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The Super Man and the Bugout
Cory Doct or ow

From"A Place So Foreign and Eight Mre," a short story collection published in
Sept enber, 2003 by Four Walls Ei ght Wndows Press (I SBN 1568582862). See
http://craphound. conf pl ace for nore.

Oiginally published in On Spec, Fall 2001

"It is certainly worth noting that the story in this issue which flagrantly
violates the length limt, Cory Doctorow s 'The Super Man and the Bugout,' at
close to 10,000 words, is also by far the best story... The story is both very
funny, and a portrayal of a quite believabl e non-human human being."

- Rich Horton,
Tangent Online
http://ww. t angentonl i ne. conirevi ews/ magazi ne. php3?revi ew=463

Bl ur bs and quot es:

* Cory Doctorow straps on his nminer's helnmet and takes you deep into the
caverns and underground rivers of Pop Culture, here filtered through SF-col oured
gl asses. Enj oy.

- Neil Gaiman
Aut hor of Anmerican Gods and Sandnman

* Few witers boggle nmy sense of reality as nuch as Cory Doctorow. His vision
is so far out there, you'll need your GPS to find your way back.

- David Marusek
W nner of the Theodore Sturgeon Award, Nebul a Award nom nee

* Cory Doctorow is one of our best new witers: smart, daring, savvy,
ent ertai ning, ambitious, plugged-in, and as good a guide to the wired world of
the twenty-first century that stretches out before us as you're going to find.

- Gardner Dozois
Editor, Asinov's SF

* He sparkles! He fizzes! He does backflips and breaks the furniture! Science
fiction needs Cory Doctorow

- Bruce Sterling
Aut hor of The Hacker Crackdown and Di straction

* Cory Doctorow strafes the senses with a geekspeedfreak expl osion of gom kings
with heart, weirdass shapeshifters from Pl easure |Island and junpi ng autonotive
jazz joints. If this is Canadian science fiction, give nme nore.

- Nal o Hopki nson
Aut hor of M dni ght Robber and Brown Grl in the R ng

* Cory Doctorowis the future of science fiction. An nth-generation hybrid of
the best of Greg Bear, Rudy Rucker, Bruce Sterling and G oucho Mrx, Doctorow
composes stories that are as BPMstuffed as techno nusic, as idea-rich as the
| at est issue of NEW SCI ENTI ST, and as funny as humanity's efforts to inprove
itself. Utopian, insightful, somehow simultaneously ironic and heartfelt, these
nine tales will upgrade your basal netabolism overwite your cortex with new
and efficient subroutines and generally inprove your life to the point where
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you'll wonder how you ever got along with them Really, you should need a
prescription to ingest this book. CQut of all the glittering crap life and our
soci ety hands us, craphound suprenme Doctorow has nmanaged to fashion sone

i ndustrial-grade art."

- Paul Di Filippo
Aut hor of The Steanpunk Tril ogy

* As scary as the future, and twice as funny. In this eclectic and electric
coll ection Doctorow strikes sparks off today to illumnate tonorrow, which is
what SF is supposed to do. And nobody does it better

- Terry Bisson
Aut hor of Bears Discover Fire

A note about this story

This story is frommny collection, "A Place So Foreign and Ei ght Mre," published
by Four Walls Ei ght Wndows Press in Septenber, 2003, |SBN 1568582862. |'ve

rel eased this story, along with five others, under the terms of a Creative
Commons |icense that gives you, the reader, a bunch of rights that copyright
normal ly reserves for ne, the creator

I recently did the sane thing with the entire text of ny novel, "Down and Qut in
the Magi ¢ Kingdont (http://craphound.com down), and it was an unmitigated
success. Hundreds of thousands of peopl e downl oaded the book -- good news -- and
t housands of peopl e bought the book -- also good news. It turns out that, as
near as anyone can tell, distributing free electronic versions of books is a

great way to sell nore of the paper editions, while simultaneously getting the
book into the hands of readers who woul d otherw se not be exposed to nmy work.

I still don't know howit is artists will earn a living in the age of the
Internet, but | remain convinced that the way to find out is to do basic
science: that is, to do stuff and observe the outcone. That's what |'m doing
here. The thing to renenber is that the very *worst* thing you can do to ne as
an artist is to not read ny work -- to let it languish in obscurity and

di sappear fromposterity. Mdst of the fiction | grew up on is out-of-print, and
this is doubly true for the short stories. Losing a couple bucks to people who
woul d have bought the book save for the availability of the free electronic text
is no big deal, at |east when conpared to the horror that is being irrel evant
and unread. And luckily for me, it appears that giving away the text for free
gets nme nore paying custonmers than it | oses ne.

