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Praise for Supermale’s Gone and Left Us

 

Satirical look at "old school" male

I thoroughly enjoyed this book. The title had me curious, but
the book kept me turning the pages. It's a rather short,
satiristical look at the "old school" male and the fact that he no
longer has a place in our society…Highly
recommended!             
—Jean Bartlett, Amazon review

 

Where have all the superheroes gone?

Supermale is the epitome of good guy, saving the world from evil,
kind of superhero. But can a guy like that survive in modern times?
Well, it ain't easy that's for sure.

So Supermale finds out in his deportation hearing…Superhero is not
on the list of special skills. Then, there's the mental problems.
After all, he obviously has a split personality, paranoid, and
thinks he has superpowers. How can things get worse.

I thoroughly enjoyed Supermale's Gone and Left Us. Where have all
the superheroes gone? Well, if they're smart they are keeping their
heads down and hiding out somewhere safe.

—Tami Brady, TCM Reviewer

 

Humerous
tale                                                                                            
"Supermale's Gone and Left us" is…a quick read…amazingly
descriptive and draws the reader in from the very first sentence. I
honestly can't remember the last time I saw the word "gloomy" used
to describe anything other than the weather but there it was in
black and white right smack in the middle of page one. "I took in
his hangdog face, the sorrowful eyes, the gloomy mouth." Nice… I
was immediately
hooked.                                                                                                              
          …Supermale
is the epitome of a superhero. He's a law abiding citizen, he knows
right from wrong and he believes in the innate goodness of the
government. Yes, I got a good laugh out of that one myself.
Unfortunately…he has gotten himself incarcerated. No, he didn't
break any laws… unless you count the fact that he's technically
here "illegally"…So now our wonderful superhero is sitting in jail
being a model citizen and yet he is being tormented and harassed by
prisoners and guards alike. Finally he is placed in solitary
confinement for safety reasons; for the safety of the other inmates
who keep injuring themselves in their ridiculous attacks on him.
He's the man of steel guys… come on, what did you really
expect?

          …Suffice it
to say that "Supermale's Gone and Left Us" by author Bob Frey is a
great book, it's very well-written, it's a sarcastically humorous
tale … Plus, there's a really nice twist at the end that will
make you sit up and go "huh?!?"
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Supermale’s Gone and Left Us

“Yeah, he’s gone. Some people don’t know a good thing when they
see it. He was the straightest shooter I ever met, bar none. He
came into this town and squared it away in a hurry. Had gangsters,
murderers, con men shaking in their boots. Bad guys such as Lou
Lucifer and Brainless were either incarcerated or hightailed it
back to where they came from. The average Joe and Jane breathed a
lot easier just knowing he was around. I know I did.”

       We were sitting in the
fifth floor office of Benjamin Dimwitter, immigration attorney,
located in the Card Building across the street from the Daily Orb
in the city of Megalopolis. Since Dimwitter had been reported to be
a confidant to Supermale as well as his lawyer, I had talked him
into giving me the inside story on the superhero’s disappearance. I
took in his hangdog face, the sorrowful eyes, the gloomy mouth. It
was easy to see he was deeply troubled. He looked as if he had lost
his best friend. And maybe he had. I opened my notepad and looked
back up. “When did it all start?”

       Dimwitter frowned. “Hard to
say, Marcus. From day one if I don’t miss my guess. Some nuts were
against him right from the get go. You know, because he was an
alien, didn’t have a license to fly, or they thought he had
religious overtones like the second coming of Christ.”

       He gazed at me so sadly I
thought he was about to cry, or maybe I was, he appeared so
woebegone.

       “You know, sometimes I
wonder about the people in this burg. At times they seem to think
and act as though they are the most ignorant and stupidest human
beings on the face of the earth. They’ll believe, or at least a
good percentage of them will believe, anything the politicos tell
them. Imagine, assuming Cal was a socialist because he wanted to
help the poor, or thinking he was a fascist like General Sod and
wanted to take over the world. What a bunch of hooey.”

       “Did you say Cal?”

       “Yeah, that’s his real
name, Cal-El. I felt a little stupid calling him Supermale all the
time. It’s the moniker he was given on his native planet. He was an
alien, you know.  That’s where all the trouble began.”

      

One Thursday afternoon, Dimwitter was hard at work in his office
when his secretary buzzed him and gushed that Supermale was on the
phone. He grinned. He figured the call was just a joke and that one
of his friends, probably his good buddy, Mario, was trying to put
one over on him. But, no, Mildred, his secretary, insisted the
caller was the superhero. “Okay,” he said. “Put him on.”

       “Hello, Mr. Dimwitter?”

       The voice surprised him. It
was pleasant enough, but it sounded gentle, almost like a fruit or
a fairy. He couldn’t believe it belonged to the man of alloy.
Nevertheless, he said, “Yeah, this is Mr. Dimwitter. How may I help
you?”

       “Mr. Dimwitter, this is
Supermale. I would like to come in and talk with you, sir. It seems
I’m in trouble with the Department of Homeland Security. It appears
they want to deport me.”

       “Is this some kind of a
joke?”

       The next thing he knew, his
buzzer rang. “Supermale’s in the waiting room, Ben,” Mildred said.
“Should I let him come in?”

       Dimwitter almost swallowed
his teeth. “Sure, send him in.”

       The door opened and in the
crime fighter marched. He was a very imposing figure in his blue
tights, bigger than he came across on the tube. And he was handsome
as all get out. With his all-American good looks, anyone would have
guessed he came from the Midwest someplace, somewhere such as
Kansas or Indiana. Anyway he strode across the room, they shook
hands, and Dimwitter invited him to have a seat.

       “Thanks for seeing me on
such short notice, sir.”

       “You’re welcome. And you
can forget that sir stuff, Supermale. Just call me Ben.”

       “Okay, Ben. It seems that
the DHS has issued a notice for me to appear before an immigration
judge because I entered the country illegally and have no official
permission to be in the United States. If I don’t appear, I could
be in a whole lot of trouble, maybe even deported.”

     “That’s ridiculous, absolutely absurd.
After all the good you have done for this country? Have you been
served the notice?”

       “No, I saw it on
television, on the evening news.”

       “Then you don’t have to go.
They have to serve you the notice in person.”

       “But I know they want me,
Ben. It would be dishonest and unpatriotic for me not to
appear.”

 

“Well, I couldn’t talk him out of it, no matter what,” Dimwitter
said, shrugging and peering at me with downcast eyes.  “One of
the criticisms tossed at him is he’s too honest, too noble. Yeah,
can you imagine somebody being criticized because he’s too good?
But, sadly, that’s what the world has come to. In a time when
everybody’s out for number one, it’s simply inconceivable to some
people that a guy like him would not have an ulterior motive.
That’s the way the yahoos think nowadays.”

       Dimwitter ran a hand over
his face and sighed. “Anyway, as I said, I failed to talk him out
of it, so off we go to the judge. Sure enough, they’ve started
removal proceedings against Cal. The judge was real snotty about it
too. I managed to post bail and get a Relief from Removal, a kind
of a temporary stay, so we could go back and get our ducks in order
to fight this miscarriage of justice. Otherwise, she would have put
him in the slammer right then and there, and God knows what would
have happened to him.”

       Dimwitter grinned, or at
least I thought it was a grin. The way he bared his teeth, it was
hard to tell. “It was pretty nice traveling with Supermale though,”
he continued, “sailing through the sky like that. As you can
imagine, it was really something special. I was a little spooked at
first, but he’s so strong he carried me like a baby and I felt
perfectly safe. When we got back to my office, I asked him a few
questions. The situation didn’t look good.”

 

Dimwitter leaned back in his chair and stared at the superhero.
“Now let me get this straight, Supermale. You have no visible means
of support and you’re not the child, sibling, or spouse of a US
citizen, correct?”

       Supermale blushed. “Well I
was married once but that was under another name, my alter
ego.”

       “So you live a double life?
You have a secret identity and pretend to be just an ordinary slob
like the rest of us?”

       “Correct.”

       “Is this alter ego a US
citizen?”

