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This book is dedicated to TREVOR VON EEDEN. Thank you for your friendship, your encouragement for this series, and being a great interviewee. 

DISCLAIMER: While this is a work of fiction, the negative attitudes toward persons of color, women, and other underrepresented factions of society were all too real. This book mirrors a time when many prejudices, whether consciously, unconsciously, or systematically, played a larger part in society.
In this work, we convey some of those attitudes as story flavor, but not as anything admirable or worthy of emulation. Instead, we present them as a reminder that we must all do better toward those around us, and to consciously reject hatred, racism, sexism, and bigotry in all of its forms. 

We at Rising Tide Publications offer this story with no intention to offend. Instead, we hope to show how far we’ve come. 

And to remind us how far we have yet to go.
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​1: “Where’s Your Medical Degree, Rookie?”
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Tuesday, May 12, 1942, 8:47 p.m.

Sayed Xerxes looked down upon the mummified body under the sheet of inch-thick glass and smiled. “Rest well, my liege.” 

Rama Khemamon rested in his stone sarcophagus, just as he had every night for over five thousand years. But instead of one of the smaller, more ignored pyramids at the edge of Egypt, the Pharoah now rested in state inside the Raceway City Museum of Natural History on the other side of the world. 

Xerxes wiped a fingerprint from the transparent barrier with a cotton kerchief, which he folded and slid back into his shirt pocket. Every swish of the cloth, his deep breathing, his soft whisper echoed in the expanse of the exhibit room.

He turned to the guard, Jeb Wayland, who waited patiently under the arch that separated the Egyptian displays from the rest of the historical items. “I believe I’m ready now, sir. If you could let me out.”

The stocky guard nodded curtly with a grunt of assent. Their footsteps resounded from the granite flooring, rebounding into the depths of the museum. Xerxes glanced from one side to the other, mentally critiquing the other displays through slitted eyes while the guard stared straight ahead. The uniformed man didn’t utter a word during their nightly trek through the halls, even when he wordlessly opened the rear door wide for Xerxes to pass through. 

Xerxes smiled pleasantly. His tea-stained teeth shone when compared to his golden, suntanned flesh. “I’ll see you tomorrow–” He glanced at the guard’s brass name badge as he did every night. “—Mister Wayland. Have a quiet evening.” With a nod of his head, Xerxes placed his homburg over his full silver hair and wandered down the alley toward the hotel room the museum rented for him. 

“You too,” Wayland said flatly to Xerxes’ back. A second later, Wayland secured the door, and the guard dropped his keys onto a hook attached to his leather belt, ready to resume his security tour inside the museum.

Wayland celebrated his 30th year as a security guard at the museum last week. He enjoyed having a uniform after a tour in the Army, a firearm he never had to use, and a purpose. Having this unusually cushy job fulfilled all three desires. In three decades, he only pulled his pistol from its holster to clean and inspect it.

The man’s life held a regularity he found comforting. Although Jeb’s hair now had more silver than brown, it mattered little to him. His wife still cheerfully made the best meatloaf he ever ate; his two boys and two girls all grew up to be reasonably responsible citizens, and their own children promised to maintain the family tradition of good grades and perfect attendance in church. 

The route Jeb took through the museum was as predictable as the tides. He joked he could walk his rounds blindfolded. The other three guards who worked the day shift knew the influx of people justified an extra person. But at night, the eyes and ears of a single man could complement the current security system of tripwires and alarms. 

A man who wore his uniform proudly and rarely touched his handgun, that was Jeb to a T. After thirty-two years of marriage, he still loved his Jeannie with a white-hot passion. He often mentioned to his buddies at the bar that “rubbing his Jeannie made all his wishes come true.”

Jeb’s footsteps echoed throughout the museum as he strolled. The echoes decayed in the neighboring chamber, where what little the modern world knew about Rama Khemanon was on display. The diminished lighting turned the walls a pale orange near where the ancient ivory sarcophagus rested. But Jeb didn’t require perfect lighting to see everything sat in its assigned place, right where that funny guy who discovered the pyramid placed it.

Occasionally, Jeb detected an odd sound. It might be a mouse that made its way into the building, or it might be the massive timbers of the fifty-eight-year-old building settling. 

