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ISSUE ONE: DEATH OF A HERO

Part One: Liberty

The clear, untarnished melody of In The Mood starts up again for what must be the tenth, eleventh time—Alex has lost track at this point. It’s a good thing he doesn’t have neighbors: this is exactly the sort of thing that would get on his nerves, if he wasn’t the one doing it. He feels sentimental tonight, and the music is comforting. He doesn’t hate new music, not like some of the other guys his age, but he prefers brass and string instruments over computers. It reminds him of… happier days? No, not happier, necessarily, but more hopeful.

Once upon a time people believed that by coming together they could change the world. Things are different now—people don’t like to pitch in, because they feel the ones asking for sacrifice aren’t telling the whole truth. The worst part, he thinks, is that people aren’t necessarily wrong. Too many leaders prefer saying what they think people want to hear instead of telling the truth.

The thought pains him.

This isn’t new, Alex reminds himself. It happened back in the day, too. More than we knew.

He leans back in his chair and stares at the empty message window sitting open on his computer monitor. He sips his coffee, listens to the music, and notes the occasional rumble of thunder echoing off the Manhattan skyline. It will rain soon. An ache in his shoulder—the remnant of an old wound—suggests it will rain pretty hard.

Alex likes the rain. He likes the sound of rain striking stone, wood, glass, likes the sound of thunder rumbling across the sky. It’s a good sound. This night it will rain, a proper thunderstorm from the sound and feel of it, and Alex is at peace. The last few days have been a mess, but he’s on top of it now. He doesn’t like the solution, but it’s the only one with a chance at success. Alex is a tactician: he always maneuvers for the best possible advantage, if not for himself, then for his side. In this scenario his side needs to sacrifice a pawn. It’s his turn.

This is the last time I’ll ever hear the rain.

He almost slides from sentiment to self-pity, but he sets his jaw and pushes those thoughts aside. He has a job to do: he looks at the blank message window on his monitor and begins to type.

I know you’re going to get this, no matter what they try, because it’s you. Sorry to dump this on you kid, but you’re the only one I know who has a shot. You know how I always tell you to tone things down? How you need to show restraint?

Not this time. Give ’em hell. It’s no less than they deserve.

Capt. Alexander Morgan, Ret.
(liberty@guardians.tti)
“Give Me Liberty or Give Me Death”

He stares at the message briefly, wondering if there’s anything else he needs to say. Words fail. He almost slides into self-pity again.

He sighs, and forces himself to focus. He clicks the “attach” icon in the email window, navigates to the attachment folder, and double-clicks the file. He smiles briefly: teaching himself to encrypt that file was quite an achievement. Jenny will be proud, he thinks. If she ever finds out.

He hopes she never finds out.

His hands tremble, ever so slightly, as he types in the email address, then steady as the mouse pointer hovers over the send button. He takes a breath. Clicks the button.

A progress bar displays: sending, 2%. Alex sighs again, and waits.

He moved into his penthouse in the 90s, when floor plans favored open rooms and lots of large windows. It’s a luxury apartment, and he still feels a little guilty that he lives there, especially since he doesn’t pay for it himself. But he loves the openness, and loves the view, and considers it his refuge from the rest of the world. His sanctum. Which makes it all the more galling to him that it’s about to be intruded on in such an ugly manner.

The progress bar reaches 12% as he hears the soft click of the balcony door latch. The intruder is very good; he hardly makes a sound. Most people wouldn’t notice.

Alex notices.

His computer desk sits at the far side of the living room, next to a hall that leads to the bathroom, bedrooms, and laundry. A large L-shaped sofa separates the desk from the rest of the room. Alex reaches for a tray sitting on an ottoman wedged between the desk and sofa. His right hand grips the tray firmly as he carefully lifts it off the ottoman, testing its weight.

When the French doors burst open, Alex is ready.

The tray flies through the air, humming as it streaks across the room, smashing into a shadowy figure looming in the doorway. The tray ricochets off the figure with a loud twang and the figure staggers back, crying out in pain. Alex slides out of his seat and crouches to the ground, taking cover behind the couch as the fwip fwip fwip of silenced pistols is followed by shells bursting into drywall and shattering glass.

Alex calmly pushes a button set into the wall behind his desk.

He hears another volley of fwip fwip fwip as his assailants fire into the couch. He doesn’t flinch—the muzzle velocities of the silenced weapons are too low to pierce through the back. Better, he thinks, to let them waste their ammo. He glances up at the monitor, untouched in the firefight.

24%.

One of the French doors swings wildly, crashing against the wall with a bang. Cool, humid air seeps into the living room. Thunder rumbles in the distance. The shooting stops; Alex hears indistinct muttering outside. Then:

“I confess, Herr Morgan, I hoped the weather would mask the sound of the latch.”

Clear, precise English. Unmistakable German accent. Alex’s jaw tightens.

“Richter…”

36%.

He hears a loud crack as the front door buckles. At the same time, a shout goes up from the balcony, and the glass windows on either side of the door shatter. Alex rolls back out of the living room and into the kitchen. He stands, hidden from the living room by a half-wall, and sees the front door splinter into pieces. Men clad in tactical gear enter the room.

Not soldiers, he thinks. I will not dignify them with the name soldier.

Alex reaches for his carving knife. It is a quality weapon: well-balanced, full tang blade, always kept sharp. Two men fill the broken doorframe. One kneels and brings his rifle to bear. Without hesitation, Alex throws the blade—it flies through the air with deadly precision, piercing the target’s goggles with a loud crack and entering the left eye with a sickening schlict. The man slumps over, dead.

Alex doesn’t like killing. He avoids it whenever possible. But today he is at war, and in war prisoners are taken only when your enemy surrenders. No one will surrender tonight.

He moves faster than any human should, leaping onto a counter as gunfire rips through the wood cabinets beneath him. He’s still almost in peak form, even after decades, but he can feel the aches start to pile up, feel the sluggishness in his limbs. He’s getting old, he realizes, and although a part of him feels it’s about time, at the moment it’s inconvenient.

He launches himself across the room toward the attacker. He feels, rather than hears, the bullets flying past him. He tackles the masked figure, propelling him outside the door, into the elevator foyer. The man grunts as he hits the ground, then twitches once as Alex twists the man’s head farther than it is meant to go, breaking his neck. Alex grabs the man’s rifle, reaches down to his belt, and draws forth a bayonet.