       “Yes, I believe he is, but
if I identified him, he would never have any peace. Even if they
meant well, people wouldn’t let him alone.”

       “Yeah, I can see that,
people being people. This place you came from, Cramden, I’ll check
but I’m almost sure it doesn’t have a reciprocal visa arrangement
with the US. Since your deportment wouldn’t result in any undue
financial hardship for anybody, I guess we’ll have to go with
outstanding ability or maybe asylum.”

 

Dimwitter nodded at me, pushed back his chair, and stood up. “I
have to go to the can. Perhaps after, we can take a break and have
some lunch.”

       “Sounds good,” I said.

       I loosened my tie and
glanced at my notes. So Supermale had a wife. It didn’t seem
possible. With his super strength, if he took a female in his arms
and embraced her, he would crush her like a grape. Even if he had
control over his body, in the heat of passion he was liable to lose
it, especially when he ejaculated. During orgasm all living
creatures lost control over their muscles. It was a scientific
fact. And what about his sperm? The wad would probably come out
like a guided missile and go right through her. Even if it didn’t,
his dick would. Like the rest of his body that thing was made of
steel. It would be like having sex with a high speed power drill.
He might use a condom, but what kind of a rubber would it take to
hold a super load?

       I chuckled. He could always
pull out. But who knows where the sperm would end up? Possibly
impregnate females all over the city. In nine months there would
either be an army of super babies or deformed monsters if his semen
wasn’t compatible with the human egg. At any rate, sex with him
would be pretty dull with him holding back all the time so he
wouldn’t hurt the woman he was making love to. Either that or
because he was faster than a speeding bullet, it would be all over
before the woman got any pleasure from it. No wonder his wife had
divorced him, if that’s what happened. What self-respecting female
would want to put up with lovemaking such as that?

 

The restaurant was pleasant enough, a highly burnished hardwood
floor that smelled of polish, overhanging lamps, attractive
pictures on the walls. Dimwitter ordered a steak with onions,
fries, and a beer. I had a fruit salad and a glass of milk. The
service was slow, either that or I was hungry. But when it came,
the food was delicious.

       Dimwitter pushed away his
plate, put his hand over his mouth, and burped. “Right now I’d love
to have a big fat cigar, but of course a man isn’t allowed to smoke
anyplace nowadays. Next thing you know they’ll prevent you from
doing it in your own home.”

       Perhaps, but I was eager to
get on with it. “How did your hearing with the immigration judge
go?”

       Dimwitter shook his head.
“She was one tough cookie, strictly by the book. I hate to say it,
but I think she had it in for Supermale.”

 

The judge, the only female in the small, barebones courtroom,
sat high on her bench as Dimwitter stood abjectly before her.
Supermale was at a table behind him.

       “Are you claiming that
because your client is a superhero that qualifies him as an alien
with extraordinary abilities?’

       “Yes, I am, your
honor.”

       “Do you have proof of the
extraordinary abilities your client is claiming, such as prizes or
certificates of excellence in his field of endeavor? Authorship of
scholarly papers or pay stubs as evidence he has commanded a high
salary for his services?”

       “Well, no, but he’s an
honorary member of the Megalopolis 4H club, the Royal Order of
Raccoons, the Boy Scouts of America, and other organizations.”
Dimwitter cleared his throat. “And he has received letters of
commendation from Dogs Against Drugs, Camp Fire USA, and the League
of Women Voters, among others.”

       “‘Be that as it may,
Superhero does not appear on any list of preferred occupations that
I know of. I’m afraid I’m going to have to detain your client for
removal.”

       “You mean deport him? Now
hold on a minute, your honor. Surely Supermale can apply for asylum
since it is impossible for him to return to his native land? It no
longer exists.”

      

Our waiter came over and put down the check. “I got it,” I said.
“It’s the least I can do for your help with this article.”

       “Yeah, okay. Thanks for the
lunch, Marcus.” He started to get up.

       “And the asylum defense,
how did it go?”

       Dimwitter sat back down.
“She would have none of it. She said although there was no
precedent for Cal’s situation, it didn’t matter. The law states
that an illegal must file for asylum within the first year of entry
into the US, which Cal had not done. Otherwise he’s not eligible.
Really stupid, but as she said, that’s the law.”

       “That’s when they put him
in jail.”

       Dimwitter’s eyes clouded up
again. “Yeah, it was one of the saddest spectacles I ever witnessed
in my entire life, to see this paragon of virtue, this noblest of
men, treated as a common crook.  They actually made him put
his hands behind his back, cuffed him, and carted him away as if he
was a serial rapist or something. It was all I could do to stay in
my chair and not try to help him.”

       “Why didn’t he just break
the cuffs and escape? Nobody could have stopped him?”

       “You don’t know Cal.
Breaking the law was the last thing he would ever do. How would
that have looked to the kids of America, huh? Nah, he took his job
as a role model very seriously. He would never have done anything
to harm America’s youth.”

       I paid the bill and we
left. Once outside, Dimwitter said he had some work he had to
finish up that afternoon, and asked if we could continue our
discussion in the morning. Of course, I agreed.

 

The next morning I was at his office at nine sharp. After he
offered me a cup of coffee, which I refused, Dimwitter got on with
it.

       “Naturally, the media
vultures had a field day. They ran that clip of Supermale being led
away in cuffs on the tube ad nauseum, until it made me sick. And
the number of hits on YouTube was in the millions. It was
disgusting. Did you see it?”

       “Why yes, I did. It was,
well, disgusting, just as you say.”

       Dimwitter nodded. “Well
poor Cal was dazed and confused. First, they stripped the poor guy
of his outfit, disinfected him, and subjected him to a humiliating
body search. You know, they made him lift his gonads and bend over
to make sure he wasn’t smuggling in any dope. Then they made him
wear one of those ugly jumpsuits with a big P on the back. Next
thing he knew he was on a bus with a lot of losers on the way to
the state prison. It was rough for him to accept.”

 

Supermale was embarrassed. It was hard to believe he was on a
van with a group of petty crooks and criminals on his way to the
penitentiary. Yet here he was, the chains on his wrists and ankles
testified to that. He was determined to make the best of it. That
was the American way. America’s court system may not be perfect,
but it was the best in the entire world. He was lucky he wasn’t
being incarcerated in a country that didn’t believe in freedom.
That would be tough to take.

       “So you’re the great
Supermale.” The speaker was a big heavy-set guy with a flat face
who sat directly across from the superhero on a pew-like bench.
“Why don’t you break those bracelets, Super Duper, and fly away
like a little bird, huh? You do all these good deeds for this
country, and what do you get in return? A kick in the butt, that’s
what. Are you just going to sit there and let them screw you over?
Where are your balls, Sup? Maybe you don’t have any? Maybe you just
have a flap down there instead.” He giggled and the other prisoners
in the van laughed along with him. “What a wuss.”

       Supermale ignored him. He
was more concerned with the lack of seatbelts in the dimly-lit
sweatbox in which they were traveling. Somebody could get hurt.
This lockup was going to be a severe test of his self-control and
patriotism. 

 

Dimwitter scowled and leaned forward on his desk. “That’s the
way it went. No matter what the guy did, there was always someone
to call him down, insult him, or make filthy remarks. He even got
flack from the warden. A couple of screws ushered him into an
office, and he stood there hat in hand in front of the warden’s
desk while the warden dressed him down.”

 

“You’ll get no special treatment here, Supermale. I run a model
prison and treat everybody the same no matter who he is or what he
did on the outside. If you’re fair with me, I’ll be fair with you.
Otherwise, I’ll come down on you so fast you won’t know what hit
you. Understood?”

       The warden, an overfed guy
with a splotch of yellow hair and a stogie jammed between his
teeth, looked Supermale over. “Let me give you a word of advice.
Follow a positive routine. Don’t waste your time sitting in front
of the TV, playing cards, or reading girlie magazines. Use your
time here productively and take advantage of the job training and
vocational skills we offer, to help you obtain post-release
employment and to become a productive member of society. Be
proactive. Most of the trouble we have with inmates results from a
failure to communicate. Any questions?”

       “No, sir,” Supermale
said.

