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Author’s Introduction


Many authors speak of "getting into a character's head." How
do we mere mortals delve into the psyches of those who possess
powers and abilities far beyond our own meager talents? What might
we find them pondering during the times of their greatest dismay,
their rare quiet moments, and their most awesome
triumphs?

Would their thoughts flow like poetry? How
unwavering might their ethics be? When did they cross the threshold
between being a mortal and a titan? Were their musings different
when they were completely and unashamedly para-human, as opposed to
disguising themselves to fit in among us lesser beings?

How similar are they to us? How alien might they
truly be?

Legends of old like Gilgamesh or Hercules or
Paul Bunyan are to us what Sherlock Holmes, Tarzan, Captain Marvel
or Batman will be to future generations. They represent a heroic
archetype that is familiar but could really apply to many other
characters. The ubermensch
from beyond our Solar System, the baby raised by a different
species who takes on their most powerful attributes, the patriot
who solves the country's problems with a rousing speech and a
crippling left hook, there's more than just one heroic figure that
fills each archetype, but not as many as there will one day
be.

So how could I present these stories, keep them
familiar and relatable, present them to strangers to the comic book
world to enjoy and at the same time give a grin and a knowing wink
to the initiated?

I've adopted a style here that's a little more
purple, shall we admit, than what I use in my Kindle Worlds
pastiches or regular novels, such as Santastein or The
Skyman Battles the Master of Steam. It's as much a
writing exercise for me as I hope it will be entertaining for you.
Future offerings will contain different literary styles that I hope
will reflect the hero's (in a non-gender specific sense of the
word) inner workings and still be fun to read.

And the names have been omitted to add to the
fun while keeping the lawyers at bay. That's how we
roll.

Archetypical Musings
is the first of what I hope will be a series of short stories
exploring the super-heroic mindset. Whether you gave up comic books
long ago or are still reading and enjoying the four-color
adventures of our modern titans, I present these stories for your
enjoyment.

 


May the zephyr winds that blow on high always lift
your cape.

 


Brian K. Morris

July 2014

 



Conflict

 I am contradiction and
conflict. Hear me roar!

My boot heels sound like gunfire on the deserted
street of the big city. I am as far from the lights and joyful
noise and energy and life of the downtown as I am from the dimmest
light in the night sky. This neighborhood that once knew such
pleasures of life generations ago has been neglected and overrun
with the bottom-feeders of society.

He used to live here. This is where I pick up his
foul spoor.

I was created by immortal hands to be perfect and
blessed by now-unfollowed gods to be wiser, faster, and more
powerful than they themselves could ever be. I was sent to the
civilized world to lead mankind from their barbaric ways. Men and
women of power deny themselves their dreams in the hopes of a
moment of my attention while evildoers pray I never learn of their
vile presence.

But to me at this moment in time, no one is more
important than a little girl who is lost, torn from her mother's
embrace. Young lady, I shall find you! I swear by all the gods
above and below. You shall be returned to your mother and your
delinquent father brought to justice.

Their eyes rake over me from their hiding spots,
fearful and wanting. The vermin all wish me gone, but I won't leave
until my mission is done. Some fantasize me as helpless before
their wonton urges, powerless and compliant. I am anything but
either … just ask my mother.

The young girl was barely out of grade school for
the day when her out-of-state father stole her for purposes
unknown. He once lived here before the mother of his child
successfully worked to free herself and her daughter from poverty's
relentless grasp. In the process, she also liberated herself from
the father of her only baby and his self-indulgent,
self-destructive ways.

It would make sense that the girl's kidnapper would
flee to familiar territory. Thus, I am here in the hopes of
challenging his macho arrogance, compelling him to defend himself
against a "mere woman."

When the Amber Alert went out, I felt a moral
obligation to search for the girl. My fellow crusaders for justice
attempted to talk me out of this quest, hinting that my abilities
were better suited for larger tasks.

Reuniting a daughter with her loving mother? If
there's a greater mission on Earth, I've yet to find it.

