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IT WAS A WEATHERLESS night, the kind of night that’s neither cool nor warm, and the sky is at that midway point between day and night.  The American Way, a trio of super heroes for whom an ideal was no longer enough, stood atop an empty office building in downtown, waiting and watching.

Kid B, the leader of the group, decked out in red with a large orange B emblazoned on his chest, brandished the alien wrist bands that gave him his powers.  One provided an impenetrable force field while the other fired a variety of missiles.  When the powers of the bands were combined, Kid B could take to the air, ensuring swift justice to all criminals.  Beside him stood Gadget Man whose grey costume with black cowl and cape contrasted with the bright colors of Kid B’s costume.  Hidden away in dozens of secret pockets sewn into the lining of Gadget Man’s cape were the many gadgets he had created to help him in his fight against crime.  And last but not least was Bear.  Bear had come to them, a human/animal hybrid, created by one of their greatest enemies, seeking an opportunity to do good.  To off-set the intimidating nature of his appearance, Bear wore a yellow costume with a blue cowl and cape, this image intended to put the innocent at ease.  But when he needed to, he had no problem reminding the guilty that he was indeed half animal.

On this night, the streets below were nearly empty.  Kid B hoped something happened soon because he could tell Bear was growing anxious.

“How much longer, GM?” Kid B asked.

Gadget Man had the best view of the activities below and he said, “Not much longer, I think.”

He held a small silver device in his hands, one of his innumerable gadgets, and he kept checking an array of lights arranged around it, none of which made sense to Kid B, but GM hadn’t steered them wrong yet with any of his inventions.

Bear stood back from the edge, growling.

“I say we just hop in there and tear those guys up.” the animal man snarled.

“We don’t do a thing,” Kid B said, “until they lead us back to Dr. Brain’s hidden lab.”

“But we could pummel all of them but one,” Bear insisted, “then make him take us back there.”

Before Kid B could intervene, from below they heard, “Okay, we got the stuff.  Let’s move out.”

Gadget Man aimed his device, pulled a hidden trigger and with a puff of air he shot a tracking device which attached itself to the moving van they’d been keeping tabs on.

“There it is,” Gadget Man said.

“Good work,” Kid B replied.

Gadget Man flipped his device over and opened a small screen which showed the location of his homing device.

Kid B said, “Let’s hit it,” and the three heroes took off, Kid B flying into the air with the aid of his alien wrist bands, clutching his furry partner, while Gadget Man hit a switch and his cape became a glider, powered by a small rocket on the back.  GM held the indicator in front of him and the heroes followed the moving fan at a discreet distance.

“Okay gang, they’re going to lead us to Dr. Brain, then we can bust up his organization and send that slime back to jail.”

As they sailed through the sky, Kid B thought about all the times they had already busted up Dr. Brain’s organization and sent that slime ball to jail only to have him break out and wreak more havoc.  If only he had known ahead of time, he wondered, how tough this gig would be, would he do it all over again?

Kid B’s mind drifted back to a time in the park, back when he was just plain old Robert Hanneman out for a weekend stroll.  He was thinking about what a great day it was, with the sun shining and birds singing, and Robert without a care in the world.  When suddenly his musings were interrupted by a high-pitched whining noise that briefly filled the air and, before he knew what was happening, Robert Hanneman watched a small silver ship plummet into the woods in the middle of the park.  He was startled by the blast and dashed into the woods to see what happened.

As he neared the wreckage, he saw it was a downed UFO. Lying amidst the rubble and mangled metal he saw a dying alien.  Robert reached the crash site and the alien managed to raise its head just enough to peer at Bob.  It opened its mouth to speak, but nothing came out.

Robert knelt at the alien’s side and said, “You’re trying to speak?  Do you speak English?”

The alien tried again and this time managed to croak, “Wrist bands.”

Robert Hanneman looked around and said “Wrist bands?  What does that mean?  Is that your word for help?”

“No,” the alien said.  “My wrist bands.  Take them.”  And he held up his arms to show off the golden metal wrist bands.

Robert looked around and thought, Take his wrist bands?  Do I?  What if there’s some alien thing wrong with them and they somehow take over my brain or something?  What if there’s alien bacteria on them and I get sick and die?

“Just take the bands,” the alien said.

“Okay, sorry,” Robert muttered.  “I wasn’t sure.”

He slipped the bands off the alien and over his own hands where they immediately adjusted to fit his much slimmer wrists.

The alien laid its head back and died instantly.  Before he could think anything, Robert Hanneman was lifted into the air by the wrist bands.

“Holy!” he exclaimed.  Then, when he saw what was happening, he said “Hey, this is kind of neat!”  He was surrounded by the blue glow of a force field emanating from one band while a missile shot out from the other, destroying three trees below him.

“Whoa!” he yelled.  “What was that?  A blast missile?  And somehow I’ve got the knowledge in my head how to work these bands?  And there are more missiles stashed in the ship!”  He continued to fly around the park, learning to control his movements.  He blew apart more trees and some rocks, the force field protecting him from the shrapnel.  Finally, he landed next to the wrecked craft.

“These bands area powerful weapons,” he said.  “It was fate that brought them to me.  I’ve got to use these alien wrist bands for the good of humanity.  But first I’ll have to protect my own identity, lest my foes try to take vengeance by harming my loved ones.”

He ran home to his run-down apartment and thought, Luckily my own meager living conditions will prevent anyone from suspecting my true calling.