       “All right then, welcome to
Sunnyside State prison. I hope you enjoy your time here with us and
use it to prepare yourself for life on the outside.” The warden
smiled. “Okay, boys, take him away. And remember, fellows, no
special treatment. Just because he’s Supermale doesn’t mean you
have to take any guff from him. Make him toe the line like
everybody else.”

 

I had to chuckle. “What about Supermale’s alter ego? Didn’t they
miss him and wonder where he was when he didn’t show up for
work?”

       “Oh, Cal took care of that.
He’s so quick he managed to borrow a cell phone from one of the
guards, and although he hated to do it, he told his boss a little
white lie. He said had to go back East because his mother was sick.
Of course, because of the honest guy he was, he put the phone back
before the screw even missed it.”

       The buzzer rang on
Dimwitter’s desk. “Yeah?” he said.

       “Your wife’s on the phone,”
a female voice said.

       “Tell her I’m with a
client.”

       “She said it’s important,
something about the TV.”

       “Tell her I’ll call her
back.” Dimwitter hung up and shook his head. “Everything’s a
crisis. She couldn’t figure out how to get her head out of a paper
bag if her life depended on it. Now, where were we? Well, once Cal
was assigned his cell and met his cellmate, life settled down into
a monotonous routine.

       “Time in the joint was
pretty much a steady diet of eating, sleeping, working, and cooling
his heels in his cell. They had some evening activities, such as
chapel or Alcoholics Anonymous meetings. And there were rec breaks,
either out in the exercise yard or in common areas called pods
where the prisoners were allowed to make telephone calls, read
paperbacks from the prison library, play cards, or watch TV. Not to
mention the endless head counts.” 

        “Head counts?”

       “Yeah, they did a head
count as many as six or seven times a day to make sure all the cons
were where they were supposed to be. If it was off, they did it
over and over until everyone was accounted for. Sometimes it could
take hours. And God help you if you were late or didn’t show up.
You’d probably find your ass in solitary. There are a lot of rules
in prison, spoken and unspoken. Cal had a lot to learn.”

 

Supermale filed into the mess hall along with the other
prisoners, stopped when they did, and after the whistle blew, took
a seat. The food in his tray didn’t look very appetizing. Scrambled
eggs, which looked suspiciously like plastc, sat in a puddle of
water in one section beside a couple of strips of twisted bacon, a
piece of burnt toast, and a cup of milk. Barely enough to keep a
man alive, let alone a super human. The room was big, with a high
ceiling, huge barred windows, guards stationed on catwalks, and row
after and row of wooden tables occupied by chattering prisoners.
The place was noisy but Supermale didn’t notice. His super hearing
automatically cancelled out unwanted sounds, although he did pick
up a few snippets of conversations.

       “Can you believe it? My
mother-in-law wants Mabel to divorce me. After all those years
she’s been living on the dole.”

       “She’s a big dog, a
Newfoundland. Angelina says it’s like having a pony in the
house.”

      One remark, however, did arouse
Supermale’s curiosity. It was a question from a squat,
tough-looking guy with red hair, who sat on the other side of the
table. “Ask him how my mother is,” the redhead whispered to the man
beside him.

       Supermale followed the
question as it went from one man to another down the table. When it
got to a street-smart guy with wavy black hair, the guy stopped
eating, turned, and answered, “She’s dead.”

       Again, Supermale followed
the answer as it was passed back up the line. When it arrived at
the man next to the redhead, the man hesitated, then slowly turned
and said, “She’s dead.”

       At first the redhead
squinted in what seemed to be total incomprehension. Then he
whimpered softly, rose with a bawl akin to a wounded animal and
banged down his cup. Using the shoulders of the men next to him, he
climbed on the table and staggered down it, all the time moaning
and groaning in heartbroken wails. Men scattered to get out of his
way as he crashed to his knees, lurched forward, and rolled off the
table onto the floor taking several cons with him.

       Immediately, he was
attacked by a guard with a Billy club. “Ah, yia, ah, yia,” he
howled like a bloodied beast as he knocked down the guard, then
another and another. Finally, he was subdued by four guards and
carried, yelling and sobbing, from the room.

       Supermale was stunned. The
outburst had happened so suddenly he hadn’t thought to react.
Later, when he walked into the shower room, all the cons were
talking about the blowup by Red Jarrett in the mess hall. That is,
until they saw him in his birthday suit. Then the wolf whistles and
the catcalls came at him nonstop.

       “Hey, is that thing made
out of steel?”

       “Wow, check out that super
butt.”

       “You can put your boots
under my cot any old time, Super Duper.”

       Supermale tried to grin and
bear it as he made his way through the nude bodies to get to the
few showerheads available. He had been apprehensive about taking a
shower. Modest to begin with and knowing how rampant homosexuality
was reported to be in prison, he knew he would be uncomfortable
being viewed as a sex object, particularly when he was naked. Sure
enough, the men seemed to press around him simply to touch or get
close to him.

       Then a con pushed another
one. “Take a walk, you lousy faggot,” he said.

       “Who are you calling a
faggot, faggot?” the other man said.

       “Here,” a young black guy
said. He handed Supermale a bar of soap and laughed. “Just don’t
drop it.”

       The water was very
refreshing, but with so many sweaty bodies bearing down on him,
Supermale was anxious to get away. He washed and rinsed his hair in
an instant, ran the soap over the rest of his body, and handed the
bar back to the astonished con in a flash. “Thanks,” he said. He
pushed his way through the mob, grabbed his towel, and left. He
dreaded to think that he would have to put up with that everyday.
He had never been spoken to like that before. But it was either
that or become a walking stink
bomb.         

       On his way to his first
work assignment in the laundry, Supermale happened to pass a guy in
the hall that was so big and ugly he didn’t look human. Immediately
his super mind began a search of planets the brute might possibly
be
from.          

       “What the hell are you
staring at, mac?” the creature said.

       “I wasn’t staring,”
Supermale said.

       “The hell you weren’t.” The
creature grunted and moved in until he towered over the
superhero.

       “To tell the truth,”
Supermale said, looking up. “I was wondering if you were from the
planet of Transitland? You certainly don’t look like a human
being.”

       Supermale caught the
giant’s fist in midair and jammed it up his back in one quick
motion. “If I hurt your feelings, mister, I’m sorry,” he said, as
he applied pressure. “I meant no offense.”

       The creature winced and
locked eyes with him. “Ah, no offense taken, pal.” He made a ragged
grin and rubbed his arm as he hurried away.

       The laundry room was
already humming when Supermale walked in. It appeared to be much
the same as the coin-operated laundromats on the outside, except
the washing machines and dryers were bigger and all kinds of pipes
ran every which way. And it was as hot and humid as he had expected
a laundry room to be. After he checked in, his job, along with
another prisoner, was to put mesh bags of laundry and other clothes
into a dryer, take them out, and put them into bins for inmates to
pick up at the end of the day. His workmate, a skinny guy with a
deadpan face, didn’t look too happy about the whole affair.

       Supermale decided to break
the ice. “What are you in for?” he said, as they stood and waited
for a load of clothes to finish in a dryer.

       The guy turned and stared
at him with fish eyes. His once-tight jaw went so slack the
toothpick he was chewing dropped from his mouth. He didn’t say a
word. He just glared.

       Supermale shrugged.
“Sorry.” He put out his hand. “I’m Supermale.”

       The man glanced at his
hand, closed his mouth, and turned away.

       Supermale shrugged again
and glanced around. It was dumb to stand there with nothing to do,
waiting for clothes to dry. A waste of taxpayer’s money. In fact,
the whole operation was extremely inefficient. Suddenly, a tornado
was unleashed in the laundry room. The men froze in their tracks as
the twister whirled by them, the washers roared like motorboats,
and the dryers howled like super jets in a flyby. The next thing
everybody knew, all the laundry had been sorted, washed, dried,
folded, and stacked in the bins. A day’s work had been done in a
matter of minutes. They could thank their lucky stars they had
survived. Then the shock wore off.

       “Nice work, wise guy, what
am I supposed to do with these jokers for the rest of the day,
huh?” a guard asked, confronting the superhero. He was a tall guy
with dark curly hair and a sharp nose. “Don’t you know idle hands
are the devil’s workshop? What’s your problem?”