Tonight, the mysterious sound came from the exhibit room where Rama’s remains lay. Normally, Jeb wrote off most sounds as the natural settling of an old building. But the volume of this one attracted his attention. Surely, a few seconds spent inside the special side room would be time well spent, if only to pick up something that fell on the floor or whatever.

Jeb’s eyes narrowed as he altered his path toward the large room at the end of the building. He walked confidently, anticipating the noise to be nothing more than his imagination. A faint, acrid taste of dust touched his nostrils. Something smelled like his great-grandfather’s house, only mustier.

Probably our guest of honor, Jeb thought with a smirk.

Even in the dim light, the room reeked of history. An ancient sarcophagus rested inside a box constructed from inch-thick glass with two golden hinges and a lock that would make Fort Knox whistle with envy. Half a dozen bright lights dispelled the shadows around the display. 

A garish replica of what Hollywood believed ancient Egypt to look like surrounded the mummified pharaoh in repose. Jeb circled the room before he stepped over the guide ropes that separated the visitors from walking on the sands that spilled from the display onto the museum floor. Jeb looked up and smirked at the paper mache ferns that added “genuine Egyptian flavor” to the display. 

He inspected the polished oak plaques along the walls, which revealed Rama’s accidental uncovering. Following up on rumors of a lost pyramid, the team, primarily funded by this museum, bedded down for the night when a freak scirocco forced the exploring party to make camp. 

The following morning, the twenty-foot tip of a pyramid emerged from the loose sand. An excited expedition opened the granite tomb to find it penetrated the earth only four stories deep. Most pyramids were at least five times as tall.

Crumbling stone tablets placed near Rama’s burial chamber, now lying beside the ruler’s casket, hinted that the young man practiced sorcery in defiance of the standard Egyptian deities. Jeb gagged as he read a wooden plaque that described how Rama absorbed his mentor’s knowledge by devouring the elder wizard’s brain and heart. 

When the man used his sorcerous powers to take the throne, a more powerful magic user overthrew him. The pharaoh hastily built a pyramid to house the would-be usurper’s mummified remains, as well as the records of his infamy. Jeb carefully wiped his sweaty hands on the seat of his slacks. He didn’t care about a dead body whose existence pre-dated any line of known succession. All he cared about was finding the source of that sound.

Resuming his trek through the museum, Jeb’s eyes moved from left to right constantly. Even though the sound might be a mouse, better that he find the critter than one of the museum’s guests. 

A flash of darkness moved across Jeb’s peripheral vision. He turned his head, but the object already vanished behind a lectern where the museum director often gave his speeches to any visitor who didn’t move away quickly enough. Jeb chuckled as he recalled his days as a child, roaming these corridors, bored as hell but glad to be out of the schoolhouse.

Jeb pulled his flashlight from a special holster he wore on his belt. His wife loved to work with leather when she was younger. She made the holster to celebrate his 20th year at his job, but had created nothing since. 

He shone the flashlight around the floor, sweeping the room with its ivory glare. Its white eye blinked off, then on, then off again. He slammed the head of the flashlight against the ball of his palm, spurring it to deliver illumination again, such as it was. A second later, Jeb prowled the room in a renewed search for the cause of the disturbance. 

As Jeb moved toward the center of the exhibit area where Rama’s stone casket rested, he heard the distinct HISSSSSSS on the other side of the display.

“Dang it, Midnight.” Jeb holstered his flashlight and kneeled in front of the coal mine black cat that crouched on the cold linoleum floor. With its back arched and its legs poised to launch the feline into the air, Midnight stared past Jeb with terrified white eyes. The cat bared its fangs and trembled as Jeb reached down cautiously. 

“C’mon, Midnight. What are you doing here?” Midnight backed away from the guard with a terrified howl that made Jeb shiver from its ferocity. “Did Mister Fleming forget you when he went home again?”

Midnight sibilated once more, its gaze locked on something above and behind Jeb. During the day, the curator’s pet had free run of the building to entertain the younger patrons and to keep the rodent population in check. But Mr. Fleming usually took his cat home when he left for the evening, at least more often than he didn’t.

Jeb decided to see what held the cat’s attention so strongly. He placed his hands on the tops of his knees and pushed himself to a standing position while he cursed himself for getting old. At least Louise doesn’t seem to mind me aging, Jeb told himself. 

At that moment, Jeb glanced toward the star of the exhibit, into the stone coffin where the occupant was missing and the glass cover moved to one side. 

