to be a mother; it 
had been two-ŘŜŎŀŘŜǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōŀndoned by her own. 
What she knew of paǊŜƴǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΧ ǘƘŜ 
only reason she was even here was because of his final lesson in 
what it meant to be a parent. 



[ƻƛǎΩ ŜȅŜǎ ƳƻƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ IŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ƙe-
sitated for an instant at bringing this girl into his life no matter 
how bad things had gotten towards the end. It would be a sacri-
fice, but how could she not do the same? 

bƻΣ ōƭƻƻŘ ƘŀŘ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ǇŀǊŜƴǘΧ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŀƳi-
ly. It was something far deeper. A connection that her heart told 
ƘŜǊ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŦŀǊ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘΧ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŘƛŘ ǿŀƴǘ 
to chalk up her ghostly experience the previous day to her sub-
conscious. Lucy was a living breathing part of her father and she 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ 

What blood would do in this case though was grease the wheels 
of the bureaucracy, a rather gory metaphor she knew, but an apt 
one. If she was seriously considering going through with this then 
she needed all the help she could get. Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ 
whether or not she wanted to bring Lucy into her life, but wheth-
er she even could. 

Take her job for example; where long and erratic hours were the 
norm and a part of what she craved. Being there for Lucy would 
probably mean cutting back on both the number of hours and her 
ability to come in at the drop of a hat as well. Could she even af-
ford to take care of Lucy if she did that? Sure she was getting by 
right now and even saving a litǘƭŜΤ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ 
in money. What would adding a second mouth to feed do to her 
budget? 

!ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΧ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ōƻƻƪǎΧ ŀ 
two-bedroom apartment too if she wanted any privacy. 

Oh God, Lois silently exclaimed again. Forget the hypothetical 
apartmentΧ Ƙer actual apartment was a wreckΤ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 
it spotless and soon. Family Services would be turning her life up-
side down and inside out if she wanted custody of Lucy. Actually it 
had already started. As per the fine print in the release she had 
signed before the needle had been stuck into her arm, her blood 

was going to be checked for more than just a DNA match, which 
could have been done with just a mouth swab. 

At least she ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŦƛƴŘ there. Other than caffe-
ine, which to her qualified as a food group, the strongest drug in 
ƘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǎǇƛǊƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ felt the need to drink 
ƳǳŎƘΤ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭike to lose control and even a single glass of 
wine was enough to give her petite frame a buzz. Her drunken 
binge after Lex had dumped her had been the painful exception to 
that rule and that was a low point she was determined never to 
repeat; so much so that she had actually poured what little alco-
hol was left in her apartment down the drain the following dayΧ 
admittedly more out of spite than an actual desire to become a 
teetotaler.  

No, it was the rest of her life that concerned her. It was one thing 
to acknowledge who she really was to herself, but she had be-
come Lois Lane for a reason and that reason conflicted with bring-
ing her past into the light of day. Her long hours at the Daily Pla-
net could well become a non-issue if the connection between 
Chloe Sullivan and Lois Lane beŎŀƳŜ ǘƻƻ ǿŜƭƭ ƪƴƻǿƴΧ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ 
a good way. Mr. Scott, and by extension the DFS, was now at least 
peripherally aware of the connection. 

It was frustrating and completely overwhelming to tell the truth. 

Honestly, Lois ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻw why she was still waiting around 
the depressing DFS offices; the bleeding from the needle had to 
have stopped by this point. Nothing would be decided today or 
even tomorrow anyway. TƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜ ǿƘƻΩŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƘŜǊ ōƭƻƻŘ ƘŀŘ 
said it would take five to six business days to get the results back 
from the lab and they had her home, work, and cell phone num-
bers if anything else came up. Lucy had already gone home, very 
ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 9Ǿŀƴǎ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƛƪŜ Lois was hanging 
around here for her benefit either. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ [ƻƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ŜƭǎŜΦ Even ex-
ploring the wonders of the Fortress had lost all its appeal. She 



watched with idle amusement as a man walked out of the lobby 
and almost fell as he hurried too quickly past the wet floor sign 
that was still in front of the lobby door. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ƘŜard the voice of a man with the familiar ap-
pearance of life-long janitors everywhere say as he scurried across 
the floor to the man. 

άRobby!έ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƛǊŀǘŜ ǘƻƴŜ ŀǎ he looked at 
ǘƘŜ ƧŀƴƛǘƻǊΦ άRobbyΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀǎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŀlǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ aǊΦ YǊŀƳŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ƧŀƴƛǘƻǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƛƳƛŘƭȅΦ ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ 
ǎƻƳŜ ǎǘǊŜŀƪǎ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻΧέ 

άΧI ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΣέ YǊŀƳŜǊ interruptedΦ άWǳǎǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŘǊȅ ōe-
fore I get back. I have some things to check up on.έ 

Yes, this place was just gushing over with the warm feelings, Lois 
thought in response. Actually it fit her mood perfectly. About the 
only thing she really wanted to do at this moment was to see 
Clark. Yet even there she found herself doubting. Clark knew she 
had emotional baggage, but her time and her life had still been 
her own. If she went through with this her life and her relation-
ǎƘƛǇ ǿƛǘƘ /ƭŀǊƪ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘŀǊȅΧ [ǳŎȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 
come first. Would Clark still be on board for that? 

Lois looked glumly over at the entrance and blinked in surprise. 

ά[ƻƛǎΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
ƭƻōōȅΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

άL ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǇǊǳƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ 
gave him a slightly hesitant hug. 

άLΩƳ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ ŀ ƭŜŀŘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άI went by your apart-
ment first ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ LΩŘ get a head start 
and fill you in when we met up later. Now what are you doing 
here?έ 

Lois found herself balking at the question. Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
want to tell Clark; ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳ 
ever; it was just that she had no idea where to begin. 

άaȅ ƭƛŦŜ Ƙŀǎ ƎƻƴŜ ƛƴǎŀƴŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊy-
thing was going along great and my only plans for life were to 
meet you at the Planet to do the wholeΧ thing we had planned 
when a girl named Lucy showed up on my door claiming to be my 
sister, well half-sister anyway, and because I was the only family 
she had left she wanted to come live with me and Clark, I have no 
idea if I am even going to be able to do this because, you aside, 
my life is a wreck and how am I supposed to take care of an ele-
ven-year old girl when I can barely keep my own life from going 
Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜΧ ƳƳƳƳǇǇǇƘƘΗέ 

About halfway through her stressed-out run-on ǎƻƭƛƭƻǉǳȅ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ 
ŜȅŜǎ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǿƛŘŜΤ [ƻƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ ƘƛƳΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ 
started looking wildly around the room and then clapped his hand 
solidly over her mouth with a nervous look on his face. 

ά[ƻƛǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ I want to hear all about thisΧ ȅƻǳ have to stop talk-
ƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ ƘǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƻƴŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 
hand from her mouth. 

άaŀȅ L ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŀǎƪ ǿƘȅΚέ [ƻƛǎ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƭŀŎŜŘ 
with annoyance. Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜd to hurt her, 
but she was in the middle of a venting her frustrations here and it 
ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ ¸Ŝǘ even at her whisper 
Clark again looked around nervously and it was only then that Lois 
noticed that a few of the people waiting there were staring at her 
a little funny. 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ YǊȅǇǘƻƴƛŀƴΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǿƘƛs-
pered back. 

Lois felt her own hand shoot up to cover her mouth as Clark led 
her from the lobby. Fear coursed through her veins as Clark lead 
her down the stairs and out the front doors of the building and 



into the city street. A million questions poured though her mind, 
but she was too scared to utter a single one. 

άhƪŀȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭŀǊƳŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ 
should get to the Fortress just to be sureΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ Ƴƻǎǘ 
reassuring tone. 

bƻǘ ōŜ ŀƭŀǊƳŜŘΚ ²Ƙƻ ǿŀǎ ƘŜ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎΚ {ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ 
a completely alien language here and she could read the concern 
hidden behind /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ otherwise calm expression. 

She shrugged as if uncertain and sliced one hand up into the air, 
shooting him a questioning expression as she did so. Hopefully 
ƘŜΩŘ ǳƴŘŜrstand. 

άbƻΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘǊƛǾŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ ά.ǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ Řƻ ƛǘ 
quickƭȅΧ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜΧ ƴƻ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ȅou 
may want toΧ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

* * *  

Jim Olsen got to work almost an hour late. IŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ 
already overburdened city bus line because his car, like so many 
others, was still sitting on the interstate. Between the gridlock 
caused by the initial rush to recover their cars and the fact that 
Ƴŀƴȅ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎŀǊǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ 
there were probably a hundred thousand or more automobiles 
blocking the lanes of the interstates that were either out of gas, or 
wrecked, or blocked in by a car that was. FEMA had already set up 
a number of locations where people could put in their information 
to retrieve their cars and shuttles that would be departing 
throughout the day as, mile by mile, they worked their way 
through the mess. He was expecting a call giving him the time, 
hopefully later toŘŀȅΧ ōǳǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳǘǘƭŜ ǘƻ 
where his car had been left would be departing. 

Odds are it would be the better part of a week before things were 
even remotely back to normal. But Jim was still amazed that the 

city had gotten this far so soon and with a minimum of violence. 
He guessed that surviving an alien conqueror and coming within a 
ƘŀƛǊΩǎ ōǊŜŀŘǘƘ ƻŦ ƴǳclear annihilation all in the span of twenty-
four hours did a lot to keep violence at a minimum. People were 
ŀƭƭ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎƻ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳƴŎƛǾƛƭ ǘƻ 
ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ {ǳǇŜrman out of the equation ei-
ther. 

Superman was truly the hero of the day and at the moment Jim 
was basking in reflected glory. Perry had authorized the sale of his 
stunning picture of Superman and Brainiac to other media organi-
zations across the world and, as outlined in his contract, he would 
be getting a share of those proceeds as a nice bonus. Even more 
important than the cash Perry had let slip that TIME/Newsweek 
had purchased the picture for a possible front page; his picture 
would be looking out of the newsstands of checkout lines across 
the country and around the world. 

Jim was definitely starting to think that perhaps Photojournalism 
ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƴƛŎƘŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ [ƻƛǎ ŀƴŘ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ second Superman ex-
clusive he could honestly say that, while he wrote a competent 
ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘǊǳƭȅ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŜŀƎǳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΦ 
But with pictures he could excel and make a name for himself and 
be regarded as every bit the equal of Lois Lane and Clark Kent. 

Lois and Clark; that was the big news as far as the office was con-
cerned. No one had said anything in so many words but it was 
clear to everyone that the last few days had finally catalyzed them 
into a couple. As much as Jim liked Mr. Luthor he had to admit 
ǘƘŀǘ [ŜȄΩǎ ōŜƭƛŜŦ ǘƘŀǘ [ƻƛǎ ƘŀŘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 
ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦŦ ǘŀǊƎŜǘΦ IŜΩŘ ƴŜvŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ [ƻƛǎ ŀƴŘ [ŜȄΩǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ 
before Superman had shown up, but it had always been pretty 
ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ WƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ Řƛǎǘŀƴǘ ŀƭƛŜƴ 
Mr. Luthor was losing out to; it was the friend and co-worker 
ǿƘƻΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ [ƻƛǎ Řŀȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ Řŀȅ while Lex had become 
ever more distant. 



Whatever the specifics were, their couplehood was clear enough 
that Hendricks from accounting had been able to collect on the 
ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ǇƻƻƭΦ WƛƳ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ōŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻǿƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ 
ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ƪƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǎƻŎƛŀl-
ize wherever yƻǳ ŎŀƴΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƘǳǊǘƛƴƎ ŀƴy-
body and anyway, now that this bet was done the office would 
move on to betting on something or the other new by the end of 
the day. 

άbŜǿ ǇƻƻƭǎΣέ WŜƴƴȅ /ŀǊǘƳŀƴ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ WƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ 
from the elevator into the city room. 

Or even sooner. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǘǎΚέ WƛƳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƴƻƴŎƘŀƭŀƴǘƭȅΦ 

άCƛǊǎǘ ƳŀƧƻǊ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ date of the engagement or break-ǳǇΣέ Jenny 
repƭƛŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǿƘƻΦ hƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ WƛƳ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ 
was that those who did not participate usually became the object 
of the bets. Lois, he had learned, did not participate much in any 
ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ǊŜŎǊŜŀǘƛƻƴΦ !ōōȅ 5ŀǿƪƛƴǎΣ tŜǊǊȅΩǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘŀǊȅΣ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜŘ ƛƴ 
ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ [ƻƛǎ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǘǘŜƴŘŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΩǎ ǇŀǊǘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ŦƛǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ that was only because Perry had 
ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳƳediately. 
{ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΤ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘȅ 
after just a few months Jim probably had more friends at the Pla-
net than Lois had made in five years. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎa-
tion, Jim had always found Lois to be social enough; with other 
people anyway. His article the day after her front page Superman 
exclusive had chilled her opinion of him greatly. Despite that Jim 
ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƘe piece. It was all factually true; just 
yesterday Kal-El had even admitted to being an alien and people 
HAD been fearful of Superman; and Jim would never feel bad 
about writing the truth, even if it hurt. Still, he was glad that Lois 
and Clark had ultimately been proven right about Kal-ElΩǎ ōŜƴŜǾo-
lenceΦ aŀȅōŜ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇǊƻǾŜƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ 

ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ōƛǘǘŜǊƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΧ ƻǊ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ōŜ 
cordial. 

Considering the office pools again Jim decided to hedge his bets 
ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ǇƻƻƭΦ άLΩƭƭ Ǉŀǎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘΣέ ƘŜ 
ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ άtǳǘ ƳŜ Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƻƴ an ŜƴƎŀƎŜƳŜƴǘΦέ 
9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ [ƻƛǎ ŘƛŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ǉƻƻƭ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 
ƳŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜǘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǇŜŜŘȅ ŎƻǳǊǘǎƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ŜǾŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊΧ 
he hoped. 

ά{ǳƛǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣέ WŜƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǾŜŜǊŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŘŜǎƪΦ 

It was maybe five minutes after that when the objects of the bet-
ting pools emerged from the elevators and into the City Room. It 
was clear even from this distance that something was wrong and 
Jim moved to intercept them. 

άIŜȅ ƎǳȅǎΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǇΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ōǳǘ [ƻƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘƻǊƳŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ Ǉŀǎǘ 
him without saying a word. She was clearly agitated by some-
thing. 

ά/ƭŀǊƪΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ WƛƳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘly into 
/ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǇŀǘƘΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ Ǝƻǘ [ƻƛǎ ǎƻ ǳǇǎŜǘΚέ 

ά[ƻƻƪΣ WƛƳΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άƴƻǿ really ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ [ƻƛǎ ƘŀŘ 
alǊŜŀŘȅ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǿŜƭƭΦ ά[ƻƛǎ ŀƴŘ L 
Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻΧ ǳƳΣ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻǳǘΦ Lƴ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ 

άhƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦΚέ WƛƳ ƎǳŜǎǎŜŘΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘǿƻ Řŀȅǎ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ 
both head up the stairs to the rooftop overlooking the city a 
couple of timesΦ IŜ ƎǳŜǎǎŜŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ΨǎǇƻǘΦΩ 
.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ [ƻƛǎΩ ŦŀŎŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ǌƻmance was the last 
thing on her mind. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άhƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƛǘΦ 
WǳǎǘΧέ 



WƛƳ ǎŀǿ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƧŜǊƪ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǿŜƭƭ ŘƻƻǊ. 
άΧ IΩƭƭ tell you laterΣέ Clark said as he bolted for the door leaving a 
stunned Jim in his wake. 

JiƳ ǾŜǊȅ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ WŜƴƴȅΩǎ ŘŜǎƪΦ 

άLǎ ƛǘ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ΨŦƛǊǎǘ ŦƛƎƘǘΩ ǇƻƻƭΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άTotallyΣέ WŜƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΦ ά.ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ L ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ Ψƛn-
side of twenty-four ƘƻǳǊǎΦέ 

* * *  

It had been just over ten minutes since the incident at Family Ser-
vices when Lois finally made it up onto the landing just inside the 
roof access to the Daily Planet. ¢Ŝƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ƴa-
naged to concoct a half dozen different scenarios as to what had 
happened back there in her head; none of them good and most of 
them involving Brainiac having managed to survive and trying to 
possess her. The image of the possessed man named Milton 
swirled up inside her head again and again as she imagined the 
horror of being trapped inside her own mind with no way to es-
cape. 

Yet if that were really the case, would Clark have spared even a 
second getting her to the Fortress? Definitely not. Brainiac was a 
threat to the entire world. Whatever was going on with her, Clark 
must have been pretty certain that this was not Brainiac trying to 
ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ !Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ nearly concerned enough to her 
thinking, which was unusual in and of itself. 

Lois looked nervously around the landing, ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
take Clark too long to extricate himself from JimƳȅΩǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΦ 
{ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ 
mouth to let her words come out in English. Instead she moved 
up to the wall where the entrance to the Fortress was to wait for 
Clark. 

How could she have spoken Kryptonian and not realized it? 

Lois was just starting to ponder that thought as she leaned up 
ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΧ ŀƴŘ screamed. 

* * *  

It was as if all the other sounds in creation had suddenly vanished 
as Clark heard the single most horrible sound heΩŘ ever had to 
heŀǊΧ ƻƴŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŦŀǊ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎΧ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ [ƻƛǎΩ ǘŜǊǊƻǊ-
laced scream. But this time it was different. This time it had cut 
off suddenly. A fraction of a second after that all the other sounds 
in the world died away too as the world froze in place around him. 
The world as seen through the lens of his super-speed was one 
that was, in some ways, even more bizarre than when seen 
through his heightened senses. 

Jim stood before him as motionless as a statue, his eyes glancing 
away towards the door with a befuddled look on his face. Clark 
dimly recalled glancing around the city room to see if anyone was 
looking in his direcǘƛƻƴΤ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘΤ ōǳǘ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ, preserving his 
secret identity in this case was a distant second in his mind. 

In that moment of perfect stƛƭƭƴŜǎǎΣ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ Ȅ-ray vision blazed 
around him as he sought out Lois and what might have caused her 
to scream out. Yet at first glance there was no sign of Lois at all up 
above; just the luminous glow of the portal to the Fortress in his 
x-ray vision. His senses swept outward but there was nothing 
amiss outside the Planet either. No one had fallen; there was no 
accident on the streets below. It was as if Lois had vanished into 
thin air. 

άΧLΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǘŜǊΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǘƻƭŘ WƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ 
real time and ran for the stairwell. It took every ounce of his will-
power to refrain from blazing into full super speed until the in-
ǎǘŀƴǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ 
froze in place as he raced up the flight of stairs to the rooftop as 
he tried to find her. 



Clark could feel the desperation rising in him, but then an instant 
ƭŀǘŜǊ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ [ƻƛǎΩ ǇǳǊǎŜ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ CƻǊǘǊŜǎǎ 
Χ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀǇ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎƭȅ ōŀrren section of the 
wall where it was severed in two and a large section was missing. 

Without thinking he plunged into the portal and into Fortress 
where he saw Lois frozen on the floor with an expression of mute 
and wide-eyed terror on her face as she stared at the severed sec-
tion of purse strap which lay just inside the entrance to the For-
tress. 

He again let his super-speed collapse around him and Lois seemed 
to come alive as her eyes went from the strap to Clark. 

ά/ƭŀǊƪΗέ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜn-
ƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜΚέ 

* * *  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER FOUR: 
LOOKING FOR A REASON 

 

[ƻƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ 
getting from the entrance to the Fortress to the chamber she now 
found herself in. Panic had a way of doing that to a person. What 
she did remember was Clark carrying her as he called out for Ke-
lex, the golden robot that acted as his liaison to the Fortress, and 
that it had led them up the column of light in the center of the 
entrance chamber; the elevator for all intents and purposes; to 
this place; a medical facility; or at least that was what the Krypto-
nian symbols above the door indicated. 

Yes it appeared she could read Kryptonian as well as speak it. In-
ŘŜŜŘΣ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǎȅƳōƻƭǎ ǎƻ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀ ŘƻǳōƭŜ 
take upon realizing that they had not actually been written in Eng-
lish. 

She was currently lying in a heavily reclined chair that seemed to 
be the Kryptonian equivalent of an examination table. Kelex had 
just completed a series of tests, which to Lois seemed a lot like a 
series of glowing lights passing over her that left a tingling sensa-
tion on her skin, and a few minutes later it handed something that 
looked like a funky PDA to Clark. 

άSoΚ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ wrong with ƳŜΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ with nervousness in her 
voice. The blind-panic shŜΩŘ ŦŜƭǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊǘŀƭ 
was threatening to overtake her again and it was all she could do 
to keep it in check. ²ƘƛƭŜ ƘŜΩŘ more or less kept his cool when 
ǎƘŜΩŘ just spoken in Kryptonian, after finding her inside the portal 
to the Fortress, Clark now seemed just as worried as she was. 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ōŜƎŀƴ cau-
tiously as he looked up from the PDA. He turned briefly back to 
the PDA and, as he scanned down whatever was on it, the tension 

in his face lessened noticeably, but he still sighed heavily as he 
turned to face her. 

άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ [-9ƭΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
quietly. 

ά!ƭƭ ƻŦ ƛǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊ; remembering how skewed her 
perceptions had been under the influence of BrainiacΩǎ ōǊŀƛn-
washingΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅ ƭŀǎǘ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΦέ 

άWell, tƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎǇŜŀƪ YǊȅǇǘƻƴƛŀƴΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ 
Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǾŜǊŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘǎ ƻŦ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎΩǎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƛƳǇƭŀƴǘǎ ƻƴ 
your personality and self-identity, but all the information it im-
planted is still there in ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘΧ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ŀƴŘ 
understand KryptoƴƛŀƴΦέ 

ά{ƻ ǿƘȅ the sudden onset of speaking in tongues back at Family 
ServicŜǎΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά.Ŝǎǘ ƎǳŜǎǎΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ōŜƎŀƴΦ άBecause you ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ 
can think in Kryptonian as easily as you can in English now. Some-
thing got you thinking in Kryptonian and the words just came out. 
bƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ 
problems in that reƎŀǊŘΦέ  

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜΧΚέ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩre speaking English again now,έ ClaǊƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ άYou 
probably shifted mental gears the moment I told you what you 
were doing because you want to speak in English. ¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴo-
ǘƛŎŜΚέ 

Lois started to say no but, now that she thought about it, she 
could feel the linguistic differences between the two languages in 
her mindΤ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ŀƴŘ 
Ƙƻǿ ǎƘŜΩŘ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƛƴ YǊȅǇǘƻƴƛŀƴΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜǊ {ǇŀƴƛǎƘ ƻǊ 
marginal Arabic where she had to translate the thought from Eng-
lish into that other language or visa versa; she could literally think 



in the Kryptonian language now. Which was, once you got past 
the creepy way it got into her head, actually kinda cool. 

Clark, appearing to sense that exact thought going through her 
ƘŜŀŘΣ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άLŦ ƛǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴȅ ōŜǘter, I learned Kryptonian 
pretty much the same way; only it was the Jor-El program that put 
it into my head instead of Brainiac. I had problems at first too. You 
even got a picture and a story from my first involuntary use of the 
Kryptonian language. Remember sophomore year when that ΨƻŘŘΩ 
symbol was burned onto my barn?έ 

Lois did remember that incident; it had led to an actual response 
from the enigmatic and reclusive Dr. Virgil Swan; one of the most 
brilliant astrophysicists of his generation. More important to Lois 
at the moment though was the reassuring knowledge that Clark 
did have some experience with this particular brand of oddness 
too.  

That did make her feel a little better actuallyΧ Ǉƭǳǎ ƘŜǊ ƻǳtburst 
ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ōǳǊƴŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀ ōuilding. 

άI was almost expecting something like this, but honestlyΧ I 
should have noticed it sooner,έ /ƭŀǊƪ said with a note of chagrin in 
his voice. άAdmittedly we were a little preoccupied at the time, 
but I should have made the connection that you were still under-
standing Kelex even after you broke free of the brainwashing.έ 

ά²ŀƛǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ƛƴǘŜǊjected. άYŜƭŜȄ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘΚέ 

άNo, Mistress,έ YŜƭŜȄ replied and, now that she was paying atten-
tion, it was indeed speaking in KryptonianΦ άThough I am capable 
of understanding virtually any language, I have yet to speak in an-
ything other than the Kryptonian tongue.έ 

ά¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 
time a human had the Kryptonian language uploaded into their 
ōǊŀƛƴΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎȅƴŀǇǎŜǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘΧ ƛǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
ƳƛƴŘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ 

άWell, ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƛǘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜplied as 
she stretched and got up from the Kryptonian examination chair; 
ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŜƭŀȄƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά!ƴŘ LΩƳ 
guessing that I fell through the portal because, whatΧ Brainiac 
ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎƪǎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚέ 

άNo, Mistress,έ YŜƭŜȄ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǇƻǊǘŀƭΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ CƻǊǘǊŜǎǎΩ 
technology, is hard-coded to prevent its use by non-Kryptonians.έ 

ά{ƻ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƘȅΧ ǿƻǳƭŘΧ ƛǘΧΚέ 

Lois felt the words die in her mouth as the reason for both her 
mind being able to handle the Kryptonian language and her falling 
through the portal coalesced into a single answer in her mind. As 
she dropped back down onto the examination chair she just 
stared at her raised hand like it was some alien extremityΧ ŀƴŘ it 
now occurred to her that it very well might be. It took all her will-
power not to fall into hysteria as her wide-eyed gaze again fell on 
Clark. 

άWƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎ Řƻ ǘƻ ƳŜΗΚΗέ ǎƘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

ά[ƻƛǎΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ŎŀƭƳƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜΦ άLǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƪŀȅΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ It felt to her like her 
skin was crawling. 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘΣέ /ƭark replied ƛƴ ŀ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƻƴŜΦ ά.ǳǘ when I do tell 
you ȅƻǳΩǊŜΧ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ not going to like it and IΧ I should have made 
ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ aƻƳΦέ 

/ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƴŜ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƛƴŘ [ƻƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ 
ǿŀǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΤ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƴŜŀǊ .Ǌŀi-
niac. It had been her own stubborn insistence that had brought 
her along into the Fortress and into the monǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŎƭǳǘŎƘŜǎ and 
yet still Clark was blaming himself for it. 

Lois reached out and puƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜΧ ǳƴǿƛl-
ling to let him feel responsible for this for even a heartbeat long-



ŜǊΦ άLǘǎ ƻƪŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ Ƙer head rested against his chest. 
άLǘΩƭƭ ōŜ ƻƪŀȅΧ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ Her voice felt tiny even to her. 

Clark took a deep breath before answeringΦ ά.ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ 
put things in your mind Lois. It put things into your body tooΧ into 
your genetic code.έ 

ά²ƘatΧ sort of thingsΚέ Lois asked as she looked up at him. She 
was again starting to have difficulty breathing and it was only the 
very quiet voice from the logical side her of her brain which told 
her that this was only because she was on the verge of hyperven-
tilating. She took a deep breath to steady herself, but it was only 
partially successful. LŦ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ 

άLǘΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳΦέ Clark waved the alien PDA 
ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ YŜƭŜȄΦ άYŜƭŜȄ, can you put this on something a little 
ōƛƎƎŜǊΚέ 

άCertainly, Master,έ ƛǘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ !ƴ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ǎƘƛmmered 
and what looked like three sets of multi-colored horizontal bar 
codes appeared in the air. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘŜƴǘŀtively, taking a half-
step away from Clark to creep closer to the images. 

άGenetic maps, Mistress,έ YŜƭŜȄ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άThe firstΣέ ƛǘ Ŏƻƴǘƛn-
ued indiŎŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜΣ άwas created from a 
sample of your hair which I detected on a hairbrush in the hand-
bag Master Kal-El brought with you. The second was created from 
the scan of you that was just completed.έ Lǘ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳŎƘ 
longer band in the middle. 

Still taking deep deliberate breaths, Lois examined the display. 
²ƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ details presented 
there, it looked to Lois as if the areas of the two columns that 
were lined up were identical, but the second column was easily 

twice as long as the first. It was as if a whole set of information 
had been tacked onto the bottom of who shŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴΦ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ǊŜǾŜǊǎŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ Brainiac ƳŀŘŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ƛƴǘŜǊƧŜŎǘŜŘΦ 
ά{ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜǾŜǊǎŜŘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ǘƻƻΚέ 

ά²Ŝ ƻƴƭȅ ǊŜǾŜǊǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀōƛƭƛȊŜŘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜp-
ƭƛŜŘΦ ά!ŦǘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǇŜrmanent, 
remember?έ 

Lois looked away for a moment. She did recall Kelex saying some-
thing to that effect yesterday and she had spent hours in the 
thrall of Brainiac as L-El; more than enough time for the effects on 
her to stabilize. 

άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǊŜǾŜǊǎŜ ƛǘΚέ she asked. Again the look on 
/ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΦ 

YŜƭŜȄΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƳŜǊŜƭȅ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘ ƛǘΦ άNo, Mistress. 
Adding the additional DNA sequences was difficult enough for a 
being with the power and knowledge of Brainiac. To successfully 
remove those sequences from the billions of cells in a living organ-
ism without killing that organism in the process would have been 
beyond even its capabilities.έ 

Which meant the only thing left was to find out what she had be-
come; what Brainiac had turned her into. 

With a resigned sigh her eyes now shifted to the third column. 
Where that set lined up with her original map there were differ-
ences; not a lot, but they were clearly there. She vaguely recalled, 
probably from a Michael Crichton novel, that there was less than 
a tenth of a percent difference between the DNA of one person 
and another unrelated one and the differences she saw here 
seemed to fall within that range. 



Still, as she reached the bottom of the third genetic map, it was 
the similarities to the second map that drew her attention. To her 
untrained eye they looked virtually identical. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ƳŀǇ ofΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ 

άThat is a map of Master Kal-9ƭΩǎ ƎŜƴŜǘƛŎ ŎƻŘŜΣ aƛǎǘǊŜǎǎΣέ YŜƭŜȄ 
responded. 

ά{ƻ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎ actually turned me intoΧ ŀ YǊȅǇǘƻƴƛŀƴΚέ [ƻƛǎ asked in 
a stunned tone. 

άbƻΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ reassured her quicklyΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ 
you kryptonite still had no effect on you, remember? If you were a 
Kryptonian you would have known it then. Believe me.έ 

[ƻƛǎ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΧ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŦŜƭǘ ŀƴy-
thing unusual from the kryptonite. So that pretty much ruled out 
being a Kryptonian. ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƳ L nowΚέ she asked. 

άLΩƳ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘǳƳŀƴ,έ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ. άKeƭŜȄΧΚέ 

άMaster Kal-El is correct, Mistress,έ YŜƭŜȄ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ in its completely 
calm and rational voiceΦ άThough your genetic code now includes 
YǊȅǇǘƻƴƛŀƴ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ CƻǊǘǊŜǎǎΩ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎ ǊŜŎƻgnize, you 
do not have all the types of RNA necessary to translate that code 
into the proper protein sequences which would make you physical-
ly a Kryptonian.έ 

ά!ƴŘ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎΚέ Honestly the calm matter of fact 
ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ƻŦ YŜƭŜȄΩǎ ǊŜǇƭȅ ŦǊŜŀƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ Lǘ 
was if Kelex thought there was nothing at all disturbing about this. 
At least Clark looked conceǊƴŜŘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǇŀƴƛŎk-
ing. Actually he looked downright relieved compared to how 
ǘŜƴǎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ǿƛƴƎΦ 

άLǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜǇǊƛƴǘǎΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ƳŀǘeǊƛŀƭǎΣέ 
Clark told her. άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ YŜƭŜȄΦ The seeming-
ly out of place sense of relief was definitely present in his tone. 

άA crude but sufficient analogy, Master,έ YŜƭŜȄ ǎŀƛŘΦ άSpecifically 
Mistress, you lack the RNA necessary for the synthesis of the cell 
structures which store and expel solar energy.έ 

ά!Ǝŀƛƴ L ŀǎƪΧ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƛƴ ƭŀȅƳŀƴΩǎ ǘŜǊƳǎΚέ Lois de-
manded. 

άLt means no superpowersΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƪŜŜǇ 
the look of joy from his face at that pronouncement. 

άhƘΦέ [ƻƛǎ ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ Ŧŀƭƭ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ though. As horrible and dirty as 
it felt, a part of her still reasoned that if her very genetic code was 
going to be violated by a sentient alien artifact it seemed like she 
should at least get something out it. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ a good thing thoughΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜd as he caught the 
look on her face. άHaving Kryptonian powers is lethal ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ 
actually a Kryptonian. Jor-El gave them to my father for just a few 
ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΦέ He looked away 
but continued. άOne of Professor WillƻǿōǊƻƻƪΩǎ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ received 
Kryptonian powers from another artifact and it killed him within 
daysΧ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ǎƘǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƴΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ reached up and 
brushed her hand against his cheek. 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ not exactly pleasant memoriesΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ. He 
squeezed her hand gently as he said it. ά²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜΩŘ 
ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦέ 

¢ƘŜ ǊŜǾŜƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƘƻŎƪŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ, ǎƘŜΩŘ 
learned from personal experience that superpowers usually came 
with a heavy price. She recalled her brief brush with power when, 
back in high school, ǎƘŜΩŘ been exposed to a gas that gave her the 
ability to compel others around her to tell her the truth; which 
had been incredible except that it had also heightened her prob-
ing inquisitive nature to the point that she forced others to reveal 
secrets that hurt and that the other side-effects had nearly killed 



her. Her hand went to her chest at the memory of the needle 
which had contained the antidote being plunged into her heart. 

But Lois ƴƻǿ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ǊŜƭƛŜŦ ƻƴ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ. 
She remembered how Jonathan KentΩǎ health had suddenly failed 
during their junior year and that his heart had failed completely 
barely four years later. {ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŜȄŀŎtly what had 
caused the condition, but now that she did, she suddenly unders-
ǘƻƻŘ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ŦŜŀǊǎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊǘŀƭ ǘƻ 
the Fortress. He had been imagining what it would have been like 
to go through the same thing with her; watching her die and being 
unable to save her. Compared to that potential torture discover-
ing that she had simply had her DNA scrambled would seem trivial 
by comparison. 

ΨTrivialΩ or not though, it had been done to her and Lois felt a 
fresh surge of hatred towards Brainiac and the beings who had 
inflicted so much pain and misery upon her world. Her skin 
crawled at the thought that a part of those beings, however 
minute, was a part of her now and no matter how many showers 
she took the stain would never come out. 

As she looked at Clark she realized that these thoughts were not 
lost on him. He must have read the look on her face because his 
expression was just as pained as hers. He had been victim of Jor-
9ƭΩǎ madness far longer than she had. Worse, like the child of a 
ǎŜǊƛŀƭ ƪƛƭƭŜǊΣ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƛƭǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ǎƛƴǎ 
himself. 

Lois again wrapped her arms around Clark; she refused to let this 
ruin the one good thing in her life. She would not let it drive a 
wedge between them. She knew they would have to return even-
tually, but for now they needed to get out of here; out of this poi-
ǎƻƴƻǳǎ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŀƴ ŜǾƛƭ ǘƘŀǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ǊŜǎt-
ing in peace and back to the real world where she could see Clark 
as just an ordinary guy and she could pretend to be just an ordi-

nary girl. But before they could leave there were still a few more 
questions that Lois needed to have answered. 

ά{ƻ ƛŦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭŜŀǇƛƴƎ ǘŀƭƭ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ac-
tually ƳŜŀƴΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ 

άbƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ wb! ƛǘΩǎ 
Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ Ƨǳƴƪ 5b! ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Also known as introns, junk DNA was the term used to describe 
the 98% of the human gene sequence that did not play a role in 
the creation of proteins and thus served no actual purpose in the 
human body. They were nothing more and nothing less than the 
debris of ages past; holdovers from earlier times as life crawled its 
way up the evolutionary ladder. If Clark was right she was just 
going to be carrying around a lot more debris than most; which 
was pretty symbolic of her life, come to think of it. 

But there was still that caveat. 

άaƻǎǘƭȅΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ with just a hint of her earlier fear. When you 
considered that the amount of genetic information tacked on to 
her was at least as long as a normal human genetic code and that 
less than 2% of a normal genetic code was enough to produce a 
Ŧǳƭƭȅ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƘǳƳŀƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ǊƻŎƪŜǘ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘ ǘƻ 
realize what even the smallest fraction of those sequences actual-
ly being able to code proteins might mean. 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƎŜƴŜǘƛŎƛǎǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ admitteŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ 
those extra genes actually do. Kelex could probably compile a list 
and some probabilities, but so far tƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀppear to have done 
anything more than give you a door key to the Ψwonderful world 
ƻŦ YǊȅǇǘƻƴΩ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛǾŜ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ without going 
insane. I honestly ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ though. If there are any 
physical ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ǘƘŜȅΩre certainly not significant enough for us to 
have noticed them yet.έ 



Or had she noticed them and simply disregarded them as they 
had her ability to understand Kelex earlier? 

Lois thought back to how full of energy she had felt this morning 
and now wondered if there might have been more to it than just 
the natural giddiness of being in love. That was going to be the 
worst part, she reaƭƛȊŜŘΧ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƎǳŜǎǎƛƴƎΦ LŦ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ 
that she had loved Clark long before this had happened, and visa 
versa as it turned out, she might find herself doubting even that. 

άSo if all of this is just junk 5b!Χ why would Brainiac go to all the 
effort of putting it into me in ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ Indeed 
that part seemed to make no sense to her whatsoever. άL ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛǘ 
sure seems like an awful lot of work just to give me a door key,έ 
she added with just a tinge of snark; a sure sign that her defensive 
coping mechanisms were still intact. 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀȊŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎΦ 
άLǘ ŘƛŘ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƎŜƴŜǘƛŎ ŎƻŘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇŀǘƛōƭŜ 
with the Kryptonian genetic code.έ 

[ƻƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ exactly say that she was surprised by that; Krypto-
ƴƛŀƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ 
surprised if they were compatible. Still the reason behind Brai-
ƴƛŀŎΩǎ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ remained somewhat nebulous to her. 

άSoΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΤ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŎǊƛƳǎƻƴΦ άIt wanted 
ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ƳŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ kinda hard to be 
ŀ ΨǇŜrfectΩ ƳŀǘŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘΣ ǿŜƭƭΧ ƳŀǘŜΦέ 

άhƘΚέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ōǊŀƛƴ still not entirely letting her catch-
ing on. Then it hit her. 

άhƘƘƘƘΗέ 

She felt her cheeks turning as crimson as /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ were. 

bƻΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘ ŀǘ ![[, she thought to herself sarcastically. 
It was health class in junior high all over again only with the cute 

boy standing in the same room with her. The fact of the matter 
was that, though she loved Clark deeply and had often dreamed 
of finding herself in his embraceΧ of losing herself completely in 
the throes of passion, Lois had never quite followed through on 
the fantasy to the biological imperative behind that act. Her 
thoughts suddenly went again to catching her father and Julie 
Monroe that one day after school and again to how that may very 
ǿŜƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ [ǳŎȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴΧ 

άhƘΣ tŜŀƴǳǘǎΗΗΗέ [ƻƛǎ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ōƻƭǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ Ŝm-
brace and looked ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ŀǘ YŜƭŜȄΦ άJust how detectable are these 
changes?έ she asked it. ά/ƻǳƭŘ ƻǳǊΧ ŜǊΣ human technology see 
ƛǘΚέ 

άI am unfamiliar with human technologyΣέ YŜƭŜȄ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άBut 
the changes would only be detectable at the molecular level. A 
cellular scan would not detect anything out of the ordinaryΦέ 

ά5ŀƳƴΗέ [ƻƛǎ ǎǿƻǊŜΦ 

ά[ƻƛǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά[ǳŎȅΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά[ǳŎȅΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ōƭŀƴƪƭȅΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƳŜŀn-
ing to him. 

άaȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΧ ŜǊΣ ƘŀƭŦ-ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣέ [ƻƛǎ ōŜƎŀƴΦ 

ά!Χ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΚέ 

άIŀlf-ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘ ǊŜŦƭŜȄƛǾŜƭȅΦ άIŀƭŦ ŀǎ ƛƴ ΨƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ 
she exƛǎǘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΩ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǳǇ on my door 
this morninƎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ human ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅΚέ 

άBecause just before you found me this morning I had my blood 
drawn for tests to prove that I was her sister,έ Lois explained. 



ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ 

ά±ŜǊȅ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƻŘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ άKelex would these changes auto-
ƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ƻƴ ŀ 5b! ǘŜǎǘΚ ²ŀƛǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƻƛŘ 
from even starting to answŜǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙow we test 
5b! ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

Lƴ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ŦŀŎǘΣ [ƻƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ Ƙƻǿ ŀ 5b! ǘŜǎǘ 
worked. Could it be possible that her sample would be able to 
sneak by undetected somehow? 

άWe need to find out if these changes are noticeable with a DNA 
test,έ Lois finally decided. 

ά̧ ƻǳΩŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜΦ We should get your sample 
out of there just to be safeΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ 

άNo,έ [ƻƛǎ objected. άWƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳǇƭŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǇǊƻǾŜ that 
[ǳŎȅΩǎ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ /ƭŀǊƪΦέ 

άLŦ ǘƘŜ YǊȅǇǘƻƴƛŀƴ ŜƭŜƳŜƴǘǎ ŀǊŜ ŘŜǘŜŎǘŀōƭŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ 
going to bother looking at whether any of the rest of it matches 
ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά.ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ȅou already sound pretty 
positive that she is your sisterΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΦ άIs it really that 
ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ŦƻǊ ƛǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭΚέ 

άLǘ ƛǎ ƛŦ LΩƳ ŜǾŜǊ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŎǳǎǘƻŘȅΣέ Lois answered. 

ά/ǳǎǘƻŘȅΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ asked sounding a little shocked. ά[ƻƛǎΣ Ƙƻǿ ƻƭŘ ƛǎ 
ǘƘƛǎ [ǳŎȅΚέ 

ά9ƭŜǾŜƴΣέ [ƻƛǎ repliedΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎur-
ǇǊƛǎŜŘ ŀǘ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǎƘƻŎƪΤ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƭŜŦt 
ŦƛŜƭŘΤ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǎǘǳƴƎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΧ ǿƘŀǘΚ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
even know how she felt about Lucy coming into her life. It was 
completely unrealistic for her to have any expectations of Clark 
about this, yet she did. 

άIŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǎƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ care of her,έ 
[ƻƛǎ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŜxǇŜŎǘƛƴƎΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ IŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ 
to mull something in his head for a mƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ her moth-
ŜǊΚέ 

Lois nodded. 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀŘΧέ 

άΧƛǎ ƘŜǊ ŘŀŘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǿƘȅ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ 
ƘŜǊ ƛƴΦέ LƴŘŜŜŘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŀŎǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ 
her more than anything in this matter. Lois knew she would not 
have felt such a strong connection if Lucy had been the daughter 
of Elle Lane-Sullivan and some other man. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳǊŜΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άaƻǊŜ so than I am of my own blood at this point which, admit-
tedly, ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƭƻǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ƴƻǘƛƴƎ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ƘŜǎƛǘation. 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΚέ 

Lois shook her head. Ideally, she had been told, [ǳŎȅΩǎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻnship 
to her would be proven with a paternity test of their shared par-
ent. But Gabe Sullivan had been dead for eight years and his re-
mains had been so badly burned that the cremation which fol-
lowed had barely been necessary. The odds of finding any intact 
DNA with an exhumation were virtually nonexistent. [ƻƛǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
know if she would have had the emotional fortitude to actually 
have an exhumation done even if the chances were good. That 
left only a direct test of Lucy and herself. 

ά{ƻ ŀƴȅ ƛŘŜŀǎ ƻƴ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƻŦŦΚέ Clark asked finally. 

άWell, I guess the first thing we have to do is find out exactly how 
a DNA test worksΣέ [ƻƛǎ responded as she tried to put aside her 
fears about Lucy and what she would mean for her and Clark. άLŦ ƛǘ 



ǿƻƴΩǘ ǇƛŎƪ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ΨŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴǎΩ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ 
ŀōƻǳǘΧ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ŘƛǎŀǎǘŜǊ ŀǊŜŀΦέ Iƻǿ ƛǊƻƴƛŎ 
would it be for Clark and herself to be able get over something as 
bizarre as her newly acquired genes only to fall apart because of 
something as mundane as family issues. 

άYŜƭŜȄΣ Ŏŀƴ ǘƘŜ CƻǊǘǊŜǎǎ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ƘǳƳŀƴ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΚέ Clark 
asked. 

άTheoretically, Master,έ YŜƭŜȄ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άI will need a connection of 
some type to do so, however.έ 

ά¢ƘŜ 5ŀƛƭȅ tƭŀƴŜǘ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǿƛǊŜƭŜǎǎ ƴŜǘǿƻǊƪΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά¢ƘŜ 
portal to the Fortress should be in range. Radio signals passed 
through the portal before so you should be able to tap into the 
internetΧ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǳǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ Ŏƻm-
ǇǳǘŜǊǎΧ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

άLet me see,έ YŜƭŜȄ ōŜƎŀƴΦ άYes, I am detecting a series of binary 
broadcast signals in the area just outside the portal.έ 

άYes,έ ƛǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ άThe connection is terribly 
slow, but I have established a connection.έ 

άWǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǎƻŦǘǿŀǊŜ 
or anȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

άI have just created the algorithms necessary to communicate 
with the system,έ YŜƭŜȄ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άAs I said, Mistress, the system is 
quite primitive and rather unstable.έ 

The Daily Planet was using a LexCom wireless router; pretty much 
the fastest connection available to the public sector and Kelex had 
just called it slow and primitive. It again reminded her of just how 
alien this place truly was. Despite all that it represented, there 
was a part of her that looked forward to getting a crack at the For-
ǘǊŜǎǎΩ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊǎ at some point. But not today. 

ά{ǘŀǊǘ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜǎ ǘƻ 5b! ǘŜǎǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘΩs per-
ŦƻǊƳŜŘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛd. ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ 
going to be able to detectΧ ǘƘƛǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǿŀǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ŀ ƎŜn-
eral way to indicate herself. 

άAs you wish, Mistress,έ YŜƭŜȄ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άThe data feed is a trickle 
but I should have an answer for you soon.έ 

άIn the meantime I think the best thing would be to get your mind 
ƻŦŦ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά5b! ǘŜǎǘǎ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

άFive to six business days ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ 
the actual test itself takes place in thatΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƛth a re-
signed nod as she allowed Clark to lead her from the medical facil-
ity. The headache this one blood sample might turn out to be just 
served to remind her of just what had been done to her by Brai-
niac. Lionel Luthor and Brainiac really were two of a kind. Both 
seemed to have an uncanny knack for disrupting her life from 
beyond the grave. 

Lois caught a reflection of herself in the reflective crystalline sur-
face of one of the passing walls and found herself looking closely 
at it; searching for the slightest sign of something different about 
ƘŜǊΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
looked any different this morning than she had on any other be-
ŦƻǊŜΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ŜǾŜƴ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǎǳǇŜǊ ǎŜƴǎŜǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
changes in her. 

Yet, no matter how unnoticeable the changes might be, the feel-
ing of violation remained, and if it was noticeable in her blood 
then it would be almost as if a scarlet letter had been branded on 
ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǿΧ ΨAΩ for alien. ¢ǊǳŜΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀƴŘƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǾŜƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ 
Clark was an alien with surprising ease, but that was different. 
{ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ /ƭŀǊƪ ƘŀŘ ǎecrets and okay; alien was 
not one she had ever really considered beforehand; ōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŀl-
ways been pretty certain of who and what she was. Now it was 
like the solid ground beneath her feet had been swept away and 
she was left hanging in mid-air. 



To her lack of amusement, Lois actually felt the need to look 
down at her feet just to confirm that was not literally as well as 
figuratively true for, despite Clark and KŜƭŜȄΩǎ ŀǎǎǳrances, Lois was 
not convinced that she was still entirely huƳŀƴΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀƭƭ 
the late-ƴƛƎƘǘ ΨX-FilesΩ ƳŀǊŀǘƘƻƴǎ growing up so the concept of an 
alien-human hybrid being ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŀ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ 
Now she might be just that. How did you even begin to deal with 
that? 

Right now she planned to do so by taking a walk along that river in 
Egypt called ΨŘenial.Ω 

* * *  

/ƻƴƎǊŜǎǎǿƻƳŀƴ [ŀƴŀ [ŀƴƎ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ 5ǊΦ LǊƻƴǎΩ ƻōǎŜǊǾa-
tion room using the room for its stated purpose; observation. 
Awareness of your surroundings, both physically and socially, was 
one of the most important elements in achieving your goals. 
Awareness gave you knowƭŜŘƎŜ ŀƴŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜǊ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǎ [ŜȄΩǎ ǇǊƻǘŞƎŞ 
had drilled into her, knowledge was power; power over those 
who did not have that knowledge. 

She grinned to herself. As interesting as it was to watch Dr. Irons 
fret and agonize over whether or not to proceed with testing one 
of the Metallo weapons, it was not his moral dilemma that gave 
her pleasure. It was that she had a secret; one that even Lex 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ȅŜǘ; the truth about the so-called Superman. 

Lex ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘǿƻ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀƎƻΧ 
too egotistical to look past his own importance to see the connec-
tion to anyone other than himself. He ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴŎŜƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
Numan of Kawatche myth making its first public appearance in 
stopping the falling LexWing might not have been about him and 
was all too ready to believe that the alien had somehow stolen his 
latest love interest from him. But distanced from those events La-
ƴŀ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ [ŜȄ [ǳǘƘƻǊ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ 

It was about Clark Kent and his greatest secret. 

Did her former friend Lois know? The proof of her newfound 
knowledge screamed at Lana from the front page article of the 
ŘŀȅΩǎ 5ŀƛƭȅ tƭŀƴŜǘ. IǘΩǎ ǎƻ very convenient lack of timeframe for 
ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴΩǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŀl even as so much else had been filled in sug-
gested her knowledgeΣ ōǳǘ ƎƛǾŜƴ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜ 
that did not confirm anything. 

