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15/ June/ 1990

I can fly without the use of any
artificial aid. I have enough strength within my muscles to rend
apart battleships with my bare hands. I can see the head of a pin
from a thousand kilometres away. Without any false boasting, I
receive the cheers and adulation of hundreds of thousands, if not
millions, of people daily.

When I first put on my suit, with
the long cape and bold colouring, making my first public rescue,
partly for the fun and rush (It was an amazing rush, too.), but a
great deal because of my greater purpose in life. For I have always
known that my greater purpose has always been to help in way
possible to the best of my abilities, whatever they are at the
given time.

Over the past decade, that purpose
was enough to satisfy me, but lately, that feeling of satisfaction
has been changing to more of a hollow feeling. More that I am doing
this out of habit than anything else.

 

25/ June/ 1990

I stopped a man from committing
suicide this morning. Well, I didn't actually stop the man jumping,
couldn't get there in time for that. But I managed to catch him
before hitting the ground.

The talk we had afterward, left me
thinking. He told me he wanted to die because he was sick and tired
of being alone and he couldn't take it any longer. His partner of
more than two years had left him a month ago, his mother and family
are refusing to have anything to do with him and most of his
friends had abandoned him. All because the man had contracted AIDS.
Talking with this man, before dropping him off at a hospital, has
enabled me to put a label on the hollowness that seems to have
invaded my soul.

Loneliness. I have no peers. I have
acquaintances and people who I can call friends, but, amongst the
five-billion inhabitants of the Earth, there is no-one my
equal.

I am lonely, being the only one of
my kind on the planet.

 

2/ July/ 1990

A massive earthquake struck
South-West Iraq today. There has already been an estimated
twenty-thousand deaths. I must put aside my personal troubles and
fly to Iraq to help.

 

18/ July/ 1990

During the past two and a half
weeks, my feelings of loneliness and depression have increased
ten-fold. I had thought that, once I had gotten into the familiar
pattern of saving lives and restoring faith to lost souls, my inner
troubles would soon dissipate. The cries of help, the cheers of
thank-you and the praises of me being a savior have reinforced my
uniqueness like nothing else could have.

 

20/ July/ 1990

Upon arriving in America, I received
a hero's welcome. There were street parades in my honour. The
President publicly applauded me. I was even awarded a special Nobel
Peace Prize for my services to mankind over the past ten
years.

While America, indeed the whole
World, enjoyed a mass party, I felt none of this celebratory mood.
I felt something akin to a vast unattachedness within my my soul,
almost like I was watching myself go through the motions of it all,
from outside my own body.

 

22/ July/ 1990

Another large earthquake. This time
in the Philipines. God, I hope this one isn't like Iraq. I don't
think I could quite take that again. With each confrontation
against death, I feel more and more an outsider. With each cry of
thank-you, cheer of almost worship, I feel more and more a
stranger, even to myself, unable to reconnect with
others.

 

30/ July/ 1990

I am going to drop out of sight for
a while.

Maybe doing everyday, human, things
for a time will restore my spirits some. Though, considering I'm
not human anymore, I am not truly sure how. For I remember what my
life was before the powers and abilities came to me, I just seem to
have forgotten how to feel human. I am getting desperate enough to
try anything.

 

5/ Sept/ 1990

Just over a month to myself. The
President contacted me with a request. It's been just over a month
to myself and I am called on to do an act it seems that no-one else
can perform. President Bush wants me to fly to Iraq and kill Saddam
Hussein.

Putting aside the fact that I have
sworn to never knowingly, willingly, extinguish a human life, I
tried explaining things to him. I attempted to explain that it is
these acts of impossible feats, being the only one able to perform
them is the thing that is beginning to eat me up inside. All Bush
said to me was something about World peace. I had thought that a
man such as he might possibly understand what I was trying to tell
him. But, really, how could he? Despite his lofty position of
power, he is only human after all.

President Bush has proven to me that
there is no-one on Earth that can understand what I am going
through. All they see is a superior-man, capable of doing just
about anything that is wished. They will never see that it is
exactly that fact, the fact that I can do anything I wish
is that which is destroying me.

There is a wall surrounding me. A
wall that is as indestructible as my body, separating me from the
rest of the World, and I don't know what to do to break down that
wall.

Am I going insane? Or just plain,
for some reason, afraid? Should I drop out of sight completely and
utterly? Fly into the sun and let the world deal with its own
problems without me?

I simply don't
know.







From the same author on
Feedbooks


	


Jack
(2012)
When he travels back in time, an investigative reporter gets
more than he bargains for when he discovers the identity of Jack
the Ripper.
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