       “Right,” said a con beside
the guard. “You’re not supposed to put stuff in the washers. I’m
the washing machines captain here. I’m the one who decides what
goes into the washers.”  

       “Gee, I probably won’t be
paid for today,” a younger, blond inmate said. “Now I won’t be able
to buy stamps to send a letter to my mom.”

       And so it went. Not all the
inmates who worked in the laundry were upset with Supermale. Some
preferred to sit on their butts and do nothing. And as word spread
throughout the prison about the miracle, Supermale became an
overnight folk hero. Not so much because of what he did, but
because he had broken the rules, gone against the authorities, and
gotten way with it. His fame, however, was short lived.

       The next day Supermale was
back to the routine of putting clothes into the dryer and taking
them out when his super-sensitive ears picked up a
conversation.

       “It’s all set for tonight,”
a rough voice said. “Blemish has the wire cutters his chick threw
over the wall. He figures we can get over the first two fences okay
and cut our way through the outside fence.”

       “Who’s all going?”

       “You, me, Blemish, and
Elrod.”

       Using his telescopic
vision, Supermale zeroed in on the plotters. They were folding
bedclothes at a worktable at the other end of the room. One was a
chunky guy with a buzz cut, and the other a comely man with
spectacles.

       “His chick will be out
there?” Spectacles said.

       “Right, she’ll be waiting
for us with wheels.”

       “I can’t wait,” Spectacles
said.

       “Me neither,” Chunky said.
“First thing I’m going to do is get a double Big Mac, loaded with
secret sauce and all the trimmings.”

       Supermale had heard enough.
As a law-abiding citizen it was his civic duty to turn them in. He
walked over to the sharp-nosed guard. “I thought you’d like to know
there’s an escape planned for tonight.”

       “Who, what, and where?” the
guard asked in quick succession.

       “A couple of inmates were
just talking about it at the back of the room.”

       “What guys? Show me.”

       Supermale pointed out the
two men.

       “Thanks, Supermale,” the
guard said. “I’ll take care of it.”

       “A guy named Blemish is
involved too. He sounds like the ringleader.”

       “Blemish, huh? I know the
weasel. Thanks again.”

 

Supermale’s cellmate, commonly known as the Professor, shut off
the water, turned, and dried his hands on a towel. “So it was your
civic duty, was it? Now it’s all over the joint that you’re a
snitch. You’ll never live it down.” He hung the towel on a rack and
crossed the cramped cell floor to the bunk beds where Supermale was
stretched out on the top with his hands under his head.

       “They were going to break
out, Professor,” Supermale said. “That’s against the rules.”

       The Professor laughed.
“There are no rules in here, Supermale, only the law of the jungle.
May I remind you that you are in a cage with crooks, murderers, and
liars? There are two kinds of inmates here—brownnosers and men.
Brownnosers have no loyalty to anyone, not even themselves. They
will say or do anything to save their miserable necks, suck up to
the guards, or even rat on their own cellmates. Men, to the
contrary, never rat on anybody and live by a code of honor. Sadly,
you have chosen to be a brownnoser.”

       Supermale sat up. “I’m no
brownnoser, Professor. I was simply acting as a good citizen.
America is a nation of laws. A good citizen obeys those laws and
the rules, even when no one is watching. I believe in truth,
liberty, and the American way of life, whether in prison or
out.”

       “That kind of thinking is
going to get you nothing but grief. If you see something going
down, walk away, and keep your mouth shut. Don’t tell anybody about
it, especially those lousy hacks.”

       “Hacks?”

       “The screws, the guards.
They’re the most miserable human beings ever put on the face of the
earth.”

       “I have to disagree with
you on that score, Professor. Correction officers are well-trained
professionals who are here for your safety and security. They
deserve our respect. Sure, they enforce the rules and regulations
and maintain order and discipline. That’s their job. Imagine what
this place would be like without them?”

       “Supermale, I’ve been in
this joint for thirty years and believe me when I tell you no one
respects prison guards, not even other peace officers. They are the
low men on the totem pole. What sort of person would want to make a
living looking up people’s asses for drugs? Take my advice and stay
as far away as possible from them and anyone else who works for the
prison. Sooner or later, they’ll stab you in the back. Believe me
when I tell you the guards are your enemy. The only friends you
have in prison are other prisoners. And you can’t even trust
them.”

       The next morning Supermale
was policing the exercise yard. He had volunteered for the extra
work not only to pass the time, but to make a small contribution to
the upkeep and wellbeing of the facility. The yard, which featured
a rough baseball diamond and a couple of basketball courts, was
deserted, and as he bent over to pick up a cigarette butt, he heard
footsteps behind him. As he turned, a hand came down with a shiv
that broke in two on his chest. He glanced at the assailant, a
gaunt-faced man with a beard, who turned and ran away. Shaking his
head, he stooped over and picked up a plastic toothbrush that had
been filed to a point and dropped it in the trash bag.

       Later in the laundry room
he was attacked by a scruffy guy who kicked him in the groin. The
guy let out a yell, grabbed his own foot, and went twisting and
screaming to the floor. “Looks as if he broke his foot,” Supermale
heard one of the inmates say as they carried the man from the room.
He was assaulted by a goon in the mess hall who busted his hand by
a punch to Supermale’s jaw. An unfolded metal chair bounced off his
head in the library, and hit the perpetrator in the face and broke
a tooth. And five cons attacked him in a passageway, only to wind
up injuring each other.

      

“Seems like you could use a little protection,” the man said. He
was an older convict with gray hair and the demeanor of a fox.

       Supermale had been summoned
to an audience with Frankie Carbo, a mob boss with a big rep.
Having nothing better to do, he had accepted his invitation. “What
do I need protection for?” he asked, smiling.

       “I know you can take care
of yourself,” Carbo said. “We all know that, don’t we, boys?” The
men who either stood or sat on benches around him in the exercise
yard grinned and nodded. Carbo took the toothpick out of his mouth
and studied it. “I just thought you’d like to get all those idiots
off your back. You know, have those pussies stopped bothering
you.”

       “That would be nice,”
Supermale said. “Thank you very much.”

       “Whoa,” Carbo said. He put
up his hand. “Not so fast, Super. I’m not a charitable
organization. We have to come to some sort of mutual agreement
here.”

       “What do you mean?”

       “Well, I scratch your back
and you scratch mine, capice?”

       “Oh, now I get it, Mr.
Carbo. What would you want from me?”

       “Not much really. You
wouldn’t have to lift a finger. All I want is the prestige of
having you in my organization. Just so all the other gangs and
so-called big shots in here know you’ve thrown in with Frankie
Carbo, that you’re one of Carbo’s boys. It’s as simple as
that.”

       “Gee, Mr. Carbo, as much as
I appreciate the offer, I’m going to have to decline. I don’t want
to show favoritism to anybody, particularly to someone who broke
the law.”

       “What do you mean broke the
law? They got me on tax evasion, for crying out loud. Everybody
knows the big corporations in this country don’t pay taxes. It was
a vendetta. I was set up by the feds.”

       “Be that as it may, I’m
still going to have to refuse. In the first place, I don’t know if
it would break any rules. In the second, it wouldn’t be fair to the
other mob bosses in here.”

       “Think it over. I could
always use a guy like you.”

       A guard strolled up.
“Supermale, the warden wants to see you in his office.”

 

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to put you in protective custody.”
The warden leaned back in his swivel chair and put his stogie back
into his mouth.

       “What does that mean?”
Supermale asked.

       “To separate you from the
other prisoners. To put you in a cell by yourself.”

       “You mean to protect
me?”

       “No. To protect the other
prisoners. Over the past several days we’ve had men in the
infirmary with a broken foot, a busted hand, a knocked-out tooth,
and other cuts and bruises, all caused by attacks on you. At this
rate, we’ll have an epidemic on our hands. As my mother used to
say, an ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure.”

 

It was the following day. I was back in Dimwitter’s office
bright and early. I hadn’t slept all that well. I really didn’t
enjoy sleeping in hotel rooms. After I turned down his customary
offer of coffee, the lawyer continued where he had left off.

