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Chapter One: The New Kid





The ride into town was about the only thing
that would be normal about that day.

Of course, being a newly minted superhero, I
knew I wouldn’t be having any more “normal” days, with all my new
challenges and responsibilities. You never know when trouble’s
going to loom, y’know.

Since you’re from out of town, you may not
have heard of me before. So, allow me to introduce myself.

For the first eight years of my life, I was
just plain old Olivia Thrift, from Headingley, Manitoba, just
outside of Winnipeg. A normal girl in a normal town, somebody who
kept mostly to herself, with few friends. Other than my best one,
Dixon Wells, whom I’ve known since before we both had teeth. But
even he didn’t have time for me all the time. And my parents have
to commute really deep into Winnipeg for work, so they’re not
always around or up and about when I need them. So, there’s been a
fair bit of time in my life when I was a total latchkey kid, alone
with my books and the TV.

That’s how my being a superhero came about.
The animated ones on TV became my favorites, and then my older
cousin Ella Thrift, who’s the biggest fan-girl in the universe, got
me into the comics. Especially now that there’s a lot more
women and girls in the superhero biz than there used to be. Of
course, I didn’t know then that I would become friends with
them, let alone breathe the same air as any of them. Let
further alone that I’d actually be part of an epic,
cataclysmic adventure with them. If you’d told me that a couple of
years ago I’d be doing that, I would have thought you were
out of your gourd.

But I did become a superhero, and it
did happen. But, first, you need to know how I became
who I am now for this to make any sense to you.



*

I had just finished watching the tube one
night, when I thought I heard somebody calling my name from within
the set as the picture went dead. I crept forward, but, just before
I got to the screen, a ghost appeared and startled the living
daylights out of me, and I jumped back.

I’d had a couple of glasses of ginger ale
that night, which I didn’t normally do, and my head was a little
dizzy. So, I wasn’t sure if I was imagining this or not. Like a
goof, I asked it:

“Are you for real?”

To my great surprise, it said, “Yes”.

Actually, “it” was a “he”, so I should call
him that instead. I’m all about giving respect when it’s deserved
or earned. And he earned mine right away.

His name was Lightsound, and he was and is a
deity who resides in all communication devices through which
information is transmitted. Digital ones, mostly, since that’s most
of what they are now, anyway.

So, again like a goof, I asked him
again:

“You mean you’re from the telephone
company?”

“No,” he said, clearly and patiently, but
without any annoyance whatsoever.

He was an alien being sent to Earth to do
good deeds, who happened to reside where he did because it was the
only way he could avoid being attacked and killed by “my” outside
world. And he had chosen to reveal himself to me because he wished
to do for me one of his good deeds.

“Me?” I asked. “What did I possibly do to
deserve something like that? I’m not special.”

He contradicted me. He noted my strong
interest in super-heroics, and I didn’t deny it. And then he noted
a long list of things I had done in and around my home that
qualified me for superhero status (in his eyes, anyway). I
attribute that more to being a faithful Spark, Brownie and Girl
Guide than anything else. As well as the many times I’ve come to my
best friend’s aid when he needed it. Such as when I got into a
vicious scrap with a bigger girl to protect Dixon from her
bullying. I won the fight, but ended up getting detention for a
whole week because of it. Because my hypocrite teacher of the
moment thought that “girls should know better than to fight” when
he let the boys get away with it all the time. Who says life is
fair?

But Dixon appreciated it, as he always does
when I assist him in any way. He thinks I can fight very well, and
never adds “for a girl” to it, unlike some people. He’s always glad
if somebody stands up for him, boy or girl, because his being so
short by guy standards makes it harder for him to defend himself by
himself.

I’m glad he’s on my side.

Anyway, I had forgotten all of that, as well
as the various animals I helped out if they were stuck in a tree or
fell out of their nest trying to learn how to fly. Not that many -
Headingley’s very small - but Lightsound had somehow seen all of
this and made a mental note of it all. And now, because I admired
superheroes so much, he wanted to make me one, in turn.

“So how are you going to do that?” I asked,
still trying to come to terms with a dream that had the potential
to come true. “Are you going to….?”

Before I could say any more, he shaped hands
from his ethereal, non-corporeal form and put them on my arms. Then
I got shocked with enough electricity to kill an elephant. Somehow,
I survived, but I fell to the ground. Lightsound stood protectively
over me until the charge faded, which happened soon afterwards.

“What…did you…do…to me?” I said, once
I regained consciousness, with a headache. “I feel so…”

“The negative feelings will pass,” he said.
“You will begin to pulsate with strength and speed greater than
anyone else your age. As well as a higher level of intelligence.
The headache you feel is your brain expanding.”