Still in motion, Jeb heard the noise again. This time, it didn’t emanate from the floor. He turned toward the ceiling where his eyes registered a large, man-shaped object clutching the base of an overhead light. Jeb opened his mouth to cry out for help, but before he could scream, the figure released its hold on the light and plummeted toward the guard, its timeworn bandages flapping in the air. 

Midnight snarled and took off running to the opposite side of the building just as Jeb’s body struck the floor, followed by an all too human cry of pain and surprise. 

Tuesday, May 12, 1942, 11:12 p.m.

“And that’s how I found him when I came back to retrieve my cat.” 

Warren Fleming covered his mouth as he tried to push the image of Jeb’s body from his mind. The museum’s curator vomited four times since he entered the special exhibition room. “Officer, aren’t you going to write down my statement?” He wiped his glasses for the fourth time since he stumbled upon the body. 

“I’ll remember it,” the uniformed police officer stated with confidence. “Any idea how the perpetrators could have entered?”

“None,” Mr. Fleming searched his memory. “Only my guards have keys.” 

“And Jeb’s are still on him,” the policeman offered. “Has anything been taken, to your knowledge?”

“I would say no.” Fleming patted the glass cover over the mummified body. “You’d have to be pretty strong to lift this young man out of his bed, much less move the glass enclosure.” 

“Would stealing this body be worthwhile?” The policeman scanned the room from where he stood. “Is there a fence who’d take it?”

Fleming shook his head. “Sure, there are unscrupulous curators who would love to snatch this body. Locally, though? This is beyond anyone’s range of interest.” He sighed sympathetically. “Such is this pharaoh’s notoriety that he was buried with no gold, no tribute.” 

“That stinks,” the patrolman said as he stared at the rapidly cooling corpse. “For him, I guess.”

Even though the museum wouldn’t open for another hour, Fleming’s voice dropped in volume, as though someone might be eavesdropping. “Anyone who’d murder someone for these artifacts isn’t here in Raceway City. New York, Boston, or Los Angeles, maybe. But definitely not here.”

The patrolman dropped to one knee to study the guard’s body more closely without touching it. “I’m no doctor, but my guess is Jeb here cracked the back of his skull against the floor. But a mere fall wouldn’t give the velocity it took to shatter this much of the bone.” He glanced at the dead guard’s chest, now concave where it once was convex. “But something landed on the man, or so it appears, and I bet he’s got a chest full of crushed bones, probably pierced his heart.” 

“So, where’s your pathology degree, rookie?”

The patrolman quickly rose to his feet at the sound of the new voice in the room. He looked up to see a heavy-set man approach the crime scene in a rumpled raincoat and a fedora that begged for reblocking. “Detective Barney Brickhouse, Raceway City Police Department.” He exposed his badge to Mr. Fleming while he stood over the corpse, eyeing it with a frown. “So, what’s the story, patrolman?”

“Not much to tell, Detective.” The patrolman related what little he knew about the situation. Brickhouse listened intently and nodded briefly once the tale ended. When the beat cop offered his forensic observations, Detective Brickhouse nodded in agreement. 

“Good eyes, officer. I’ll call the station and get the medical people here. Why should I be the only cop in Raceway City to miss sleep?” Brickhouse turned toward the curator. “Once I get your statement, I bet you can get this place cleaned up in time for you to open up at ten.” 

He focused his steely gaze at the street cop as he stepped over a puddle of the curator’s undigested dinner. “Make sure the parasites from the local news stay on the sidewalk, in case anyone hears about this. We don’t need an audience if we want to get out of here quickly.” Brickhouse narrowed his eyes and stepped toward Fleming. “Now, who was here, other than your guard and the janitor?”

The curator stuttered as he felt Brickhouse’s eyes bore through him like a drill. “Just my cat. I forgot to bring him back to my apartment.” He chuckled dryly as he rubbed his pot belly, which rested anomalously on his slender frame. “That’s assuming you don’t count Mr. Khemamon here.” Fleming pointed to the bandaged corpse inside the ornately carved sarcophagus. “But he’s sleeping in, just as he has for the last five thousand years.” 

If Brickhouse appreciated Curator Fleming’s sense of humor, he gave no clue. Instead, the detective emitted a grunt that discouraged any joke-making. Brickhouse turned his narrow-eyed gaze toward the patrolman, who continued to study the body intently. “Hey, rookie. Stop staring at the victim like he’s Lana Turner and remind me of your name.”