No, she decided. IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ even trust me with this secret and she 
trusted Clark far too much. Even as bright as Lois thinks she is, 
tƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ she knows this truth. Lana reveled in her secret 
knowledge and the fact that she alone had deduced the secret 
Clark had been keeping. 

It had never made sense to her until the alien had gone public, 
but in retrospect it was so clear. It was no accident that the alien 
just happened to be in Metropolis on the day the LexWing 
crashed, just a few days after Clark Kent had arrived in Metropo-
lis. It was no accident because the alien had been here for far 
longer than anyone else realized. All those times Lex, Chloe or 
herself had been in danger and mysteriously saved; all the near 
disasters averted; they were the work of the alien. 

The alien which Clark Kent had known about for years. 

When had Clark first learned of its existence? He had been the 
first to discover the Kawatche caves and their paintings, but what 
else had he discovered down there? Regardless, it was clear once 
you looked that Clark Kent had clearly been in contact with the 
alien since at least that point in time. It was no accident that Clark 
had gotten the first interview with the alien. It was just the natu-
ral result of Clark having secretly known this Kal-El for years. 

The true value of a secret though was how much power it al-
lowed. Knowing the peccadilloes of various politicians and their 
staffers was extremely valuable so long as they were in office. 
What Lana was now calculating in her mind was the value of the 
secret she had now fathomed. 



How much power did this give her? Over Clark? Over Lex? Over 
Superman himself? What would Clark be willing to sacrifice to 
keep this truth from being revealed? What would Lois do if she 
were told? What would Lex be willing to give to learn it? Would 
the threat of its revelation keep Superman out of DEO affairs? 

No, she shook her head at the last one, probably not. The alien 
was clearly guided by the same sort of naïve morality and dreams 
of a better world that still drove Clark and Lois. Her two former 
friends should have woken up to the ways of the world by now; 
Lois most of all. If anyone had suffered hardships on par with 
those Lana had endured, it was Lois Lane. She, more than anyone, 
should have understood that the cold and capricious universe 
wanted nothing more than to kick you in the teeth at every op-
portunity and the only way to prevent that was to control as 
much as possible by any means necessary. The fact that she had 
not, that she still continued to see things in terms of right and 
wrong, marked Lois as the bigger of the two fools. 

That Superman held to those simplistic beliefs was even more 
shocking to her. He was a god among men who could have con-
trolled everything; brought humanity into a golden age beyond 
measure. How could the alien believe that these flawed dupes 
and rubes whom she could keep compliant just by throwing the 
barrels of federal slop at their feet would ever be capable of being 
anything more? Telling them they could be something more 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛǊǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜΤ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Řangerous. 

This was why they needed these weapons so badly. Why they 
needed to know {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ weaknesses. Because Lana knew to 
the core of her being that ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴΩǎ ǿŀȅΤ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƘǳƳŀƴi-
ty like some shepherd while letting the ignorant masses bumble 
around as they will without the enlightened guidance of their bet-
ters; would lead to chaos and devastation. 

* * *  

Lois ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōƻǘƘ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CƻǊǘǊŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƻƴǘƻ 
the ƭŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƛƭȅ tƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ ǊƻƻŦ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎǇŜŀk-
ing. άSo wƘŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻǘΚέ [ƻƛǎ finally asked in response to 
/ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ƻŦŦŜǊ ƻŦ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ƳŜǎǎ. Now that 
she was back in familiar territory she hoped, futilely she knew, 
that maybe if she ignored it, it would all just go away. 

άThe story I mentioned before we were sidetracked,έ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀƴs-
wered. ά! serial ŎƘƛƭŘ ƪƛƭƭŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŀǊŜ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴΦέ 

ά¢ƻȅƳŀƴΚέ 

άLǘΩǎ Ƙƛǎ aΦhΦΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ and he opened the door and stepped 
ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ŀƛǊ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ tƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ ōǳǊƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƎƭƻōŜΦ άIŜ 
always leaves a toy behind with his victims. IŜΩǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 
ŎƘƛƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ 
another victim.έ 

ά!ƴȅ ƭŜŀŘǎΚέ [ƻƛǎ ǉǳŜǊƛŜŘΦ She found herself to be simultaneously 
repulsed yet intrigued by the case. 

άbƻǘ ƳǳŎƘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŀǊōȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ 
for help. Even with my super senses and speed there are still 
ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊ 
ǘƘŜƳ ŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΦ ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΦέ 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ 5ŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ CŀƳƛƭȅ {ŜǊǾƛŎŜǎ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƛƴΚέ 
Lois asked. 

άItΩs not muchΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ admittedΦ άBut the missing child was taken 
ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴ ōǳǘŎƘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ŦƻǎǘŜǊ Ǉŀr-
ents before taking him. I was trying to get some background on 
the cƘƛƭŘΧ .ƻōōƛŜ DǊŀƴƎŜǊΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎΚέ [ƻƛǎ ǇƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƭƛǇ 
into her analytical and detached investigative mindǎŜǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ǿŜƭƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ƛnfluence she decided; 
ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŘŜǘŀŎƘ ƘŜr-



ǎŜƭŦ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŜŀǎƛƭȅΦ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ŦƻǊ 
ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƛƴǘŀƛƴΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŀǘ 
ǎƘŜ ƴƻǿ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 
What sort of sicko would abduct and kill kids like Lucy? 

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ e-mail me their namesΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ 
ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ȅŜǘΦέ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƴ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ŎƘŜŎƪΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀ 
background check on them as best we can. We need to find out if 
there are any real common factors that might give us something 
ƳƻǊŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴΦέ 

* * *  

Jim finally worked up the nerve to go check on Lois and Clark 
about thirǘȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ CǳƴƴȅΣ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ 
fight or anything. If anything, Clark seemed to be hovering protec-
tively over Lois and she seemed more than willing to let him. 

{ƻ ƴƻǘ ŀ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƴΤ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƛƴŦƻǊƳ WŜƴƴȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ, 
in fact, ǿƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ǇƻƻƭΦ .ǳǘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ŦƛƎƘǘ 
what had it been? That was where his speculation hit a brick wall. 
!ǎ ƘŜΩŘ ƳŜnǘƛƻƴŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ [ƻƛǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ 
friends. So ǎƘŜ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŀs-
pect of her life with her co-workers. 

Seeing that they were both hard at work on something or the 
other Jim decided to break the ice by pretending the earlier inci-
dent had never even happened. If they wanted to let him in on it, 
they would. 

άWŜŜȊΣέ he ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘǿƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴ 
one of the biggest stories of tƘŜ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƛƳŜ 
ƻŦŦΚέ 

άhƴƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ŦƻǊŎŜŘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘ casually. ά[ŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ tŜrry tried 
to make me take a vacation I came back with the Glassman story 

ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǇΦέ 9ƛǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƻƴ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
landing really was nothing or Lois was tremendously good at hid-
ing her feelings. Jim considered himself a decent judge of people 
and decided it had to be the former. 

Jim also remembered the Glassman murder. It had made national 
news about three years ago. His sophomore journalism professor 
had even mentioned that it was mostly because of Lois Lane that 
the true motive behind the murder had come to light, which in 
ǘǳǊƴ ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘŎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ƳŀȅƻǊŀƭ 
race, and cited it as an example of how a single reporter could 
make a difference. 

Jim shook off the memory and got back to the matter at hand. 
ά{ƻΣέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴȅ ƘŜƭǇΧ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴythingΚέ 
LŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ [ƻƛǎ ŀƴŘ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƻƴ 
ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴ ƻpening to share if they wanted 
to. 

Lois looked up at him with a cocked eyebrow and Jim cringed in 
anticipation of some scathing comment, but instead she just 
pulled the top three or so pages from the stack of papers on her 
desk and handed them to him. 

OkayΣ ǎƻ ŀ ΨƴƻΩ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ of personal problems. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜΚέ Jim asked. 

άhōƛǘǳŀǊƛŜǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅΦ 

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΣέ WƛƳ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƳ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

ά5ƻ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦέ 

ά±ƛŎǘƛƳΚέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ƪƛƭƭŜǊΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ƎǊƛƳƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ 
ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǎǘŀŎƪΦ /ƭŀǊƪ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ 



ǎǘŀŎƪΦ ά5ƛƎ ǳǇ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘΦ LŦ ŀƴȅ ǇŀǘǘŜǊƴǎ ƻǊ ŎƻƴƴŜc-
ǘƛƻƴǎ ǎǘƛŎƪ ƻǳǘΣ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƴƻǘŜΦέ 

Jim flipped through his stack and felt slightly sick. 

ά[ƻƛǎΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭΧέ 

άYƛŘǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ άL ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

WƛƳ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭŜ ƻƴ [ƻƛǎΩ ŘŜǎƪΧ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘǿƻ ŘƻȊŜƴ ƻŦ 
them. 

άIƻǿ ŦŀǊ ōŀŎƪ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƻΚέ WƛƳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭŜΦ 

άwƻǳƎƘƭȅ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΤ her face a mask. 

άwƛƎƘǘΣέ WƛƳ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƘƻƭƭƻǿƭȅΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ōŀŎƪ 
thenΧ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀƎŜ ŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƪƛŘǎΦ 

ά!ƴŘ WƛƳΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǎƪΦ 

IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻǎǘ ƻƴ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ sƘŜΩŘ ŀctually 
called him Jim for once instead of Jimmy. 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƻƴ ŀ ŘŜŀŘƭƛƴŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ƻǊƪ Ŧŀǎǘ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
ōŜ ƻƴŜ ǘŀƭƭŜǊΦέ 

άDƻǘ ƛǘΣέ WƛƳ ǎŀƛŘΤ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 
of those times that a reporter would make a difference. 

* * *  

άhƘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳΣέ the middle-aged woman at the front desk re-
marked as she lifted her gaze from her now nearly completed 
ŎǊƻǎǎǿƻǊŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ [ƻƛǎ ŀƴŘ /ƭŀǊƪΦ ά!ǎ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀlready 
ǘƻƭŘ ǿŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎ ōŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ five to six business days 
and wŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜƴΦέ 

ά!ŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭied, doing her 
best to keep her tone pleasant. They wanted cooperation not an-
tagonism. 

/ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ The link to the Metropolis De-
partment of Family Services was the only thing they could possibly 
find in the list of names Captain Sawyer had supplied them with. It 
had probably already been checked out by the Police at some 
point, but it never hurt to have a fresh pair of eyes look at it 
ŀƎŀƛƴΧ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ when those eyes could see through solid walls. 

!ŘƳƛǘǘŜŘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭȅ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΤ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŜƛƎƘǘ ƘŀŘ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ 
been in the DFS system, either in temporary or permanent foster 
care, four children could only be tied in because of child support 
disputes, seven others only because they had received Medicaid 
or other government assistance, and the remaining five because 
they had served time in juvenile correction facilities. 

The latter set had been the hardest piece to crack since those 
records were highly confidential; there was no actual legal way to 
ƎŜǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎΦ IŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ aŜǘǊƻǇƻƭƛǎ /ƻǳǊǘƘƻǳǎŜΩǎ ŎƻƳǇǳt-
ers was hardly [ƻƛǎΩ worst offense in that department though. Bri-
bery, computer hacking, trespassing, breaking and entering, pick 
pocketing and petty theft were all on her list of sins committed in 
the effort to find the truth and see justice done. Lois was well 
aware of the slippery ethical slope she walked using such tactics. 
Still, she reasoned, the world was far from perfect and better a 
few crimes against property and privacy when needed than the 
crimes against people that would go forward or go unpunished 
otherwise. 

The acknowledgement that this was probably not the best ethical 
standard to teach a little girl was a fact that simply refused to lay 
ŘƻǊƳŀƴǘ ƛƴ [ƻƛǎΩ ƳƛƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ƘŜǊ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǎǳǇǇǊŜǎǎ ƛǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ 
pulled out her press badge and got back to the matter at hand 
while Clark did the same. Not that press badges in and of them-
selves meant anything, but a lot of people just assumed you had 



the right to barge in, ask questions and get answers if you had one 
ŀƴŘ [ƻƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǎǳŀŘŜ ŀƴyone of that notion. ά²Ŝ Ƨǳǎǘ 
ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎΦέ 

άhǳǊ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘƛŀƭΣ aƛǎǎ [ŀƴŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǊŜplied as 
she squinted at the badges. 

άbƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀŦǘŜǊΣέ [ƻƛǎ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά/ƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘƛŀƭƛǘȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 
apply when the subject is deceased; most of them for yearsΦέ 
²ƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǘǊǳŜΤ the DFS was a public institution which 
meant that they could request the information under the Free-
dom of Information Act, but that could take weeks or longer. Time 
ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾe; The Amber Alert for Bobbie Granger had 
gone out at noon. 

ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀ ǇƻƭƛŎȅ ƻŦ ƘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǊŜǇƻǊt-
ŜǊǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ back to her crossword. 

άhƪŀȅΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǘǊȅ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŀǎǇŜǊation 
ŦƛƭǘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ŘƻȊŜƴ 
children in the last decade to go missing and turn up strangled; all 
of whom were associated in one way or another with this office. 
Now you can either be in the article as the dedicated individual 
who aided our investigation or you can be the incompetent bu-
reaucrat whose laziness let another child die... I can write my sto-
Ǌȅ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦέ 

ά{ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿƛƭƭΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΤ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 
part perfectly. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎǳǇŜǊǾƛǎƻǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜǊ 
face paled. 

άYou go do thatΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƴƻǘŜǇŀŘΣ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ 
at the name placard on the desk, and scribōƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ 
ƴŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘ ŀǎ ŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀŘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƛƭȅ 
tƭŀƴŜǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΧ ƻǊ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƛƳp-

ly say that his spokesman, Rachel Clayhill, denied comment on the 
ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦέ 

Ms. Clayhill seemed to be doing ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘƘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
you speak with my supervisor yourselfΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ, thereby 
clearly removing herself from the line of fire. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭΣ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 
wicked grin; noting again how the threat of a bǳǊŜŀǳŎǊŀǘΩǎ ƛƴŀc-
tion making their superior look bad seemed to have the universal 
effect of ensuring cooperation. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƴƛŎŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ƘŀƭŦ-whispered once Ms. Clayhill 
was out of earshot. 

άbƻΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǊŜŎŜƴǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΦ ά.ǳt I 
can live with being considered a bitch. Bobbie Granger might not 
ōŜ ǎƻ ƭǳŎƪȅ ƛŦ L Ǉƭŀȅ ƴƛŎŜΦέ 

The thought of this effectively put an end to the ethics debate in 
her head. 

For now. 

* * *  

άIŜȅΣ LΩƳ ƘƻƳŜΗέ Catherine Grant called out as she entered her 
downǘƻǿƴ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦ bƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀnnounced 
her presence at this hour of the day but, unlike the suburbs, 
downtown Metropolis was still a mess traffic-wise and school was 
ŎŀƴŎŜƭƭŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ǎƻ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜƎ /ŀǊƻƭ tŜǘŜǊǎƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ 
down the hall to baby sit while she went to work. 

Needless to say, after spending the morning with Jack Rider and 
then hearing at noon about the missing boy, Cat wanted nothing 
more than to get home and have lunch with her son, Adam. 

ά/ŀǊƻƭΚ !ŘŀƳΚέ 



{ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ taken Adam out to the park would she? If they 
had, she felt certain Carol would have left a note; probably by the 
phone she decided and started to walk in that direction. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Ǝǳȅǎ ƎŜǘ ƻŦŦΧ ǘƻΧΚέ 

* * *  

Mr. McNaulty across the way heard the wailing scream through 
the walls and came running. He found the door to Catherine 
DǊŀƴǘΩǎ ŀǇŀǊtment wide open and a scream without end seemed 
to come from inside. The wail reminded McNaulty of his grandfa-
ǘƘŜǊΩǎ Ŧƻƭƪ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ .ŀnshee; a creature whose wail could 
suck out your soul. 

Steeling himself, he entered the apartment and found Cat kneel-
ing on the floor with her hands practically tearing at her mouth as 
she continued to scream. 

ά/ŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜ?έ aǊΦ aŎbŀǳƭǘȅ called out as he approached cautious-
ly. Then he saw the crimson pool on the floor and the lifeless eyes 
of Carol Peterson staring up at him from above her severed neck. 

άaŀǊȅ aƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ DƻŘΗέ aŎbŀǳƭǘȅ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛmself 
as a ward against evil. He reached down and took Catherine by 
the shoulders. 

ά/ŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜΗ /ŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜΗέ ƘŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƴŀǇ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ άLǘΩǎ 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΗ LǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜΧέ Iƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŘƛŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜa-
lized the full extent of ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎΧ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ sup-
posed to be home today and he was nowhere in sight. 

* * *  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER FIVE: 
CAT AND DOG 

 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ L Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ ƘŜƭǇΣ aǎΦ [ŀƴŜΣέ aǊΦ YǊŀƳŜǊ ŀn-
nounced as he sat down at his desk across from Lois and Clark. 

άWell, given that every single one of the two dozen kids murdered 
by a serial killer over the past decade can be tied to this office in 
ƻƴŜ ǿŀȅ ƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ LΩŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ 
if there were any additional connections might be the obvious 
stepΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ƘŜŀǊŘ [ƻƛǎ Ǌeply. 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ the burden of ǇǊƻƻŦ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǳǎΣέ YǊŀƳŜǊ 
ƎǊƛǇŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ǘȅǇƛŎŀƭΦ Did you consider that the children coming 
through here are already disadvantaged and at risk and therefore 
all the more likely to fall victim to a child killer snatching victims at 
random?έ 

άConsidered, yesΣέ Lois said. ά.ǳǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǊŀƴŘƻƳ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 
get us any closer to finding Bobbie Granger. Looking for a connec-
ǘƛƻƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƳƛƎƘǘΤ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǊŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŘŘǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƭǘŜǊƴŀǘƛǾŜΦέ 

YǊŀƳŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƭŀǊŜΦ άaǎΦ [ŀƴŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜd 
services to over fifty thousand children and their families in the 
Metropolis metropolitan area this year alone. Our social workers 
have an average case load of several hundred at any given time. 
Do you know how many children go missing for any number of 
reasons in an averŀƎŜ ǿŜŜƪΚέ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ōƭŀƳŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ trying to steer Kramer 
away from his defensivenessΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ŎƻƴƴŜc-
tion that will help us find the little boy who will probably be mur-
dered unless we find him soon. ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǿŜ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘΦέ 

ά{ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƛƻƴΚέ 
Kramer replied. ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ 

looked into a possible connection between this department and 
the missing childǊŜƴΧ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǘƛƳŜǎΦέ 

άNot this time aǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ LΩƭƭ ōŜǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άBeside the 
police are looking for a suspect and evidence to convict so they 
have to go through all those legal hurdles and presumptions of 
innocenceΧ ǿŜΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ŀ ƪƛŘ ǿƘƻΩǎ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΦέ 

Clark felt a vibration at his hip as his cell phone started to silently 
ring. As he ran down the list of people with his cell number Clark 
knew he had to take the call; no one with his number was prone 
to making frivolous calls in the middle of the day. 

ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŜƳōŀrrassed and 
irked tone as he rose from his seat and headed towards the door; 
pulling out his phone as he did so. As he entered the hallway he 
flipped it open and hit answer. 

άIŜƭƭƻΚέ 

άCl-Clark?έ ¢ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǊŜŎognizable. 

ά/ŀǘΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ IŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƘƻŀǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ 
and Clark could hear people milling around in the background. 
ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ 

άH-ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΗέ /ŀǘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άaȅ ōŀōȅΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΦέ 

άWhatΚέ 

άaȅ ǎƻƴΧ !ŘŀƳΣέ /ŀǘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘΦ άS-ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ !Řŀm! They 
killed my neighbor and took Adam!έ 

ά²ŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ Kosher or not, 
it was time for Cat to meet Lois. 

* * *  



άL ǿŀǎ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΣέ [ƻƛǎ heard Cat say as she sat on the 
stairwell steps with the fellow reporter ǿƘƻΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōecome a part 
of the story. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŎƻƳƳƛǎe-
ǊŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ǘƻ /ŀǘΩǎ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 
her sophoƳƻǊŜ ȅŜŀǊ ƛƴ ƘƛƎƘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ 
made her deal with Lionel Luthor, without doubt the single the 
biggest mistake of her life. 

Clark was a couple floors up at the moment eavesdropping on the 
police and Medical Examiner with his super sensesΦ IŜΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ 
told her that the scene looked strikingly ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƘŜΩŘ 
gone out to this morning, which did not bode well for Bobbie 
Granger if the Toyman had already moved on to another victim. 
More disturbing was that, prior to this abduction, months had 
passed between killingsΧ which suggested a geometric escalation 
of the ƪƛƭƭŜǊΩǎ ōŜƘŀǾƛƻǊ this time. 

Which left  Lois the inglorious task of finding out everything she 
could from Cat. hŘŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ǝotten 
ƻǳǘ ƻŦ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǿƘƻΩŘ ŜǎǎŜƴǘƛŀƭƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ 
ƴŀƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ to her; as if that would actually 
happen. 

Outside the sun was creeping past mid-day. All the people with 
regular hours would be heading back from their lunch breaks to 
their regular routines. But not Lois or Clark and certainly not Ca-
therine Grant. 

άaŀȅōŜΣέ /ŀǘ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ǘƻ [ƻƛǎΩ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘΦ ά.ǳǘ L ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊy-
thing going for me and then I let some guy I thought really loved 
me convince me that there was only one way to prove our love 
for each other. Everything seemed great for a couple of months, 
but then I found out I was pregnant and when I told him he re-
fused to see me; claimed I was making it up. Do you know how 
hard it is to graduate high school ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǘƻŘŘƭŜǊ at 
home?έ 

ά¸Ŝǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǊŜƎŀǊdƭŜǎǎΣέ 
Lois pointed out. 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ /ŀǘ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ άŀƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘǊŀŘŜ !ŘŀƳ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ 
ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ 
ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΤ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǿƻǊƪΣ ŘŀǘŜǎΧ DƻŘΣ L 
ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ Ǝǳȅǎ LΩǾŜ ŘŀǘŜŘ ǿƘŜǊe things 
ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ LΩƳ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΣέ /ŀǘ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƴƻǊǘΦ ά!ŘŀƳΩǎ 
ΨŦather,Ω Vince, ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ own sonΧ 
barely reƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘΧ why should any other 
man care?έ 

Lois found that, despite her best efforts, she was only half-
ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΦ !ƭƭ /ŀǘΩǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪǎ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ŦŜŀǊǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ 
Lucy. Was she willƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜΧ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ƘŜǊ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎ 
ǿƛǘƘ /ƭŀǊƪΧ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƘƻΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƛŜǎ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘΣ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƻƳǇlete 
stranger to her? 

άDƻŘΣ ǿƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΗΚΗέ /ŀǘ ƘŀƭŦ-screamed as 
she buried her face in her hands. 

ά²ŜΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ !ŘŀƳΣ /ŀǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘƭȅ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ 
her fair share of her own lately, the fact of the matter was that 
Lois ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ŘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ 
displays. She had allowed her empathy for others to wither over 
the past eight years and, even though Clark was helping to change 
that, reconnecting with others was not something that happened 
overnight. 

ά/ƭŀǊƪ ƛǎ the best when it comes to ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ 
ƭƻǎǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ŀŘŘΦ άIŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ LΩǾŜ 
ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ōŜΧ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ LΩǾŜ ƴŜŜded 
ƘƛƳΦέ 



ά²ƛǎƘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƎƻΣέ /ŀǘ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘ 
ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ [ƻƛǎΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƛƳŜΧ so 
ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇ ƭŀǘŜ ƻǊ ǎǇŜƴŘ fifteen minutes in the bathroom 
in the middle of a date you just start to thinƪΧέ 

άΧ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ŦƭŀƪŜΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŝƴd-
less frustration in high school of Clark being there one moment 
ŀƴŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ which hid be-
neath the surface appearances. 

άYeahΣέ /ŀǘ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ άOf course I got so preoccupied by that I 
missed the important part; the way he treated Adam. IŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ 
ŦƛǊǎǘ Ǝǳȅ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǌǳƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀōƻǳǘ my son. 
Oh, he was shocked at first, but he called back the next day; took 
Adam and me to the carnival for our second date.έ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ [ƻƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ƛƴ ǊŜǇƭȅΦ ά/ƭŀǊƪ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ŀ ƪƛƴŘΦέ 

The truth that hid beneath the surface was that Clark was the 
most dependable man Lois had ever known. 

How insecure was she to think that Clark would ever begrudge her 
bringing Lucy into her life? How pathetic was it that she could 
even think of using that as an excuse to not take the girl in? 
Though she wished she they could have met under better cir-
cumstancesΣ [ƻƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ Ƙƻǿ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ Cat for 
helping point out how groundless half her doubts and fears about 
Lucy were. 

άI got everything I could from upstairs,έ /ƭŀǊƪ announced as he 
descended the stairs towards the two women. Lois rose from the 
ǎǘŜǇ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ 
hug him briefly. 

Though he returned the hug warmly, she saw Clark cock an eye-
brow behind his glasses as if to question the reason for the sud-
den public display of affection. 

άLΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǘŜǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘƛŦǘƛƴƎ ƎŜŀǊǎ ōŀŎƪ 
to the mattŜǊ ŀǘ ƘŀƴŘΣ ά{ƻΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘΚέ {ƘŜ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ 
ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƪŜǇǘ ƻƴŜ ŀǊƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ 
waist. 

ά{ŀƳŜ ŀǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΤ ƴƻ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ŜƴǘǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ,έ Clark replied. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ŎŀƳŜǊŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ [ƻƛǎ queried. Cat nod-
ded. 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅ 
one of them went dead right around the time they think Adam 
ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴΦέ 

[ƻƛǎ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ /ŀǘ ŎƘƻƪŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀ ǎƻō ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƴΩǎ 
name and his plight. No clues meant very little chance of actually 
finding Adam. 

άWe should get going then,έ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ /ŀǘΩǎ ǎŀƪŜ 
as for getting started on finding AdamΦ άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
tƭŀƴŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƘŀŎƪƛƴƎΦέ /ŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘΦ !ŘŀƳ 
was in the DFS system. The DFS was the connection; she could 
ŦŜŜƭ ƛǘΦ {ƻ ƛŦ aǊΦ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5C{ ŦƛƭŜǎ 
ǎƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ 

* * *  

!ŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ /ŀǘ DǊŀƴǘΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŎu-
pant of a grey sedan watched as Cat Grant exited the police cor-
don along with the two print reporters Lane and Kent. As they 
pulled out into traffic he surreptitiously slid out into the traffic as 
well and made a call.  

* * *  

άL ǎŜŜΣέ WŀŎƪ wƛŘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎat at his desk at KGBSΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƪŜŜǇ 
me informed.έ 



What was the girl thinking? Rider wondered as he wandered out 
of his office and into the studio where the Noon News was just 
wrapping up. Why was she going with the enemy with a story this 
big? 

Lane had been nipping at his heels for years, but since Rider con-
ǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛǊǊŜǎƛǎǘƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ǎŜȄ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 
considered her a threat. But her new partner; that young punk 
Kent; was another matter. He might think he was hot stuff with 
his inside connections to Superman and some nobody police cap-
tain, but Jack Rider had been making inside connections with the 
movers and shakers in this town while Kent was still in diapers. 
Captain Sawyer might favor the kid, but Rider was in the same 
ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ Ŏƭǳō ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŜǊ ƻŦ tƻƭƛŎŜ ǿƘƻΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ 
tƘŀƴ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ Ŧƛƭƭ WŀŎƪ ƛƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǊȅ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ά¢ƻȅƳŀƴ aǳr-
ŘŜǊǎΦέ 

A predator was feeding on the disadvantaged children of the 
ŎƛǘȅΧ Rider could not have invented a more compelling vehicle for 
getting himself back on top if he tried. Not that he gave a rip 
about what was being done to a bunch of trailer-trash orphans 
ŀƴŘ ŎǊŀŎƪ ōŀōƛŜǎΧ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉǳblic would eat it up. That hope and 
inspiration drivel that the Superman story kept coming back to 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘǊŀǿ ǾƛŜǿŜǊǎΤ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎted in disasters that 
almost happen? No, give the audience tragedy; dead children, 
horrible crashes, natural disasters and the public would be riveted 
for the latest developments.  

Well, that or a good scandal, which was why the whole άSuper-
man: Alien Conquerorέ had played so well for months. But that 
gravy train was over now and, barring another political blunder 
ƭƛƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 59h ŦŀŎƛƭƛǘȅΣ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ 
pulling in the numbers Jack needed to stay on top. 

IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀƴŀƎƛƴƎ ŜŘƛǘƻǊΣ ¢ƻm Focht, had ac-
tually had the gall to tell him that Kent and Lane might be surpass-
ing him as the top investigative reporters in the city. The only rea-

son anyone was paying any attention to them was because of the 
Superman story that had been literally dropped in their laps. Be-
ƛƴƎ ƛƴ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƘŜŜǊƛƴƎ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿƛƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀ ōƛƎ ƘŜŀŘƭƛƴŜ 
when the entire city was endangered, but honestlyΧ how often 
would something like that happen? 

No, a month from now Kent and Lane would be back in the ob-
scurity they deserved while he would still be on top. Not that they 
ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƎƻƻŘ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƻǊǎΣ ōǳǘ ōȅ ǎǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ǇŀƎŜ 
they rendered themselves irrelevant. All that really mattered was 
getting the story first because that was the only story anyone real-
ly cared about. 

What better way to prove that then by scooping them on the 
¢ƻȅƳŀƴ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎǿƻǊƪΦ !ƭƭ ƘŜ ǊŜŀlly 
needed to do was have Kent and Lane followed. {ƻ ŦŀǊ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ 
been to the Department of Family Services and then some apart-
mŜƴǘ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΩd met up 
with Cat Grant and his man was tailing them to wherever they 
ǿŜǊŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ƴŜȄǘΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ƴŀtter where they went. All he 
needed to do was wait until it looked like the story was going to 
break and then get out there with a news van and broadcast live 
from the scene. No matter how fast they wrote or the Planet 
ǇǊŜǎǎŜǎ ǊŀƴΣ ƘŜΩŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ that everyone would say had ac-
tually gotten the story first. All the fame would go to him. 

As for Ms. Grant and her choice of loyalties Χ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ just 
have to have a little talk about that. 

* * *  

άWillƛŀƳΣέ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎǳōƻǊŘƛƴŀǘŜΩǎ 
ofŦƛŎŜΦ ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΦέ 

The amber alert for Adam Grant had gone out fifteen minutes 
ago. 



ά¢ƘŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣέ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ William 
ScottΩǎ ǊeǎǇƻƴǎŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎƘǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΦ άBoth Granger 
ŀƴŘ DǊŀƴǘ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳǊǎΦέ 

άLΩƳ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣέ William said tersely. 

ά{ƻ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛǎǘΣέ YǊŀƳŜǊ added 
as he lifted the print out given to him by Miss Lane. It was true 
that the police had checked the connection between the depart-
ment and the murŘŜǊŜŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΧ ƻƴŎŜΤ ŦƛǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ YǊŀƳŜǊ 
could have used that as an excuse to just ignore the matter and 
say that things had been checked out and that ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜ Ƙƛǎ 
department, but there had been fourteen more murders in the 
five years since the police had last bothered checking and con-
trary to what Lois Lane might think he really did care about these 
children and this office and he was not about to stand by if there 
really was a killer in their midst. 

The background checks for his subordinates were good, but as 
ǎǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴƴŜƭ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 
ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ Ŧƭŀwless. {ƻ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŜŀŎƘ 
murdered child one by one and found that the vast majority of 
them had ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǿƻǊƪŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ 
make the connection. 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳΧ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƪƛŘǎΗΚΗέ William ex-
ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘΗΚΗέ 

ά!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǿƻǊƪŜǊǎΣέ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 
ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ōƻȅǎΣ WilliamΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǘŜǊƴƭȅΦ 

άLŦ L ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅ ƛŘŜŀ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩŘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΗΚΗέ William yelled 
back. 

άL ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƭŀǿȅŜǊ then, Mr. ScottΣέ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ 
turned to leave. άhƴŜ ǿŀȅ ƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ 

IŜ ƘŀƭŦ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ǊǳǎƘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘΧ ŀƴ ŀŎǘ ƻŦ 
desperation that would prove he was the one the police had been 
looking for. It would have been so much easier if he had. But Wil-
liam just sat there glaring daggers at Kramer as he stormed back 
into the hallway and towards his office. 

άL ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳ aǊΦ {ŎƻǘǘΣέ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
doorǿŀȅΣ άōǳǘ ǊŜǎǘ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻp until I find out 
ǿƘƻΩǎ ōeƘƛƴŘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

YǊŀƳŜǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜƎŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭƭƻǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǳōƻr-
dinates in the hallway as he passed them by. He had several 
phone calls to make. 

* * *  

Too close. Too close, the Toyman thought to himself as Kramer 
slipped out of sight. People were starting to piece it together. 
¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƛƴΧ ǘƘŜȅ were going to stop him from helping 
the children. 

Something had to be done. Something had to be done quickly. 

The new boy, Adam, had been ŀ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ 
ŎƻƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΤ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ 
more concerned with finding someone to make Bobbie happy. 
Worse Adam had started making such a protest that it had started 
to upset Bobbie even more and ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŜǇŀǊŀǘŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ 
the Toyman fŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǳǊƎŜǎ ǿŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΧ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ 
always did when his efforts were frustrated. 

Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ōŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
there for him and had to regularly leave his care to a neighbor? 
IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊΧ she had been doing her 
ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ 
mother had left him with this stranger his hatred had surged and 
before he could stop himself the woman had been lying in pieces 
before him. 



There was no question about it; he needed those who were after 
him out of the way and a way to calm the boys. The stress of their 
efforts was making him think bad thoughts about the children and 
it would only be a matter of time until his urges overwhelmed him 
and so something had to be done. 

Then it came to him. He knew what he had to doΧ how to ensure 
that the evil were punished and that everyone else lived happily 
ever after. It would require most his toys to accomplish it, but it 
was the only way to be sure. It would require sacrifice, but anyone 
who truly loved the children as he did would be willing to make it. 
Of that the Toyman was certain. 

* * *  

ACCESS DENIED. CONNECTION HAS TIMED OUT. 

Lois thumped her forehead against her desktop in frustration as 
her computer screen again threw up the announcement that this 
attempt to breach the firewall of the DFS offices had been 
thwarted just as the half dozen previous attempts had been. Not 
that she was especially surprised; computer hacking was far from 
the most glamorous of activities and the reality was about as far 
from the portrayal in movies and television as you could get. 

The fact of the matter was that it was tedious work more akin to 
solving a brain teaser or attempting to play chess with a master 
depending on the level of security. And there was a lot of waiting 
and repeated failures as programs ǎƘŜΩŘ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ for the task ran 
through all the permutations of security passwords looking for the 
one that would open up the system for her to explore. 

Lois knew it was just a matter of time though. The Metropolis DFS 
Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳŘƎŜǘ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǳǇŜǊ-sophisticated 
internet security system and she was better at hacking than most. 
{ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ /L! ƻǊ b{!Ωǎ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊǎΤ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƴƻǘ 
without getting caught anyway; but local government and a lot of 
corporate systems were well within the scope of her skills. 

It was already 5:30 and with the paper all but put to bed a lot of 
the day staff who worked in the city room had gone home for the 
night. She glanced over at Clark and Cat; the only other people in 
eye shot at this point; ǿƘƻ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ŀŘƧŀŎŜƴǘ ŘŜǎƪΦ 
She could almost feel the nervous fear radiating off of Cat at the 
thought of what might be happening to her son at this very mo-
ment while Clark did his best to look busy. Twice in the past hour 
ƘŜΩŘ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ǊƻƻƳǎΣ ƻǊ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ 
ǘƻƭŘ /ŀǘΦ aƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀƴǾŀǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛŜǎ ŀǎ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴ 
in the hopes that maybe some clue would emerge from out of 
thin air that would let him be more than a bystander at this point. 

Clark was very good at finding clues; especially since his heigh-
tened senses let him notice things that it would take a full foren-
sics lab to noǘƛŎŜΦ .ǳǘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ aΦhΦ ƻŦ !ŘŀƳΩǎ 
abduction was the same as that of Bobbie Granger there hadƴΩǘ 
been much ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Řo and, given that he could do just 
about anything, it bothered him far more than he let on. 

Even something they had thought might be useful ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǇŀƴƴŜŘ 
out. Clark had gleaned from an off-hand remark about the mur-
dered woman at the scene of the most recent crime that indi-
cated an odd wound found on the back of her neck was identical 
to those found on the other victims who had been dismembered. 

Lois had called Mitchell Corbin, her favorite Metropolis CSI and 
ironically the third cousin once removed of the late Intergang 
kingpin, to see about getting copies of those autopsies. Lois ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
even gripe about the cost; two tickets for the Metropolis Sharks-
Central City Lightning game. Despite Captain Sawyer unofficially 
asking Clark for help, the Feds were leaning so hard on the de-
partment to keep the case hush-hush that the price was probably 
a bargain. 

She just wished she could say the information had been worth it. 
The marks were some type of puncture wound, but there was no 
evidence of any toxin and the wound itself was not severe enough 



to incapacitate though it did penetrate right to the bone. There 
might have been something there, but it had clearly been re-
moved before the killer had left. In other words it was a dead end 
for now. 

Lois had just clicked her mouse to start the next attempt at 
breaching the DFS firewall when her phone rang. Knowing it 
would be a few miƴǳǘŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŀc-
tion in her hacking attempt she plucked the handset from her 
desk and put it up to her ear. 

ά[ƻƛǎ [ŀƴŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛŘƭȅΣ ƘŜǊ ŦƻŎǳǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ her monitor and the 
stream of alphanumeric characters that flickered on her screen. 

άMiss Lane,έ ŎŀƳŜ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ άThis is Joseph Kramer from 
the Department of Family Services. We spoke earlier today.έ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ L ǊŜŎŀƭƭΣέ Lois remarked trying to keep the surprise from her 
voice. She honestly had ƴƻǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ 
back to herΤ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘ ŦŀǊ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŦŀǊ ǘƻo many 
bureaucrats to ever believe it. She glanced over at Clark and subt-
ly tapped her left ear twice; part of a little ŎƻŘŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǳǇ 
for when they were around other people which told him he 
should use his super-senses; in this case those super-sensitive 
ears of his; to listen in. 

άIt seems I owe you an apology Miss LaneΣέ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǳc-
ŎƛƴŎǘƭȅΦ άAfter going over your list it appears that more than half 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŎƻƳƳƻƴΧ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŎŀǎŜ ǿƻǊƪŜǊǎΦέ 

άwŜŀƭƭȅΚέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǘ up straight in her chair and 
ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƴƻǘŜǇŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǇŜƴΦ ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ƴŀƳŜΚέ 

άNot at this time,έ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩll be calling the police imme-
diately and LΩƳ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƳ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ 
to this.έ 

ά[ƻƻƪΣ LΩƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ. This prompted a 
shocked look from Clark who knew how rare an offer that was 
coming from Lois. ά²ŜΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ 

άI appreciate that Miss Lane, but if this is just a horrible coinci-
ŘŜƴŎŜ LΧ ²Ƙŀǘ ¢I9ΧΗΗΗέ 

Through the phone Lois heard the splintering crack of wood being 
shattered and the lumbering gait of something heavy followed by 
ŀ ȅŜƭƭ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ YǊŀƳŜǊΦ 9ǾŜƴ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ 
desk he was already gone. 

Well at least Clark can finally do something, Lois thought to her-
self as she snatched her keys from her desk and bolted from her 
seat. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ /ŀǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ [ƻƛǎ ǊŀŎŜŘ ǇŀǎǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ 
/ƭŀǊƪΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ŀ ŘƻǳōƭŜ ǘŀƪŜ to find him no longer 
sitting beside her. 

άtǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ǊƻƻƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎƘƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǎƭƻǿƛƴƎ 
down. DƻŘΣ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ LΩƳ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ 
boyfriend really IS an incontinent flake. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ Cat called after her as she hurried to 
ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƴŀme. Has this got something 
ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ !ŘŀƳΚέ 

Lois knew that Cat desperately wanted to help in the effort to find 
her son, but the fact of the matter was that it was a lot easier for 
/ƭŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
ƪƴƻǿ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ secret around. In the half-second that she was de-
bating between simply leaving her behind or bringing her along a 
third option stepped into view. 

άWƛƳƳȅΗέ [ƻƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǾƛŜǿ ŀƴŘ 
ǎƘŜ Ǌŀƴ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ άWƛƳƳȅΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ŦŀǾƻǊΦέ 



άIǳƘΚέ WƛƳƳȅ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴΦ άL ƳŜŀƴΧ ǳƳΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ 
ƴŜŜŘΚέ ƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ /ŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜ DǊŀƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ YD.{ bŜǿǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ /ŀǘ 
ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊΦ άIŜǊ ǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ 
killed all those other kids. I need you to help her out with anything 
ǎƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ L Ǝƻ ǇǳǊǎǳŜ ŀ ƭŜŀŘΦέ 

ά¦ƳΣ ǎǳǊŜΣέ WƛƳƳȅ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ /ŀǘΦ [ƻƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
almost see his eyes bulging out of their sockets and tongue start-
ing to loll as he appeared to drink in the sight of the attractive 
blonde next to Lois. 

Cat was too distraught to notice WƛƳƳȅΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ and kept her 
attenǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ [ƻƛǎΦ ά/ŀƴ L Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά{ƻǊǊȅΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƘǳǊǊƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊǎΦ ά¢ƻǇ ǎe-
cret conǘŀŎǘΧ ƻƴƭȅ ǎǇŜŀƪǎ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ LΩƭƭ Ŧƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ in ƭŀǘŜǊΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ǘŜƭƭ /ƭŀǊƪΚέ /ŀǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊǎ ǘƻ 
the elevator opened and Lois sprang in. 

Lois was saved from having to think up an answer by the closing 
elevaǘƻǊ ŘƻƻǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ 
but think that Cat must believe that she was as big a flake as 
Clark. 

²ŜƭƭΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ, she consoled her-
self. 

* * *  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ¢I9ΧΗΚΗέ 

Kramer jumped in shock as his door exploded in a shower of splin-
ters as something heavy barreled into it. In the space where the 
door had stood was a sight that left Kramer stunned. It looked like 
an over-sized toy dog; a round cylinder for a body, stubby legs and 
a wobbly tail that looked like it was a spring. It seemed so utterly 

ƘŀǊƳƭŜǎǎΧ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘǎ oversized head twisted to look at him and 
opened its mouth to reveal horrible two-inch serrated fangs. 

Kramer screamed in fear and dropped the phone he had just been 
holding as the mechanical beast coiled and leapt at him with a 
hiss of hydraulics. He futilely hurled his arms up to defend his face 
as it barreled towards him and screamed again as the window to 
his left exploded and a crimson cloaked figure slammed into the 
meŎƘŀƴƛŎŀƭ ōŜŀǎǘΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ 

The impact knocked the dog off course, causing the figure and 
ŘƻƎ ǘƻ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ǎƭŀƳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ YǊŀƳŜǊΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ƙƻr-
rendous crash that tore another hole through the side of his of-
fice. 

{ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΧ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΣ YǊŀƳŜǊΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǊŜƎƛstered 
about a second later along with the rather unexpected facts that 
he was both still alive and had not been hideously mauled by the 
beast. Gathering his wits he ran for the hole in the wall and could 
just make out the ridiculous sight of Superman grappling with the 
innocent-looking robot dog. Both were moving so quickly he could 
barely make anything out. There was a rumble as the pair im-
pacted on the asphalt below that sent pulverized chunks of the 
street flying and Kramer wisely ducked back behind cover; praying 
as he did so that it would be over soon. 

* * *  

Clarƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛǾŜΤ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ 
was capable of or that it did not seem to be the slightest bit 
ǇƘŀǎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇŀŎǘ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ Lǘǎ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
seem to be the slightest bit diminished as it slipped through his 
grasp and made a lunge for his throat. He grabbed for its mouth 
and was stunned to find that it was taking all his strength just to 
hold it back. As the jaws started to clamp down Clark felt himself 
wince in pain as the teeth actually began to penetrate his skin. 
Reflexively he unleashed a blast of heat vision at the beast, but it 



barely warmed the surface of the machine. What in the world was 
this thing made of? 

With great effort Clark managed to get one boot beneath the ro-
ōƻǘƛŎ ŘƻƎΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ all his might which sent the me-
chanical hound hurtling back through the air. It spun as it did so 
and, incredibly, landed on its feet and charged right back at him. 

Great, Clark mused as he backed away from the beast, ƛǘΩǎ actually 
part cat. 

Clark slipped into super speed as the dog approached, but as the 
dog closed it impossibly seemed to pick up speed. 

²ŀƛǘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ Clark realized as he noted a car 
crawling past on a side-street. As quickly as he was trying to move 
it should have been all but ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴŀǊȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘƻƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ 
as it approached; he was slowing down. 

Just like that Clark knew why the mechanical beast was so power-
ful, both conventionally and against him. 

The dog leapt as it reached him and Clark was just barely able to 
duck in time. Then he hurled himself forward to put some dis-
tance between himself and construct. Spinning around and with 
the dog a good twenty feet away now he lashed out again with his 
heat vision which sheared through the dog like a hot knife 
through warm butter. A moment later there was nothing left of 
the head and torso but a molten pile of slag. 

There was nothing special about the metal the dog was made out 
ƻŦΧ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛǘǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǎƻǳǊŎŜΦ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ 
there really was only one thing that could provide so much power 
to such a relatively small object. Shielded as it was inside the me-
tallic hull of the robot its effect on him had been greatly dimi-
nished; and in the heat of battle hard to spot; but the effect that 
kryptonite had on him was obvious. 

Opening up his ears he listened for the sounds of any similar me-
chanical monsters, but there was only the usual sounds of the city 
and the pings of cooling metal beneath him. 

Clark tore up into the sky and then back in the direction of the 
Daily PlŀƴŜǘΦ ²ƛǘƘ ƭǳŎƪ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇ ǘƻ [ƻƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊk-
ing garage and they could keep up appearances by racing together 
to the scene of the attack and then, hopefully get a better idea of 
what had happened. 

One thing was certain, this attack definitely changed things. There 
weǊŜƴΩǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ƪƴŜǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƪǊȅǇǘƻƴƛǘŜΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŜȄƻǘƛŎ 
properties and that meant their field of suspects just got consi-
derably smaller. He tried not to dwell on the fact that it also 
meant the Toyman was also much more dangerous than he initial-
ly appeared. 

* * *  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƪǊȅp-
ǘƻƴƛǘŜ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ !ŎƘƛƭƭŜǎΩ IŜŜƭ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻȅΩǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ 
ǿŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ǎƘƛŜƭŘŜŘΣέ [ƻƛǎ whispered to Clark as she came back from 
the police line surrounding the remains of the robotic dog. There 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΦ LŦ /ƭŀǊƪ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǳǎŜŘ 
to be she never would have been able to identify it and she was 
certain the police and firemen surǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
know what to make of it either. 

άLΩƭƭ ŦŜŜl better about that news if it ƘŜƭǇǎ ǳǎ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƎǳȅΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ 
remarked as they slipped away and up the back stairs of the office 
building that housed the DFS. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊƳ ŀƴŘ 
fuzzy exterior you mentioned that was some serious hardware 
ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǳǘΧ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
build out of parts from a RadioHut in your basement. That type of 
training and the parts needed to build it ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƭΦέ 



They found Mr. Kramer in the lobby with Captain Sawyer, Dan 
Turpin and a pair of dark-suited Federal Agents. 

ά²Ƙƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΚέ ǘƘŜ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ŀƎŜƴǘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ŎǊƛƳŜ 
ǎŎŜƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǾŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ 
reactionary reǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ ά²ŀƛǘΧ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ōeŦƻǊŜΦέ !ƴ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ 
ƭŀǘŜǊ ƛǘ ŎƭƛŎƪŜŘΦ άL ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ 
afterƴƻƻƴΦ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ 
she strode towards them. 

{ŀǿȅŜǊ ǎƛƭŜƴǘƭȅ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀƭǊight Agent Chase. I asked Mr. 
Kent and Ms. Lane to see if they could dig up anything we might 
ƘŀǾŜ ƻǾŜǊƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴ ŎŀǎŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ aǎΦ [ŀƴŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ŀǘǘŀŎƪŜŘΣέ aǊΦ 
Kramer added. 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΚέ !ƎŜƴǘ /ƘŀǎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊǳōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
bridge of her nose as if fighting off a headache. 

ά/ŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜ DǊŀƴǘ ƛǎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊǎΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ 
ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴΦέ 

άwƛƛƛƎƘǘΣέ /ƘŀǎŜ ƛƴǘƻƴŜŘ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ ά{ƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ōƛƎ Ŏƻƛn-
ciŘŜƴŎŜΚέ {ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ {ŀǿȅŜǊΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƳ any-
ǿƘŜǊŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƛƳŜ ǎŎŜƴŜΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜǊŜΩŘ ōŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
to see anyway. άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻŦ YǊŀƳŜǊΩǎ people 
ǎŜƴǘΧ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 

Lois desperately wanted to bring up the mechanical dog, but she 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ bŜƛǘƘŜǊ she nor Clark should have any idea about what it 
had been. 

ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŦƛŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ 5Φ9ΦhΦ ǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ƛƴǾŜs-
tigaǘƛƻƴΣέ !ƎŜƴǘ /ƘŀǎŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǘŜǊƴ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻ aǊΦ 
Kramer that told him to keep silent about the matter. 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƛǘ ƘŀǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΦ It looked like the D.E.O. was still 
ǳǇ ǘƻ ƛǘǎ ƻƭŘ ǘǊƛŎƪǎΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀǊŘ ǊŜƳŀǊƪǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǳƴŎƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ 
the D.E.O. had moved in to acquire the remains of the Eradicators 
that Clark had destroyed yesterday morning and now it was grab-
bing up the remains of a super-ǘŜŎƘ ǊƻōƻǘƛŎ ŘƻƎΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōe-
lieve for an instant that their interest was even remotely benign. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳƭǇǊƛǘ ǿƘƻ ǎŜƴǘ ƛǘΚέ Lois asked trying to at least 
get something. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŦƛŜŘ ǘƻƻΣέ !ƎŜƴǘ /ƘŀǎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƭŘƭȅΦ 

ά5Φ9ΦhΦ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ 

άbƻΣέ /ƘŀǎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΦ άaŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ aƛǎǎ [ŀƴŜΦ LΩǾŜ 
read your work and that of your partner and let me tell you 
ǘƘŀǘΧέ 

/ƘŀǎŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘΦ άΧ²ƘŜǊŜ is ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊΚέ 

Lois just looked up at the ceiling and tried to suppress a smile. As 
ōƛƎ ŀǎ /ƭŀǊƪ ǿŀǎΣ ƘŜΩŘ ƳŀǎǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǎƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǳƴƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ŀ 
ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎƻΦ tŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊ ǎǇŜŜŘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ 
never be able to use that if not for the fact that he was also very 
good at letting himself be overlooked. Everyone had been so fo-
ŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ [ƻƛǎ ŀƴŘ !ƎŜƴǘ /ƘŀǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǇŀƛŘ ŀƴȅ ŀǘǘŜntion 
to Clark. 

άhƘΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜΩǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ someǿƘŜǊŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ 

* * *  

Actually, Clark was still well within ear shot of the conversationΧ 
even for a normal person. Just past them in the hall actually. Like 
Lois, he was far less concerned about the actual site of the attack; 
ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ, albeit briefly. No, what interested him was 
where the dog had come from before. Something like that ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
just appear out of thin air. It had to have a way in and what Clark 
wanted to do was find that. Because the odds were that where 



the dog came from was also where Toyman was keeping the boys. 
At the very least it would provide more clues. 

With that in mind, Clark took a deep breath to relax and opened 
up his senses. In that alien world the path the dog had taken was 
all too obvious; His tightly focused x-ray vision showed depres-
sions in the linoleum of the hall that were only a few millimeters 
ŘŜŜǇ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǇŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎŀƭ ŘƻƎΩǎ ǎǘǳōōȅ 
legs. The almost palpable gritty smell of grease and motor oil 
wafted from them, probably from wherever the construct had 
been assembled; though those were almost lost amidst the pine 
scent of the cleaner residue that covered practically every surface 
in the building. 

But there was another strong scent too; one he had grown all too 
familiar with over the years. Backtracking along the path of the 
mechanical dog he soon found its source. The door was unlatched 
and opened silently with a nudge. 

άIŜȅΗέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ [ƻƛǎΦ ά5ƛŘ 
ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŘƻǳōǘŜŘ ƛǘΦ Unlike KraƳŜǊΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ 
there was no police tape up and it was quite a distance from Kra-
ƳŜǊΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ 

In an undisciplined mass the six others came running; crowding 
the narrow hallway by the open door, but no one made a move to 
enter. 

άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘΗέ [ƻƛǎ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǘΦ 

άL ƪƴƻǿΦ LǘΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƎǊƛǎƭȅΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ as she stared at the figure sprawled in 
a chair behind the office desk; at the blank eyes and the trickle of 
blood congealed on its lips; at the gore covering the back wall; 
ŀƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛǎǘƻƭ ƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜΩǎ 
dangling hand. A single alabaster sheet of paper was all that 
adorned the desk. 

ά/ƭŀǊƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜΣ άǘƘŀǘΩǎ [ǳŎȅΩǎ ŎŀǎŜ 
workŜǊΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣέ aǊΦ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ŀƭƭ eyes 
to turned to him. /ƭŀǊƪ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŦŜŜƭ [ƻƛǎΩ hopes for find-
ing the missing boys crumbling inside her heart as Kramer uttered 
his next words. 

άI confronted him shortly before I was attacked by his robotic dog. 
I believe William Scott was your ƪƛƭƭŜǊΦέ 

* * *  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER SIX: 
SOLDIERS 

 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΦ aƻǾŜ ƛǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ WŀŎƪ wƛŘŜǊ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƳŜǊa-
man and sound crew as they raced through the revolving front 
doors of the Daily Planet building as if they were firefighters rac-
ing to the scene of a raging inferno. 

άIƻƭŘ ƻƴΗέ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ-aged man at the security desk yelled out. 
ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘΗέ 

wƛŘŜǊ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǊŀŎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊǎΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ 
this building before and unlike LexCorp across the way, security in 
the Planet building was little more than a show. Three middle-
aged men armed with nothing more than walkie-talkies; present 
more for insurance reasons than actual protection of anything in 
the building. 

Rider checked his watch; 5:50 p.m. They were cutting it close. 
YŜƴƴȅ .ǊŀǾŜǊƳŀƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘƻǊ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ 
Lane and Kent ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ tƭŀƴŜǘ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 
ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƎƻΦ IƻƴŜǎǘƭȅΣ wƛŘŜǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ 
about Kent and Lane or where they were going; the real story of 
ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ tƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ /ƛǘȅ wƻƻƳΦ YŜƴƴȅ 
had specificaƭƭȅ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ WŀŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ /ŀǘ DǊŀƴǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ 
[ŀƴŜ ŀƴŘ YŜƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƭŜŦǘΦ 

²ƘŜƴΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ŀƎƻΣ ƘŜΩŘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ 
second Amber Alert had gone out that day Jack knew that would 
ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΤ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ who the 
ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŀōŘǳŎǘŜŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǊŜǎǘǊŀƛƴ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ 
from dancing and letting loose with the war-whoops. The child of 
a KGBS reporter had been abducted by a child-killer the police and 
Feds had been keeping quiet about. 

It would be a fƛŜƭŘ Řŀȅ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ƛƴǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƛŦ ƻŦŦ ǊƛƎƘǘΧ ƘŜ 
ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƭƛǾŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ΨbŜǿǎϪ{ƛȄΩ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄŎƭǳǎƛǾŜ ƛƴǘŜr-
ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΤ /ŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜ DǊŀƴǘΦ 

Take your Superman story and CHOKE on it, Jack mentally jabbed 
at Lane and Kent as the elevator lifted him towards what he was 
sure would be yet another appointment with greatness. This is 
what the REAL news is all about. 

* * *  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŎǊƻŀƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ 
just outside the DFS building. Clark just held her close and watch-
ŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ /{LΩǎ ƳƛƭƭƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΦ ¢ŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ 
were well inside the police-lines, but Capǘŀƛƴ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŦŜƭǘ 
the need to push the point and it had been enough for Agent 
/ƘŀǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜ ŘŜƴƛŜŘ ŜƴǘǊȅ ƛƴǘƻ {ŎƻǘǘΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ. ScotǘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ-
written letter had been an outright admission of his crimes and a 
plea for forgiveness. Kramer had confirmed that the signature had 
indeed belonged to Scott. 

9ǾŜƴ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ {ŎƻǘǘΩǎ ǎǳōǳǊōŀƴ ƘƻƳŜ 
looking for some sign of the boys and the Feds were pulling every 
ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ƳŀƴΦ {ƻ ŦŀǊ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ 
nothing, but based on the now less than harried looks on every-
ƻƴŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜǎ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǊŜs-
cue to recovery. 

άLǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ She was despe-
rately looking for some way to explain this to Catherine. Some 
ǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ōǊŜŀƪ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ 
tears because her son was most likely dead. άLǘΧ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ 
ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

άIƻǿ ǎƻΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ǘƻ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀƭƛǾŜ ŀǎ 
ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǎƻ ǎŜŜƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻŦ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƛnhumanity 
in his travels to acknowledge that it may have been too late from 
ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƻŦ !ŘŀƳΩǎ ŀōŘǳŎǘƛƻƴΦ {ǘƛƭƭΣ ƘŜΩŘ 



learned ǘƻ ǘǊǳǎǘ [ƻƛǎΩ Ǝǳǘ ŀƴŘ, if someǘƘƛƴƎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǊƛƎƘǘ, then 
he wanted to know about it. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ άLǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦŜŜƭǎΧ ǿǊƻƴƎΦέ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
put her finger on it, but there was definitely something off here. 
{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛs building was trying to make a 
ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ 
ǎǳŎŎŜŜŘƛƴƎΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΧ ƴƻΣ ǎƻƳŜone ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΧ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ 
ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎƻΧ ǿŀǎ ƛƳǇƻrtant to figuring out the truth and Scott most 
definitely was not that someone. 

άOkay, tƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ {Ŏƻǘǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǊƻōƻǘƛŎ ŘƻƎΚέ [ƻƛǎ 
ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƴŎǊŜǘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘȅ 
ǎŜƴŘ ƛǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ YǊŀƳŜǊ ƛŦ {Ŏƻǘǘ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ replied. άaŀȅōŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ kill 
himself initially.έ 

άSo what then? He sends the robodog to keep Kramer from ex-
posing him, but when that failed he just gives up and kills him-
ǎŜƭŦΚέ 

ά/ƻǳƭŘ ōŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άhǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ Ǉǎychopath 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜΦέ 

άbƻΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŘƛǎŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ a little of the crazy ŀƴŘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ 
see it. He preys on children; young children; ones too weak to 
Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ŦƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ŀ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƳŀƴΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ 
ŎƻǿŀǊŘΧ ŀƴ ŀƴƎǊȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƻǿŀǊŘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǎƻmeone like that hav-
ing the nerve to kill themselves with a gun; too much chance of 
bungling it.έ 

άbƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŘƻǳōǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǎǎŜǎǎƳŜƴǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά.ǳǘ Ƨǳǎǘ 
ǿƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

ά¦ƳΧ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǾƛǊǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƴƻ ƭƛŦŜ, right?έ Lois 
said with a sheepish grin. {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎu-
lar fact, but it was the truth. 

!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ [ƻƛǎΩ idol, Elizabeth Cochrane, was the reason for this par-
ticular font of insight. It had started out as your typical freshman 
community college research paper for Psych 101; five double 
spaced pages; but it wound up taking on a life of its own. Given 
the utter chaos that had been her life that year after the explo-
sion and the loss of her father, Lois had latched onto her old idol 
for a sense of stability and used Elizabeth as the topic for her pa-
per. 

Lois had then proceeded to read a good chunk of literature on 
mental illness in an attempt to get into the mindset of the woman 
who had risked her life by faking insanity so she could get an in-
side look at the way inmates were treated in the asylums of her 
day and exposing the abuse to the world. Her paper wound up 
being twenty-six pages for which she got a B; the instructor 
docked her a letter grade for being so far outside of the projectΩǎ 
length requirement; a problem she still had occasionally with Per-
ry. 

Of course the greatest source of inspiration Lois had drawn from 
Elizabeth was deciding to adopt a pseudonym. Even with all the 
problems involved in keeping it, it had taken a leap of faith for 
Lois to entirely abŀƴŘƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƻƭŘ ƴŀƳŜΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ 
one day seeing the name Chloe Sullivan on a front page by-line of 
the Daily Planet and it was hard to give up on your dreams. It was 
Elizabeth who had given her the courage to follow through and 
beŎƻƳŜ [ƻƛǎ [ŀƴŜΦ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ /ƻŎƘǊŀƴŜΧ ōŜtter known to the 
world as Nellie Bly. 

άhƪŀȅΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŀŘƳƛs-
sion. He stood up from the stone steps and offered her his hand. 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŜxŀŎǘƭȅ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 

άLǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ {Ŏƻǘǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ 
ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΦ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀƭƭ ōȅ 
ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƛǘΦέ 



ά.ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎǳŜǎǎǿƻǊƪ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ƘǳƴŎƘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ Ŏŀu-
ǘƛƻƴŜŘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ [ƻƛǎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ōǳƛƭding up false hope. 

ά²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ {Ŏƻǘǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΧ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ǎƻƳe-
one else working in that building is. LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΦέ ²Ƙƻ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ 
ǿƘƻΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǇƭŀŎŜΚ ²Ƙƻ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳb-
conscious flags in her mind?  

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƴŀǊǊƻǿǎ ƛǘ Řown to just several hundred people; all of 
ǿƘƻƳ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǊƛƎƻǊƻǳǎ ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŎƘŜŎƪǎΦέ 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ǝǳȅ ǿho 
Ŏŀƴ Ǉǳǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ Ǌƻōƻǘ ŘƻƎǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ 
me that the screening is that rigorous. ThŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ 
ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΦέ 

άbƻΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻr-
ŘƻƴŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŀǊŜŀ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΦ ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƴŀǊǊƻǿ ƛǘ 
Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƛŦ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘƛǎΧ 
ƎǳȅΧέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŘǊƛŦǘŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ 

/ƭŀǊƪ ǎƴƛŦŦŜŘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǇǳȊȊƭŜŘΦ άbƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻŘŘΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻŘŘΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŜȄŀǎǇŜǊŀǘŜŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ 

ά²ƘŜƴ L ǎǿŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘǊŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎ ƘŀŘ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ L 
smelled motor-oil and grease along with pine cleaner from the 
floors. The grease and oil I figured came from wherever the robot 
was assembled, but I just caught of a whiff of the dog just now 
and it reeks of the pine cleaner too; a lot more than it should have 
from Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊǎΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ōŀǘƘŜŘ 
ƛƴ ƛǘΦέ 

ά{ƻ ƻǳǊ ƪƛƭƭŜǊ ƛǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŀ ƴŜŀǘ ŦǊŜŀƪΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ 
guess from his whole obsessive-compulsive ritual slaughter of 
those couples andΧ ǿƘŀǘΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ƘŀŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ Řƛǎǘŀƴǘ ƭƻƻƪ 
again. 

άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘ ƛǘ ŀt first, but there was the smell of pine cleaner 
ŀǘ /ŀǘΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ōǳǘ L ōŜǘ L 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƳŜƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǾƛŎǘƛƳΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƻƻΦέ 

άtƛƴŜ ǎŎŜƴǘŜŘ ŎƭŜŀƴŜǊ ƛǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ 
out, but it was more of ŀ ǊŜŦƭŜȄƛǾŜ ŘŜǾƛƭΩǎ ŀŘǾƻŎŀǘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ Now 
it was /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ Ǝǳǘ that had latched onto something and she trusted 
his instinct for clues almost as much as she did her own. 

άLǘ ǎƳŜƭƭŜŘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ [ƻƛǎΣέ 
/ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ άwƛƎƘǘ Řƻǿƴ to the concentration of water and a trace 
ƻŦ ōƭŜŀŎƘΦέ 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΧέ [ƻƛǎ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜǊ 
memories made the connection ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜŜƪƛƴƎ. She knew 
now who she had seen who was important. Now she just needed 
to be sure. 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ 
ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǊŀƎ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5C{ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΦ ά²Ŝ 
have one more thing we have to check out and then a question to 
ask Mr. Kramer beŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻΦέ 

* * *  

άaǊΦ wƛŘŜǊΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘat Lane and Kent are 
back at the DFS,έ WŀŎƪ ƘŜŀǊŘ YŜƴƴȅ Braverman say over his cell 
ǇƘƻƴŜΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƳŀƧƻǊ ōǊƻǳƘŀƘŀ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ Řƻǿƴ 
ƘŜǊŜΧ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΣ ŦƛǊŜ ŘŜǇŀǊtƳŜƴǘΧ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪǎΦ ¢ƘŜ aΦ9ΦΩǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ 
someone bought it, but the details are sketchy. Rumor has it that 
the so-called ToymanΩǎ ƻŦŦŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ in there after some kind of 
attack and that Superman was involved.έ 

ά{ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎƭȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎǊŜǿ Ǝƻǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 
last minute set up details worked out. They were setting up on the 
floor beƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ tƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ Ŏƛǘȅ ǊƻƻƳΦ ¢ƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǊƳ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 
fire escape stairs and corner Cat with a camera before she had a 
chance to do anything about it. 



Yes, it was dirty pool, but as far as Jack was concerned she de-
served it for not coming to him immediately. This was big news 
ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴǘ ǇǳǎƘŜǊǎ 
when there was an evening news broadcast to put out. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƴ ŜȅŜ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΣέ .ǊŀǾŜǊƳŀƴ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘ in re-
ǎǇƻƴǎŜ ǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ άSaid he slammed into the building and 
ǘƘŜƴ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦΧ ŀƴŘ L ǉǳƻǘŜΧ ΨƎƛŀƴǘ 
toy dog.έ 

ά! ǘƻȅ ŘƻƎΚέ 

άA GIANT toy dog,έ .ǊŀǾŜǊƳŀƴ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘΦ άThere are the slagged 
remains of something mechanical in the street that the police and 
fire department are doing their damnedest to keep anyone from 
seeing.έ 

ά!ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ōƻȅǎΚέ WŀŎƪ ǇǊƻŘŘŜŘΦ 

άNot a peep,έ .ǊŀǾŜǊƳŀƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ 
urgenŎȅ ƛƴ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ LŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
put high odds on the kids being any better off. What do you want 
me to do?έ 

άLǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƴŜǿǎ Ǿŀƴǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ȅŜǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ LΩƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ wodriguez 
ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜƴŘ ŀ Ǿŀƴ ƻǳǘΦ 

άYes,έ .ǊŀǾŜǊƳŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

 άDŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇǊƻǾƛŘƛƴƎ ōŀŎk-
ground before switching over to my feedΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ 
everything you told me and tell them to piece together something 
juicyΧ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƛƴŘƛŎations are the killer had been working at the 
5C{Χ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƎƻƻŘΦέ IŜŎƪ, it might even be true. 

άTell them to get a police statement if they canΣέ WŀŎƪ Ŏƻƴǘƛnued. 
άWait, scratch that! Tell them to say that the police have no 
comment at this timeΧ ōǳǘ ŀƴƻƴȅƳƻǳǎ ǎƻǳǊŎŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǎŀying that 
the Toyman and missing children are all dead.έ Which was techni-

cally true, since they had not been asked to comment, and it 
would make it look like the police were covering something up. 

άhƘΣ ŀƴŘ definitely have them say that Superman was involved in 
the foul upΣέ WŀŎƪ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛŎƪŜŘ ƎǊƛƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ The only 
thing better than dead kids or a scandal was dead kids AND a 
scandal. 

IŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ .ǊŀǾŜǊƳŀƴ WŀŎƪ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƳŜǊŀƳŀƴΦ άIƻǿ 
ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƛƳŜΚέ 

ά¢ǿƻ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ we ŀƛǊΣ aǊΦ wƛŘŜǊΣέ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƳŜǊŀƳŀƴ ŀnnounced. 

άDƻƻŘΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΦέ 

With that Jack headed for the stairs with his crew on his heels. 

* * *  

άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎǘǊƻŘŜ ǳǇ 
the steps to the DFS offices. 

Clark nodded. 

άhƘΣ ƴƻǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΗέ [ƻƛǎ ƘŜŀǊŘ !ƎŜƴǘ /ƘŀǎŜ ƎǊǳƴǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀƴŘ /ƭŀǊƪ 
came back into view. 

άaǊΦ YǊŀƳŜǊΗέ [ƻƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ Ǌŀƴ ōŀŎƪ up the steps to 
where Sawyer, Turpin, Kramer, Chase and the other agent she still 
ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ 

άaǊΦ YǊŀƳŜǊΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ ά²Ƙƻ ǿŀǎ 
ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǎǘŀŦŦ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ 

Memories of the mousy little man in the front hallway that Kra-
mer had earlier chastised for going overboard on the cleaning 
sprung into her head even as she asked. 

²ŜΩǊŜ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ƻŦ ƘŀōƛǘΣ she thought. We go through the same 
routines day after day and how much do we really change? 



Shower first, then hair, then teeth, then dress, rummage for 
breakfast and turn on the radio. Same coffee, same four or five 
restaurants for lunch. 

ά{ǇŜŎƛŦƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŎƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀƭƭǿŀȅ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ 
ŀƴŘ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ {ŎƻǘǘΩǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ {ƘŜ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ 

The same way of mixing up the cleaners when you did it day after 
day after day. 

ά¦ƳΣ L ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ wƻōōȅΚέ aǊΦ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 
ά²ƘȅΚέ 

ά/ŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŀ ƘǳƴŎƘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ Robby had been the name of the 
seemingƭȅ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ƧŀƴƛǘƻǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀnd it had only 
been just now ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ōe-
fore toŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΤ ǿƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƳǇƻr-
tant part of connecting him to the Toyman. 

άwƻōōȅΣέ Lois ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
been the mŀƴΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ before. An alias? 
άwƻōōȅ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 

ά/ƘǊƛǎǘƻǇƘŜǊΧ wƻōƛƴ /ƘǊƛǎǘƻǇƘŜǊΦ IŜΩǎ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ /ƘŀǎŜ ŀƭƭ ōǳǘ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΣ ōǳǘ [ƻƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΧ 
it was definitely an alias. The name said it all. 

άLǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿho the real ƪƛƭƭŜǊ ƛǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ƪƛƭƭŜǊΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƎǳŜΣέ !ƎŜƴǘ 
/ƘŀǎŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ ƛŎƛƭȅΦ ά²Ƙȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŘǊƻǇΚέ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƛǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƛŎǘƛƳΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ άI 
ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŀƭ ƪƛƭƭŜǊΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

άAnd you think that ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ wƻōƛƴ /ƘǊƛǎǘƻǇƘŜǊΚέ /ƘŀǎŜ retorted 
skeptically. 

άYǊŀƳŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ƛǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎǘǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣέ [ƻƛǎ answered and 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƳƛǊƪ ƻŦŦ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

άLΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ the connectionΣέ {ŀǿȅŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά/ƘǊƛǎǘƻǇƘŜǊ wƻōƛƴΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎh-
ƛƴƎ Ψ²ƛƴƴƛŜ ǘƘŜ tƻƻƘΩ ŎŀǊǘƻƻƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ 
ǿƘƻǎŜ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƻȅǎΦέ 

* * *  

/ŀǘ DǊŀƴǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ŘƻƻǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 
5ŀƛƭȅ tƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ city room burst open and Jack Rider came jogging 
up to her with a gaggle of camera and sound men on his heels, 
but her first reaction was to flinch and run. 

Jack never gave her the chance. He strode right up to her, 
grabbed her by the arm and pulled her to her feet by his side. The 
spotlight atop the camera was blinding, but Cat could hear Jimmy 
manage a brief protest and looked over as a couple of the beefier 
crewmen from KGBS acted like a living wall to keep him from get-
ting to Cat or Jack. 

άWŀŎƪΣ ²ƘŀǘΩǎΧέ /ŀǘ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ōǳǘ WŀŎƪ ƛƎƴƻǊŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ 
into the camera and it was only then that she could make out the 
ŎŀƳŜǊŀƳŀƴΩǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ WŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǘƘǊŜŜ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 
going live. Only then did it hit her what was about to happen. 

* * *  

The scene wherever anyone was tuned to KGBS was the same. 

άDƻƻŘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΣ LΩƳ WŀŎƪ wƛŘŜǊΗέ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻt-
ƭƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǳǎǳŀƭ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƻǊ ŀƛǊΦ ά!ǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜŀǊŘΣ the KGBS 
family was rocked today by tragedy as the son of our own Cathe-
rine Grant was abducted and apparently killed by a serial child 
killer the FBI is calling the Toyman!έ 



It was only then that the camera pulled back from Jack to reveal 
the young woman standing beside him with the expression of a 
deer caught in the headlights as she glanced from the camera to 
Rider. {ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦƛǎƘ ƎǳƭǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ 
permeated her mind. It looked as if she were about to vomit. 

άWhy have you not heard of this menace before tonight despite 
the fact that this monster has been claiming victims for over a 
decade?έ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǊƘŜǘƻǊƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ άBecause the Toyman has only 
been targeting the poor and disadvantaged; children from broken 
homes and with unfit parents.έ 

/ŀǘ DǊŀƴǘΩǎ ǿƛŘŜ ŜȅŜǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ wƛŘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ 
made his pronouncement. Even through the television one could 
see the horror on her face burn into pure unbridled hatred at the 
unspoken accusaǘƛƻƴ wƛŘŜǊΩǎ description the victims made about 
her. 

άThe Metropolis Police were content to leave this problem below 
the radar rather than alert the public to the threat that would 
spoil their public image! As you just heard they are in the process 
of covering up an attack by the Toyman on the Department of 
Family Services that occurred just a few minutes ago. KGBS has 
also just learned that the Toyman has apparently chosen to end 
his lifŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǾŜƴǘƛƻƴΣ ŜǊŀǎƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘƻǇŜ 
there was of finding the boys alive. With me now is Catherine 
Grant, mother of the latest victim. Catherine, is there anything 
ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜΧέ 

WHAM!!! 

The camera just barely caught the right cross that slammed into 
WŀŎƪ wƛŘŜǊΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǘ ƘƛƳ ǎǘǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŎŀƳe-
raman. Then the camera went tumbling and as it came to rest on 
the floor viewers could just make out the beginnings of a curse 
before the editors at the station bleeped out the tape delayed 
scene and immediately cut the feed, switching over to the anc-
horman Roger Cameron in the studio. 