My armor is a costume that clings to my body like a
second skin of primary colors. Red and blue silks caress the fluid
curves of my form as my scarlet boots cling to my calves and
ankles. My clothing shines like neon under street lamps that wring
the final ergs of light from their yellowed bulbs. The only
exterior sign of darkness that I wear are at my wrists, pitted
metallic reminders of the price of submission and the cost of
liberation.

"Where is she?" I call out. I wait for an answer
that I don't expect. "If I have to tear down every building on this
street to find her, you know I can do it."

A deadbolt slides home to my left. Before the echo
of that sound can decay, I hurtle towards it just as a second lock
engages. Before the third deadbolt slides home, my boot sunders the
door into matchsticks.

The punk backs away, clawing at his worn leather
jacket. The fabric's original sheen is gone, marred by old food
stains and crudely-drawn gang symbols, sigils of protection in one
kingdom and a death sentence if seen in another. His snarl reveals
a lack of pride in his rarely-seen smile and his sweat stinks of
chemicals.

To defend myself, I place my fists on my hips and
allow him to stare at me, at my unattainable features. As his
projected desires and his terrors fight for dominance, I permit him
to reach for his weapon.

Years of poor decisions lead to more of the same.
His addictions leave his abilities almost to that of a child's as
the mouth of his pistol wavers like his resolve. He tries not to
meet my gaze as he pulls the trigger.

Growing up in a nation of loving warriors, we
challenge death by turning it into our amusement. We reduce the
sting of death by converting its instruments into game pieces. We
transform survival into recreation and defeat the final sleep's
hold upon us.

Instinctively, I compute the velocity of the
projectile, the angle of deflection, my reaction time versus the
muzzle flash and in the fight to live, I smile at this hoodlum's
presumption.

The bullet tears forth from the weapon, spinning
straight and true for my midsection, I raise one of my metal
gauntlets and deflect the bullet's path towards the ceiling. The
second and third shots rebound into the floor. He fires towards my
heart and I bring up my other wrist to return the projectile along
a path that runs mere centimeters from his left eye. This startles
him sufficiently that he pulls off one last shot, this one
careening towards my face.

Perhaps it was over-confident of me, but I deflect
the bullet off one gauntlet, towards the other which in turn sends
the slug flying towards his weapon. Less than a heartbeat later,
the deformed lump of metal tears the pistol from its user's grasp.
Deprived of his so-called advantage and a crutch to his imagined
power, the man falls to his knees, his hands clasped tightly as he
pleads for mercy.

I whisper the girl's name in tones that rebound from
the walls like shrapnel. "If you know where she is –"

A leer crosses his face. "What'll I get if I
do?"

I lean forward, wrinkles adding shadow to my
porcelain features. "Instead, ask what you'll get if you
don't."

He swallows a lump of fear, an act I shouldn't enjoy
as much as I do. I lean closer to the man, almost choking on the
smell of stale beer and decay. "Where is she?"

Summoning up the last of his false courage, the punk
says, "You can't make me talk." He sneers with false confidence, "I
know everythin' that goes down in this part of town. So whaddya
think you'll get from me?"

I pull my greatest weapon from my belt and whisper,
"The truth."

The weapon gleams in the poor light, almost as if it
emits its own illumination. He can't avert his gaze from its golden
glow as I loop it over his shoulders and yank it taut. His arms now
might as well be paralyzed for as much as he can move them or want
to. His eyes go glassy and a corner of his mouth lifts in the
purest high he could ever feel, one I hope to never have to inflict
on him ever again.

"Where is the girl?" I demand to know, not just
ask.

"No idea, lovely woman. I have no idea who'd know."
His yellowed teeth almost glow in the light of his bonds. "I was
just foolin' with ya."

I pull my cord from around his body with the speed
of a hummingbird's wings. The abrupt return to reality brings tears
to the tough's eyes. He silently pleads with me to return him to
his state of unnatural honesty and the bliss that comes from it,
but I already turn on my heel and hurt his pride by ignoring
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