He turns back to the door. Richter will already be reconsidering his options. He doesn’t like public displays—he probably hoped this action would be over in seconds. It isn't over; it's now more complicated. There’s a chance, Alex thinks, that if he runs Richter won’t bother to follow…

…but he has to make sure the email goes through.

He stands back, pokes the rifle around the corner, and fires blindly into the living room until he empties the magazine. He drops the rifle and runs, crouching low until he whips through the kitchen and emerges from the other side, back into the living room.

He glances at the monitor. 58%.

Alex vaults over the back of the couch, flying feet-first into someone emerging from the balcony. The man falls back and Alex rolls past, through the French doors and onto the balcony.

It’s raining now, hard; sheets of rain falling from the sky, muffling every sound but their own. Three armed men stare at Alex, startled, and attempt to raise their weapons.

None of them are Richter.

Alex lashes out with his foot, undercutting one man’s stance. The man falls flat on his back, his rifle discharging into the air. Immediately Alex throws the bayonet at another. The bayonet is crude compared to his carving knife, but capable. He doesn’t bother to watch the man fall.

The third assailant hesitates. Alex springs to his feet and leaps toward him, striking him in the solar plexus, then kneeing him in the face as he doubles over. He feels goggles crunch as he breaks the lenses, then feels blood on his knuckles as he viciously strikes at the man’s temple. In seconds all three are down.

Alex scans the area quickly. There is nothing but rain.

“Richter!”

No reply. He hears sirens in the distance, occasionally swallowed up by the thunder booming through Manhattan.

He steps over the broken glass into his living room and glances at the monitor. 89%. He sighs in relief.

Almost over, he thinks. For me, at any rate…

“Do not move, Herr Morgan.”

Alex freezes. He hears the click of a very distinctive gun’s hammer drawing back into its cocked position.

“Now raise your arms. Keep them away from your body, if you please.”

Alex obeys. “I didn’t expect you to be a part of this, Richter.”

Low laughter rumbles behind him. “No? I find that strange. I have always been dedicated to the ideals of the Third Reich. Even after it fell, the beacon lit by Mein Fuhrer always led me on my path. And now I find the ideals are but a reflection of a greater design. A Fourth Reich? A map for all mankind. It is my honor to serve.”

Out of the corner of his eye, Alex sees 97% on the monitor.

“Never understood your honor, Richter. You take it so seriously, but you tie your honor to madmen. Despots. Tyrants…”

Richter’s voice hardens. “Turn around, Herr Morgan.”

Alex turns to face Richter for the last time.

They are so alike they could be brothers: blond, blue-eyed, strong, clean-shaven, full of resolve… both warriors from a bygone age, making their way in a world that says “never forget” but can no longer remember why. Richter’s gun points directly at Alex’s head. His hand doesn’t waver. Alex knows he won’t miss.

“Tell me the name of your contact, Herr Morgan.”

Alex shakes his head. “Not going to happen.”

Richter smiles slightly. “Such arrogance. You have a choice: you may tell me now, or you will tell me later. I recommend the former.”

“There isn’t going to be a later.” Alex’s voice is flat. “If you don’t kill me now, I’m going to kill you.”

Richter’s smile falters. “You do not kill.”

Alex narrows his eyes. “You know better than that. I was a soldier. I fought, I killed. Your men in the hall are dead. At least two of the men on the balcony are dead. Not the legacy I wanted to leave behind, but I don’t have the luxury of choice tonight.”

Richter looks at Alex thoughtfully. “How much do you know?”

“Enough,” Alex says. “Enough to know the truth.”

Richter frowns. “No… no, I believe you are bluffing. As you did in ’42? Remember your little gambit in Paris? I remember it quite well.”

“Project Recall,” Alex says.

Richter’s hand tightens on the grip of his gun. “You should not have told me that.” His voice is stern, harsh, tinged with… something else. Regret.

Alex’s computer beeps.

“It doesn’t matter,” Alex says. “It’s too late now, Richter. I win.”

Alex leaps toward Richter, a study in balance, grace, power and speed. His movement is perfect—nothing wasted, no flourish, nothing that would detract from his ability to fight or kill. His fighting style is often studied, often imitated, and has no equal. By the time most people notice he’s moving, there’s little if anything to be done.

A light flashes between the two men. Richter steps backward as Alex falls to the floor, dead. He stares at the body, mesmerized by the red stain rapidly spreading across the back of Alex’s head.

“I am sorry, Captain. Truly.”

He is sorry. Yet another piece of his past has been torn away, sent hurtling into the shadows of memory. In the nights to come he will be haunted by the face of his oldest enemy leaping to his death: no malice, only resolve and a calm acceptance of what they both knew would happen.

Richter knows that look. It is the look of a man who knows his enemy has failed. That look concerns him.

He calmly unscrews the silencer from his pistol and pulls a black, eyeless mask over his face. He touches the earpiece embedded in his mask.

“This is Richter. Morgan is dead. However… we may have been too late.” Richter frowns as he notices the email window open on Alex’s monitor. “I believe he managed to contact someone.”

He walks to the computer. An open dialog box reports Message Sent.

Richter tilts his head as someone on the other end asks him a question.

“I do not know,” he says. “Hold on.”

He grabs the mouse, closes the dialog, then clicks the “Sent Messages” folder in the email program. “Yes, he emailed someone. I do not recognize the address. The account is cb@chaos.tti.”

He listens a moment. “Yes, I believe that is a Thorpe domain. That will make it harder to track, but not impossible… and it narrows the list of potential recipients.”

Sirens. They are very loud now—Richter can hear them quite clearly above the storm. “I must leave now,” he says quickly, “or risk discovery. I am headed to the extraction point. I will make following this trail my next priority.”

He steps out to the balcony, ignoring the rain, and pulls a second gun out from under his coat. He aims quickly, and fires—the grappling hook flies across the night sky, bonding instantly to the wall of a nearby building. He steps off the edge of the balcony, swinging in an arc toward the building. He shakes from the impact as he hits the building wall—the impact would shatter the legs of an ordinary man, but to him it is merely uncomfortable—then allows his grappling gun to pull him up the side of the building to the roof.

The wind dies down for a moment, and he hears the police as they storm the penthouse: shouts of challenge, of recognition, of alarm… then, finally, shouts of grief.


Issue One, Part Two: Curveball

Afternoon sunlight streams through the Gothic windows in the bank lobby, highlighting motes of dust swirling through the air. CB stifles a yawn and waits, mostly patiently, in the cavernous room’s only line. It looks more like a church than a bank, and some might consider that appropriate—a church to Mammon, perhaps.

“Here comes trouble...”