The patrolman removed his cap and smoothed down his bright red hair. “It’s Daniels, Detective. Officer Garret Daniels.”

2: “They Won’t Be Hard to Find” 

Tuesday, May 12, 1942, 11:02 p.m.

“What do you mean, ‘Who’s knocking on the window?’” Perry “Leadfoot” Walton risked another glance to his left as he gripped the steering wheel even tighter. “Shouldn’t you be asking how some kid can knock on our automobile window while we’re doing seventy miles an hour?” 

Outside and to the left of the speeding vehicle, keeping pace, Kid Terror’s legs and arms pumped furiously. However, he wasn’t winded by this impossible feat of speed. The driver’s frightened expression brought a bright grin to the young man’s face. The African-American teenager wore a jet-black costume with a domino mask. His blue and red cloak flapped like a flag in a gale, and the white skull and crossbones that covered his torso practically mocked the driver with its eerie smile.

Leadfoot pushed down on the accelerator with all his might. The V-8 engine roared in protest. The driver expected the late-night holdup to go smoothly and result in a leisurely drive to the state line via this oil-and-gravel county road.

But less than five minutes after he started the engine, Leadfoot Walton looked in the rearview mirror to see a man and a boy catching up to his car, and on foot, no less.

Kid Terror knocked again on the window. “Excuse me, but would you mind slowing down? You’re approaching a residential neighborhood, you know.” Although he moved swifter than any Olympic runner, Kid Terror’s breathing remained steady, and his flesh didn’t yield a single drop of sweat.

“Speed up!” Calvin Slade lifted his cap to wipe the sweat from his forehead. “C’mon, Leadfoot! It’s just a brat.” He clutched a carpetbag on his lap like a little girl might hold her doll at bedtime. The bag bulged with the cash from a west-side diner’s cash drawer. They waited for the place to almost reach closing time before entering with handguns at the ready, demanding the day’s receipts.

The pair figured no one cared if a business on the west side of Raceway City got robbed. Many people in the more affluent sections of town believed the oldest community was a hotbed of criminals, prostitutes, and drug addicts, and not a neighborhood very much like their own, just less prosperous.

Leadfoot Walton glanced down at the speedometer. “I’ve got both feet on the accelerator as it is.” He wrestled with the wheel every time the Ford Special struck a pothole. “Dammit! I can’t even turn off because I’d have to slow down. Why aren’t you worried?”

“Why’s that such a big deal?” Slade asked his partner in crime. “So, what if he catches us?” He patted the .38 in his jacket pocket.

“I’m not as worried about the kid as I am...” Leadfoot crooked a thumb behind him as he looked at the rearview mirror once again.

Slade turned in his seat, and his jaw dropped. 

Although the crooks didn’t know their pursuers’ names, The Terror maintained a six-foot distance from the vehicle’s rear bumper. His costume was the twin to his junior partner’s. However, the older hero didn’t share his assistant’s mirthful expression. If anything, The Terror’s grim expression mirrored the ivory skull emblem on his chest.

“Jeez! It’s one of those mystery men!” Slade shouted. “I read about some of them in the paper. What’re we gonna do? I don’t wanna go to prison.”

“No kidding.” Leadfoot shot Slade a dirty look. “Gimme a good idea now.” 

“I can’t go back,” Slade protested. “Not with two strikes on me now. One more and they’ll toss the key away.”

“Then shut up and either think of a way to shake these two, or–oh, I don’t know what to—” Leadfoot’s voice died as he looked into the rear mirror. “Oh, crap.”

As soon as the words emerged from Leadfoot’s mouth, the passengers heard a solid THUMP on the roof of the vehicle. Slade looked up to see the metal bulge inward. He screamed like a little girl as he realized the indentations were the same size as an adult’s feet.  

“SHUT UP!” Leadfoot shouted as Kid Terror’s gloved fist shattered the driver’s side window. Glass flew into the car, spraying both men, but fortunately didn’t cut anyone. 

Leadfoot took his eyes off the road to see Kid Terror now perched on the running board and gripping the steering wheel. He clutched the youth’s wrists to remove them from the wheel, but they refused to move. Desperately, Leadfoot tugged and tugged, but the Kid’s strength easily overwhelmed his. 