You can find the canonical version of this file at
http://craphound. cont pl ace/ downl oad. php

If you'd like to convert this file to some other format and distribute it, you
have ny perm ssion, provided that:

* You don't charge noney for the distribution

* You keep the entire text intact, including this notice, the |Iicense bel ow, and
the nmetadata at the end of the file

* You don't use a file-format that has "DRM' or "copy-protection"” or any other
formof use-restriction turned on

If you'd like, you can advertise the existence of your edition by posting a |ink
to it at http://craphound. com pl ace/ 000017. php
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Here's a summary of the |license:
http://creativecomons. org/licenses/by-nd-nc/1.0

Attribution. The licensor pernmits others to copy, distribute, display, and
performthe work. In return, licensees must give the original author credit.

No Derivative Works. The licensor pernits others to copy, distribute, display
and performonly unaltered copies of the work -- not derivative works based on
it.

Noncommercial. The licensor permts others to copy, distribute, display, and
performthe work. In return, licensees may not use the work for comerci al
purposes -- unless they get the licensor's perni ssion

And here's the license itself:
http://creativecomons. org/licenses/by-nd-nc/ 1. 0-1egal code

THE WORK (AS DEFI NED BELOW | S PROVI DED UNDER THE TERMS OF THI S CREATI VE COMMONS
PUBLI C LI CENSE ("CCPL" OR "LICENSE"). THE WORK | S PROTECTED BY COPYRI GHT AND/ OR
OTHER APPLI CABLE LAW ANY USE OF THE WORK OTHER THAN AS AUTHORI ZED UNDER THI S

LI CENSE | S PRCHI BI TED.

BY EXERCI SI NG ANY RI GHTS TO THE WORK PROVI DED HERE, YOU ACCEPT AND AGREE TO BE
BOUND BY THE TERMS OF THI' S LI CENSE. THE LI CENSCR GRANTS YOU THE RI GHTS CONTAI NED
HERE | N CONSI DERATI ON OF YOUR ACCEPTANCE OF SUCH TERMs AND CONDI Tl ONS.

1. Definitions

a. "Collective Wrk" nmeans a work, such as a periodical issue, anthology or
encycl opedia, in which the Work in its entirety in unnodified form along with a
nunber of other contributions, constituting separate and i ndependent works in

t hensel ves, are assenbled into a collective whole. A work that constitutes a
Coll ective Work will not be considered a Derivative Wrk (as defined bel ow) for
the purposes of this License.

b. "Derivative Wrk" nmeans a work based upon the Wbrk or upon the Wrk and ot her
pre-exi sting works, such as a translation, nusical arrangenent, dranatization,
fictionalization, notion picture version, sound recording, art reproduction,
abridgnent, condensation, or any other formin which the Wrk may be recast,
transforned, or adapted, except that a work that constitutes a Collective Wrk
will not be considered a Derivative Wrk for the purpose of this License.

c. "Licensor" neans the individual or entity that offers the Wirk under the
terms of this License.

d. "Original Author" nmeans the individual or entity who created the Wrk

e. "Wrk" nmeans the copyrightable work of authorship offered under the terns of
this License

f. "You" means an individual or entity exercising rights under this License who
has not previously violated the ternms of this License with respect to the Wrk,
or who has received express perm ssion fromthe Licensor to exercise rights
under this License despite a previous violation

2. Fair Use Rights. Nothing in this license is intended to reduce, limt, or
restrict any rights arising fromfair use, first sale or other linmtations on
the exclusive rights of the copyright owner under copyright |aw or other
applicable | ans.

3. License Grant. Subject to the terns and conditions of this License, Licensor
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hereby grants You a worl dwi de, royalty-free, non-exclusive, perpetual (for the
duration of the applicable copyright) license to exercise the rights in the Wrk
as stated bel ow

a. to reproduce the Wrk, to incorporate the Wirk into one or nore Collective
Wirks, and to reproduce the Wrk as incorporated in the Collective Wrks;

b. to distribute copies or phonorecords of, display publicly, performpublicly,
and performpublicly by means of a digital audio transnission the Wrk including
as incorporated in Collective Wrks;

The above rights nmay be exercised in all media and formats whet her now known or
hereafter devised. The above rights include the right to nmake such nodifications
as are technically necessary to exercise the rights in other nedia and formats.
Al'l rights not expressly granted by Licensor are hereby reserved.