CB looks over his shoulder and grins at the smiling, elderly man in the security uniform. “Heya Frank.”

“Back again,” Frank says. “I told myself ‘it’s the third Thursday of the month. That young fella should be in today.’ And don’t you know it, here you are.”

“You know me pretty well, Frank.”

“I know all the regulars.” Frank is obviously proud of this fact. “They never surprise me. Not any more. For example, I’d bet money you’re going to refuse to open an account. Again.”

CB laughs. “That’s money you’d win. Just here to cash a check…”

“Every month,” Frank says. “Just here to cash a check. And you get off the bus to do it! Don’t they have banks where you live?”

“I don’t live in a good neighborhood,” CB says.

Frank grins broadly. “Then you should open an account. Keep your money in the bank instead of carrying it in your pockets all the time. It’s safer.”

“I’m OK,” CB says.

“Well, it’s a new girl today. Just started last week. She’s going to try to talk you into opening an account.”

“Is she now?” CB grins again. “Is she pretty?”

“She’s married.”

“I might let her talk me into it if she’s pretty.”

“You leave that poor girl alone. She’s sweet.” Frank shakes his head, torn between amusement and disapproval.

CB shrugs. “Guess I’ll just cash my check, then. Keep holding out for the girl of my dreams.”

“Girl of your dreams?” Frank asks. “What kind of girl would that be?”

“Depends on what I ate the night before...”

Frank laughs.

The line moves up one spot. CB yawns again, then grins at the woman in front of him, who tries to pretend she wasn’t glancing furtively in his direction. He doesn’t look like your typical bank patron: matted, spiky hair, a day’s growth of beard, trenchcoat, heavy boots and a Clash t-shirt make him look more like someone intending to rob it.

He briefly considers trying to strike up a conversation with the woman, just to see exactly how uncomfortable he can make her, but the thought of the effort involved makes him tired. He sighs, slips on his earbuds, and chooses a random track from his iPod. He closes his eyes, lets the screeching vocals of the Hives surround him, and is completely oblivious when the front of the bank explodes.

The front wall blows inward, showering the patrons with a hailstorm of concrete rock, shards of glass, and a powdery mixture of both. Larger pieces of concrete litter the front of the lobby like man-made boulders; exposed support beams twist out from the intact portions of the wall like bonsai trees.

The line dissolves as people scatter, shrieking and yelling in alarm. Some hide behind desks or booths, others run to the restrooms or look for the back exit. Frank runs to a man half-pinned under a broken concrete slab and tries to push the slab away; he’s too old, it’s too large.

Dozens of silhouettes appear in the billowing cloud of concrete dust. Moments later they emerge: soldiers in gold armor, carrying rifles of unknown design and wearing gold helmets that obscure their faces entirely. They begin shouting commands in perfectly modulated tones, separating the frightened patrons into small, manageable groups against three remaining walls. Frank is forced away from the man he’s trying to help, stripped of his sidearm and herded into one of the groups. More men in gold armor appear, pulling large, floating containers behind them.

CB wonders how Pelle Almqvist manages to get his voice to sound like that. It sounds amazing.

Frank does his best to calm the hostages, but he’s only one man. They’re in various stages of distress: some, tight-faced and unblinking, manage to hold it together. Others are hysterical: a small girl is screaming uncontrollably at the sight of a man with his face covered in cuts, a byproduct of all the glass flying through the air moments before. They’re superficial wounds, but the girl doesn’t know that—to her the man is bleeding to death and nobody cares.

CB inhales dust and coughs. He frowns, wonders why the room smells like burning cinderblock, and opens one eye. His frown deepens, and he opens his other eye. He looks around the room, sighs slightly, and reaches into one of his trenchcoat pockets. He pulls out a carton of cigarettes.

The gold figures—CB automatically classifies them as “minions”—are going from group to group, going through the personal belongings of each adult hostage, collecting driver’s licenses and taking down names when a driver’s license isn’t available. CB rhythmically beats the back of his carton, watching the soldiers go about their work, idly wondering why none of them have noticed him yet. 

At that moment, one of the soldiers notices him. He barks out an order, and three more advance on CB, weapons drawn.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

CB looks at the soldier asking the question; the phrase Disco Stormtrooper flashes through his mind. He manages to keep a straight face.

“Packing,” he says. “Makes it taste better.”

“Get out of the way,” another says, and gestures with his rifle.

CB flips open the top of the carton and pulls out a cigarette. “Nah.”

The soldier hesitates. “Get out of the way,” he repeats, obviously hoping for a different response.

CB shrugs. “I’d rather wait for your boss. You do have one, right? I’m assuming you do, since you’re all wearing the same uniform, and you don’t seem to have a hive mind—”

The floor trembles as a massive silhouette looms in the gaping hole where a bank wall used to stand. Easily ten feet tall and three times wider than a full-grown man, it’s a hulking construct of gold-tinted steel and polymer. A large, still-smoking gun is affixed to its right arm—similar in design to the rifles the soldiers carry, but significantly larger.

“Do not move!” The figure’s voice is modulated and artificial, similar to the soldiers' voices but significantly deeper in pitch. “This bank is currently under my possession. It will be released when we take what we need. Obey Doctor AEvil and live!”

CB rolls his eyes. The soldiers facing him thrust their rifles out menacingly. CB ignores them, places the filter of a cigarette between his lips, and fishes around his pockets for a lighter.

“You!” The soldier’s voice is even louder. “Get over against the wall. NOW!”

“Can’t.” CB pulls out a silver Zippo from his pocket. The movement makes one of the soldiers twitch nervously, but none of them fire. “Doctor ‘AEvil’ over there told us not to move. I think he outranks you.”

The soldier hesitates. “Do not move!”

“Well, I have to move a little…” CB flips open the Zippo, producing a tiny, orange flame. He brings the lighter up to the end of his cigarette and inhales sharply. The cherry glows bright orange, and with a second flip the lighter is doused. “Autonomic whatsits and other bodily functions, right? I mean, you wouldn’t want us to drop dead. That would make the hostage negotiation portion of your evening a real drag.”

“What is this?” Doctor AEvil notices the soldiers surrounding the lone man in the middle of the lobby and advances on them. The ground shakes with each step. “Why isn’t this man contained against the wall?”

The soldiers hesitate again. “You…”

“Not their fault,” CB says. “They were telling me to move when you told everyone not to move. I figured you were the guy I should be listening to. Am I right? Doctor… AEvil, is it?”