“Slow down,” Kid Terror commanded. “Don’t make me come in there and get you.”

Now weeping with fear, Slade silently weighed his odds of remaining free if these two impossibly fast guys nabbed him. Without another second’s hesitation, and clutching the carpetbag tightly, Slade threw open his door as he cried out, “I’m not going back. See you in Hell, Leadfoot.” 

Dropping onto the road at this speed would probably beat the hell out of him, if not break a couple of bones. But to Calvin Slade, this dangerous decision looked like the only way out. He felt a momentary release once he left the passenger’s seat, that sensation that Icarus must have felt just before he realized how close he was to the sun. 

But that sensation vanished when Slade felt his shirt collar close against his Adam’s apple. He hung in the air, legs and arms frantically moving while suspended over the roadway. Then he slowly rose into the air. 

Standing on top of the car like a surfer on his board, the Terror turned Slade so the two could lock gazes. “That was a very, very stupid thing to do,” the Terror stated firmly. “You could have killed yourself.” Before Slade could respond, the Terror’s left fist turned out the accomplice’s lights.

Leadfoot heard a CRACK and saw his partner go limp while the satchel with the money bounced onto the road. He removed his hands from Kid Terror’s wrists, noting the sweat stains from his own palms. “Okay, kid. You win.” Leadfoot pressed down on the clutch and shifted the vehicle into neutral. Soon, the car’s acceleration died, leaving Leadfoot to apply the brake.

“Smart man.” Kid Terror dropped from the Ford’s running board. By now, they were well outside the Raceway City limits. The Kid sighed with relief. Not only did he help capture the robbers, but he and the Terror accomplished this without being seen... because discovery might bring about the worst consequences for the Terror Twins and for those closest to them.

Refusing to think further about his situation, Kid Terror thrust his hand through the gap in what remained of the driver’s side window. “Hand me your keys. NOW!” 

Leadfoot turned off the engine, his hands trembling. Unable to look Kid Terror in the eyes, he dropped the keys into Kid Terror’s palm. 

“Hands on the wheel. Stay right where you are.” Kid Terror looked back to see his elder partner, The Terror, approaching, still easily holding Calvin Slade two feet off the ground. The Kid held up the keys, which got an approving nod from his mentor. 

“Whatcha gonna do with us?” Now conscious, but groggy, Slade’s tears flowed down his cheeks like a waterfall. He looked around frantically to see where he dropped the money bag.

“It won’t matter.” Leadfoot Walton rested his forehead on the steering wheel in resignation to his fate. “It doesn’t matter what side of Raceway City you’re from. The bad cops outnumber the good ones. But I’ve got a more important question.” Leadfoot looked up. “Why are you dressed like it’s Halloween?”

The Terror tossed Slade into the front seat of the car with no more effort than anyone might throw a paper wad into a trash can. He slammed the door with all his parahuman strength. Leadfoot and Slade screamed in pain as they clutched their ears from the noise that echoed inside the vehicle. 

“See?” Slade laughed hysterically. “You just wanted the money for yourselves. You’re no better than we are.” 

The Terror ran to pick up the bag. “We’re no better than anyone else. Well, except we won’t be in prison for the next five years.” 

Leadfoot shook his head in disbelief. “Damn. You even talk like a comic book.”

“Quiet.” The Terror grimaced at Leadfoot’s words. “We’re going to return the money.”

“Then it’ll be like we didn’t commit the crime at all.” Slade pushed himself up to a sitting position. “We won’t have to go to jail.”

“Let’s not speak hastily.” The Terror smiled faintly as he nodded once to his assistant, as if silently giving permission.

With a malicious grin, Kid Terror pressed his gloved fingers over the small gap between the vehicle’s door and the frame. He might as well have pushed into a tub of butter for all the resistance he encountered. Then the Kid squeezed, easily joining the two layers of metal as Leadfoot and Slade watched incredulously. 

“Better step aside, Kid.” The Terror cracked his knuckles, creating a wave of sound that further cracked the Ford’s windshield. He then mimicked the Kid’s destruction of the passenger’s side door, sealing them inside.

Slade and Leadfoot looked at each other fearfully, wondering what their attacker had in mind, and why the smaller of the two costumed mystery men started chuckling. Leadfoot eyed the open space where his side window used to be, wondering how the two caped men could prevent him from simply climbing through the gap to freedom.