He rummaged through his closets and drawers, tossing things from an old clothes trunk and dirty laundry basket.  He spent the next few days busily assembling his super-hero costume.  Finally he slipped his mask over his eyes, saying, “And finally, a mask to conceal my face.”

He stood in front of his full-length mirror, admiring his handiwork.

“Now a name,” he said.  “I’m fairly young, so I want something that doesn’t make me sound like an old man.  ‘Kid’ something or other.”

While posing in front of the mirror, one of the wrist bands snagged on his shirt and ripped a hole in the front.

“Oh no!  That won’t work!”

He quickly went to the closet again and pulled out another shirt similar in color.  He slipped it on without looking at it too closely and only when he went back to the mirror did he see the large orange B over the left breast.

“Fate does it again.  That’s it!  I’ll be Kid B!”

Kid B’s mid-air musings were interrupted by the growling from his man-beast partner.  They were still following the truck, and would surely be at Dr. Brain’s latest lair in seconds.

“Just let me get my paws on him!” Bear growled.

“You’ll get your chance soon enough.  I think they’re slowing down,” Kid B said.

The truck stopped at a supposedly abandoned warehouse and a section of the wall opened to admit the moving truck.  The truck entered and the panel closed again, sealing itself tight as if it had never been there.

“Okay,” Kid B said to his partners.  “There it is.  Let’s get ‘em.”

The heroes dove for the warehouse.  Kid B dropped Bear to the ground and headed for the building, surrounded by the blue glow from his force field bracelet.  Bear charged the warehouse, teeth bared and claws gleaming from his paws.

Gadget Man’s cape was now a rigid set of wings and his arms were covered in metal gloves with studs on the knuckles.  He was headed for the wall of the building.

“Let’s take him down, heroes!”

They blasted through the wall, sending debris and dust cascading all over the place.  Dr. Brain was at his computer and he looked up, at first surprised and then he smiled.

“Ah!”

The dust settled and the heroes stood there, ready.  Kid B was posed heroically.  Gadget Man held a long staff with electrodes at each end, sparks flying off them.  Bear just snarled.

The platform upon which Dr. Brain stood began to lower itself toward the floor.

“I see the American Way is early tonight.  Good boys.”

“Let’s cut the chit chat, Dr. Brain,” Kid B said.  “Whatever scheme you’ve cooked up is doomed to failure.  Why don’t you save us all some time and come along with us?”

“What would I do without you boys, eh?”

The henchmen began to inch toward the heroes, some drawing guns, others trying to sneak up behind them.

“Tell your goons to back off, Dr. Brain, and they won’t get hurt.”

“Such bravado,” Dr. Brain said.  “Such confidence.  I’m going to miss that.”

“Don’t worry,” Gadget Man said, “we’ll visit you in prison.”

“Very nice.  Sorry boys, I’m going to have to go.  I just received the last piece of equipment needed for my dimensional transport machine.  I’m going someplace without tired heroes like yourselves.  Give my regards to the rest of the rogues gallery, will you?”

With that, Dr. Brain flipped a switch on his machine, which began to glow.  A large square made of metal piping buzzed and began to glow red.  Dr. Brain was about to step through when he said, “Goodbye, boys.”

Bear leapt for him, bounding over the henchmen and roaring, “You’re not getting away that easily!”

The man-beast caught the mad doctor, but inertia drove them through the doorway nonetheless.  There was a ZZZAAAAPPPPPPPP! and then they were gone.

Kid B and Gadget Man looked at each other.  Then they looked at the henchmen.  A fight broke out as the two remaining heroes fought to get across the room to the doorway before it was deactivated.

“We’ve got to get to that doorway, GM!”

“I’m working on it, Kid!”

Gadget Man pulled weapons from his cape where everything was neatly stored in hidden pockets and began disposing of henchmen left and right while Kid B, his force field surrounding him, was attaching something to his other bracelet.

“A stun missile should put these boys down long enough for us to get in there and retrieve our partner!”

“Not to mention capturing Dr. Brain!”

“As always.”

Kid B fired a missile at a henchman who was blown back and knocked out cold.

“One more down.  Come on, GM, there’s an open path to this machine.  Let’s get in there and do our job.”

“Right behind you, KB.’

Kid B shot another stun missile, taking out another goon, then shouted, “I’ll cover you!”

“Gotcha, buddy!”

Amidst missile fire and attacking henchmen, Gadget Man ducked into the dimensional doorway, followed by that ZZZAAAAPPPPPPPP! again, and he was gone.

Kid B looked around and thought, I just hope this gizmo is still on for the return trip.

“See you goons when I bring your boss back.  In chains!”

He ducked into the machine and ZZZAAAAPPPPPPP! he was gone.
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THERE WAS DARKNESS, a grey film over everything as the world slowly came into focus.  Rubble covered the floor, broken bits of machinery and wood, scattered here and there with rat droppings.  Sunlight peeked through boarded windows.  The heroes were slowly coming to.  Their costumes smoldered.  Not far from them, a comic book lay open to page 13, a series of panels showing a familiar-looking hero approaching a doorway.  The last panel was gone, replaced by a smoldering patch of black.

Kid B was the first to get up.

“Anyone get the number of that hyper-sonic laser blaster?”

Gadget Man shook his head and replied, “Boy, that’s a wild ride.”

“Are you okay?”

Kid B was unsteady on his feet and braced himself against a dust-covered desk.

“Ask me again when I find the part of my stomach I left behind,” Gadget Man said.

“No time for that, pal.  We’ve got to find Bear and Dr. Brain and get back.  Let’s go.”

Kid B helped Gadget Man to his feet
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