A burst of modulated noise that might have been a garbled harrumph emerges from a grille positioned on the helmet that roughly approximates the location of a mouth. CB can see a speaker vibrating behind the grille. “Yes. I am Doctor AEvil. And SOON THE WORLD WILL—”

“Will what?” CB takes a drag from his cigarette, casually blowing smoke in the direction of one of the soldiers. “Tremble in fear? Fear that name? No, wait, don’t tell me. I think I have this figured out.”

Ignoring the soldiers, he walks up to the hulking armored figure, gesturing with his lit cigarette. “They mocked you. They called you mad. They told you not to meddle in forces humanity didn’t understand. They tried to ruin you—ruin you! But you swore, you swore you’d show them, you’d show them all! … am I close?”

Doctor AEvil’s helmet swivels down to regard him. “Who are you?”

“Don’t get me wrong,” CB says, “I’m not, you know, mocking you. I appreciate when a guy has a grasp of the classics. I know some think they’re old hat, but me, I think it’s damned refreshing to meet someone who’s rejected the whole postmodern, angst-ridden personae and gone straight for revenge as a motivator. But… robbing a bank? Seriously? A scientist? Shouldn’t you be constructing a death ray, or a killer robot?”

Doctor AEvil stares down at CB in silence.

“Or something?”

Doctor AEvil considers the question. “Science is… expensive.”

“Well, I’ll have to grant you that one,” CB says. “And again I have to compliment you on the practicality of your motives. We’re not brooding, we’re not working through daddy issues, we’re just solving a problem. Science is expensive, so we rob a bank. That pretty much paints the entire picture. Except for the name thing.”

“What about my name?” If it’s possible for a modulated, electronic voice to sound stiff and defensive, Doctor AEvil manages to pull it off.

“Well, come on. ‘AEvil?’ You were so fixated on ‘Doctor Evil’ that you just couldn’t let it go? I mean, it’s better than DocEvil666 or xXxDoctorEvilxXx—going with the diphthong is creative, I’ll grant you that—but why not ‘Doctor Destroyer?’ Or ‘Doctor Destruction?’ Or something else entirely? And why is ‘evil’ so important, anyway? I mean, so far I see greed and a desire for revenge. That’s a little on the selfish side, but—”

“DO NOT MOCK ME!” Doctor AEvil bellows. “Tell me who you are at once!”

CB shrugs. “Everyone calls me CB. Pleasure’s all mine, by the way. I like your armor. Big. Got a mecha kind of vibe, am I right? Gold is a nice touch, though. Most guys would go with gray, or crimson red, or maybe olive green. The gold definitely makes it more… sciency.”

“Hey, feller.” CB and Doctor AEvil turn to face Frank, who’s standing apart from the rest of his group and frowning at CB. “You’re not allowed to smoke in here.”

CB raises an eyebrow. “Really, Frank? Is that the biggest violation of bank rules you see in this room right now?”

Frank shakes his head. “No, but I figure it’s the one I can do something about.”

CB laughs. “Fair enough. I’ll get rid of it.” He turns back to Doctor AEvil. “Frank’s had a rough day. I figure he deserves a little consideration on my part, you know? The thing is, though…” CB looks around casually. “I don’t see any ash trays in here. Probably because it’s a smoke-free building, right? But… well. I don’t suppose you’d let me go outside to put it out?”

Doctor AEvil doesn’t reply.

“Right. That’s what I thought.” CB sighs. “Oh well, I guess it’s a flip of the coin, then.”

He flicks his wrist, and the still-lit cigarette flies straight up into the air, sailing up to the ceiling with unusual speed, where it embeds itself in one of the ceiling-mounted sprinklers.

CB whistles. “I never did that before. That’s a first for me. I mean, I know it doesn’t reach the level of designing powered armor or putting together a small army to rob banks with, but hey, I gotta take my kudos where I can, you know?”

CB winks. Somewhere in the lobby, something makes a small popping sound. Seconds later the ceiling sprinklers activate, dousing the lobby in water.

The minute water hits Doctor AEvil’s gun it sparks. CB casually steps back as a shower of sparks erupt from the barrel, transforming it into an elaborate sparkler. Doctor AEvil shouts in alarm, starts to turn, then stops cold. A puff of smoke emerges from the back of the armor; Doctor AEvil stands stone-still, frozen in place.

The soldiers stare in mute amazement at Doctor AEvil’s now-motionless form. The sprinklers stop, and for a few seconds the only sound in the room is the soft, rhythmic dripping of condensation falling from the ceiling to the floor.

CB grins.

“Get him!” One of the soldiers takes command of the situation and raises his rifle, taking aim. CB winks. Something pops, then the soldier’s rifle erupts in a shower of sparks. The soldier jumps back, throwing the rifle down in alarm. It begins to spin on the ground like one of the fancier fireworks you can buy on holidays.

CB runs back to where he'd stood in line, passing the three soldiers who originally accosted him. They stare at him, unmoving, then as the other soldiers begin to open fire they start after him. CB crouches into a slide as bolts of energy streak above him. The soldiers are shooting at him freely, and the rifles are definitely a cut above the norm.

He slides under one of the velvet ropes set up to corral patrons into a single open line. He falls to his knees and leans back, letting the rope pass over him like a limbo pole; as he slides under he reaches up, grabs the rope by the middle, and jerks sharply. The weighted posts wobble, and CB twists around, comes up to one knee, then stands. A bolt of energy severs the rope from the right post, streaks by CB with only inches to spare, and leaves a scorch mark on the far wall.

CB jerks on the rope a second time. The remaining post revolves around its base in a wide circle, tips over, and knocks into a second. That post falls, and its rope goes taut as it pulls the third post down, right into the path of the first soldier. He trips, gets tangled in the rope, and falls on his face. The impact reverberates through the room with a loud clang.

The second soldier tries to sidestep the first. CB winks, and the first soldier twitches, kicking one of the fallen posts. It spins around in place and stops directly beneath the second soldier’s foot as it comes down. He trips, turns, and falls backward on another velvet rope, pulling both of its weighted posts directly on his helmet. A second, deafening clang fills the room. He twitches, then lies still.

“Boss skimped on the padding, didn’t he?” CB casually kicks a third weighted post over. As it falls, it drags the second post down, and the velvet rope tangles itself around another weighted post, which also falls. The cascading effect resembles a very complicated combination of dominoes and cirque du soleil, ending in the third soldier getting hopelessly ensnared in four separate velvet ropes wrapped completely around him.

The room is silent.