But he said I didn’t have to be super all
the time if I didn’t want to. A great relief to me, because I know
full well what an albatross being super 24-7 can be. He told me I
could use key words to cue him for when I wanted to super up and
power down. So, I picked “Fantastic!” to cue my powers, using a
jump in the air as a visual punctuation mark, and “Done!” for when
I wanted to quit. Then he zapped up a uniform for my superhero
identity, partially based on the pajamas I was wearing at the
time.

(That’s my old one, not the one I have on
now. Long story, but you’ll hear all of it soon.)

So, that’s why I call myself Captain
Fantastic when I’m a superhero. Otherwise, I’m just plain old
Olivia.

The only condition Lightsound gave me for
having my powers was that I show other kids the way they could
unlock their potential the way he did mine. By translating their
deepest mental desires into physical realities. Hence those famous
kids-only seminars I hold once in a while. If they’ll let me, that
is.

Then he left, saying all I needed to do to
contact him was call his name, and he’d be there. Swell guy.

Anyhow, I’m sorry if I wasted your time
filling in my life story, but, like I said, the rest of what
happened to me, then won’t make a lot of sense to you if I don’t do
that first.

And speaking of the rest of the story….








Chapter Two: The Role Model



I keep my identities separate from each
other, for the most part. The only one who knows the truth besides
me and Lightsound is Dixon. Only because he saw me exercising my
super strength on an abandoned piano in a junkyard as Captain
Fantastic, and called out to me as Olivia.

After I ran over and shushed him (although
there was no one else there to hear him), I told him what had
happened. He believed it, entirely. Especially when I told him I’d
do to him what I did to the piano if he blabbed and ratted me out.
Which he also believed entirely - and nervously. Although both of
us know he wouldn’t blab and I wouldn’t lay a finger on him for
real, us being pals.

He’s not the adventurous type, so, when I
offered him the chance to sidekick, he said he’d rather be my PR
man, and so I let him do my PR. One less straw on my back.

My Mom and Dad, now, that’s different. She
teaches English lit at U of M, and would just dismiss what happened
to me as a tall tale on my part that I made up, knowing her. He’s a
guard at the jail in Headingley, and doesn’t care for fantasy as he
deals with reality every day. All he wants out of me is for me not
to end up like any of the women he supervises, who are almost all
bad news.

If only he knew…

Either way, no dice telling them the truth.
So, when it came time for me to attend my first Canadian Consortium
of Superheroines convention, which was, fortuitously being held in
Winnipeg that year, I had to tell Mom a little while lie and say
that I was participating in an all-day elementary school John Dos
Passos seminar.

She agreed to drive me to the Millennium
Library, where the convention was being held, although she probably
wondered why and I and the other kids would waste an entire day
talking about an author even she had trouble understanding.

So, I got out of the car, said goodbye, and
walked down Graham Avenue towards the Library entrance. The
convention program was pasted onto one of the windows of the
entrance, and I looked it over. I nearly screamed with delight when
I saw who the keynote speakers were.

The Suckerpunch Girls!

I’d worshipped them on TV for years, and
now…. but somehow I managed not to embarrass myself.

For a millisecond, and then it became harder
not to do it.

When I realized that the one superheroine I
loved above all others - since she was a fellow Manitoban
especially - was standing mere inches away from me, looking at the
same ad.

MUSCLE GIRL HERSELF!

I didn’t recognize her immediately, ‘cause
she was out of uniform, in her civvies. But there was no way she
could completely disguise that uniquely powerful body of hers in
that skirt and sweater. Nor could she completely disguise her
all-seeing electric blue eyes, or her ever-bouncy, pig-tailed
blonde hair. She plays her beauty down a lot herself. But she’s
gorgeous. Not that I’m…. you know…

I’m just saying….

Well, you know how it is when you meet a
celebrity you adore. How can you possibly tell them you love them
in a cool, calm and collected way? When you’re so awestruck that
even the most articulate of us become tongue-tied morons in their
very presence? No wonder so many of them don’t even care
about their fans!

Not that MG’s like that, of course. One
thing I admire about her above anything else is that, despite
having an intellect even greater than mine, she is always and
completely both humble about her unique gifts, and honest in her
instant and direct assessments of events and people.

Thus, more than anyone else, she is my role
model as a supe. So, naturally, I feared embarrassing myself in
front of her in particular, and possibly putting her off me based
on only her first impression of me. Which, given her storied past,
would be a bad thing for me. Especially if I was an evil being who
had hurt her in the past. Then she’ll show you no mercy
whatsoever.

