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“And don’t forget that tomorrow all of you will have the honor of
seeing me, Leslie ‘Livewire’ Willis, live and in person at
the Golden Gate Park, for the Tenth Annual Firefighter’s Charity
Drive! That’s right come out and help some real heroes,
not like that Supergirl chicky everyone’s talk—”



“What a horrid woman,” Martha Kent said, turning off the radio with
a click. “Why do you even listen to her?”



“The station plays good music,” was Linda’s replied as she, Kara
and Jonathan sat around her kitchen table, Martha having insisted
on cooking. ‘Make sure you two are fed properly,’ had been her
exact words.



“Speaking of Supergirl…” Jonathan said as he looked over at
Kara.



“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” the blonde replied. “I
mean I’m obviously not her because I wear glasses and… has anyone
ever told you that you look like that guy on that Dukes of Hazard
show?” she added quickly, trying to change the subject.



“Do you really think people won’t recognize you because you wear
glasses?” Jonathan asked her.



“Well… I’ve got a wig too?”



“That’s good dear,” Martha said with a smile as she placed supper
on the table, turning her attention to Linda. “Why don’t you tell
us how Kara got here?”



“Well I was driving along in my jeep and the ship she was in just
fell from the sky,” Linda said.



“Seriously?” Martha asked.



“Seriously.”



Kara banged her head on the table. “So much for my secret,” she
sighed.



“Don’t worry, dear,” Martha told the young woman with a smile. “If
our daughter trusts you, that’s good enough for us.”
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“Please don’t touch that Rudy.”



“Oh! I’m sorry, Dr. O,” Rudy Jones said, taking his hand away from
the large glass container in the center of the lab. “I didn’t mean
any harm. It just looked so pretty.”



“I know Rudy,” Dr. Okamura replied with a sigh, the elderly Asian
man taking off his glasses to clean them. Rudy was a good janitor
but he certainly wasn’t the brightest bulb in the package. “It’s
just that this chemical is still experimental, and I wouldn’t want
you to get hurt. And please stop calling me Dr. O.”



“Of course Dr. O… Okamura,” Rudy replied, turning the head back to
work, taking one last look at the canister in the center of the
room.









It was just after noon when Kara stepped out of her car, taking a
moment to check her blouse and smooth out her black, knee-length
skirt before walking across the street and into Malverne and Son’s
Auto Repair. Walking up to the receptionist at the main desk, she
introduced herself and stated that she was here for an
interview.



The receptionist nodded, politely asking Kara to take a seat while
she made a phone call. About ten minutes later a young man, in his
early twenties and dressed in overalls, entered the room, cleaning
his hands on a rag.



“Clara Danvers?” he asked, looking down at her. “I’m Richard
Malverne.”



“Hmm… Oh right me,” Kara said, at first not recognizing the name
that she and Linda had worked out for her. Linda had gotten the
idea from Martha’s maiden name, Clark. “Pleasure to meet you, Mr.
Malverne,” she said, holding her hand out.



Richard made sure his hands were clean before shaking Kara’s, the
young man noticing her strong grip (unaware that Kara was actually
holding back). “So now, Miss Danvers,” he said as the two of them
took a seat on either side of the desk in the center of the office.
“You’re interested in a job as a mechanic.”



Kara nodded. “Ever since I was a child. I use to be one of those
kids that’d take things apart to see how they worked. It caused no
end of grief for my parents.”



Richard smiled. “Indeed. Normally we don’t hire someone just out of
high school, but Linda’s a friend of mine and she speaks highly of
your skills. Although I don’t remember her ever talking about a
younger sister before.”



“Well I’m sort of the black sheep of the family,” Kara joked. “You
should have seen her face when I first showed up.”



Richard chuckled a bit, and they spent the next half an hour going
over the requirements of the job, along with other details.









Calculator paced back and forth in his underground headquarters,
pausing every now and then to look over Toyman’s shoulder. “Are
they there yet?”



“They’re just coming out of the water now, Mr. Calculator,” Toyman
replied. “Only a few minutes more.”



“Good,” Calculator grumbled, “Corben is already in place.”



“Don’t worry,” Toyman said. “My toys will provide the perfect
distraction for him.”









“Let’s see what we’ve raised so far!” Leslie Willis shouted to the
crowd as she turned to the board behind her. She stood upon a stage
in the middle of Golden Gate Park. Her short black hair hung limply
as it framed her face, her clothing dark and baggy, almost
‘goth-like’, hiding her figure, a wide smile on her face.



While the numbers lit up on the board, the sound of a toy plane,
make that two, no three toy planes, filled the air. As the crowd
looked towards the noise, Leslie growled under her breath. How dare
a bunch of punk kids ruin her show?



It was then that the planes opened fire. Small, yet still deadly
bullets smashed into the board, causing the electronics to spark
and short-out. The crowd screamed and started to scatter in all
directions.



“Everyone remain calm!” Leslie shouted, though her words fell on
deaf ears as she tried to keep the crowd from panicking. She
watched one of the planes as it started to loop back towards the
stage. “The police will make sure that—ack!” Her voice was cut off
as one of the stagehands tackled her to the ground, just seconds
before the plane she’d been watching made an attack run on where
she had stood.



“Get off me you idiot!” Leslie growled as she attempted to untangle
herself from the man. Glancing over at her side, she noticed more
toys, tanks, jeeps, helicopters, even soldiers, all moving towards
the stage area, while the crowd continued to push and shove to
escape, those that had fled in that direction stumbling back into
the mob.









“Well, everything looks good,” Rich finally said. “Of course I
still have a few other interviews to see, but you’ll be receiving a
call from us next week as to whether you’ve been hired or not. Is
there anything else you wish to know?”



Kara was about to respond when a number of screams came over the
radio in the background, along with the voice of Leslie Willis
shouting for calm and ranting about what was going on.



“Sorry about that,” Rich frowned as he turned off the radio with a
click.



Kara sat deep in thought, before looking up at Richard. “Hmm… Oh…
Yeah, no questions,” she told him, standing. Kara gave Richard a
final handshake as he showed her to the door.



Kara quickly hopped into her car 