CB frowns. The room shouldn’t be silent. He vaguely remembers people shooting at him, and wonders why it stopped. Looking around, he realizes the other soldiers have been overpowered, immobilized, and disarmed by the bank patrons. The patrons begin to cheer as they realize they helped stop a bank robbery.

CB grins, runs his fingers through his hair to try to salvage what he can of his spike, then walks up to the teller’s booth where a young, pretty woman stands gaping at the scene.

“’Scuse me, miss,” CB says, reaching into his pocket and pulling out a slightly damp check, “I know you’ve been through a lot, and I suppose it’s a little inconvenient right now, but do you think you could cash this for me? I could really use the dough...”


Issue One, Part Three: Farraday City Boardwalk

In the nineties Farraday City was poised to become the next successful beach resort: middle-class and white-collar professionals flocked to its shores, looking to spend a few weeks of their precious holiday time somewhere far enough away to feel like a break, but not so far they couldn’t rush back to the office in an emergency. Then the recession hit, and people stopped coming. Farraday City’s economy tanked, the high-rise building projects stopped, the motel resorts were condemned, and it quickly turned into a metropolitan ghost town.

That’s when organized crime moved in.

They wanted a new Vegas: instead of building one from scratch, they bought a fixer-upper. They restored the buildings, brought in their own politicians, bought the police force, and got the city running again—their way. It is, depending on who you ask, either an East Coast oceanside paradise, or a festering pit of corruption. It’s consistently listed as the “Most Corrupt City in the United States,” as well as the “Most Dangerous City to Live In,” and, in one article that secures its infamy, it’s described as “the only place in America where being a resident is grounds for probable cause.”

There’s very little in the way of “Family Entertainment” in the new Farraday City, unless you use “Family” to mean “organized crime.” The remnants of the old city that were intended for families have been repurposed and adapted to new things. The Boardwalk, once a favorite spot for families to stroll along when they were taking a break from sunbathing, surfing, or building sand castles, has turned into a skid row strip with an oceanfront view.

That’s where CB lives. He has decidedly mixed feelings about his neighbors.

Despite the change in demographic, the Boardwalk remains a popular spot. The wooden strip that travels down the shoreline is the main thoroughfare between all the bars, pool halls, brothels, and flop houses that replaced the restaurants, surf shops, souvenir shops, and other tourist attractions from the old days. During the day—the Boardwalk is much safer to traverse in the day than it is at night—you can still see some of the charm it had in better days. If you squint, and cock your head to the side.

And if you’re drunk.

As CB walks down the Boardwalk he keeps a protective hand over the roll of bills stashed in his pocket. Tom Waits plays on his iPod as he tries very hard to ignore the smell. The Boardwalk can be an assault on the senses—in some situations, in a very literal way—but this is something new. He doesn’t know what it is, but it’s vile, and it’s coming from below.

He tries not to think too much about it. As a general rule, the only people who go under the Boardwalk are homeless and deranged. It’s not his problem, and he doesn’t need any new ones. When he arrives at his favorite bar and realizes the smell isn’t going away—it is, in fact, stronger than before—he decides he’s going to have to make it his problem after all.

He sighs, walks over to the seaside edge of the Boardwalk, and peers down. The drop is about twelve, thirteen feet. CB sighs again, hitches one leg over the rail, then the other, and drops to the beach below. He lands on his feet, bends his knees to absorb the shock, and straightens, turning to face the underside of the Boardwalk. The smell is even stronger now, and he wrinkles his nose in disgust. It’s definitely something dead, and he doubts it’s fish.

It’s afternoon, and the sun’s high enough in the sky that there isn’t any light getting in under the Boardwalk. CB fumbles with his cigarettes and hastily lights one, puffing quickly, hoping the smell of burning tobacco will cut into the stench of decay. Finally he pulls out a small Mag-lite from his trenchcoat, twists it on, and peers into the darkness.

He finds the bodies immediately. Twelve of them: all male, from what he can tell, though the corpses are so swollen it’s difficult to say for certain. All are bound hand and foot, all are gagged, and it looks as if their throats have been cut. It’s a methodical job, and everything about it says reprisal.

Except, CB thinks, that reprisals are usually put on public display. He isn’t sure this counts. The bodies aren’t hidden, exactly, but they are out of view. On the other hand, they’re placed in a location where someone will find them eventually. There are too many people top-side, and if the stench hadn’t driven CB down to investigate, one of the locals would have come. Eventually.

He decides the killer wants the bodies found, but not immediately. For what purpose? A chance to skip town? A chance to establish an alibi? He plays his flashlight over the swollen corpses, looking for anything obvious, and sees nothing. No clues, no hunches. He turns off the Mag-lite, walks down the beach until he finds a way back onto the Boardwalk, and makes his way back to his original destination.

Once upon a time the Swordfish was a seafood restaurant—now it’s a bar with a swordfish motif. CB walks into the dimly-lit main room and nods to the bartender, a burly man with a twice-broken nose, playing solitaire at the far end of the bar.

“Jerry.”

The bartender doesn’t look up. “Here to pay your tab?”

“Among other things...”

Jerry looks up and smiles broadly at him. “CB! My favorite customer! How can I help you today?”

CB fishes for the roll of bills and counts out what he owes as he crosses the room. Jerry stares at the money with intense interest, and when CB places what he owes on the bar, he carefully counts it out on his own. When he’s satisfied, Jerry goes over to the wall, opens up a small safe sitting next to a wood carving of a flounder, and stuffs the money inside.

The Swordfish is empty and dark. A few committed drunks sit at the bar, and two men engaging in serious conversation sit in a booth in a shadowy corner. Most of the light comes from the one TV set up high behind the bar. The sound is turned down too low to hear, but it looks like a game show.

“OK,” Jerry says. “We’re square.”

“Yeah, good. Look, I need to use your phone.”

Jerry narrows his eyes. “Use your own.”

CB shrugs. “Don’t have one.”

Jerry snorts. “Right. You don’t have a phone. Hell, even the homeless have phones these days.”

CB shrugs again.

“Yeah, well, forget it,” Jerry says. “My phone ain’t for personal calls.”

“This isn’t personal. It’s about that smell. Or hadn’t you noticed?”

Jerry looks at CB steadily. “I don’t want to get involved.”

“Yeah? OK. You want your regulars to spend their money somewhere else tonight? Because that smell is going to get worse before it gets better.”

Jerry frowns, struggling between a healthy desire for self-preservation and an unhealthy desire to make money. Eventually greed wins over; Jerry pulls a cordless phone out from under the bar, sliding it over to him.