LŦ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōǳǘ ƘŜƭŘ ƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
first to report the real news of the night. 

* * *  

άMuh nothe!!!έ WŀŎƪ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭŀȅ ǘŀƴƎƭŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ǿƛǘƘ 
Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƳŜǊŀƳŀƴ ŀǘ /ŀǘ DǊŀƴǘΩǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ άYou Bith!!! You roke muh 
nothe!!!έ 

The ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ōƭƻŎƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦǊƻȊŜƴ ƛƴ ǎƘƻŎƪΣ 
ōǳǘ WƛƳ hƭǎŜƴΩǎ attention was riveted on Cat who was trembling 
with rage. 

ά¸ƻǳΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΤ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŎǊƛŜǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƛŎƪΧ ȅƻǳ Řƛs-
ƎǳǎǘΧ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘΧΚέ Cat started to sob and almost collapsed even 
as she was trying to form words and Jim reflexively broke out of 
the now limp hands that held him and rushed up to her. 

άMy babyΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƘŜǊ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ again and again be-
tween sobs. 

The ring of the elevator chime seemed to echo like a cannon shot 
in the preternatural silence. All eyes turned at that moment to see 
who it was who might have arrived. 

* * *  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ 
strode alongside Lois from her car to the elevator bay in the Pla-
ƴŜǘΩǎ ǇŀǊƪƛƴƎ ƎŀǊŀƎŜΦ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ CŜŘǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΦ 
ά.ut a little backup from Maggie would have been nice.έ 

άLǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƛŦ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ōŀŎƪ the charge up 
ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴΣ ΨLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ Ǝǳǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ 
punched the up button on the elevator. 



άUnfortunately ΨƳȅ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊΩǎ ŎǊƛƳŜ lab of a nose detected the ex-
act same chemical residue on the mechanical dog as on the walls 
and floorsΩ ǇǊƻbŀōƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻƻ ǿŜƭƭ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣέ 
Lois snarked. 

άtƻƛƴǘ ǘŀƪŜƴΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƘŀƎǊƛƴΦ ά{ƻ ƻǳǊ ƪƛƭƭŜǊ ƛǎ Ŏƻvering his 
tracks and killŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀǎŜ ǿƻǊƪŜǊ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ 

άIŀǾŜ L ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ȅŜǘ Ƙƻǿ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀǎŜ ǿƻǊƪŜǊ ǎǳs-
pected of being a serial child killer just instills me with endless 
ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΚέ [ƻƛǎ Ǌemarked. 

ά.ǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦǊŀƳŜŘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ άLŦ L ƘŜŀǊŘ YǊŀƳŜǊ 
properly he only suspected Scott because most of the victims we 
gave him had been his cases. Sounds like the killer was setting up 
ŀ Ŧŀƭƭ Ǝǳȅ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǎƻ not ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƛŘŜ ǊŀƴǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ exclaimed. 
ά¢Ƙƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǎŜǊƛŀƭ ƪƛƭƭŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
for a decadeΧ ǘŜƴ years, Clark! And no one in there even noticed 
before now? No one bothered to take the time to follow up on 
the fact that not one, not two, but two dozen of the kids ostensi-
bly in their care have been murŘŜǊŜŘΚΗΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ 
ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǇǳǊŜ ŘǳƳō ƭǳŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ [ǳŎȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƴŜ 
ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎΗΚΗέ 

Clark just let Lois vent because, as always, she needed to let off 
steam before she could really get to the heart of her frustrations; 
which she just had. It was about Lucy. For all her second guessing 
and doubts, and despite the fact that she had only met the girl 
ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƛǊƭ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŜǘ ȅŜǘ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǿŀȅ 
Ǉŀǎǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŦŜƴǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ [ƻƛǎΩ heart. Clark was pretty sure 
that a lot of guys might be intimidated by that, but it just served 
to remind him of why he loved this woman so much. Her innate 
goodness outshone all the flaws and gave her a beauty that noth-
ing in this world could match. What Brainiac had done to her had 
been completely unnecessary; she had always been his perfect 
mate. 

ά{ƻ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ǿŜ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǊ /ƘǊƛǎǘƻǇƘŜǊ wƻōƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƪƛŘǎΚέ 
Clark asked to bring things back on point. 

ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀs she punched 
the eleǾŀǘƻǊ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 
ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦ άL 
ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ƻƴŎŜΚέ 

άIŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ whole lot 
else in my life. It was a long time ago thoughΧ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ 
ƳǳŎƘΦέ 

άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ agoΚέ 

άtƻǎǎƛōƭȅ /ƘƭƻŜ {ǳƭƭƛǾŀƴ ƭƻƴƎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΦ ά²ƘƛŎƘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
means one of my stories during my internship and brief first ca-
reer here. Which, thankfully, I still have on diskΦέ 

In point of fact, and evidence of the utter geekdom that was the 
true Lois Lane, she actually still had all her notes from all her sto-
ries. Yes, all of them. And the digital pictures. Archived. By topic. 
And date. With multiple backups. Nine hundred and thirty seven 
separate folders. Right down to her first column. For the Siegel 
Junior High Times. In 7th grade. About the nutritional value of the 
lunches at her old junior high school. 

Not that she was quite ready and willing to admit to this with 
/ƭŀǊƪ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅŜǘΦ ¢ǊǳŜΣ ƘŜΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘ ŀŘƻǊŀōƭŜΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŀƭǎƻ 
tease her about it mercilessly, especially given the debris field that 
was her apartment. Such was the double-edged sword of friend-
ship and the couplehood that had grown from it. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜǾŀǘƻǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ Ǿŀƛƴƭȅ ǇǳƴŎƘŜŘ 
ǘƘŜ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǳƳǇǘŜŜƴǘƘ ǘƛƳŜΦ άLǎ ƛǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻvƛƴƎΚέ 

Clark just squinted for a moment; a sure sign he was using his x-
ray vision. 



άbƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘΣέ ƘŜ answered a moment later with concern on his 
ŦŀŎŜΦ ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΧ ŦŀǎǘΗέ 

Again Clark squinted; checking that the coast was clear. Then Lois 
felt his strong arms lift her effortlessly from the ground as he 
sprinted over to the stairs and pushed the door open. She felt his 
legs coil just slightly as he pushed off from the ground and soared 
up the narrow gap in the middle of the stairwell. He was probably 
only going about thirty miles an hour, but in the confined space it 
felt to Lois like he was doing a hundred. 

A half dozen seconds later he set her down on the landing just 
outside the city room. 

άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ǿƛƴŘŜŘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ 

άbƻǘ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎƭȅΦ ¸ŜǎΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ŧƭƻǿn many 
times with Clark now and the last time had even involved dodging 
ŜȄǇƭƻŘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜƭƭǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ŧƭƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ǘƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƴŦƛƴŜǎ ōe-
fore. Looking back down the well she guessed the gap was no 
more than a yard wide. Clark might not feel a thing if he scraped a 
concrete landing at high speed, but she had no such guarantee; 
her bracelet might protect her from lethal harm, but ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀ 
thing about pain. 

All of which was forgotten the moment she and Clark walked into 
the city room. The place was in shambles. It looked like some-
thing, no ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎǎΧ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ had pushed 
their way through the room heedless of its contents in an effort to 
reach something. 

άIs someone there!?! A little help, please!?!έ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ WƛƳƳȅ Ŏŀƭƭ 
out from the front of the city room, up by the elevators. 

She and Clark hustled across the room as quickly as they could 
and Lois flinched at the sight of her desk which had been flipped 
on its side. Her papers were scattered around it and her flat-
screen monitor dangled over the edge of the desk by its cables 

like a hanged man in a noose. At least her laptop was safely at 
home. Then she saw the most bizarre sight of the evening to date. 

άWƛƳƳȅΚέ 

ά¦ƳΣ ƘƛΣέ WƛƳƳȅ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǇƛƴƴŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ōȅ 
what looked be a gigantic spider web. Looking around she saw 
men that she did not recognize similarly covered in webs; pinned 
to the walls, the floor and, in one case, across a table. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άwƻōƻǘ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎΣέ WƛƳ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[ƛƪŜ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ 
ƭŀǎǘ ƳŜ ŀ ƭƛŦŜǘƛƳŜΦέ 

ά9ǊŀŘƛŎŀǘƻǊǎΚέ Lois asked. Her thoughts went immediately to the 
Fortress entrance located just above their heads. Only a fraction 
of the hundreds of thousands of Eradicator robots had been sent 
into the city of Metropolis. The rest had been tasked with con-
quering the rest of the world in the days that followed and now 
simply waited in their launch bays for orders that would never 
come. Could some of them have somehow been launched any-
way? 

IŜǊ ŦŜŀǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǎǎǳŀƎŜŘ ōȅ WƛƳƳȅΩǎ immediate response. 

άbƻΣέ ƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘΣ struggling to shake his head in the webbing as 
ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǎƻΦ άFreakier. They looked like giant toy soldiersΧ over-
ŎƻŀǘǎΣ Ŧǳƴƴȅ Ƙŀǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǘƻƻƪ /ŀǘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǘƻƻƪ /ŀǘΗΚΗέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻΚέ 

άaŀȅōŜ ŦƛǾŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣέ WƛƳ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ άL ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘop them, but 
they just fired this stuff at me with their guns and then tore 
through the office to get to her. They took her back down the ele-
ǾŀǘƻǊǎΦέ 

Lois looked at Clark and the expression on his face. 



άDƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ άLΩƭƭ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘŀŎƪ Ƨƻō ƛǎΦέ 

Clark ran for the stairwell. 

ά²ƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ŘǳŜ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΣ aǎΦ [ŀƴŜΣέ WƛƳƳȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ /ƭŀǊƪ 
ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΚέ 

άIŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΧ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴŘ 
wheǊŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ as she tried pulling expe-
rimentally on the webbing. Thankfully, it no longer appeared to be 
sticky, but it was easily as strong as any ropeΦ ά.ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ŀ 
ōƻƴŀ ŦƛŘŜ .ƻȅ {ŎƻǳǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭƛƳŜƴǘΦ 
άIŜΩǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊepared than he looks.έ 

Speaking of being prepared, Lois dug into her purse for her pocket 
knife. Hopefully that would be enough to cut through the web-
ōƛƴƎΦ LŦ ƴƻǘΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇΦ 9ƛǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǎƘŜ 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŜƴŘ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ {ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ 
working computer if she was going to have any hope of finding 
out who Mr. Christopher really was. 

It was while she was looking down at the contents of her purse 
that she actually registered the identity of the man laying beneath 
the webbing at her feet whimpering to himself. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ 
indicating the barely recognizable Jack Rider. His eyes were black 
and puffy, his nose was a swollen mass and drying red-brown 
blood caked his upper lip and mouth. 

ά/ŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣέ WƛƳƳȅ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ άIŜ ŀƳōǳǎƘŜŘ /ŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƛǾŜ 
interview about the abduction of her son. He claimed that Toy-
man and her son were dead.έ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ƴŜǿǎΣέ [ƻƛǎ 
quipped. άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘƻ ƎŜǘǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘƻ ƎŜǘǎ ƛǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 
But even as she did so her mind was racing. She looked up at the 
clock on the wall which read 6:09. His toy soldiers would have to 

have already been on their way here by the time the broadcast 
started. Maybe even about the same time that Kramer was being 
attackedΧ 

άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘƛǾŜǊǎƛƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ YǊŀƳŜǊ ŀƴŘ 
framing someone else had been a diversion. Toyman had been 
after Cat and given the fates of the last few sets of parents the 
Toyman had encountered the possible reasons for it did not fill a 
person with optimism. 

!ƴŘ ƛŦ /ƭŀǊƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƛƴ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎΣ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ /ŀǘΣ ƘŜǊ 
son, and Bobbie Granger and stopping a serial child killer armed 
with super-advanced robots was resting solely on her and her 
ability to connect the dots with a memory from years ago. 

A grim smile crossed her lips for a moment as the snarky phrase 
which had come to be almost her personal motto these last few 
months again popped into her head. 

bƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

* * *  

Clark blazed down the stairwell of the Daily Planet at just under 
the speed of sound, but did not yet doff his street clothes. He 
needed to check something first that would be a heck of a lot eas-
ƛŜǊ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀ ŎŀǇŜΦ 

άIŀǊǊȅΗέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ out the name of the night security guard as 
he entered the lobby. 

Somewhat to his surprise he got an answer. 

άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ aǊΦ YŜƴǘΚέ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ IŀǊǊȅ [ƛǇǎƪƛΦ 
When you kept the same hours as Lois you got to know the even-
ing staff almost better than the daytime crew. 



ά¸ŜŀƘ IŀǊǊȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƳŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
corner and could clearly see Harry sitting at the front night watch 
ŘŜǎƪΦ ά5ƛŘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΚέ 

άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜǿǎ ŎǊŜǿΚέ IŀǊǊȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άL ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ them 
we were closed for the day but they just stormed right in. I called 
the poƭƛŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǿŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƘƛƎƘ ǇǊƛƻǊƛǘȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴo-
ƳŜƴǘΦέ 

ά!ƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ƻǊ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŦƛǾŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΚέ 

άbƻΣ aǊΦ YŜƴǘ,έ IŀǊǊȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ άNot since the newǎ ŎǊŜǿΦ LΩƳ 
ǎƻǊǊȅΧέ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜ ōǳǘ /ƭŀǊƪ YŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƎƻƴŜ 
leaving a somewhat baffled Harry in his wake. 

As he raced off this time Clark did remove his shirt and tie for the 
crimson cloaked uniform beneath. Not that it would fool Cat for 
long if she got a good look at him, but whoever was controlling 
the robots was another matter entirely. He and Lois had come in 
through the parking garage probably about the time the tin sol-
ŘƛŜǊǎ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘƻƻǊǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƭŜŦǘ ƻƴƭȅ 
one viable exit. 

¢ƘŜ tƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ sub-basement did not see much regular traffic; un-
less one of the utilities was acting up no one visited it at all. Clark 
had only been down here once before; eight years ago. Lois on 
the other hand had explored its many passages far more tho-
roughly. She had first discovered and explored the many passages 
during her internship here back when they were in high school 
and so when she had needed to go into hiding she knew exactly 
where to best set up shop and had spent three months living in 
one of the unused storage closets down here until Clark had final-
ly come and found her. 

None of those rather somber memories was terribly relevant ex-
cept for this; as much as Lois might have not wanted to, she had 
needed to leave her hidey-hole from time to time for food and 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴŜŎŜǎǎƛǘƛŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 

the main entrance of the Planet when at any time Lionel Luthor 
might be coming or going from the former LuthorCorp building 
just across the street. That would have sort of defeated the pur-
ǇƻǎŜ ƻŦ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŘƳŀƴΩǎ ƴƻǎŜΦ 

But there was another way into the sub-basement of the Planet 
that almost no one knew about; an access door into the old ser-
vice tunnels that ran beneath most of downtown Metropolis. It 
was through that jimmied door that Lois had come and gone 
ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎŜŜƴ. 

And it was that door which Clark now stood before that had been 
utterly ripped from its hinges. This was how the robots had gotten 
in and out. 

A five minute head start. Figure one minute for the elevator and 
they might have a half mile lead. While the lead-lined pipes of the 
old sewers made his x-ray vision useless down here his ears could 
more than compensate. The narrow concrete-lined passages car-
ried sounds great distances and as he opened his ears he could 
make out the methodical thumping of metal shod feet in the dis-
tance off to his right. 

/ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǎƻŀǊŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǘǳƴƴŜƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōǳƭƭŜǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǊŜƭ 
of a gun in the direction of those sounds, yet even here his speed 
was checked. The pressure wave of a sonic boom in these tight 
quarters would pack a tremendous punch against the robots, but 
it would do the same to Cat and she was much less durable than 
the machines were. The trade-off was that the robots would ac-
ǘǳŀƭƭȅ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ 
sort of surprises they might be carrying. 

The answer to that question came when Clark was still a hundred 
yards out as he rounded a corner and exploding shells began to 
pepper himΦ 9ŀŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻǊƴ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ŎŀǊΩǎ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ 
block, but to Clark it felt like nothing more than a dusting of peb-
bles; an irritant at best. Clark knew that would change if he got 
too close to them though. From their speed, strength and endur-



ance they could only be powered by kryptonite, just as the me-
chanical dog had been. 

Ahead he could see that two of them had stopped and turned to 
face him and it was from their rifles that the withering fire was 
erupting. Clark waited just long enough for him to see that neither 
of them held Cat before striking back. The air rippled as he sent 
streams of heat vision searing their way down the tunnel and into 
ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻōƻǘΩǎ ǊƛŦƭŜs. An instant later the rifle and the mechan-
ical arm which held it erupted in a multitude of flashes in the 
gloom and a roar like a string of firecrackers going off echoed 
down the length of the tunnel as the conǎǘǊǳŎǘΩǎ ŜȄǇƭosive ammo 
cooked off. 

²ƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƛǎŜ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ǘǿƛƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǊƻōƻǘΩǎ ǎƘƻǘǎ ǎǳŘŘŜnly 
started going short and high and only too late did Clark realize 
what it was attempting. With a dull rumble the ceiling above him 
began to collapse and Clark had to pour on the speed towards the 
robot in order to avoid being buried in the debris. Then at thirty 
feet out he felt himself slowing ever so slightly from the traces of 
ƪǊȅǇǘƻƴƛǘŜ ǊŀŘƛŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻōƻǘΩǎ Ǉƻwer core emitted and the de-
bris raining down upon him was starting to sting. Ignoring the dis-
comfort, Clark drove forward through the rain of concrete and 
earth and slammed hard into the robotic form and tackled it into 
the ground. Red-ƎƻƭŘ ǎǇŀǊƪǎ ŦƭŜǿ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘƻȅ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΩǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ ƛǘ 
scraped across the rough concrete floor with Clark atop it. 

Even as it came to a stop, the toy soldier seemed to look up at 
Clark with its reflective lens-like eyes as if it somehow recognized 
its own mortality. Clark saw the eyes flicker just once and then an 
instant later the soldier exploded. 

* * *  

Colin Warner was watching from his car as the last of the cross 
traffic raced through the intersection of 3rd and Jefferson while 
the light was switching from yellow to red when suddenly the in-
tersection exploded upwards accompanied by brilliant greenish 

flames. The whole world seemed to shake and something heavy 
tore through his windshield and knocked the headrest off the pas-
senger seat. 

The entire car seemed to rise into the air and then drop like a 
proverbial rock, throwing Colin around inside his car despite the 
seatbelt. He felt his car finally come to rest at a 30 degree angle to 
the ground and for the life of him was trying to figure out why. His 
hand went to his forehead and came away slick with blood. He 
fuzzily looked around him and saw that the left side of his car was 
hanging over the edge of a fissure in the ground while the car 
ahead of him had tilted forward into the hole such that only its 
trunk and one rear tire could be seen above the edge. Acrid 
smoke was everywhere and Colin found himself coughing uncon-
ǘǊƻƭƭŀōƭȅΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ Řƛƴ ƻŦ ōƭŀǊƛƴƎ ŎŀǊ 
horns and alarms from the street shops where windows had been 
shattered by the flying debris. 

Then he felt his car shift; it was sliding into the fissure. Desperate-
ƭȅ ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘōŜƭǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ƻŦŦΦ 

άIŜƭǇΗ {ƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΗέ he screamed out as the car slid every 
further over the edge. 

* * *  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER SEVEN: 
HEROES AND MONSTERS 

 

άIƻƭŘ ƻƴΣ LΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǘƻƭŘ WƛƳƳȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǎŀw-
ƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜōōƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ WƛƳƳȅΩǎ ŀǊƳ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ƪƴƛŦŜΦ 
The stuff was amazingly strong for its thickness; she could have 
pulled on it all day and not moved it in the slightest; but thankfully 
it was proving easier to cut. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎƭŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ 
JimƳȅΩǎ ŀǊƳ ŎŀƳŜ ƭƻƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΦ She quickly glanced at her 
watch. This was taking far too long. The clock was ticking on the 
ƭƛǾŜǎ ƻŦ /ŀǘΣ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ .ƻōōƛŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ 
ǘƛƳŜ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ WƛƳƳȅΣ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŦǊŜŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
like they were in any danger here. It took her less than a second 
to reach a decision. 

άWƛƳƳȅΣ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŦǊŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣέ 
Lois said as she placed her pocket knife into his free hand and 
turned to leave. 

ά²ŀƛǘΗέ WƛƳƳȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ 

άLΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀck to him as she 
reached her desk and checked things out. Thankfully, she kept her 
computer tower on the floor beneath her desk rather than on it; 
the cooling fan was still whirring contentedly and the drive light 
still glowed steadily, which was a good siƎƴΦ IŜǊ ƳƻƴƛǘƻǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ 
such good shape though; the stand had completely broken off and 
the image was dark and hazy. 

²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ ƳƻƴƛǘƻǊ ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊ ōǳƻȅŜŘ [ƻƛǎΩ 
hopes tremendously. 

hƘ ȅŜŀƘΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƻŘ, Lois thought to herself as her eyes scanned 
across the root directory of the DFS server. In all the excitement 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ YǊŀƳŜǊ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛǊŜǿŀƭƭ 
cracking program running. Her last attempt must have found the 
right code and gotten in. The bonus was that now she knew exact-
ly what she was looking for. 

Holding up the monitor with one hand she scooped up her mouse 
and pressing it up against her overturned desktop navigated 
ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5C{Ω ǇŜǊǎƻƴƴŜƭ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ Ψ/ƘǊƛǎǘo-
ǇƘŜǊΣ wƻōƛƴΦΩ 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ there; a hiring date, address, phone number, 
emergency contact list (empty), and so on. The address was nice, 
but she recognized it as an apartment building and the odds of 
the Toyman keeping his victims there was unlikely; he would be 
smart enough to not allow any connections between who he real-
ly was and who he was pretending to be. When you were used to 
hiding in plain sight yourself the clues were pretty easy to spot. 

Most important for Lois though was that his file included a photo. 
Her memory was good, but it would be a lot easier to sift through 
her old digital pictures if she had something on hand to compare 
it to. 

{ŎǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǎŎǊŜŜƴΣ ǎƘŜ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ΨtǊƛƴǘΩ ōǳtton and 
found herself holding her breath. A few seconds later she released 
it as the office printer churned to life across the room and she 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ŎƘŀƎǊƛƴΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǘǿƻǊƪ ǿŀǎ 
still working; ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ 5C{ ƛŦ ƛǘ 
had been down. 

ά[ƻƛǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŦǳƴƴȅΗ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǳǎŜ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΣέ WƛƳƳȅ 
called out to her from the front of the city room. 

άWǳǎǘ ƘŀƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƎŜǎ 
from the copier; not really paying attention. She looked back at 
her desk and the still dangling monitor. There was no way she was 
going to be able to accomplish anything sitting on the floor with a 
barely usable computer. 



ά±ŜǊȅ ŦǳƴƴȅΗέ WƛƳƳȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ άIŜȅΗ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ 
ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎΗΚΗέ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ŀǎ [ƻƛǎ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ Ǌǳnning for the 
stairs. 

άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǿƻǊƪǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ 
she disappeared through the fire door. {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ 
computer though. She needed to be able to sort quickly through 
literally thousands of pictures and hundreds of pages of notes 
which would take a very fast computer and, ideally, some high-
end pattern recognition software. As much as she hated it, Lois 
knew exactly where to find just that. 

Gritting her teeth Lois started to climb the flight of stairs that lead 
to the roof access. 

* * *  

For an instant Colin felt like he and his car were in freefall, but 
then after no more than a foot it came to a jarring stop. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ ŀ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭΣ ōǳǘ ǿŀǾŜǊƛƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōƻƻƳŜŘΦ 

Colin found himself staring out the window at a brilliant crimson 
ά{έ ƻƴ ŀ ŦƛŜƭŘ of gold and just felt his head nod numbly. 

άDƻƻŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ōǊƻƪŜƴ Ŏƻƭƭŀrbone 
ŀƴŘ ŀ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ŎƻƴŎǳǎǎƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴƛƴƎΦ Wǳǎǘ 
wait in your car for the paramedics, underǎǘŀƴŘΚέ 

Again Colin found himself noddiƴƎ ǊŜŦƭŜȄƛǾŜƭȅΦ .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜΩŘ 
ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀlready gone 
and his car was resting securely several feet from the edge of the 
hole in the ground. 

Superman, Colin finally managed to piece together. I just got 
saved by Superman. How cool is that? 

* * *  

Thirty seconds later Clark collapsed on the roof of a nearby build-
ing, breathing hard. Things were still slightly hazy for him. He re-
membered falling back into the collapsing tunnel a fraction of a 
second before the toy-soldier exploded and being buried in falling 
ŘŜōǊƛǎΦ IŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ Ŏƻnsciousness briefly in the collapse, but that 
debris had probably saved his life. The same old lead pipes and 
other debris in the walls and ceiling that blocked his x-ray vision 
also shielded him from the deadly radiation of the kryptonite-
based explosion.  

Regardless, the next thing he knew he was hearing distant calls for 
ƘŜƭǇ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŀǘ 
car from falling into the chasm created by the explosion and save 
ŀ ǎŎƻǊŜ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ ǿƘƻΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ 
explosion. 

