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Introduction
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This is a full dialog book. That means this book is full of dialog and that there is only dialog in it, except this Introduction. That also means no part is a narrative or read by a narrator.

I’ve indicated who’s speaking with both text and icons.

Ever think you might be a Superhero, except for the simple fact that you have no superpowers? If you have then you’re probably a lot like Zuper Zero. Or you might be like his young son.
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Story Time
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[image: image]Dad: So, what does your Mom do to get you to go to sleep?

[image: image]Son: C’mon Dad, don’t you remember from last time?

[image: image]Dad: Remind me.

[image: image]Son: Well we have a party. We go downstairs and eat all the cake and ice cream we want. Then when our bellies are so full we can’t stay awake, we go to bed. Or at least I do. 

I have no idea what Mom does after I go to bed.

[image: image]Dad: I’m not buying it.

[image: image]Son: How about she lets me play quietly with my toys until I can’t stand it anymore. And then I go to sleep on my own.

[image: image]Dad: I might buy that ... if you’d been super good all day. Were you?

[image: image]Son: Uh .... I’ve got an idea! Guess!

[image: image]Dad: Guess what?

[image: image]Son: Guess what Mom does to get me to go to sleep.

[image: image]Dad: How about if I don’t guess and I give you two choices instead?

[image: image]Son: OK. I guess.

[image: image]Dad: Choice Number One: You go to sleep. Choice Number Two: I read you a story until you go to sleep.

[image: image]Son: Choice Number Two. But it’s not fair.

[image: image]Dad: Noted. 

Now which of these books would you like me to read to you?

[image: image]Son: How about that big fat one?

[image: image]Dad: I was thinking of a skinnier one.

[image: image]Son: But those are all boring.

[image: image]Dad: Well, what kind of stories do you like?

[image: image]Son: Superhero ones.

[image: image]Dad: Well, I just might know a story about a Superhero.

[image: image]Son: Really?!

[image: image]Dad: I might, it’s been a long time. But I might be able to recall it.

[image: image]Son: Uh Dad, I’ve got to go!

[image: image]Dad: Go where?

[image: image]Son: Dad!!!

[image: image]Dad: Oh, that. Well go ahead. You know where it is.

[image: image]Son: Dad! It’s dark out there.

[image: image]Dad: So, turn on the lights. I know you know how to do that.

[image: image]Son: Dad???

[image: image]Dad: It’s ok. I won’t tell your Mom. And I’ll turn out any lights you forget to turn off before she gets home.

[image: image]Son: Thanks!!!

[image: image]Dad: Hey, don’t stop to hug me. Just go already. 

...

You can hug me when you get back!

...

[image: image]Dad: Now, where were we?

[image: image]Son: You were going to tell me a story about a Superhero.

[image: image]Dad: Oh yeah. Now let me think. Yep, I’ve got it. His name was Zuper Zero.

[image: image]Son: Dad, this isn’t some sort of math story is it?

[image: image]Dad: Now why would I tell you a math story? Am I any good at math?

[image: image]Son: No! You can’t even help me with my math homework. And I’m only in the first grade.

[image: image]Dad: Right. So this story has absolutely nothing or at least it has almost absolutely nothing to do with math. And at the first mention of math, you can just stop listening and go to sleep.

[image: image]Son: C’mon Dad, just tell me the story already.

[image: image]Dad: Right.
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The Estate

[image: ]


[image: image]Dad: Derek grew up on The Estate.

[image: image]Son: What’s an estate?

[image: image]Dad: An estate is a large home with lots of buildings and lots of land. It’s really, really huge! 

[image: image]Son: That must have been fantastic!

[image: image]Dad: Sometimes.

As I was saying, Derek grew up on The Estate. At least his earliest memories had been of living at The Estate. He was guided around and taught what to do and say by an old woman.

[image: image]Son: Was she his mom?

[image: image]Dad: He wasn’t sure. She never would answer that question. Derek thought she was too old to be his mom. Perhaps she was his grandma. 

There were lots of books at The Estate. All the ones that Derek read which had grandmas in them had said that grandmas were kind. 

The old lady, whom everybody including Derek simply called Ma’am, wasn’t particularly kind. 

She wasn’t particularly mean either. She was neutral – somewhere in between kind and mean.

[image: image]Son: Yeah, Mom’s that way sometimes.

[image: image]Dad: Really?! 

I mean, back to the story. 

[image: image]Dad: In the early years, when Derek was young, he rarely saw anybody other than the old woman. But as he grew, Derek was allowed into more and more areas of the estate. And he saw more and more of the people who lived there. 

Like Derek, most of the people who lived at The Estate had many chores to do and didn’t have much time to talk. If Derek had any questions, he was only allowed to ask Ma’am. She would answer whatever he asked, unless he asked if she were his mom.

[image: image]Son: Hmmm, how many times did he have to ask before she answered?

[image: image]Dad: Well there is that. You know how it is. 

Sometimes she would answer him the first time he asked. Sometimes he would have to ask ten times. 

Sometimes, she would answer him. But he thought that maybe she wasn’t telling him the whole truth.

[image: image]Son: Like when I ask Mom what I’m getting for my birthday.

[image: image]Dad: What are you getting for your birthday? 

Never mind. I’m supposed to be telling a story here. 

[image: image]Dad: One day, Ma’am took Derek to another part of the Estate where he would live for several more years.

[image: image]Son: Like when I switched bedrooms last year.

[image: image]Dad: Exactly! Well sort of like that. 

[image: image]Dad: There was another boy there whose name was Alfred. 

Alfred was several years younger than Derek. He was as young as Derek had been in his earliest memories.

[image: image]Son: How old was he?

[image: image]Dad: How old are you?

[image: image]Son: Six. Well almost.

[image: image]Dad: Amazing! That’s exactly how old Alfred was – almost six. Are you getting tired yet? Perhaps I should quit and let you go to sleep.

[image: image]Son: NO! You haven’t even gotten started. And there aren’t any Superheroes in this story.

[image: image]Dad: There aren’t any Superheroes in this story ... yet!
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Big Brother
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[image: image]Dad: When Alfred was about eight and I suppose Derek was fourteen, Ma’am told Derek to put down that cleaning brush and come here.

[image: image]Son: What did he do wrong?!

[image: image]Dad: What? Oh nothing. He didn’t do anything wrong.

Ma’am told Derek he had been given a new job. He was to be friends with Alfred and watch after him, kind of like a big brother.

[image: image]Son: I wish I had a big brother.

[image: image]Dad: Well sometimes Alfred was glad to have Derek for a big brother and sometimes he wasn’t.

[image: image]Son: Like when Derek made Alfred eat his spinach.

[image: image]Dad: Something like that. 

But there was something strange about Alfred. When he slept arcs of electricity swept around him. Derek just stayed back, observing. He was afraid to get too close to Alfred when he slept for fear that he might get shocked.

[image: image]Son: Like when I rub my feet on the carpet. And then I touch the wall.

[image: image]Dad: Worse! 

[image: image]Dad: Derek decided to ask Ma’am if Alfred knew about this. “It isn’t discussed, especially not with Alfred!” 

That’s all she would say. Not a word more. 

So Derek and Alfred spent lots of time together. But Derek never mentioned anything about the electricity to anyone. And he especially didn’t mention it to Alfred.

...

[image: image]Dad: Derek and Alfred had lots of fun playing when Alfred wasn’t in class. Derek had never been to class. He had only been taught
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