CB picks up the phone, dials, and waits.

“Farraday PD.” The voice on the other end of the phone sounds grumpy and vaguely ill.

“Larry!” CB acts like he’s greeting a friend he hasn’t seen in years.

“Oh, Christ.” The voice, if anything, sounds grumpier. “Damn it all CB, stop calling me.”

“Calm down, Larry, I’m just doing my civic duty.”

The voice grows a little hostile. “I thought we already had that talk. We don’t want your charitable contributions.”

“Twelve corpses stinking up the Boardwalk, right under the Swordfish.”

“Sounds like a personal problem.”

“It’s personal to someone,” CB agrees. “Arms and legs bound, gagged, throats cut…”

“Stop.” The hostility is gone, replaced with a sharpness that indicates CB has his full attention. “You saw this yourself?”

“Yeah, I saw it myself. It’s not pleasant and it stinks. It might make a good story for the paper though. I bet I could make a few bucks if I—”

“Stop talking right damn now. And you don’t mention this to anyone till our guys get there.”

“When is that going to be, Larry? You know me. I get bored and I’m easily distracted…”

“Just sit tight. We’ll be there in half an hour, tops.” The phone clicks. CB hears a dial tone.

“That was fast,” CB says.

“Shouldn’t have mentioned the Swordfish,” Jerry complains. “Now they’re going to think I had something to do with it.”

“No they won’t. Larry was a little too interested in this one. I think this has probably happened before, and someone made the case a priority. That means it didn’t happen on the Boardwalk, because the police don’t care what happens here. And everyone knows you don’t leave the Boardwalk.”

“They might want to use me as a patsy,” Jerry says.

CB shakes his head. “Not Larry. He’ll lean on you, tell you all the nasty things the department will do if you talk about this—and I recommend not talking about it, pretty much for that reason—but other than that he’ll leave you alone. Maybe even bribe you to shut up, if you play it right.”

Jerry looks thoughtful as he tries to figure out how to play it right.

CB laughs. “Get me a beer, will you? Put it on my new tab.”

The police arrive half an hour later, led by one Lieutenant Larry Hoydt: a rail-thin, bespectacled, balding man who radiates contempt for everything around him. He is flanked by two officers who look more like thugs than policemen: large, muscular, thick-necked men. When he sees CB at the bar, he shouts “You!” and gestures. The officers flank CB, one on each side.

CB casually finishes his drink, nods to each in turn, then spins around on his stool, hooks his elbows on the back of the bar, and grins at Hoydt. “Heya Larry. Got here faster than I expected.”

“Are you gonna show me these twelve bodies, or am I gonna have to improvise and settle for one?” Larry has a direct approach that makes him intimidating despite his meek appearance.

CB likes him. He can’t tell if Larry is dirty but not committed to it, or if he’s clean but he’s given up trying. In Farraday City, that’s a plus: most of the FCPD display great enthusiasm for corruption.

“Why Larry, it’s wonderful to see you too,” CB says. “OK, follow me. Your corpses are at sea level.”

CB steps outside, the Lieutenant and his officers in tow. No one is outside but the police. They’ve closed off the area—roughly two blocks of the Boardwalk in all—and the Swordfish’s parking lot is full of squad cars.

CB turns to the Lieutenant. “You guys had nothing else to do today?”

“Shut up,” Hoydt says. “Habeas corpus.”

CB takes them down to the beach, and back to the crime scene. Much to his surprise, he sees the police are already there: a forensics team stoops over one of the bodies, other uniformed men are strapping other bodies to gurneys, and someone is filming the entire crime scene.

They’re still a few hundred feet from the spot when Hoydt says, “Let's stop right here.”

“OK…” CB turns to the Lieutenant, confused. “Looks like your boys managed to find the stiffs without any help from me. Why did you want me to show you this spot again?”

“Because,” Hoydt says, “I didn’t want anyone to overhear us have this little conversation.”

The two officers at his side look at CB with an aura of cool menace.

CB looks from officer to officer to Hoydt. “Didn’t think it would go this way, Larry.”

“Shut up,” the Lieutenant snaps, then lowers his voice so it’s barely audible over the surf. “They’re just for show. My bosses think I’m threatening to make your life a living hell unless you pretend like this never happened.”

CB nods slowly. “I see. And what are you really doing, Larry?”

“Oh, I’m still going to do that,” he says. “I know better than to piss them off. But just between you, me, Marty and Pete here—and it better stay between us—my heart just won’t be in it. There are things I might do in other situations that I just won’t be able to bring myself to do here, because this thing is way the hell outta my league.”

CB frowns. “What thing?”

“I can’t tell you that!” Lieutenant Hoydt looks over CB’s shoulder at the team processing the scene. “It’ll take longer to explain this than it will to tell you to keep your nose out of it. Understand?”

CB nods again. The Lieutenant is trying to tell him the conversation is being watched.

“What I can tell you is that these corpses are going to be taken to the city morgue for quick identification, and that some of us will be there to compare notes on the case… and it just might come to pass that after we go home, say at eight or nine o’clock tonight, someone might accidentally leave his notes behind. And then a few hours later—let’s say around eleven—he might suddenly remember and come back to pick them up, because it’d be bad news if he didn’t show up at work with that information the next day.” Hoydt stares straight at CB and raises his voice. “That was the polite request, asshole. And you really want to keep this polite. Got it?”

CB throws up his hands in mock surrender. “Got it, Lieutenant. Clear. Crystal. Now if you don’t mind, I gotta go make good with Jerry. No way he’s gonna get any decent business tonight now that the police have him surrounded.”


Issue One, Part Four: Farraday City Morgue

The Farraday City Morgue is a modern building, built when the crime families moved in and started renovating the city. The police stations, hospitals, and morgue are all state-of-the-art facilities. CB is amused that a city government so thoroughly owned by organized crime will spend so much money on a crime-fighting infrastructure—it seems counter-intuitive. Still, there’s a difference between “well-run” and “honest”—the city faithfully protects the people who can afford to pay for that protection.

He finds the room where the bodies are stored by calling the morgue from a payphone and pretending to be one of the Mayor’s aides, berating a nervous orderly who doesn’t want to offend City Hall. An autopsy room is reserved for that case, and it’s always kept locked and under armed guard. It’s an interesting complication.