On the other side of the vehicle, The Terror leaned down and gripped the edge of the undercarriage. With one effortless movement, he flipped the car end over end. It rolled to the opposite side of the road, where Kid Terror stopped it when it landed on the passenger’s side. 

Now that the Ford lay immobile, Slade pinned Leadfoot against the door. Leadfoot tried to draw a full breath while Slade, now curled in the fetal position, cried out in pain and fear again and again.

The early rays of dawn teased the eastern horizon. The Terror smiled and pointed toward Raceway City. “Race you, Kid. And then you need to get ready for school.”

“You got it, boss.” A heartbeat later, both mystery men sprinted toward the west side of Raceway City at a speed that rivaled an express train. 

Tuesday, May 12, 1942, 11:46 p.m.

Once upon a time, the western neighborhoods of Raceway City housed young couples who sought a new beginning, as well as new businesses looking to become established as the community grew. 

But as time went on, newer homes and buildings in other parts of the city attracted younger, well-to-do buyers. Within a generation, the only people remaining on the west side of the city were those who couldn’t afford to leave or didn’t want to because it was familiar and comfortable. It was home.

Jimmy Grant was never a “James” or a “Jim.” His parents, Jeff and Eunice, liked the name “Jimmy,” so that’s what he became once the ink on his birth certificate dried. These days, he worked alongside his father as the assistant manager of The Full Plate Diner. Jimmy held many positions in the business, just like his parents. Since the only other employee was his sister, Sally, he rarely had more than one day off a week, but Jimmy didn’t mind.

Raceway City was his home, and family was family.

This morning, he sat in his father’s back office, holding his head in his hands. Ever since Jimmy’s dad opened the business, before he and his sister were born, the place seemed miraculously immune to the crime that plagued Raceway City. Now, Jimmy wondered how to tell his old man that someone made off with their daily proceeds at gunpoint. Sure, his father would be glad Jimmy and his crew were safe, but these days every dollar counted, and he hated to disappoint his parents.

A faint noise interrupted Jimmy’s reverie. Fearing the robbers’ return, Jimmy looked up to see the office door open slowly. A masked figure stood next to the restroom doors. Jimmy ignored how the light reflected from the costume’s gold piping and white skull insignia. Instead, he gaped as a gloved hand offered a worn carpetbag to the restaurateur. 

“This is yours,” the Terror said in a loud whisper. “It’s all there. If you wish to talk to the police, the thieves are eight miles out of town on State Route 14.” With a grin, The Terror added, “They won’t be hard to find. The police, however, might want to bring a tow truck and a crowbar with them.”

Jimmy accepted the bag, unable to express the joy and relief in his heart. With trembling fingers, he opened the satchel to see the contents of the cash register. Jimmy looked up to thank the stranger. However, the uniformed man had already exited via the back door and vanished into the night.

“Welcome home,” Jimmy whispered to the money with a smile. 

3: “I Know You Don’t Approve” 

Tuesday, May 12, 1942, 11:53 p.m.

The Terror closed the restaurant door behind him carefully. He could easily pull the reinforced door off its hinges with no effort on his part. Once he heard the locks fall into place from inside, the Terror flexed his legs and leaped upward, easily reaching the third-floor fire escape. 

From there, the Terror jumped to the next rooftop as easily as a normal man might step up to a curb. He always enjoyed the sound of his cloak flapping in his wake and the air rushing against his face. One cat-quiet landing later, the Terror reached his apartment building, confident that no one would look up to see him soaring against the night sky, as if his primarily black uniform could be seen easily.

Once he reached the roof of his home, the Terror dropped easily onto the iron fire escape. The door had been broken for years, allowing him to enter from either side. From there, he reached into a secret compartment inside his belt and pulled out his front door key. A second later, The Terror entered his apartment and locked the door securely. 

Just as he did that, the Terror’s enhanced senses detected someone walking the hardwood floors outside his apartment. He stealthily made his way to the living room, arriving just as a key slid into the front lock.

Patrolman Garret Daniels stepped into the darkened apartment without hesitation. He turned his gaze toward the Terror and said, “Hi, Bob. Just getting in too?”