Even as he caught his breath he could feel his cells slowly recharg-
ing and regenerating, but the few dying rays of the setting sun 
were barely sufficient. The cuts and scrapes he could feel all over 
his body were already beginning to heal and before long it would 
ōŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜȄƛǎǘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ 
uniform though; there were now several lovely new gashes in it to 
go along with the puncture wounds from the robotic dog earlier 
and the cape was utterly shredded. IŜΩŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ƳŜƴŘŜŘ 
somehow. 

The Fortress, he decided after a moment. He just needed a minute 
or two to rest first. 

* * *  

Lois paused at the top of the landing and just stared at the appar-
ently blank section of wall. Even now it looked indistinguishable 
from any other section. It was just her knowledge of what was 
really there that made it feel as if it would be easier to pound her 
way through any of the solid walls than it would to take those few 
resistanceless steps through that invisible portal. 



Given a choice Lois would just as soon never step foot in the in-
fernal place again; pretend that it and what Brainiac had done to 
her were just bad dreams and get on with her life. But Cat and the 
ōƻȅǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭǳȄǳǊȅΦ {ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŀ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ CƻǊǘǊŜǎǎΦ 

She glanced back over her shoulder. It would just be really nice if 
Clark were here with her. As much as she might want to wait for 
him to reǘǳǊƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƭǳȄǳǊȅ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴΩǎ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎ 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘΦ Cǳrther, she knew that, as much support and 
comfort as Clark might provide, this was ultimately something she 
was going to have to come to terms with on her own. 

So Lois took a deep breath, closed her eyes and walked through 
the portal into the Fortress leaving barely a ripple on the surface 
of the wall as she did so. 

* * *  

άMistress, Mistress!έ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ Ǌƻōƻǘ YŜƭŜȄ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ [ƻƛǎ 
crossed over the threshold and into vast entry chamber of the 
CƻǊǘǊŜǎǎΦ άYou have finally returned.έ 

άI have news,έ ƛǘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ άAfter extensive 
searching I have determined that a standard human DNA test 
does not directly observe the DNA sequence but relies on enzymes 
and chemical probes in order toΧέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣέ [ƻƛǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ŀ 
hand up to stop to the robot. 

άI apologize, Mistress,έ YŜƭŜȄ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άI presumed that you would 
want to be informed as quickly as possible.έ 

άL Řƻ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƛǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘΦ άJust not right this particular 
ǎŜŎƻƴŘΦέ 

άThen which particular second do you wish to hear it, Mistress.έ 

See, I knew that comment was coming and yet I walked into it an-
yway, Lois thought to herself as she rolled her eyes. 

ά[ƻƻƪΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ Ƴȅ Ǉŀr-
ticular problem at the momentΣέ Lois said as she held up the thin 
sheaf of printouts. άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ Cƻr-
ǘǊŜǎǎΩ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǎƛŦǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎƻƳŜ Řŀǘŀ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ŦƛƴŘ 
ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

άCertainly, Mistress,έ YŜƭŜȄ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άBut from your tone it seems 
as if you feel you must ask permission.έ 

ά²ŜƭƭΧ ȅŜŀƘΦέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŘƻŜǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ōelong to 
/ƭŀǊƪΦέ {ƘŜ ƎŀȊŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻƭƻǎǎŀƭ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭǳƳƴ ƻŦ 
scintillating light and the mammoth waterfall that lay beyond. The 
place was too unearthly for words. 

άMistress, the Fortress was constructed as much for you as for 
Master Kal-El,έ YŜƭŜȄ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǇƭȅΤ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻbvious 
thing in the world. άAll of its resources are at your disposal.έ 

ά{ŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƻ ōelieve 
ǘƘŀǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀōǎŜƴǘƭȅ. It was utterly ridiculous. How could you 
look upon the majesty of this place and not feel like anything oth-
er than a gnat by comparison? This was the abode of beings so far 
beyond humanity that they were ƭƛƪŜ ƎƻŘǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ 
her. 

!ƴŘ ȅŜǘΧ 

άAll of its resources are at your disposal. All of its resources are at 
ȅƻǳǊ ŘƛǎǇƻǎŀƭΦ !ƭƭ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎΧέ 

Walked into that one too, Lois thought with chagrin. 

άL ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘ ǘƻ YŜƭŜȄ as she held up a hand to 
make it stop. άLŘƛƻƳǎΦ 5ŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ƛŘƛƻƳǎΣέ 
she added to herself. 



!ǎ ǎƛƭƭȅ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǊƻōƻǘΩǎ ƻǳǘōǳǊǎǘ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ǘƻ her off-
hand comment really had made its point. It showed just how will-
ing it was to accept her commands. Not that she necessarily found 
ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘƛƴƎΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ōŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎƻ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǘƛƴƎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
have traces of Kryptonian DNA in her system? 

ά[ƻƻƪΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƳǇǳǘer terminal and a way to access 
my hard drive in the 5ŀƛƭȅ tƭŀƴŜǘΩǎ Ŏƛǘȅ ǊƻƻƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ Ŧi-
nally got to the point of her coming back here. 

Instantly a glowing holographic screen appeared before her. Kryp-
tonian glyphs indicating various systems ran along the right side 
and a command prompt blinked at the top of the screen. 

άWill this do, Mistress?έ YŜƭŜȄ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά¦ƳΧ ȅŜŀƘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƻƴŜ ƳƛȄŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ŝǉǳŀƭ ǇŀǊǘǎ Ǉǳz-
ȊƭŜƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊΦ άIƻǿ Řƻ LΧΚέ {ƘŜ ǿŀǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ 
of the screen absently. 

άSimply touch the selections on the screen, Mistress.έ YŜƭŜȄ ŀƴs-
ǿŜǊŜŘΦ άMore complex commands may be entered via voice in-
put.έ 

άhƪŀȅΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ ά¦ƳΧ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ŀƛƭȅ tƭa-
ƴŜǘΩǎ ǿƛǊŜƭŜǎǎ ƴŜǘǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻnnected 
ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊǎΦέ The screen flickered slightly and a list of the con-
nected computers, thankfully in English, appeared on the screen. 

{ƘŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜŘ Ψ[ŀƴŜψ5ƻƳŀƛƴΦΩ 
{ƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘŜǊ Ŏƻmputer had just seemed 
cooler ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǎǘŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ 
powerful system available. Now it just sounded dorky. Already 
admitted to my geekdom once today, she thought. Get over it. 

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΦ bƻǿ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ 
jabbed her finger at the line for her computer. To her surprise the 

screen actually offered resistance to her finger as she pushed on 
the holographic display. 

Solid light, Lois remarked as she allowed herself to marvel at it. If 
only she could separate the technology from its creators in her 
head she might actually appreciate it. 

When the screen flickered again she was back in familiar territory; 
the screen before her now was that of her comfortable Win-
dowsTM desktop. A password protection box hovered in the cen-
ter. 

ά¢Ƙƛƴƪ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƪŜȅōƻŀǊŘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘΦ άhŦ ǘƘŜ Eng-
lish-language ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ŀŘŘ just for clarity 
and idly wondered if the Kryptonians even had keyboards. 

There was a few seconds pause; probably Kelex looking online for 
what exactly a keyboard was; and then a series of keys appeared 
in mid-air in front of the screen. They were a little large for con-
ǾŜƴǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǘȅǇƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ Řƻ ƛƴ ŀ ǇƛƴŎƘΦ 

Quickly she typed in her username and, as always, paused just a 
moment before entering her ǇŀǎǎǿƻǊŘΤ ΨŀƴƎŜƭƎŀōǊƛŜƭΦΩ After the 
vision of her father the day before, the significance of that pass-
word had new meaning to her. 

Now free to navigate the contents of her computer, Lois tapped 
ƘŜǊ Ψ5ƻŎǳƳŜƴǘǎΩ ƛŎƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ΨhƭŘ {ǘƻǊƛŜǎΩ 
folder to reǾŜŀƭ ǘƻ ǊŜǾŜŀƭ ƘŜǊ ŀǊŎƘƛǾŜǎΧ over a dozen years worth 
of notes and pictures and, of course, the actual stories them-
selves. 

άbƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘ ǇŀǊǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀs she opened the 
ŦƻƭŘŜǊ ƭŀōŜƭŜŘ ΨDaily Planet 2003-нллпΩΤ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ 
Ƨǳǎǘ /ƘƭƻŜ {ǳƭƭƛǾŀƴΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƻƴ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
almost positive the connection she was trying to make came from 
those early years and, given that the connection was to Metropo-
lis that probably meant either her internship or brief career as a 



ǘŜŜƴ ŀŘǾƛŎŜ ŎƻƭǳƳƴƛǎǘΧ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŀŘ ŦŜƭǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƻƭǳƳƴ 
giving advice to the lovelorn. 

άIs there any way I might be of assistance, Mistress?έ YŜƭŜȄ ŀǎƪŜŘ 
as it floated up beside her. 

άbƻǘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƳƛŘǎt all the digital pho-
tos in these foldersΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ distractedly; her focus more on the 
list of topic sub-directories than what Kelex was saying. She ab-
sently handed the sheaf of papers in her hand to the golden con-
struct. 

Then she heard a grunt from behind her and turned to see Clark 
stagger through the portal to the Fortress. 

ά/ƭŀǊƪΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŀŎŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ Iƛǎ ǳƴiform 
was shredded and though there were no longer any marks left on 
ƘƛƳΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛƴƎŜǊ ōȅ the way he 
was moving. 

άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ άaȅ 
ǳƴƛŦƻǊƳ ƛǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘƻǊȅΧ ōǳǘ LΩƳΧ ƻǿΧ ŦƛƴŜΦέ 

Lois reflexively loosened her embrace at his complaint. ά²Ƙŀǘ 
hapǇŜƴŜŘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ with concern; brushing her hand gently 
against his cheek. Even the slight discoloration that was there a 
moment before was fading away as she watched. It was as if an 
invisible rain was washing away a slight bit of dirt and he seemed 
to become sturdier by the second. 

άhƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻȅ-soldiers blew itself up in the maintenance tunnels 
ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ /ŀǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ after a mo-
ment; his voice almost back to its normal unwinded cadenceΦ άThe 
ƭŀǎǘ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊŦǊƻƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 
still over a hundred mileǎ ƻŦ ƭŜŀŘ ƭƛƴŜŘ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǘǳƴƴŜƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 
ƻƴƭȅ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘƻǳōƭŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻǊ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ 
and drive away.έ 

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘƻǇƘŜǊ 
RobƛƴΚέ he asked after a moment to get the topic off himself. 

άL just got all the folders called up here and was about to go 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǇƭȅΦ 

άI have already matched the picture to the pictures in your files, 
Mistress,έ YŜƭŜȄ ǎŀƛŘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ άHow do you wish them 
displayed?έ 

Lois did a double-take ŀǎ YŜƭŜȄΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǊŜƎƛǎǘŜǊed. 

άIǳƘΚΦΦΦ ²ŀƛǘΧ ²ƘŀǘΗΚΗέ she ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΗΚΗέ 

άThe algorithms for facial recognition are rather simple, Mistress.έ 

άSure ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎ ŜȅŜ-roll and a 
sigh. For all the science fiction ǎƘŜΩŘ ǊŜŀŘΧ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǊǘƛŦi-
cial intelligences of all kinds, actually dealing with such things her-
self was proving a bit disconcerting. 

άhƪŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΦ άWust, 
ǳƳΧ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻƴŜ ǳǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ the file path for 
ǘƘŜ ŦƻƭŘŜǊ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ 

[ƻƛǎΩ desktop display was replaced by the image of a tall and va-
guely sinister man in a white lab coat standing alongside a pretty 
but cold bespectacled brunette. Almost overlooked in the back-
ground was the mousy face of the man on the papers she was 
now holding; the so-called Robin Christopher. 

Lois felt herself creeping forward as she studied the picture. She 
ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƳŀƎƛƴƛƴƎ ƛǘΤ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜΤ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ 
the identities of the other two individuals registered in her mind 
ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ 
at the file extension floating below the image to know what the 
story had been about. 



Lois felt a shiver run down her back as the name came unbidden 
to her mind. 

Summerholt. 

* * *  

The first sensation Cat Grant became aware of was the smell. One 
of her first assignments as a reporter for KGBS had been to cover 
an out of control fire at a tire reclamation site. Memories of the 
noxious black plumes of sticky smoke that had seemed to cling to 
her very lungs rose in her mind and elicited an involuntary cough. 

The second sensation she became aware of was of the biting pain 
on her wrists and neck as she reflexively brought her hand up to 
her mouth; or rather failed to. In a wave of panic Cat struggled to 
move, but found she could barely squirm as her every joint flared 
in pain at the attempt. 

As her eyes came into focus she struggled to look down along the 
length of her body and saw that she had been lashed to some sort 
of table with what looked like steel wires, which brought on a 
second wave of panic as memories came flooding back to her 
conscious mind. 

{ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴΦ 

The thought of toys brought a flicker of memory from her child-
hood; struggling for what seemed like hours to free a Barbie Doll 
ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘƭŜǎǎ ǿƛǊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜƭŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƛǘΩǎ ǇŀŎkaging. 

It felt like all the oxygen had been sucked from the room. She 
could barely breathe and it took every ounce of her self-control to 
not lose it completely. She again pulled at her restraints, but felt 
the rubberized steel cables bite into her wrists and ankles without 
giving an inch. 

¢ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎƛŘ ƎǊƛƴ ƻƴ 
his face. In his hands was a small blinking disk that looked quite 

harmless apart from the inch long spine sticking out from its cen-
ter. 

Cat Grant screamed. 

* * *  

ά²ƛƴǎƭƻǿ {ŎƘƭƻǘǘΣέ Lois began, άǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ {ǳƳƳŜǊƘƻƭǘΩǎ first 
ΨpatientsΦέ 

She was keeping her back to Clark at the moment. He had 
stripped off his uniform for Kelex to mend. While ordinarily the 
thought of peeking back for a glimpse of Clark with his shirt off 
would have given her an erotic thrill, the combination of the alien 
surroundings and the subject matter on the screen before her 
squelched all such thoughts from her mind. Yet another reason 
ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ DƻŘ-forsaken place and put 
the Toyman away. 

ά{ŎƘƭƻǘǘΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ HŜΩŘ ƴƻǿ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎƛƎƘǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ 
one of the two colossal statues framing the entryway portal. 
ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŀƳŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ wŀƴŘŀƭ {ŎƘƭƻǘǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 
ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōƻǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŀƛǎŜ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΤ /ƭŀǊƪ 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇƛŎƪ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘōŜŀǘ ŀǘ ŀ ƳƛƭŜ ŀǿŀȅΦ ά{ŎƘƭƻǘǘ ¢ƻȅǎΦέ 

Lois allowed herself a brief smile at the memories the name 
ŜǾƻƪŜŘΦ ΨtƻƻƪƛŜ,Ω ƘŜǊ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜ ǎǘǳŦŦŜŘ ōŜŀǊ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ, had been a 
product of the now defunct company and, along with the imagi-
ƴŀǊȅ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴ ǿƘƻΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀǎ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴΣ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀŘ 
any number of tea parties and games together ǳƴǘƛƭΣ ǎŀŘƭȅ ǎƘŜΩŘ 
ƻǳǘƎǊƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǘǳŦŦŜŘ ōŜŀǊΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ŝx-
actly it had gotten to either. Probably locked away with all her fa-
ǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƻƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘƛŎ of the Kent farm. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ άour Toyman was 
the only son and sole heir of Randal Schlott. Only there was a 



problem. Winslow was severely ŀǳǘƛǎǘƛŎΧ according to his medical 
records he barely connected with the real world at all.έ LƴŘŜŜŘΣ 
ǘƘŜ ŘƛƎƛǘŀƭ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ƻŦ his medical records where 
right here in her file. 

άSo where does a billionaire industrialist with a mentally ill son go 
ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴ ΨŎǳǊŜŘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ semi-rhetorically. 

ά{ǳƳƳŜǊƘƻƭǘΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƭŘƭȅΤ ŀ ǎŜƴǘƛƳŜƴǘ [ƻƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ 
shared. 

The Summerholt Neurological Institute was a malignant blot on 
collective soul of mankind. Often in science fiction and horror sto-
ries there was a place; a research lab or institute; where unethical 
scientists performed inhuman experiments in the name of 
science, but only succeeded in producing monsters. Summerholt 
was that nightmare brought to life. 

As Chloe Sullivan, she had first begun researching the place after 
the death of Ryan James, a young orphan who had become very 
close with Clark. Her investigations had uncovered that the boy 
had died as a direct result of the exploitative experiments con-
ducted upon him at the Institute where he had been held against 
his will. Her investigation had uncovered other sinister projects as 
well; all headed by a man named Garner; possibly the second 
Ƴƻǎǘ ŜǾƛƭ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘΦ aƻƭƭȅΣ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ DŀǊƴŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ 
case projects, had actually tried to kill her in an effort to keep 
what Lois had discovered from getting out. 

{ŎƘƭƻǘǘΩǎ ŦƛƭŜΣ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭŦ ŘƻȊŜƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ƴanaged to 
get copies of, had been one of the things worth killing to keep a 
secret. Over the course of ten years Winslow had undergone re-
peated sessions of radical shock therapy, been dosed with count-
less experimental psychoactive drugs, and undergone multiple 
extensive brain surgeries; ŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ΨǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΩ Ƙƛǎ 
condition. 

ά²ƛƴǎƭƻǿΩǎ ŀǳǘƛǎƳ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ŀƴ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜ ŘŜƎǊŜŜ ƻŦ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎŀƭ 
aptiǘǳŘŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƭƻǳŘ ǘƻ /ƭŀǊƪΦ άDŀǊƴŜǊ ǎƻƳehow managed to 
reduce the severity of his autism while at the same time preserv-
ing, even enhancing, that mechanical aptitude.έ Like Molly, Win-
ǎƭƻǿ ƘŀŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ DŀǊƴŜǊΩǎ ǳƴƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ǎǘŀŦŦΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ²ƛn-
slow who actually developed a lot of the technology Garner used 
ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘǎΦέ 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΚέ /ƭŀǊƪ asked as he walked into her 
field of vision. His uniform looked as good as new. 

άApparently he was lost in the shuffle after GarnerΩǎ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘΣέ 
Lois answered as she glanced over a series of Planet stories Ke-
ƭŜȄΩǎ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƘŀŘ ŘǳƎ ǳǇΦ The story had been all the rave in Metro-
Ǉƻƭƛǎ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŘŀǊƪ Řŀȅǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ƘƛŘƛƴƎΦ A few 
ǿŜŜƪǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ DŀǊƴŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ƭŀō 
explosion that had rendered him comatose. The subsequent in-
vestigation into the cause uncovered a number of other experi-
ments conducted by Garner, many of them worthy of Mengele. 
Most of the survivors had ended up in Belle Reeve, but there had 
been rumors in the tabloids for months afterwards that some of 
his nightmares had gone unaccounted for. 

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŜƛƎƘǘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ ά¢ƻȅƳŀƴΩǎ 
ōŜŜƴ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŘŜŎŀŘŜΦέ 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ DŀǊƴŜǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ƎŜt-
ǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻǊ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ darkly. ά9ƛǘƘŜǊ 
ǿŀȅ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǿΦ {ŎƘƭƻǘǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜƭǇ ŦǊƻƳ {ǳm-
ƳŜǊƘƻƭǘΦέ 

In point of fact there was no Summerholt left for him to get help 
from. The Garner scandal had utterly bankrupted Summerholt 
and those employees who ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ facing prison time did their 
best to dissociate themselves completely from the place. The 
building itself, after laying fallow for years, had finally been taken 
over by an overseas environmental technologies consortium 
about three years back. 



Wǳǎǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ²ƛƴǎƭƻǿ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜƭǇ ŦǊƻƳ {ǳƳƳŜǊƘƻƭǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
ƳŜŀƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ [ƻƛǎ ƪŜȅŜŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ΨDƻƻƎƭŜΩ 
search into the Kryptonian computer. It probably would have 
been faster to just ask Kelex to do it, but there was something 
about sifting through random data; experimenting with various 
combinations of keywords and browsing through the results; that 
[ƻƛǎ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭ ƛƴ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ƻb-
vious. 

άIŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƪƛƳƳƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀƭŦ-way 
down the first page. She clicked on the link that had caught her 
eye and an old Daily Planet news story popped up. {ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ 
hand come to rest on her shoulder as he came up to read the sto-
ry with her. 

άBILLIONAIRE TOY MAGNATE DIES IN PLANE CRASH,έ the headline 
read. 

άwŀƴŘŀƭ {ŎƘƭƻǘǘΣ ŦƻǳƴŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ /9h ƻŦ {ŎƘƭƻǘǘ Toys, died tragically 
along with his wife and two pilots when his private jet crashed 
ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǘǊƛǇ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ aŜǘǊƻǇƻƭƛǎ ŀƴŘ /ƻŀǎǘ /ƛǘȅ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ 
ǊŜŀŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΦ άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

[ƻƛǎΩ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǘŜΦ άJuly of 2001Χ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ 
months beŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǾƛŎǘƛƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŀǎ 
she made the connection. 

{ƻ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦ, Lois thought to herself. She could al-
most feel sorry for poor Winslow; she knew firsthand what grief 
did to a sane mind. What would it have done to one that had 
been broken and reshaped by Garner? But it did nothing to 
change the fact that he had gone on to kill over two dozen child-
ren. ²ƛƴǎƭƻǿ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ƳƻnǎǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ 
one nonetheless. 

And like a dog with rabies the only merciful thing to do now was 
to ǎǘƻǇ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƻ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ 

ever again. Whether that was with a needle or an institution 
would be for the courts to decide. 

Lois pulled up another link to a Daily Planet story. Vague memo-
ries of the story came back to her as the words appeared on the 
screen; it had made the front page of the business section during 
her freshman year internship. 

ά{/I[h¢¢ ¢h¸{ {h[5έ 

Schlott Toys had never been publicly traded. With the unexpected 
death of its founder and no heir apparent to take the reins, 
Schlott Toys became an easy target for rival companies, who 
quickly bought out the rights to all of the ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΩǎ designs. 
ΨtƻƻƪƛŜΩǎΩ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǿ ǇǊoduced in Taiwan by Pranksters, 
Inc. 

All the designs were purchased. Lois grinned to herself as a notion 
struck her. 

άYŜƭŜȄ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ aŜǘǊƻǇƻƭƛǎ [ŀƴŘ hŦŦƛŎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΦ bƻǿ 
that she knew precisely what she was searching for she might as 
ǿŜƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻōƻǘΩǎ ǎǇŜŜŘΦ άCƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴȅ ǇǊƻp-
erty ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻǿƴŜŘ ōȅ {ŎƘƭƻǘǘ ¢ƻȅǎΦέ 

ά!ŎŎŜǎǎƛƴƎΣέ YŜƭŜȄ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊǘȅ ƭƛǎǘŜŘ ŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ 
owned by Schlott Toys. ! Ψ{ŎƘƭƻǘǘ ¢ƻȅǎ aŀƴǳŦŀŎǘǳǊƛƴƎ tƭŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ 
WarehouseΩ. 300 Horace Drive.έ 

άIƻǊŀŎŜ 5ǊƛǾŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎΧέ 

άΧ5ƻǿƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊŦǊƻƴǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣ ǊŜƳŜmbering 
/ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŀǎǘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻȅ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ƘŜŀd-
ŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ǇǳǊǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ CƻǊǘǊŜǎǎΩ 
smooth metallic floor. ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΦέ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜΣέ /ƭŀǊƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǘŜǊƴƭȅΦ ά{ŎƘƭƻǘǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ 
dangerƻǳǎΦέ 



ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά¢ƻ you ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ŀƭƻƴŜΧ ƻǊ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ 
the part about him using kryptonite to power his mechanical 
ǘƻȅǎΚέ 

ά[ƻƛǎΧέ 

She could read the concern on his face. The whole Fortress was 
one big reminder. IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ōŜƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜ 
did. 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ /ƭŀǊƪΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άBrainiac does not get to make a 
victim ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΦ bƻǘ ǿƘŜƴ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŜƭǇΦέ 

Clark sighed and gestured for Lois to lead the way as they headed 
for the portal back to the real world. 

* * *  

Even as she emerged from rippling surface of the tesseract Lois 
was already formulating a plan of attack. It would be fastest if 
Clark just flew them right there, but just exiting through the roof 
access had complications. Clark could get out without being seen 
that way by himself no problem. But without the protection of-
fered by /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ gravity field the acceleration alone required for 
that feat would turn Lois into chunky salsa. If they wanted to go 
that way that would mean the risk of being seen and not just by 
some random passer-by. The LexCorp Tower was right next door. 

Lois knew that her ex-boyfriend Lex Luthor was already suspicious 
of her involvement with Superman; had even blamed Superman 
for having come between them and accused her of being in ca-
Ƙƻƻǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ΨǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴΦΩ {ƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǎƘŜ ŘƻǳōǘŜŘ [ŜȄ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŜǘ that 
go just because Superman had finally been proven a hero to the 
world at large. The last thing she and Clark needed was for Lex to 
catch sight of her in the arms of ΨSuperman.Ω 

So if out through the roof was out, that left down the stairs. But 
going down the stairs had its ƻǿƴ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘƛƻƴǎΤ ƴŀƳŜƭȅΧ 

άLois!?έ The call echoed up from the floor below. 