He arrives at the morgue at 8:30 PM. It’s closed to the public by then, but it’s trivial to get in—he loiters around one of the smoking areas until an orderly comes out for a smoke break, banters with his fellow smoker for a while, then sticks his foot in the door when the orderly goes back inside. Once inside, it’s easy to stay out of sight: the evening shift is lightly staffed, and entire parts of the building are completely empty. Nobody expects to see him, so nobody does.

He makes his way to the room the nervous orderly described. Sure enough, when he peers around the last corner he sees a bored uniformed officer standing in front of the door, talking on a cell phone.

“Yeah, I don’t know. All I know is, if I don’t get her something this time I’m going to catch all kinds of hell, and I don’t want to deal with it any more. You know? I mean, it’s not like she’s my wife or anything…”

CB looks at the cell phone and winks. It pops. The officer frowns, then starts shaking the phone.

“Crap…” The officer turns it over in his hands and pries open the back. “Oh, come on, I know it had more of a charge than that!” He looks down the hall apprehensively, and CB pulls back to stay out of sight. A second later, the officer swears again, and muttering under his breath about a spare battery, he disappears down a side hall.

CB waits a moment for the officer’s footsteps to fade, then runs up to the locked door. He pulls out a thin, flat piece of metal from his trenchcoat pocket, wedges it between the door and frame, and pulls down forcefully. The door clicks, and pulls open easily. CB steps inside, pulls the door closed behind him, and re-locks it. A few moments later he hears the officer resume his post.

I’ll have to figure that out later, CB thinks.

It’s dark, so he fishes out his Mag-lite. He’s in an office with four desks. Each desk has a computer. One of the desks has a stack of folders on it. Swinging double doors sit at the other end of the room.

CB picks up the folders and walks across the room, swinging open one of the doors and stepping through. It’s the Autopsy Room, and it’s large: rows upon rows of cold chambers are set into the walls. He lets the door swing shut behind him, then flips the light switch. Cold fluorescent lights flicker on, and he sees that all but six of the cold chambers have name tags—the room is almost full.

How long has this been going on?

The last twelve tagged chambers are John Does—those are the ones CB discovered today—but the others are identified. A quick scan of names suggests that all of the victims are men.

The autopsy table is empty and clean, so CB spreads out the folders, going through each in turn. The police reports go back as far as six months. Going through the folders, he realizes the bodies in this room are only for the recent crimes.

A serial killer, then. They’re always cheerful cases.

Six months ago, the first known victims appeared—three men found laid out in an alleyway, arms and legs bound, gagged, throats cut. A month later, five more victims. Three weeks after that, another five. A month later, two more bodies, and for the last three months bodies have been popping up with increasing regularity, and in ever greater numbers. Seventy-three dead in all so far.

Toxicity reports show each victim had a form of anesthesia in their system, and the coroner suspects they were completely anesthetized before they were killed. The victims have little in common. There are victims with different races, different ages, different heights, different weights, and the brief background check added to each file suggests they’re from different economic, political and religious backgrounds as well.

“In other words,” CB mutters to himself, “other than being men, the only thing they have in common is the way they died.”

He wonders about the anesthesia. It’s an odd choice.

One of the folders holds a collection of police notes from each crime scene. CB studies these closely, trying to memorize every detail. Locations. Dates. Names of witnesses, possible suspects, possible motives, everything. When he finishes the file he checks his watch—it’s close to the time Larry said he’d be coming back for his notes. He hastily gathers each set and puts them back on the desk where he found them. He puts his ear next to the outer door, listening. He hears the guard humming to himself tonelessly.

Right.

Back in the autopsy room he rummages through some of the bins under the autopsy table until he finds a set of clean scrubs. He changes into them quickly, placing his trenchcoat into a large orange contaminated waste bag, then turns off the light as he leaves. He unlocks the outer door, opens it, and deliberately walks into the officer.

“Sorry,” CB mutters.

“Hey!” The officer whirls around in alarm, hand on his pistol. “Who the hell are you?”

CB stares at the guard blankly, then laughs bitterly. “I’m the guy who drew the short straw. Make the new guy do it, right? I better not get screwed over on this overtime, that’s all I’m saying.” He stifles a yawn. “I hope you guys appreciate this. I don’t see the rush myself. It’s not like the jokers in there are suddenly going to get more dead.”

The officer relaxes slightly. “I didn’t know anyone was in there.”

“Oh, that’s just perfect. They tell me to stay late and then they forget to tell the guy with the gun.”

The officer smirks. “Sounds right. Find anything?”

“No,” CB says, “I didn’t. Which, by an amazing coincidence, is what I told everybody I’d find. Same MO, same cause of death, same everything. Only now there’s sand. Look… can I go?”

The guard laughs and waves him away. CB stalks off, still muttering to himself about bosses and overtime. When he’s out of the officer’s sight he grins, pulls off the scrubs, puts on his trenchcoat, and makes his way to the exit.

The police aren’t blockading the Swordfish any more, but the news of the day's events has thinned the evening crowd considerably. When he walks into the bar, CB is greeted by one or two of the regulars and by Jerry’s frosty stare.

CB sits at one of the empty stools at the bar and smiles brightly. “How’s it going, Jerry?”

Jerry growls.

“That well? Great. How about a beer? Put it on my tab.”

“No tabs tonight,” Jerry says. “I’m losing a lot of business because of you.”

“They’ll be back tomorrow.”

“I’m still losing money tonight.”

“The hell you are,” CB says. “I’ll bet any odds you want that Lieutenant Hoydt paid you hush money to keep quiet about everything. It’s probably more money than you’d make in a week.”

He doesn’t actually know any of this, but Jerry grunts in agreement.

“It’s still a pain in the ass, though,” Jerry says. “And don’t you go spreading that around, either. If people hear the police are paying me money, they’re going to start thinking I’m informing on them, and—”

“Shut up a minute.” CB holds his hand up, cutting Jerry off. He stares hard at the TV. “Turn up the sound, OK?”

Jerry snorts. “What, the news? Why the hell would I—”

“Turn. Up. The. Sound.” Something about the tone in CB’s voice makes Jerry forget what he’s going to say next. He turns up the TV.

“Everybody shut up a minute!” CB shouts, and the patrons in the bar settle down to stare at him curiously. CB ignores them. He stares up at the screen, transfixed, his expression a mix of interest and concern.

The TV shows the interior of an apartment—a posh one, from the look of it, with a view of what has to be Manhattan. Lots of glass and carpet—only the carpet is stained with blood, most of the glass is broken, and the furniture—nice furniture—is upended.