       “They put Cal in this
concrete bunker no bigger than a closet. It had a metal bed, a
mattress, a combination sink-toilet gizmo, and a shower with the
water pressure of a piss ant. That’s it; no TV or radio or anything
else and a light burning twenty-four hours a day. The food was
terrible, cold, at least a day old, and it was shoved through a
slot at the bottom of the door just as in the movies. Whatever Cal
didn’t eat was returned to him the next day.”

       “It must have been
awful.”

       “It was the pits. The worse
part was he didn’t get any sun. His body works similar to those
solar panels you see on people’s roofs. His cells absorb heat from
the sun, convert it into energy, and store it for later for use and
this power must be replaced on a regular basis. Because the medicos
were waiting on the results of some tests Cal took, he wasn’t
allowed any recreation time, and without any rec time he didn’t get
any sun. He could feel himself getting weaker and thought he might
have to violate his principals and break out. Finally, after three
days, he was padded down and led into a giant cage about the size
of a chicken coop.”

       Dimwitter reached into his
desk drawer and came up with a pack of cigarettes. “As you can see,
it’s not open. I keep them in there and take them out whenever I
get the urge. So far the idea has worked pretty well.” He put the
pack to his nose, sniffed, and put it back into the drawer.

       I wondered how long ago he
had quit. I could easily detect the stale odor of tobacco in the
room.

       “Cal was actually happy
they had put him into a cage and not out in the exercise yard with
the other prisoners. Not that he was too weak to defend himself,
but this way he could soak up some sun and recharge and not be
bothered by assailants or hecklers, or anybody else. But that was
short lived. Although he was allowed in the cage for an hour a day,
he soon missed the company of others. He did a lot of stuff to keep
his mind occupied, such as running over the list of American
presidents or naming the capitols of the states. He even exercised.
But the mental stress of being locked up alone in a cell for twenty
three-hours a day began to take its toll. He was a very depressed
superhero when I went to visit him.”

       “They allowed you to see
him?”

       “Yeah, once a week he was
allowed visitors. And as I said, he was in pretty bad shape
mentally when I saw him.”

       “In what way?”

       “He was lonely. No matter
how much good he had done for this planet, he didn’t belong and he
knew it. He was outsider, an alien, and since he was by himself and
not able to talk to another living soul, it only reinforced that
feeling. Besides, being lonesome made him homesick for a planet and
people he never knew. How would you feel if the place where you
were born was completely destroyed and you could never visit it to
see what it was like and the people who lived there? Believe me,
being all alone in this vast universe must be a terrible feeling,
enough to make a man, even a superhero cry.”

       “He cried?”

       “Yes and no. Cal was such a
proud guy, so strong, not only physically but mentally. He had
these amazing abilities and was willing to lay down his life for
the good of mankind and got so little in return. As I said, he was
straight as an arrow. He hadn’t done any of what most of us
so-called civilized humans would do if we were in his boots. You
know, bed down a lot of gorgeous females, make tons of money, go
off on a power trip, or excel in sports. In reality, he didn’t have
to answer to anyone. He could do what he wanted. Yet he submitted
to the authorities like a regular guy and let them control him,
even to the point of putting him in the pokey.”

       Dimwitter got up, went over
to a side table, and poured himself a cup of coffee. “You sure you
won’t have any?” he said, turning.

       “No, thanks. I really don’t
drink a lot of coffee.”

       “Yeah, Cal truly was a
remarkable person,” Dimwitter said, returning to his chair. “Noble,
good, honest, even humble. Was he perfect? No, I don’t think so.
Some people thought he was too cold, too distant, even arrogant.
They didn’t know him as I did. Remember, with his super hearing he
could hear just about everything that went on in this world—all the
prayers, hopes, dreams, and fears. And all the lies, hatred,
prejudice, and corruption, too. It tore his heart out that he
couldn’t help everybody. And he couldn’t, you know. Same as God,
with whom he was compared. In most cases, he had to let nature take
its course.”

       “By God, do you mean a
savior such as Jesus Christ?”

       “Now I’m not a religious
guy, mind you, but there were a lot similarities if you think about
it. Number one, according to Cal, he was the only son of a father
who sent him to earth for the good of mankind, to show them the way
and the light. He truly believed that. Now if that wasn’t like
Jesus Christ, I don’t know what is.”

       “Good point.”

       “Two, both of their parents
were poor but honest, God-fearing people. In addition, Cal’s
adoptive mother couldn’t have children, so Cal showing up as he did
from outer space was similar to the miraculous conception, right?”
Dimwitter smiled glumly and continued. “Both had the ability to do
superhuman feats. Christ walked on water, healed the sick, and
performed other miracles. Supermale flew through the air, had super
strength, vision, and hearing, and lots of other stuff. Same as
Jesus, Cal battled evil and sometimes talked to his father. I could
go on and on, but it’s a no brainer.”

       “I see what you mean.
Supermale was a force for good. He cared about people and, like
God: he always tried to do the right thing.”

       “Right. This is why some
idiots called him a Boy Scout. And, incidentally, it was one of his
major flaws, maybe his downfall.”

       “How’s that?”

       “He was too trusting. For a
super intelligent guy, he was actually very naïve, almost childlike
in some ways. For instance, he thought the government could do no
wrong. He believed it always tried to do the right thing just as he
did. He didn’t understand how corrupt and broken our government is.
That’s why he let them railroad him in the first place.”

       Dimwitter sighed and looked
me in the eye. “Listen, I’m a lawyer and I would never advise any
client to break the law. But believe me, when I saw how morose and
depressed Cal had become, I told him for his own sake, he should
bust out of there. Understand, I didn’t take it lightly but I told
him to escape. You know what he said?”

       I shook my head.

       “He said, ‘Ben, I know I
have done a lot for our country and for the world, but perhaps the
Department of Homeland Security has a point. If they make an
exception for me, where does it end? Do they make an exception for
anyone with power, money, or influence? What about the poor farm
worker who is here illegally with his family? Am I any better than
him? No, laws are laws. I simply have to be patient and wait this
trouble out. That’s the American way.’”

       Dimwitter made a face and
continued, “I even told him a couple of whoppers. I said the city
had been overrun by crime since his incarceration and needed him. I
claimed there was an oil spill in the Gulf of Mexico that required
his attention. I begged him. I pleaded with him. I argued that he
was acting selfish to stand on his principles while kids, old
ladies, and innocent people were needlessly dying without his help.
He simply stared at me and a single tear ran from his eye down his
cheek, and he said, ‘Don’t you see? I just can’t.’ When they led
him away, he looked so beaten and troubled I was worried about his
mental health. I decided to talk to a shrink about him.”

       “What did the shrink
say?”

       Dimwitter glanced at his
watch. “You hungry? Maybe we should go get some chow.”

       After lunch, Dimwitter told
me about his trip to the psychiatrist.

 

Dr. Caligari doodled on his yellow pad and looked up. Dimwitter
was sitting on a couch catty corner to the doctor’s right. “From
what you have told me, Mr. Dimwitter, I would say Supermale is
definitely schizophrenic.”

       “You mean like a split
personality?”

       “No, it is much deeper than
that. I would say he has a messiah complex.”

       “You mean he thinks he’s
God or something?”

       “Precisely. A messiah
complex is a state of mind in which an individual believes his or
her mission in life is to help others. Sometimes it’s as simple as
a doting mother or a bleeding heart, or as in Supermale’s case, a
full-blown schizophrenia where he believes he has descended from
heaven to save mankind.”

       “But Supermale did descend
from another planet. He was sent here by his father for the good of
mankind. His father told him so.”

       “Ah, ha, one of the classic
signs of schizophrenia is hearing voices. That, along with
isolation and social withdrawal, delusions of grandeur, seeing and
feeling things others don’t, and decreased sensitivity to pain—are
all symptoms of the severe mental illness Supermale presents.”

       Dimwitter shook his head.
“But that’s what he does, Doc. He fights crime, stops terrorist
attacks, rescues people from disasters, and a whole host of other
good deeds. He has saved the world on many occasions. He’s a
superhero. It’s his job.”