Muscle Girl has never shied away from
talking about her difficult past and how she has triumphed over it
to achieve success. How she was a bullied weakling as a little kid,
on a distant planet far from Earth. How she and her family had to
flee that planet as beleaguered political refugees to settle here.
How she gained her incredible strength, speed, agility and ability
to fly due to the gravitational differences between her origin
planet and Earth, just like the immortal Superman himself.

Her remarkable adventures, full of
remarkable rescues, escapes and unparalleled bravery and
selflessness, have already made her the stuff of legend, if only
just here in Canada. As are her knock-out, drag-down battles with
her mean and evil nemesis, Petra O’Leum, the Girl Made of Rock.
Who’s not only her equal in speed and strength, having come from
the same planet as MG, but wealthy, arrogant and smart enough to
make both of us look like idiots.

Petra used her wild card abilities to defeat
MG in battle in their first fight, and MG was so disillusioned that
she nearly gave up the game for good. Fortunately, Cerberus, the
mightiest puppy in the universe, was willing and able to take her
under her wing and show her exactly what she needed to do to defeat
Petra, and therefore restored her confidence enough for her to come
back in from the cold.

Afterwards, another, larger problem inspired
the two of them to form the International League of Girls with Guns
(in this case, muscles, not firearms, which they all despise) with
the three heroines they met combatting that crisis.

Candy Girl, the Titan of Teens, whose
courage, strength and agility confronting evil is only stopped when
her Asperger’s syndrome challenged brain saps her confidence, as it
is wont to do some times.

Power Bunny, a kick-ass female rabbit
heroine from Anthropomorph, where all the world’s animated cartoon
characters hail from, and with both the daring and the humor to
prove that well and often.

And the Brat, a half-mechanical,
half-organic alien resembling a female toddler, but much more
bad-ass than her external appearance might suggest.

Together, they are nearly as unstoppable as
when they are working their beats alone. When they aren’t getting
on each other’s nerves sometimes, which is inevitable in these
kinds of situations. Just ask me and Dixon when it happens to
us.

God, I would love to play a hand with
them at the poker games they regularly play together at their
headquarters, a combination club house and space station just off
of Earth’s orbit. If only I knew anything about playing cards….

Anyway, MG’s said all this in her own
stories and interviews better than I can here in summary. Really
worth seeking out. And the ILGWG stories are classics….

Darn it! I’m turning into Ella. Get it
together, Thrift!

The point is, I was standing close enough to
her that I could actually touch her. And I might have, had
she not turned around and faced me. With that benign but hypnotic
stare that can reduce her enemies to jelly, and can utterly
entrance any boy her age who first locks eyes with her in a single
moment. As if she were a gorgon who had just turned him to
stone.

“Why don’t you take a picture?” she asked,
in that impish tomboy voice of hers that is both innocent and
commanding at the same time. “It’ll last longer.”

I didn’t know what to say at first. Was she
mad at me for violating her privacy? What might she do to me as
punishment? Would I, perhaps, have to defend myself from her wrath,
even though I was more than capable of answering hers with my own
if need be?

But then, I realized that she wasn’t being
serious. Just funny and clever like she is, and I only wish I could
be. Her wit is as legendary and disarming as the rest of her, since
only her most hated enemies won’t laugh when she cracks a good
joke. And I wasn’t an enemy, so I started laughing.

She responded to my laughter by laughing
herself. The ice had been broken!

“Hi, Olivia,” she said, patting my shoulder.
“Good to see you. At last.” Then I got nervous again.

“You know who I am?” I
asked.

“We all know who we “really” are in this
business, girlfriend, “she said, with her well-known bluntness.
“That was why you had to give us information about your “real” name
and identity when you applied for membership. Remember? But don’t
worry. We all keep each other’s secrets, and never blab about them
to each other besides ourselves. That’s the only way we can keep
them safe. So, we can do our jobs without people trying to connect
the dots between our identities, the way Lois Lane is always trying
to find the truth about Superman. We don’t need that salt on our
tails in the real world. Except on the occasions when you let a
silent partner in the game, like you did with your pal. Pretty
smart move on your part there.”

“Thank you, Muscle Girl. I….”

Her face contorted into a resentful glare
for a moment. But only a moment, thankfully.

“Please! It’s only the outside world that
calls me that- most of the time. My pals all call me Gerda.” (Gerda
Munsinger is her secret identity.) “I called you Olivia,
not Captain Fantastic. So, could you please show me the same
courtesy, if you don’t mind?”

I’m sorry…. Gerda….”

“Don’t be so apologetic. You aren’t like
that when you fight with your enemies, after all.”

“So you know about…my whole career….so
far?”

“Well, as a dispassionate observer in this
get-up, anyway. The League and I were off-planet when you made your
debut. Probably, it was on one of the nights when we play cards.
I’m not sure. We keep a close eye on
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