“…half an hour ago,” a woman’s voice says. “Police responded to the alarm and found the bodies of men in paramilitary uniforms, each armed with military-grade weapons. There are reports of another body on the scene who does not appear to have been associated with the attackers…”

“What’s wrong, CB?” Jerry whispers.

“Shut up,” CB says.

Then: “I recognize that apartment.”

The picture cuts back to the newsroom, where an attractive, well-manicured anchorwoman gazes serenely into the camera. “We do not currently have any information on the identity of the victim, but we expect to hear a statement from the police any minute now—hold on please—I’m getting a report the police are issuing a statement now. We’re switching to our team on location to report this statement live.”

The camera changes to show a small podium erected in front of a building CB doesn’t recognize. Police line both sides of the podium, and an older man—CB recognizes him as the New York City Chief of Police—walks past the men and takes position behind the podium.

“I’m going to get right to the point,” the Chief says.

The entire bar is silent. CB hears his heart beating in his chest.

“I know you all have questions, but I’m not going to answer them now. I’m going to issue a brief statement now, with a more thorough press conference in the following days. This evening, roughly an hour ago, armed men stormed the private residence of retired Army Captain Alexander Morgan, better known as the hero Liberty…”

CB tenses. A wave of whispers roll through the bar, countered by frantic shushing noises until the bar quiets again.

“Based on an initial assessment of the crime scene, it appears that Captain Morgan was taken by surprise. He was able to fight off most of his attackers…”

The bar patrons mutter their approval. Even in Farraday City, Liberty is admired.

“Unfortunately…” The Chief’s voice catches. The room falls silent. “Unfortunately, Captain Morgan was not…” His voice catches again, and he clears his throat huskily. “Was not able to defend himself against all attackers. While he drove them off, he was wounded in the assault, and…”

The Chief looks up from his prepared statement. His eyes glisten in the camera lights.

“It is my solemn and unfortunate duty to report that Captain Alexander Morgan was pronounced dead at Mercy Hospital at 10:37 PM. Apparent cause of death was a gunshot wound to the head. This has been ruled as homicide and no expense will be spared by this department to find the responsible party.”

The TV switches back to the anchorwoman. She’s trying to keep up a professional facade, but it’s not going to last. Her right hand grips a pen so tightly her knuckles are white.

“We’ll… we’ll return after these messages with more updates and analysis on this tragic event,” she says.

The screen fades to black, then cuts to commercial. The bar sits in stunned silence. Finally, CB stands, expression unreadable.

“Jerry.”

Jerry looks at him nervously. “Yeah.”

“I’m going to need to borrow your phone again.”


ISSUE TWO: HOMECOMING

Part One: Obituary

ALEXANDER THOMAS MORGAN, 1920-2011. Soldier, hero, and humanitarian, he died at the age of 91.

Alexander Morgan, son of Ira and Adelle Morgan, born February 17, 1920 in Baltimore, MD. His father was a sailor and veteran of World War I. Morgan was raised to love his country, and had often said his father’s example instilled in him a desire to serve in the Armed Forces from a very early age. At the age of 18 he joined the Army, and immediately volunteered for the now-famous Project Paragon, the United States’ response to Germany’s Ubermann Initiative. As the most successful and visible “byproduct” of Project Paragon, he fought on the front lines against the Axis and became a rallying figure for many of the soldiers across all Allied forces, not just American, but British, French, even Russian.

During the war Morgan was promoted to Lieutenant and finally to Captain. After the war he intended to settle down, but it was at this point that the “atomic humans”—a phrase eventually replaced by the term “meta-humans”—began to emerge. Morgan found himself called out of civilian life in order to combat a new menace, this time largely civilian, consisting of atomic humans who used their abilities to gain wealth and power by force. Morgan resumed the mantle of Liberty and joined forces with the Living Flame, Titan, and the Whispering Man to form the Protectors, the first hero group to receive official government sanction.

This sanction proved to be short-lived. The House Un-American Activities Committee began to investigate charges that some self-styled heroes were communists, and while Liberty was never charged or investigated, the Whispering Man was called to testify. When the Whispering Man refused and turned vigilante, the Protectors were forced to disband.

It was during the post-Protector era that the effects of Project Paragon became apparent: Morgan was now in his late thirties but still had the physique of a man in his early twenties. By the 1960s it became apparent that his aging process had slowed drastically.

The 60s showed a decline in public opinion toward Morgan’s role as the hero Liberty. Changes in society and the emergence of the youth counterculture led to a growing distrust in authority figures, and Liberty was seen as part of “the system.” Still, even when his popularity was at its ebb he had unexpected admirers: Abbie Hoffman once said, “when you meet Liberty you remember why this America thing sounded like a good deal in the first place. Then you look around, and you realize he’s the only part of the deal that’s left.”

In the 60s and 70s Liberty took stances on social issues that, for a time, alienated him from the establishment he was so closely associated with. He supported the Civil Rights Movement, though he remained an outspoken critic of its militant fringes such as the Weathermen and the Black Panthers. He was deeply opposed to the Vietnam war, primarily because he felt the draft had been manipulated in a way that disproportionately chose the poor. His opposition to the war made him very unpopular with Presidents Lyndon Johnson and Richard Nixon. One of the more famous Nixon tapes features a nineteen-minute rant where the President accuses Liberty of collaborating with Jewish and Homosexual co-conspirators to undermine his presidency.

In the mid-70s, Liberty joined another hero group, the New Vanguard. The New Vanguard focused on disrupting the drug trade in New York City, and was responsible for thwarting a plot to destroy the United Nations by the Reichstaadt, a meta-human Neo-Nazi group. The New Vanguard disbanded in the early 80s, and Liberty resumed a career as a solo hero until he partnered with reformed villain Curveball for the last half of the 80s and through the 90s. In 1989, Liberty and Curveball joined the Guardians of Justice, another New York hero group led by Robert Thorpe, the high-tech hero Gladiator. The Guardians disbanded shortly after 9/11 when Thorpe refused to allow the newly-formed Department of Homeland Security to take control of the group.

After the Guardians disbanded, Morgan returned to civilian life and devoted himself to humanitarian work. He refused to make any public statements concerning the divisive and turbulent political division that characterized the first decade of the 21st century.

Morgan is survived by two children, Juliet and Alexander Jr, five grandchildren, and fourteen great-grandchildren.

A private memorial service will be held for family and close friends, with a public service following. The family requests that in lieu of flowers or other sympathy offerings, donations be made to the American Legion.

 

OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
C. B. WRIGHT

EATH OF A HERO

’ 1 , —
INO 4Y3A TIVEIAENTD