       “He does not have to do
these things. Obviously, he feels superior to ordinary people. He
doesn’t believe they are strong enough or capable enough to help
themselves. Usually, when someone spends all his time saving
others, he is compensating for his own fears and shortcomings.
There is no law that says he has to devote his life to
humanity.”

       “But he has all these
wonderful gifts. What’s he supposed to do with them?”

       “He could use them in many
ways. He could become a research scientist, open his own airline,
be a stunt man for the movies, even become a politician or offer
his services on the open market.”

       “I see what you mean. He’d
have a great life if he would just be himself and stop this dual
personality caper. He’s not helping himself by playing the martyr
and letting them keep him in the slammer He could bust out of there
in a second.”

       “Playing the martyr, as you
put it, goes hand in hand with his messiah complex. Allowing the
authorities to humiliate him evidently fills some psychological
need. He may feel he has been singled out for persecution because
of his super powers or ethical beliefs. Martyrs see themselves as
shining examples of how a good and selfless person should behave.
They believe they are a model of goodness. As far as Supermale not
busting out of jail, martyrs are notorious for having little
initiative in trying to fix their own problems.”

       “The poor guy,” Dimwitter
said. “How do you suppose he got like that?”

       “My guess would be he never
got over having been deserted by his natural mother. Schizoids
often suffer from childhood traumas such as abandonment.”

 

I shifted in my chair and nodded. Dimwitter sighed and lean
forward on his desk. “I honestly didn’t know what to make of it.
Either Supermale was crazy or the shrink was. It was a tossup. But
it really didn’t matter with what happened next.”

       “What was that?”

       “A group formed and
petitioned the justice department to either deport Cal or set him
free. They claimed the legal time for deportation had expired and
he was being illegally detained. They felt they had Uncle Sam by
the short hairs because they knew there was no place to deport Cal
to and the government would have to free him. But they overplayed
their hand.”

       The buzzer rang. “Yeah?”
Dimwitter said.

       “It’s your wife,” his
receptionist said. “I already told her you were with a client but
she insists on talking with you.”

       “Okay, put her on.”
Dimwitter sighed. “Yeah, Agnes, what’s the problem? What? You’re
not going to lose her as a friend. Trudy’s not like that. She’s not
going to drop you just because you didn’t want to go to lunch. No,
no, she won’t. Agnes, can we talk about this later? I’m right in
the middle of something. Trust me. All right, we’ll talk about when
I get home.” He hung up. “Talk about being nuts.” He opened his
desk drawer and shut it again. “Where were we?

       “Oh, yeah. At first the
feds, as they often do, ignored the Free-Supermale group. Then as
public opinion grew and the justice department was backed up
against the wall, they made a decision. But it wasn’t one the group
anticipated or particularly appreciated. The government said
Supermale was a threat to national security, declared him an enemy
combatant, and sent him to Gitmo.”

       “Guantanamo Bay?”

       “Right, right there in that
hellhole with all those foreigners, America haters and terrorists.
It was the ultimate humiliation for a patriot, the defender of the
American way of life. Still, he wouldn’t use his powers to escape.
He was determined not to break the law, to be a good boy scout to
the bitter end. That’s when the house fell on him.”

       “What do you mean?”

       “Let’s finish this
interview over dinner. I’ve got a lot to do tomorrow and then we’re
into the weekend and I have plans for that too. You could bring
your pad and pencil along and we’ll just keep at it until we’re
done. What do you say?”

       It was fine with me. I had
a deadline to keep and time was running out.

 

“Don’t you ever eat anything but that rabbit food?” Dimwitter
said, after we had ordered. We were in a large, well-lit restaurant
with comfortable spaces between tables and a wide picture window in
the front facing the traffic. “I’m not knocking it because it must
work. You look in pretty good shape. Me, I can’t get along without
my steaks and burgers. I know they’re not good for me, but I love
to eat. If it kills me, it kills me.”

       “I monkey around with meat
once in a while,” I said.

       Dimwitter took a sip of his
cocktail. “We better get on with it. As I said in the office, after
they shipped him to Gitmo, the house fell on Cal. The good people
of this country, or at least a good portion of them, turned on him.
They blamed him for spreading the West Nile Fever, Legionnaire’s
disease, the common cold, and whatever else they could think of.
Seventy-five percent of Americans agreed he was a threat to
national security, sixty-seven percent believed he was a socialist,
and fifty four percent were sure he was a Muslim. Protests were
staged everywhere, with people carrying signs that read Go back
to where you came from and Show us your birth
certificate. Some compared Cal to Hitler and others called him
the antichrist or the devil himself.”

       Dimwitter wiped his mouth
with his napkin. “This is primo steak. You want a taste?”

       “No, thanks, I’m fine.” I
wasn’t lying. The fruit tasted as if it had been freshly picked,
and the salad was right out of the garden.

       “In a way, you can’t blame
the poor slobs,” Dimwitter said. “What do they know? As usual, it
was the politicians who made political hay out of Cal’s problems,
aided and abetted by a wimpy, overpaid press. Conservatives called
him a socialist and liberals said he was a tool of the
corporations.

       “I remember one, I hesitate
to call it a debate, I saw on the tube. You know, where the two
guys stand behind podiums. The conservative was a joyless suit with
flat hair and a perpetual scowl, and the liberal or progressive as
they call themselves nowadays, was an insignificant looking little
guy with a pixie grin. As I recall, it went something like
this.”

 

“Supermale is a nice enough guy,” Mr. Liberal said. “He means
well, but he thinks and acts as a typical conservative. He has no
values or opinions of his own. He simply upholds the values of
right-wing America. With him, there is no grey, only black and
white. If somebody breaks the law, no matter what the reason, he
says they should be punished. He’s a moral absolutist.”

       Mr. Conservative smiled.
“Oh, really? I would say he is just the opposite. Conservatives
believe that each individual is responsible for his own welfare.
Supermale seems to think we Americans are weak and spineless idiots
who can only be saved by an alien from another planet. Keep in
mind, this alien
           never
worked to achieve his powers, and he feels it’s okay for us to sit
around on our butts while he does all the heavy lifting. That’s as
un-American as it gets.”

       “Like a lot of wing nuts,”
Mr. Liberal said. “He’s a vigilante and takes the law into his own
hands. As far as I know, he has not been sworn in as a peace
officer and he has no license to fly.”

       “Supermale is a bleeding
heart,” Mr. Conservative said. “Same as most misguided liberals, he
believes in a nanny state, the distribution of wealth, universal
health care, gun control, and a whole host of other tired
entitlements and giveaways.”

       “Similar to a lot of large
corporations, he doesn’t pay his fair share of taxes. In fact, I
don’t believe he pays any.”

       “He says he is for truth,
liberty, and the American way of life. Who is this alien, this
foreigner to tell us about the American way of life?”

 

Dimwitter made a melancholy smile. “And so it went. Like most
so-called debates between liberals and conservatives, they weren’t
interested in listening or responding to each other. They were
solely concerned with making sound bites. But it was one of the few
times I ever seen them agree on anything. They both insisted
Supermale was a bad guy.” The lawyer pushed his plate away and
glanced up. “You want any desert?”

       “No, I don’t think so.”

       “All that stuff on the tray
looked really yummy, but I think I’ll be a good boy and just have a
little ice cream.”

       After Dimwitter ordered, he
continued. “But that wasn’t the worst of it, there was this smart
aleck who had his own TV show, a little baby-faced weasel who
looked constipated and had a savage mouth. He said some really
rotten things about Supermale.

       “For one, he maintained
that Cal was not a hero and was not brave. ‘How much courage does
it take,’ he asked, ‘to fly into danger when you know nothing will
happen to you? If I had bulletproof skin, superhuman strength and
knew I couldn’t possibly be hurt in any way, I’d be out there
kicking butt too. You bet I would. That doesn’t take any courage.
Superhero? That’s a lot of bull.’”