Jimmy! Lois thought as she turned to glance at Clark and realized 
that he was still in his Superman uniform. άvǳƛŎƪΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀre your 
ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊΧ ŜǾŜǊΧ 
have to come up with an explanation for that line if Jimmy had 
somehow overheard it from the landing below. 

άaƛǎǎ [ŀƴŜΗΚέ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ WƛƳƳȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǳǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ 
ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜΩŘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƴƻǿ Lois 
heard him starting to climb the stairs. 

Clark could only grimace in response to [ƻƛǎΩ whispered question 
as he pointed down the stairwell. IŜΩŘ ƭŜŦǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǳƛǘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƭasses 
Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻōƻǘ 
solŘƛŜǊǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ōƭƻǿƴ ǳǇ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŀōƻǳǘ 
them until now. 

άDƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƎŜǎǘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ŘƻƻǊΦ άGo. 
LΩƭƭ ŎŀǘŎƘ ǳǇ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ŎŀƴΦέ 

Clark nodded once and then disappeared in the space between 
the electrical impulses from her optic nerves to her brain, leaving 
only a slight gust of wind and the suddenly open roof door as a 
sign of his having ever been there. 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ [ƻƛǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ; the 
idea that Clark could move so quickly that he could put the entire 
world on pause relative to himself. She and everyone else were 
just statues in that world; unable to move or even think. The very 
thought of that scared her a little, but it intrigued her even more. 
Most people avoided things that frightened them, but Lois was 
drawn to them like a moth to a flame; her innate desire to know 
and understand outweighing what other people would call com-
mon sense. bƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄŜǊŎise caution; fear was a potent 
warning device after all. But she tried not to let her life be ruled 
ōȅ ƛǘΦ LŦ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ still be hiding in that unused sto-
rage room in the sub-basement. 



ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ aƛǎǎ [ŀƴŜΚέ WƛƳmy asked as he 
ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǾƛŜǿ ŀƴ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ 
working comǇǳǘŜǊΚέ Then hŜ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ ά²ŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ 
ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΚέ 

In the silence the roof access door closed behind Lois with an aud-
ible click as it latched. 

ά¦ƳΧ ȅŜŀƘΣέ [ƻƛs replied as her mind raced for an explanationΦ άL 
ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ /ƭŀǊƪΧ ƻƴ ƳȅΣ ǳƳΣ ŎŜƭƭ ǇƘƻƴŜΣέ ǎƘŜ explained as 
she fumbled with her bag to produce the deǾƛŎŜΦ άL ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ 
what I needed and I, um, get a better signal on the roof.έ It was 
mostly the truth. 

άhƪŀȅΣέ WƛƳmy replied, not appearing to question her statement. 
ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ǇƭŀƴΣέ [ƻƛǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ bolted down the ǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ άƛǎ to catch 
ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ /ƭŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ǿŜΩǾŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘǊŀŎƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴΩǎ 
ƭŀƛǊΦέ 

άLΩƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ thenΣέ WƛƳƳȅ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ŜŀǊƴŜǎǘƭȅ as he 
raced after herΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘΦέ 

Lois did her best not to sigh in exasperation. Was this how Clark 
had felt back in high school every time he was trying to save 
someone and she wound up inadvertently in the way? Probably 
not, she decided, at least he could always escape at super speed 
the moment I ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ wƛŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎǊŜǿΚέ [ƻƛǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛǾŜǊǘ 
Jimmy, but not slowing downΦ ά{ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ōŜ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ 
ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

άL ŎŀƭƭŜŘ IŀǊǊȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŘŜǎƪΣέ WƛƳƳȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άIŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ 
ŎǊŜǿ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ 
ŀǊǊƛǾŜΦέ 

Now she did stop. άWƛƳƳȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ 
again. 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣέ WƛƳƳȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ /ŀǘ ŀƴŘ 
L ǎƻǊǘŀ ƭŜǘ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

Why did he have to play the noble geek card? Lois asked herself 
silently as she rolled her eyes.  

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜƭŜƴǘŜŘ as she started down the stairs again. 

άDǊŜŀǘΣέ WƛƳƳȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ with enthusiasm. άHere we come to save 
the day!έ ƘŜ ǎŀƴƎ ƻǳǘΣ ǇŀǊŀǇƘǊŀǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ΨaƛƎƘǘȅ aƻǳǎŜΦΩ 

Lois stopped so quickly that Jimmy almost barreled right into her. 

άbƻ, WE are not off to save the day!έ Lois exclaimed as she 
rounded on the younger ƳŀƴΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƎŀƳŜ WƛƳƳȅΗ The Toy-
man is a psychopath armed with all sorts of advanced technology 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀǘ ǎǘŀƪŜ and we are NOT superhe-
roes!έ 

The long ago memory of a video her old friend Pete Ross had 
ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΦ Lƴ ƛǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ 
stated that because the meteor shower which had turned Small-
ǾƛƭƭŜ ǳǇǎƛŘŜ Řƻǿƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜŘ ŀ ƘŜǊƻ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΣ ǎƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ 
have to do the job herself. 

It was, in a nutshell, what she found so frustrating and infuriating 
about Jimmy Olsen. He reminded her faǊ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΧ ƻǊ 
more accuǊŀǘŜƭȅ ǿƘƻ ǎƘŜΩd once been; his lapses into geekdom, 
his hunger to prove himself, his trying just a bit too hard to fit in, 
and right now, his naïve belief that his brains and luck would 
somehow magically protect him in the face of pure evil. Believing 
that last part had cost Lois her father. 

άWe are, at MOST, going to find out if this is where the Toyman is 
hiding and then MAYBE lend a hand to the police, the FBI, Super-
man, or whoever else we can wrangle up to save the day if they 



need us to do somethingΗέ [ƻƛǎ Ŝxplained. άBut we are not going 
ǘƻ ƳǳŎƪ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǳǇ ōȅ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘΧ got 
ƛǘΗΚέ {ƘŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ŝmphasis. 

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΧ ƎŜŜȊΗέ WƛƳƳȅ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΦ άL ƎŜǘ ƛǘΦέ 

άDƻƻŘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀƎŀin continued down the steps. She 
knew she sounded harsh, but better harsh words from her than 
having to face the harsh reality itself. Luck only carried you so far 
and, more often than not, abandoned you right in the middle of a 
raging river, and all the bǊŀƛƴǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ŀ ōǳƭƭŜǘ 
ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻmmon sense to keep out of the line of fire 
orΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ ƻption, at least wear KevlarΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ 
while working as an embedded war correspondentΧ ƻǊ ƛǘǎ YǊȅp-
tonian equivalent as she did now. LŦ WƛƳƳȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ 
he ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΧ would get someone killed eventual-
ly. Either himself or someone trying to rescue him. 

Lois juǎǘ ƘƻǇŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ. More, she prayed that 
WƛƳƳȅΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘƛƻƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀƭǊŜŀdy placed Clark in jeopardy. Be-
ŎŀǳǎŜ [ƻƛǎ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǘǊǳǘƘŦǳƭ ǿƛǘƘ /ƭŀǊƪ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ 
implied that her coming with him was about her not being afraid. 
Rather she was coming precisely because she was afraid. After 
ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ŀ ƘŀƛǊΩǎ ōǊŜŀŘǘh of losing Clark just the day 
before Lois was desperately afraid. 

Everyone else thought of Superman as indestructible, but they 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƪǊȅǇǘƻƴƛǘŜΦ As awful as Brainiac had been Lois 
ŦŜŀǊŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŦƻǊ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǎŀŦŜǘȅ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘhat 
alien construct. 

Because the Toyman could kill Clark and, unlike Brainiac, had no 
reason not to do so. 

* * *  

The sun had set completely by the time Clark touched down 
noiselessly upon the rooftop of 300 Horace Drive. A dull purple to 

the west was all tƘŀǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƻǊōΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ 
the sky. ¢ƘŜ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴŜŘ ŦŀŎǘƻǊȅκǿŀǊŜƘƻǳǎŜ ŦŀŎƛƭƛǘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ 
much different from any other that Clark had seen. The massive 
structure bore more than a passing resemblance to the main 
building of the old LuthorCorp plant; they might have even been 
built by the same contractor for all Clark knew, though multistory 
concrete buildings sided with painted corrugated aluminum were 
hardly original. The only thing really setting this building apart 
from any of the others in the area was the faded sign out front 
that displayed the logo of Schlott Toys in now drab hues. 

A brief scan with his x-ray vision reminded Clark of why he disliked 
the city so much; too many things capable of blocking his sight. 
When people thought of x-rays and what blocked them, most 
people thought of lead, but in reality sufficient quantities of any 
material, especially metal, could block it. 

/ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ŀn industrial accident in India a little 
over two years before. He remembered desperately looking for 
survivors and not being able to find them with his x-ray vision 
through all the collapsed steel. IŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘŜŀǊ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊǳc-
ture by hand and; though this strength and speed had spared 
hundreds; two dozen people had died befoǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 
reach them. 

In the big city large concentrations of metal were practically eve-
rywhere, which meant the utility of his x-ray vision was restricted. 
No, here he had to rely more on his hearing, but even that was 
limited. A lot was lost amidst the din of the city. It varied with the 
time of day, but generally speaking anything beyond a quarter-
mile away he had no hope of hearing. The exception was Lois, to 
ǿƘƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜƴǎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦŀǊ ƳƻǊŜ ŀǘǘǳƴŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜΩŘ ōŀǊe-
ly been able to hear hŜǊ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƳƛƭŜ 
away the time that Brainiac had attacked her. 

Lois was well beyond that range right now and that made Clark 
edgy. True, she knew how to think on her feet and had the de-



fense offered by her Kryptonian bracelet on top of that, but he 
still worried about her. {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘǊǳƭȅ ōǳƭƭŜǘ-proof and she 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎuper-strength or speed and though she presented a 
brave front he knew her heart could be broken just like anyone 
else. Indeed, the degree to which she had invested herself into 
finding the missing kids made her heart all the more vulnerable in 
this case. He could see in her eyes and hear in her voice that they 
had become almost a proxy for her worthiness of being a parent 
to Lucy. If they failed to save them then Lois would see it as a per-
sonal failǳǊŜΤ ǇǊƻƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƛǘƘ 
the home, the family, that both of them desperately needed. 

But Clark couldƴΩǘ ƪƛŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ As much as he hoped to find the 
best in others and for happy endings ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
world to know that no matter how hard you tried sometimes nei-
ther of those things happened. He hoped that Bobbie Granger 
was still alive, but the fact that Adam had been taken meant that 
there was a very good chance that the boy was already dead; 
ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ [ƻƛǎΩ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ǾƛŜǿ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŀlready failed. 

But rƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜƴǎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ƻƴŜ ǿŀȅ ƻǊ 
the other. There was heavy machinery operating inside and the 
dense metal and din were completely blocking his heightened 
senses. He wondered how much of it was intentional. Thanks to 
Jimmy and Lex the existence of his super senses was common 
knowledge to the public, including psychopaths like Winslow 
Schlott. 

Clark glanced around the roof and quickly found the roof access. A 
quick scan with his x-ray vision revealed that it was locked and 
wired and that the system was a lot newer than ten years old. The 
trick he had used at the old LuthorCorp plant a few months earlier 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƘŜǊŜΦ The moment he tried to open the door or 
bypass the security system whoever was monitoring it would 
know he was there. Tearing through the wall or ceiling would 
create just as much ruckus so there was nothing for it. Clark tore 

the door from its hinges and began to descend down the steel 
stairs into the factory. 

The smell of burning rubber assaulted his nose instantly and as 
the stairs opened up onto a catwalk he could see the source. The 
glare from the sodium lights above revealed several giant vats of 
molten plastic or rubber which churned below alongside multi-
level automated assembly lines which ran the length of the floor. 

Clark took to the air and descended down to the main floor, scan-
ning every nook and cranny for some sign of life. Then there was 
the screech of noise as a P.A. system blared to life and the sing-
song voice that emanated from it was as chillƛƴƎ ǘƻ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǎǇƛƴŜ 
ŀǎ .ǊŀƛƴƛŀŎΩǎ Ƙƻƭƭƻǿ Ƴƻƴotone. 

άLΩǾŜ been expecting you!έ ǘƘŜ sing-song voice said. άDo you want 
to play a game Superman?έ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ /ŀǘƘŜǊƛƴŜ DǊŀƴǘΣ ²ƛƴǎƭƻǿΗΚΗέ /ƭŀǊƪ 
bellowed over the sound of machinery. 

άFirst name basis are we?έ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άThis game is about 
choices, Kal. Who to save? Who to save? The needs of the many or 
the needs of the few?έ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ are you talking aboutΗΚΗέ /ƭŀǊƪ yelled back. ά²Ƙŀǘ 
ƎŀƳŜΗΚΗέ If nothing else he needed to stall; needed to keep 
sweeping the area for some sign of Cat, the kids and Winslow. He 
ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǊ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
building that was still blocked to his senses. What he did hear 
were the sounds of police sirens approaching. How could that be? 
[ƻƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ȅŜǘΤ ƴƻǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ 
was the place; and the police ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜƴǘ ǿƘŀǘ 
sounded like half the cars in the city without such confirmation. 

άChoices, choices. Do you save the many or do you save the few? 
¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴΧ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǇŀǘƘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛttle 
game I call ΨIŜǊƻŜǎ ŀƴŘ aƻƴǎǘŜǊǎΧέ 



Even over the general din, Clark could hear the sound of servos 
and hydraulics roaring to life in the warehouse beyond. Some-
thing big was churning to life over there. Something powerful 
enough to slaughter hundreds, maybe thousands, before it was 
finally destroyed. Something Winslow was ready to unleash upon 
Metropolis. 

ά{ƻ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜΧ ƘŜǊƻΚέ 

* * *  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER EIGHT: 
BELLY OF THE BEAST 

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ!Κέ [ƻƛǎ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ as she slammed her tiny red car 
around a corner and blazed towards the factory/warehouse and 
the apparent sea of flashing crimson and sapphire lights ahead. 
ά²Ƙƻ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΚέ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƻ ōǳǎȅ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŘŜŀǊ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 
Jimmy replied from the passenger seat; looking more than a little 
ƛƴǘƛƳƛŘŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ Řa-
redevil on the roads, but there were peopleΩǎ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜΧ 
the kids, Cat and possibly Clark, ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ±² /ƻƴǾŜǊǘƛōƭŜΩǎ 
low center of gravity could take the turns a lot better than one 
would think. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŘƛŘΣέ [ƻƛǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ LƴŘŜŜŘ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪŜd like half the 
MetroǇƻƭƛǎ t5 ǿŀǎ ŀǎǎŜƳōƭŜŘ ŀƘŜŀŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ΨǿƘƻΚέ As 
she ran down the list of possibilities a lead weight began to form 
in her stomach and the only possible answer hit her. The Toyman. 
άhƘΣ ǇŜŀƴǳǘǎΗ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǘǊŀǇΗέ 

Lois veered her car hard off the approach to the front lot and onto 
one of the side streets just as the entire front of the warehouse 
exploded outward in a hail of rubble. A steel girder slammed 
down and scraped along the pavement; throwing up sparks along 
the path her car had been on just moments before. She felt her-
self slam against the straps of her seatbelt as she braked hard and 
swerved off onto the grass when a twisted section of aluminum 
siding the size of her car slammed down onto the road ahead an 
instant later. 

Her head shot back to the front of the building even as she pulled 
off her seatbelt. 

WƛƳƳȅ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŎƪ ǿŀǎ 
ǘƘŀǘΗΚΗέ 

Even as the police closest in scrambled back and the rest raised 
their firearms the answer erupted from the cloud of dust and de-
bris with a terǊƛōƭŜ ǊƻŀǊΤ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ ǘƻȅΦ 

IŜΩǎ ŀn overgrown little boy, Lois thought to herself as she gazed 
upon it, what else would he build? 

From easily five stories above the heads of the police another ca-
cophonous roar erupted from the jaws of the massive robotic Ty-
rannosaurus Rex as it turned towards its prey. 

Lois could hear the whine of the hydraulics as the behemoth took 
a surprisingly agile step forward and brought a foot the size of a 
semi tractor down on one of the police cars that had been aban-
doned. Bullets tore from the weapons of the police, and Lois 
thought she saw the flare of a grenade launcher, but none of their 
ordinance seemed to have any effect. 

The T-Rex continued to stride forward unabated and when its 
head swung around to roar this time, dual streams of fire shot 
forth from its mouth to engulf an adjacent warehouse. The police 
ƭƛƴŜ ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀǾŜ ƻŦ ǇŀƴƛŎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ 
swing back towards them and Lois could see the beginnings of 
another gout of flame within its mouth. 

But before the charnel fires could erupt a crimson blur tore from 
ǘƘŜ {ŎƘƭƻǘǘ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻōƻǘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ 
with a clang that could be heard even from where Lois was now 
standing. It diŘƴΩǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ǘƻ ƘŀǊƳ ǘƘŜ ¢-Rex in the slightest, but it 
knocked the creaǘǳǊŜΩǎ ōƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ŦƭŀƳŜ ƻŦŦ ǘŀǊƎŜǘΤ ŀ ŎƻǇǎŜ ƻŦ ǘǊŜŜǎ 
and a pair of police cars were incinerated instead of dozens of 
scattering policemen. 

The T-Rex flung its head back and forth in retaliation, hurling Clark 
down into the ground where his impact shattered concrete. Lois 



ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇǳƭǎŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻǳǘ /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ ǘƘŜ 
groundΤ ƳƛƴŘŦǳƭ ƻŦ WƛƳƳȅΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ. 

Lois could tell from /ƭŀǊƪΩǎ ǎƭƻǿŜŘ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǎǇŜŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘΩǎ 
kryptonite power source was affecting him and that his invulnera-
bility field would be similarly weakened. But weakened though he 
was Clark had to stop the thingΧ because he was the only one 
who could. And as much as she wished she could help she knew 
that there was nothing she could do to help him in that battle. 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘƻΦ Clark had to 
have noticed it by now tooΣ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ƛǘ ōefore. The T-
wŜȄ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎǳŀǊŘƛƴƎ the Schlott Toys factory; it was advancing 
along the waterfront towards the downtown of Metropolis. Due 
to the sheer number of lives it would place in jeopardy the gigan-
tic construct would have to be the primary focus of the police and 
everyone else; leaving Schlott free to do whatever he really had 
planned for himself, Cat and the children. 

Without another thought Lois bolted towards the Schlott Toys 
ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ WƛƳƳȅΩǎ ŎǊȅ ƻŦ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴΦ 
She knew it was probably suicidal, but she also knew that some-
one had to stop Schlott and tƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜǊΧ 
because right now she was the only one who could. 

* * *  

Sweating hard, Clark tore out of the impact crater he had created 
and launched himself again towards the mammoth jaw of the ro-
botic T-Rex. It appeared to be the primary weapon of the beast 
and the sooner he could put it out of action the safer everyone 
else would be. But even from more than fifty feet beneath the 
ōŜŀǎǘΩǎ ŀǊƳƻǊŜŘ ŎƘŜǎǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ Řǳƭƭ ōǳǊƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƪǊȅp-
ǘƻƴƛǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘΩǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜ amount fueling it must be 
enormous. 

With a bone-jarring impact Clark slammed into the conǎǘǊǳŎǘΩǎ 
lower jaw and the killer streams of flame that would have incine-

rated the fleeing police were again knocked off course, but again 
the construct was undamaged. ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘΩǎ ǎƘƛŜƭŘƛƴƎ ƪŜǇǘ 
the kryptonite from debilitating him entirely, it may as well have. 
They were forcing him to fight at, at best, ten percent of his usual 
ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘΦ 9ǾŜƴ ŀǘ Ŧǳƭƭ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŀǊŘ-pressed to lift 
the monster. 

Heat vision was no good either. Clark might have been able to get 
outǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻōƻǘƛŎ ŘƻƎΩǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǎƻǳǊŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀǘ 
full power his heat vision lost considerable strength within just 
sixty feetΦ ¦ƴƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƭŀǎŜǊ ōŜŀƳ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǘ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ truly cohe-
rent and the air itself readily absorbed the energy; it could be 
seen to ripple in the air when he turned up the heat for precisely 
that reason. Factor in the kryptonite radiation ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ 
to warm the T-wŜȄΩǎ ŀǊƳƻǊŜŘ ƘƛŘŜΦ 

Again the T-Rex knocked him away with a swing of its mammoth 
head, sending him flying into the side of a low brick industrial 
building. His impact collapsed the wall around him as he skidded 
to a halt. Thankfully the building was unoccupied, it was well after 
six and most of the businesses in this area had already closed for 
the evening meaning that there were still relatively few lives in 
danger. That would change soon enough though; the residential 
sections of town would be coming up all too soon. 

For a third time Clark soared towards the beast, but this time he 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ōǳǘǘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƘŜ ŀƛƳŜŘ ŦƻǊ one of the 
ōŜŀǎǘΩǎ ƭƻwer legs; as far from the likely location of its power 
source as he was likely to find; and hoped he might be able to trip 
the machine. 

He just had time to register the staccato flash of light from where 
the T-wŜȄΩǎ ǘƛƴȅ ǳǎŜƭŜǎǎ ŦƻǊŜƭƛƳōǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛm-
pacts that felt like sledges hammered him into the pavement. Ex-
plosive shells from the much less useless Gatling cannons 
mounted there in place of arms rained down on him, saturating 



him and the ground until the pavement had the consistency of 
sand. 

With all his might Clark hurled himself up and away from the hail 
of shells, but the kryptonite was making him too slow to avoid 
them all and the rounds that hit spun him around like an erratic 
top and sent him hurtling through the wall of a brick-lined office 
building. 

The T-Rex swung its mechanical head around and bellowed at the 
building; almost as if it was issuing a challenge. But the crimson-
cloaked figǳǊŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜƳŜǊƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǊǳōōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¢-Rex quick-
ly turned away in search of fresh prey. 

* * *  

Lois tried to keep low as she scurried towards the now gaping 
ǿƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ŎƘƭƻǘǘ ¢ƻȅǎ ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 
what Winslow was planning, but given that he couldƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 
about the problems kryptonite caused Clark the odds were that it 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƭƻƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅ ƛǘ ƻǳǘΦ 

First and foremost he had to have an escape plan. He was a co-
wardly little rodent of a man who preyed ƻƴ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦ IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 
have the courage to end his own life or to want to face prison so 
ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘΦ CƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƭŀȅ ƻŘŘǎ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴƻǘ 
only find Winslow, but the children and Cat as well. 

ά²Ƙat happened to not mucking things up by pretending to be 
heroesΚέ WƛƳƳȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ nervously from behind her as she clam-
bered over the debris left in the wake of the T-Rex and into the 
factory itself. 

Lois fumbled for the small flashlight she kept in her purseΦ άNo 
ƘŜǊƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǇƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ swung her flashlight around 
ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪŜƴŜŘ ŜȄǇŀƴǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘƻǊȅΩǎ ǿŀǊe-
ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ά.ǳǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ²ƛƴǎƭƻǿΩǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ŀƴŘ 
Cat and can get them out without having to face robot soldiers, 

ŘƻƎǎΣ ƻǊ ŘƛƴƻǎŀǳǊǎ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ on the chanceΦέ At the 
very least they could discover the escape plan so that Clark, the 
police, and whoever else they could muster would better be able 
to track the Toyman down. 

Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ [ƻƛǎ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ door leading from the warehouse 
to the factory beyond. She slid up to it as quietly as she could and 
tested it. Finding it unlocked she opened the door a crack and 
peered into the factory itself. The conveyor belts of numerous as-
sembly lines dominated the floor along with two giant vats of 
what smelled like molten plastic. 

No wonder Winslow doused everything in pine cleaner, she 
thought as the pungent odor assaulted her nostrils. She was al-
ready thinking it would take her multiple showers just to get the 
stench off. 

Looking up she could make out gantries and, off to the right, a 
managŜǊΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴǘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ 
doubt been able to observe the entire factory floor for any prob-
lems. Even if ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƙƛmself, it was still the 
best vantage point for finding him, the kids, and his escape route. 

Looking around she found a set of metal stairs leading up onto the 
gantries above, motioned silently for Jimmy to follow and headed 
for them.  

What would he use to let him slip away undetected? she pon-
dered as she began her ascent. His taste in design was right in line 
with that of a young boy. Some sort of aircraft? She dismissed it 
immediately as too obvious and easy to track. For all the chaos his 
monǎǘŜǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪŜŜǇ ŀƴ ŀƛǊŎǊŀŦǘ ƻŦŦ aŜǘǊƻǇƻƭƛǎ 
InternatƛƻƴŀƭΩǎ ǊŀŘŀǊΦ 

She looked down towards the floor and smiled as she caught sight 
of it. Sitting in a berth just beyond the vats was what looked to be 
a no doubt fully functional replica of the Nautilus just as it had 
looked in the classic Disney film; thougƘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻȅƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ 