As soon as Daniels locked the front door behind him, only then did the Terror feel confident in removing his mask to reveal himself as Dr. Bob Benton, local pharmacist. “Yeah. Interesting night?”

“You betcha.” Daniels turned on a lamp, filling the room with light. “I checked out a dead guard at the History Museum tonight. Detective Brickhouse is covering that now.” 

Benton removed his cape and folded it neatly. “He’s a good cop, I’m told, just a bit rough around the edges...and the center. I’m just glad he’s got better things to do than investigate the Terror.” Benton added with a smile. “And the Cobalt Scarab, too.”

Daniels removed his patrolman’s jacket and tossed it on the sofa, which doubled as Daniels’ bed. “No joke. Anyway, he’s welcome to the mystery, at least for the time being. Providing I’m not part of that puzzle for him.” 

“Yep, he doesn’t need to know you’re the Cobalt Scarab.” 

With a nod, Daniels acknowledged the truth of Benton’s statement. The special vitamin 2-X granted the ex-New York City patrolman parahuman strength, speed, toughness, and enhanced senses, along with limited powers of flight. He walked past Benton to the small kitchen. He pulled a beer from the Kelvinator in the corner of the room. “Want one?”

“No, thanks. I’ve got to open the pharmacy in just a few hours, and I was thinking about a nap.” 

Daniels casually placed his thumb under the bottle cap and removed it easily without a church key. “Did you have any fun tonight, or did you just want to look pretty?” He waved his beer bottle toward the shirt Benton just removed and folded. 

“Tim came over for some help with his homework while his mom was at choir practice. We were going to get a little last-minute pie and ice cream at the diner when we saw it being cased.” Benton removed his boots and placed them near the doorway to be shined later. “We came back here and got dressed for business.” 

“And don’t tell me.” Daniels plopped onto the sofa, barely avoiding his jacket. “Tim already had his costume on under his street clothing.” 

Benton nodded in confirmation. “Forget the gangsters we fight; his mom’s going to kill him one of these days if he keeps doing that.” He sat down in a padded chair opposite Daniels. “Anyway, we caught up with the bad guys, rescued the loot, and made them see the error of their evil ways.”

“In other words, Kid Terror scared the hell out of them.” 

Benton leaned forward and stated with mock offense, “Hey, I was pretty intimidating too. I mean, Tim had to learn it from someone, right?”

“Oh, I’m sure you were a properly frightening creature of the night for the lad’s sake,” Daniels chuckled. “I heard some scuttlebutt about a car on the state route being hard to enter. It had ‘Kid Terror’ written all over it.”

“Then let’s hope he passes his American History test tomorrow, before his mother finds out about our extracurricular activities,” Benton advised. “I’m gonna wash up, then catch some Z’s.” He rose from the sofa to pad toward the bathroom in his stocking feet, the rest of his uniform under his arm. 

Daniels took a long drink of his beer and sat on the sofa. Although their first meeting a few months ago was rough, Benton became a great ally and friend. Even two months after their initial confrontation, the pharmacist never even hinted that the patrolman should find his own place to live.

As he took another drink of the amber brew, Daniels mentally returned to the crime scene at the museum. As a college student, he discovered a fondness for Egyptology. If his father, a policeman himself, hadn’t been gunned down by criminals, that might have become Daniels’ profession. 

Well, first Daniels became a New York City patrolman, and then a costumed hero when the law proved insufficient to punish wrongdoers. 

Daniels stretched out on the couch as he contemplated the museum crime scene from earlier. Eventually, fatigue proved more powerful than the cop’s curiosity, and Daniels slept through Bob Benton leaving early the next morning. Thus, a few minutes later... 

“So, you’ve come to seek my forgiveness?”

Velma Rowland stood in the doorway of her home, with her arms crossed just below her breasts. She tapped her foot with fire in her brown eyes and waited for the pharmacist to answer. 

“I gave up on that long ago, Velma.” Benton held out his fist and smiled politely. “I meant to get you some flowers, but nothing was open at eleven o’clock last night.” 

“Then you owe me some flowers.” Velma stepped to one side, her eyes twinkling with dry mirth. “Hope you like wheatcakes.”

“Your cooking will prevent me from getting the next size down in my uniform, I’m glad to report..” Benton entered the living room and dropped his fedora onto the coat rack by the door. “Tim did a great job.” 

“That’s good.” Velma’s good humor vanished. “I just wish you didn’t need him to help with your crime-fighting.”