       Dimwitter sighed. “On top
of that he suggested Cal was a pervert, a peeping Tom, and worse,
maybe even a pedophile. ‘How do we know what he does with his x-ray
vision?’ he jabbered. ‘How many females has this so-called hero
undressed? How many high school girls’ locker rooms and showers
have those eyes violated? At the very least, his super vision is an
invasion of privacy and against the law. And as far as this alien
being compared to our savior, our Lord Jesus Christ, ladies and
gentlemen, that is blasphemy.’”

       “Needless to say, this kind
of inflammatory crap unleashed a landslide of civil complaints and
lawsuits. Some were new, but most had either been rejected before
when Supermale was America’s fair-haired boy or had lain idle for
years.”

       “What were they for?”

       “Oh, for all kinds of
stuff, such as plowing through office buildings, trashing trailer
camps, leveling apartment houses, destroying telephone booths,
knocking down walls, shaking apart cars, and wrecking ships and
trains. The list went on and on. You name it. He had done it, all
with good intentions, of course, in fighting crime and stopping
terrorist attacks and other threats. It didn’t matter. Now that Cal
was in hot water, the vultures came out of the woodwork, hoping
they could get a piece of the pie. Why just the claim on the
Leaning Tower of Pisa, which he had straightened, came to millions
of dollars. All together, property damage litigation must have been
in the billions.”

       “That’s a lot of lettuce,”
I said.

       “You bet it is. Then there
were the criminal complaints. Can you imagine? Crooks and con men
said he had violated their civil rights. Strong-arm men filed for
assault, some for assault with a deadly weapon, meaning his fists.
He was charged with breaking and entering, invasion of privacy,
emotional distress, rape, and all kinds of personal injuries, such
as broken arms, blindness, shock, internal bleeding, and blunt
trauma. There was a rash of paternity suits, each claiming
Supermale had fathered her child. It was a nightmare.”

       “The poor man,” I said.

       “If you ask me, people were
jealous. They disliked him because he seemed perfect in every way.
You know, a goody two shoes without any faults, like the guy in
Dostoevsky’s The Idiot. Have you read it?”

       “Can’t say that I
have.”

       “Yeah, it’s one of my
favorite books. The main character is this really great guy. But
others in the town don’t trust him because he is too honest, too
generous—a saint really. He’s simply too good to get along in such
a screwed-up society. Cal was like that. He was just too good for
his own sake, and people resented him. And once he was down, they
all rushed in to kick him. Sooner or later, I knew the ingrates
would desert him.”

       The waiter came with the
check, Again, Dimwitter accepted my offer to pay for it. He
suggested we go to the bar, have a nightcap, and finish the article
on Supermale.

 

“So the people were really down on him?”

     Dimwitter nodded. “Sure. Don’t you
remember that? All the bad press and the protests? The dumbbells in
this country, I don’t know. I guess they can be talked into
anything by the pundits and politicians. If Jesus Christ showed up
today, I swear they could be duped into believing he was a bad egg
too. They don’t seem to be able to think for themselves.”

       “I see what you mean.”

       “But then something
happened that turned the situation around again—the lousy
hypocrites.”

       I was about to ask what,
when a waitress appeared at our booth. “Are you gentlemen ready to
order?”

       “I’ll have Johnny Walker on
the rocks,” Dimwitter said.

       “Red or black?”

       “Blue.”

       “Okay.” The waitress turned
to me.

       “I don’t know,” I said.
“You have any drinks with fruit in them?”

       “How about a Southern
Serendipity? It’s peaches and cream with bourbon. Or a Cocomania,
rum with coconut cream and bananas?”

       “I’ll have the
Cocomania.”

       “She’s a real looker,”
Dimwitter said, after the waitress had left.

       “Who’s that?” I said.

       “The waitress. She
resembles an actress I used to like when I was a kid. Kim Novak,
remember her?”

       “Can’t say that I do.”

       “The blonde hair, the doe
eyes, the sexy smile. She was quite a beauty.”

       I sat and waited while he
reminisced.

       “Oh, yeah, the Gas Man,”
Dimwitter said.

       “What?”

       “The Gas Man. Surely, you
remember him. That was the mug that terrorized the city when Cal
was in Gitmo.”

       “Oh, right. I remember. I
was out of the country on an assignment when all of that happened.
Refresh my memory.”

       Well, the creep
double-crossed some gorillas on a drug deal and they force feed him
some acid. The medicos managed to save him but he was left with
this uncanny ability to poison people with his farts.”

       I chuckled. “Yeah, I
remember that.”

       Dimwitter made a weak
smile. “Yeah, he could actually regulate his toots so they could
knock you out or kill you and anything in between. He went on a
rampage, robbed banks, payrolls, and stuff such as that. Then as he
realized his power, he began to kidnap people for huge ransoms and
make other demands. It was all over the media.”

       “Yes, now it’s coming back
to me. Why was it they weren’t able to capture him?”

       “They couldn’t get close
enough. In addition to being able to release lethal gas, he had the
ability to lay down a smokescreen so they couldn’t see him. He
always operated in public places so the police or army was afraid
of collateral damage. You know, killing civilians.”

       “Smart.”

       “The whole town and the
country, for that matter, were in a panic. Everybody who was lucky
enough to get one wore a gas mask, even when they went to bed. Only
brave hearts ventured out of doors. The economy crumbled, the
housing market tumbled, and Wall Street crashed. The whole nation
was on the verge of becoming a wasteland. It was one of the worse
things this country has ever been through.”

       “Right. That’s when they
released Supermale.”

       “No, not quite. The public
demanded it, but the dumb bunnies in Congress, as usual, didn’t
respond. They set up a special committee to investigate it. That’s
when the Gas Man forced their hand.”

       “How did he do it?”

       “He blasted his way into
the capitol building, put everybody asleep, and demanded to be made
president of the United States.”

       “Right.”

       “Naturally, the marines
surrounded the building. But what could they do?

He threatened to turn up the fumes and kill all the senators and
congressmen so that essentially we would be without a government
and God knows what that would lead to.”

       “That’s when they released
Supermale.”

       “The president himself said
in time of such a threat to national security it was within his
power to pardon him. And that’s what he did.”

 

It was a typical sunny day at the Guantanamo Bay detention camp.
The giant American flag near the entrance was blowing proudly in
the wind. The commander unlocked the chain link gate, turned, and
stuck out his hand. “Good luck, Supermale.”

       Supermale shook hands,
strode out the gate, and soared off into the sky. Once aloft, he
hovered for a second, glanced down at the land masses of Cuba and
Florida and heaved a deep sigh of relief. It sure was great to be
free. But he had work to do. Within seconds he was over the
National Mall, staring at the capitol building that sat atop
Capitol Hill.

       As usual, the white,
neoclassical rotunda flanked by the north and south wings brought a
lump to his throat. He took a big breath, swooped down to the
screams of the people and military below, and entered. Once inside,
he made an O with his lips and blew. Immediately, the halls,
chambers, and entire interior were cleared of the foul green smoke
the Gas Man had laid down. In an instant, he was beside a man
dressed in a gas attendant cap and white overalls. Supermale
released a blast of air that froze the guy before he could do any
damage and turned to the members of congress.

       At first the delegates
didn’t seem to know what to make of the flying blur in the
loose-fitting Gitmo Bay orange pajamas. Then he removed his knit
cap.

       “It’s Supermale,” someone
called out.

       “It’s him, thank God,”
somebody else yelled.

       Then the whole chamber
exploded into cheers, whistles, and thunderous applause. Supermale
bowed, scooped up the Gas Man and was off. He deposited the Gas Man
at the nearest police station and zipped off to his fortress of
seclusion to think and get his life back in order. But his solitude
didn’t last. Once the Gas Man thawed out, he released a cloud of
poisonous vapor and was on the loose again.

 

High above the city of Megalopolis, Supermale sniffed. With his
super sense of smell, more like a canine’s with a superabundance of
receptor sites, he was able to detect an odor’s concentration
millions of times smaller than could a human nose. He didn’t
believe what his smeller was telling him. The Gas Man was holed up
in the silver Cadillac below. Only days before, the richest man in
the world from his ill-gotten gains, he was now reduced to sleeping
in his car like one of the homeless or unemployed. Supermale
actually was sorry for him. But be that as it may, he still had to
go down and apprehend him before the Gas Man turned to a life of
crime again.

       This time, however, instead
of taking the culprit to a police station, he took him to a
supermarket and locked him in an airtight walk-in freezer. Of
course, he turned the thermostat up so the Gas Man wouldn’t freeze
to death while the authorities figured out what to do with him. No
doubt, the DA’s office was eager to charge him with numerous
felonies, among them, murder, kidnapping, and terrorism. But they
didn’t know how. Since they feared he might poison them, detectives
were afraid to question him. The Gas Man could not be trusted to
talk to a lawyer, let alone attend a trial. It was a real
conundrum.

       All kinds of theories and
speculations were expounded by the talking heads about how the Gas
Man was able to regulate his fumes and what made them so lethal.
That brought out a rash of anal artists who appeared on television
and claimed all sorts of accomplishments with what they called
their wind instruments. One man, on a famous woman’s talk show, did
a faithful rendition of Taps. He was also able, much to the
audience’s delight, to do impressions of such items as automatic
weapons, bomb bursts, and the backfiring of automobiles. Another
man did a credible rendition of If You Knew Susie and
other songs, which sounded remarkably as if they were performed by
a flute. Still another was able to perform such feats as blowing
out a candle from across a room and farting flames. All this
attention about breaking wind, however, gave Supermale an idea.

 

When Supermale showed up at prestigious Harvey University and
asked to use the medical library, the librarian didn’t know what to
make of it. But after he had filled out the necessary paperwork and
was issued a card, she allowed him to enter. Immediately, he went
to work and read all the available medical and scientific
literature on the anatomy, function, abnormalities and diseases of
the digestive tract, with special emphasis on the intestines. He
also absorbed an enormous amount of data on the formulation,
composition, activity, and expulsion of flatulence. Within hours,
he had his answer.

       Upon arrival at the
supermarket where the Gas Man was held captive, Supermale was
warmly greeted by the military on guard. Holding his breath, he
entered the freezer, knocked the Gas Man out with a light tap to
the jaw, and laid him on a table. Using his x-ray vision, he
explored the complicated and convoluted windings, twists, and turns
of the Gas Man’s intestines until he located the likely problem, as
he had pieced it together from the literature. That’s when he put
the extraordinary power of his heat vision to work.

       Using his ability to
convert solar energy into heat, he applied laser-like beams
together with the surgical precision of his microscopic vision to
perform a series of operations designed to rid the bowel of
scarring and corrosion and restore normal function to the entire
gastrointestinal system. Minutes later, the criminal career of the
Gas Man was over. He would never use his anal equipment to threaten
anyone again.

       “Wake up,” Supermale said,
gently shaking the former terrorist.

       The Gas Man opened his
eyes. When he saw Supermale, he immediately puckered up and tried
to pass wind. To his amazement, barely a weak rumble came out. It
was merely a normal, garden variety fart. “Good grief, what have
you done?” he said.

       “Only repaired your
malignant aberration,” Supermale said, holding his nose. “Your life
of crime is over.”

       “You mean I’m cured?”

       “That’s right.”

       “But—”

       “No buts,” Supermale said.
“Now perhaps you can find the moral courage to live your life as a
model, productive citizen.”

       “But—”

       “No more buts. Let’s go.”
Supermale helped the confused man up, handed him his cap, and
opened the locked door. “Here, he’s all yours.” He pushed the
ex-gasser toward the guards who recoiled in horror. Supermale
laughed. “Don’t worry. As much as I hate to toot my own horn, he
will never trouble anybody again.”

 

Dimwitter put his glass down on the booth table and stifled a
yawn. “You want another one of those coconut things?”

       “No, I’m fine.”

      “We’d better wind this thing up.
I don’t want Agnes on my case again for getting in late. That
should have been the end of the story and everybody should have
lived happily ever after, right? Not by a long shot.”

       “Why, what happened?”

       “The American Medical
Association raised a stink, accused Supermale of practicing
medicine without a license, and a warrant was issued for his
arrest.”

       “That’s what it was.”

       “Yeah, that was the last
straw. Even Supermale, as fine and noble a guy as he was, had had
it. That’s when he left.”

       “And where did he go?”

       “Well, he had offers from
every civilized country in the world, except Italy, of course. You
know, the Leaning Tower of Pisa thing. But simply put, he was fed
up with human beings and their childlike mentality. He disappeared
into a black hole and journeyed to an alternative universe never to
be seen again.”

       “You’re sure?”

       “About what?”

       “About never seeing him
again. He’s not coming back? You’re sure.”

       “Absolutely. I don’t know
if he would be able to come back if he wanted to. Supermale doesn’t
lie. He told me to my face he would not be back. You can take it to
the bank. Why do you ask?”

       “I wouldn’t want to mislead
my readers.”

       “You know, for a reporter,
you sure don’t ask a lot of questions.”

       “Ah, I’m not a reporter,
Ben. I’m a freelance writer. I write articles and stories, not news
reports. I find I get my best material by allowing people to talk.
I’m a good listener”

       Dimwitter nodded. “I see.
Did you get what you need?”

       “More than enough.”

        “Good. When do you
think the article will appear?”

       “Oh, it won’t be for
several months. Could be as long as six. It all depends on what the
editors have in the pipeline.”

       Dimwitter put out his hand.
“It’s been nice working with you, Marcus. I look forward to seeing
the story.”

       “Same here,” I said, with a
shake.

       “Can I drop you
someplace?”

       “No, thanks, I think I’ll
take a walk.”

       “Just be careful. I never
did see a guy who enjoyed rabbit food as much as you do.”

       We both chuckled, shook
hands again, and he left. I finished my drink, closed up my notepad
and went down the stairs. Luckily, my hotel was only a few blocks
away. It was a beautiful night, warm and starlit, too nice to spend
in a claustrophobic hotel room. I remembered there was a public
park not far from where I was staying.

       When I got to the park, I
stopped and glanced around. Over on the left was a small grove of
sweet gum trees that would provide me with shelter from prying
eyes. I walked over, gathered up some leaves to make a bed, and
settled down. It was great, a lot more comfortable than a lumpy
mattress. I was asleep in minutes.

       The next morning, rested
and refreshed, I had breakfast, checked out, and had the hotel
clerk call me a taxi. I gave the driver directions and we were on
our way. So the news reports were true. Supermale was gone forever.
Doctor Sayus would be pleased.

       When we arrived at the
destination, I paid the taxi driver and got out.

       “What you going to do out
here, buddy, in the middle of nowhere?” the cabbie asked.

       “Just a little field study,
I’m a botanist.”

       The driver looked around at
the woodlands and shrugged. “How you figuring to get back?”

       “I’ll use my cell phone to
call a cab.”

       “Okay,” he said. “Good luck
to you and thanks for the tip.”

       I had a long time to wait
but that was okay. I was tired of the big city and was happy to be
back in an environment that better suited me. I found a nice spot
among the oak trees, opened my suitcase, and took out a couple of
bananas and an apple. After I ate, I shut my eyes and rested.

       The day went quicker than I
thought it would. When it was dark, I made my way through the trees
onto the open meadow and gazed up. They were right on time.

       I walked out into the
middle of the field, hesitated, and tossed my suitcase with my
notebook to the ground. I had no further use for them. Then I took
out my communicator and switched it on. “Beam me up,” I grunted. In
an instant, I materialized in what we jokingly called the cage on
the space ship.

       “Welcome aboard,” the
captain growled, which was accompanied by the friendly whines,
chuckles, and hoots of my shipmates.

       I nodded. It sure felt good
to be back in my old familiar simian form again. It had been
depressing to think, act, and talk as a human being. They are so
dumb and such homely creatures. All they think about is sex, food,
power, and material goods. I grabbed a couple pieces of fruit from
the community tub, sat down in a launch chair, and was
automatically strapped in.

       Yes, it was true. I could
hardly wait to give my report to Doctor Sayus. Supermale was gone,
and it will be a swing in the trees to invade Earth. As our ship
passed over the Statue of Liberty, I glanced down. I felt like
beating my chest. Soon this planet would be ours.
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