Benton sighed as he followed his hostess into the kitchen. “I know you don’t approve, but your young man is every bit as strong as I am.”

“That’s not the point,” Velma protested as she unplugged the percolator. “You don’t know how long your powers will stay with you. Do you?”

“No.” Benton went to the cupboard and pulled out three plates. “So far, so good.” 

Velma poured a coffee for herself and another for her guest. “You know I’ll never want anything but a normal life for my only boy.”

Benton nodded. Several years ago, he experimented with a gaseous vitamin formula to boost the health of his senior patients. But one day, Tim Rowland came to visit and accidentally spilled some formic acid into Benton’s compound. After breathing the resulting vapors of formic ether, both men became stronger, faster, and tougher than any human alive that they knew of, except for Garret Daniels.

“How about a life that’s special?” Tim Rowland bounded into the kitchen with a grin on his face. “You should have seen us last night, Mom. We scared those crooks, but good.” 

“And we returned the diner’s money,” Benton said. “Even better, he didn’t recognize me as the pharmacist and shop owner from two blocks down.”

“Did you pull that trick I learned off the radio?” Tim pulled some silverware from a drawer and distributed it among the three placemats on the kitchen table. “You know, where you drop your voice in tone.” 

“Next, you’re going to have me wear glasses in my civilian identity.” Benton placed a clean white plate between Tim’s carefully placed forks and knives. 

“You already wear them, Bob.” Velma brought the steaming cups to the table before heading to the refrigerator for Tim’s milk. “It’s just that since you gained your powers, your eye muscles turned strong too. Remember?” 

“I just wear the extra set of eyes because they make me look good.” Benton winked at Tim and grinned. “But lowering my voice by an octave did the trick. Thanks, Tim.”

“Glad to help, partner.” 

“That’s enough shop talk for now.” Velma lifted a plate of wheatcakes, covered with a tea towel, and carried it to the table. “Bob, would you care to say grace?”

Benton folded his hands and held them at chest level. Tim bowed his head and pressed his palms together, which brought a smile from his mother. 

“Our Father who art in Heaven,” Benton said with reverence, “hallowed be Thy name. Thank you for allowing us to be of service to those in need. Thank you for giving us the tools and opportunity to be of aid to those who cannot assist themselves. And thank you for the food we are about to enjoy, and for the friendship we all share. In Your name we pray, amen.”

“Amen,” Velma agreed with a smile.

“Yeah, amen.” Tim reached for the tea towel at a speed that would make a lightning bolt jealous. But Benton, whose speed matched his partner’s, gently smacked the young man’s hand away. 

“Ladies first, pal.” Benton offered the plate to Velma, who lifted the towel long enough to spear a pancake with her fork. A minute later, the three ate in silence and with gratitude as they prepared for a normal weekday’s activities.

Elsewhere, inside the Raceway City Museum of Natural History, Warren Fleming strolled through the edifice with his usual cup of pekoe tea in hand. He made sure that he examined the Egyptian exhibit first. He noted the efficiency of the coroner’s office in picking up the guard’s body. However, they left the rest of the cleaning up to the museum curator, and he did so with only slight grumbling. Thus, not a trace of the murder remained. 

Where was that damned janitor when he was needed? Fleming wondered.

Fleming made a mental note to see if one of his remaining security men could cover the night shift for the foreseeable future. With something on the loose that could crush a man’s chest and had free run of his museum, he needed to protect the establishment’s assets. 

He also reminded himself to send a sympathy card to Fleming’s widow. At least he thought the late guard had one. A couple of minutes with his personnel records should reveal the truth. Congratulating himself on his sensitivity, Fleming walked briskly toward the front door.

Before he could leave the exhibit hall, however, Fleming stopped and brought his hand to his mouth and nose. He tried to inhale, but couldn’t. His breath burned inside his lungs, and the onset of a migraine dulled his thoughts, until he finally reared back his head to sneeze loudly and violently, as if whatever affected him relented in its attack. 

The pain now relieved, Fleming saw the tea he spilled on the highly polished floor and his shoes. He quickly pulled his handkerchief from his pants pocket and swiftly used it to soak up the still-steaming fluid. A few seconds later, Fleming thought his shoes glowed, as did the floor. 

Fleming cleared his throat and double-timed
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