4. Restrictions. The license granted in Section 3 above is expressly nade
subject to and linted by the followi ng restrictions:

a. You may distribute, publicly display, publicly perform or publicly digitally
performthe Wrk only under the terns of this License, and You rnust include a
copy of, or the Uniform Resource ldentifier for, this License with every copy or
phonorecord of the W rk You distribute, publicly display, publicly perform or
publicly digitally perform You may not offer or imnmpose any terms on the Work
that alter or restrict the terms of this License or the recipients' exercise of
the rights granted hereunder. You may not sublicense the Wrk. You must keep
intact all notices that refer to this License and to the disclainmer of
warranties. You may not distribute, publicly display, publicly perform or
publicly digitally performthe Wrk with any technol ogi cal neasures that contro
access or use of the Wrk in a manner inconsistent with the ternms of this

Li cense Agreenent. The above applies to the Wrk as incorporated in a Collective
Work, but this does not require the Collective Wirk apart fromthe Wrk itself
to be made subject to the terns of this License. If You create a Collective
Wor k, upon notice fromany Licensor You nmust, to the extent practicable, renove
fromthe Collective Wrk any reference to such Licensor or the Oiginal Author,
as request ed.

b. You may not exercise any of the rights granted to You in Section 3 above in
any nmanner that is primarily intended for or directed toward comerci a

advantage or private nonetary conpensation. The exchange of the Work for other
copyrighted works by nmeans of digital file-sharing or otherw se shall not be
considered to be intended for or directed toward conmerci al advantage or private
nmonet ary conpensation, provided there is no paynent of any nobnetary conpensation
in connection with the exchange of copyrighted works.

c. If you distribute, publicly display, publicly perform or publicly digitally
performthe Wrk or any Col |l ective Wrks, You nust keep intact all copyright
notices for the Work and give the Original Author credit reasonable to the
medi um or means You are utilizing by conveying the nanme (or pseudonymi f
applicable) of the Original Author if supplied; the title of the Work if
supplied. Such credit nay be inplenented in any reasonabl e manner; provided,
however, that in the case of a Collective Wrk, at a nininmmsuch credit wll
appear where any other conparabl e authorship credit appears and in a nanner at

| east as prom nent as such ot her conparable authorship credit.

5. Representations, Warranties and Di scl ai mer

a. By offering the Wirk for public release under this License, Licensor
represents and warrants that, to the best of Licensor's know edge after
reasonabl e i nquiry:

i. Licensor has secured all rights in the Wrk necessary to grant the |icense
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rights hereunder and to pernmit the |lawful exercise of the rights granted
hereunder wi thout You having any obligation to pay any royalties, conpul sory
|icense fees, residuals or any other paynents;

ii. The Work does not infringe the copyright, trademark, publicity rights,
common |aw rights or any other right of any third party or constitute
defamati on, invasion of privacy or other tortious injury to any third party.

b. EXCEPT AS EXPRESSLY STATED IN TH' S LI CENSE OR OTHERW SE AGREED I N WRI TI NG OR
REQUI RED BY APPLI CABLE LAW THE WORK IS LI CENSED ON AN "AS | S" BASIS, W THOUT
WARRANTI ES OF ANY KI ND, ElI THER EXPRESS OR | MPLI ED | NCLUDI NG W THOUT LI M TATI ON
ANY WARRANTI ES REGARDI NG THE CONTENTS COR ACCURACY OF THE WORK

6. Linmtation on Liability. EXCEPT TO THE EXTENT REQUI RED BY APPLI CABLE LAW AND
EXCEPT FOR DAMAGES ARI SI NG FROM LI ABI LITY TO A THI RD PARTY RESULTI NG FROM BREACH
OF THE WARRANTI ES I N SECTION 5, I N NO EVENT WLL LI CENSCR BE LI ABLE TO YOU ON
ANY LEGAL THEORY FOR ANY SPECI AL, | NCI DENTAL, CONSEQUENTI AL, PUNI TI VE OR
EXEMPLARY DAMAGES ARI SING QUT OF THI S LI CENSE OR THE USE OF THE WORK, EVEN I F

LI CENSOR HAS BEEN ADVI SED OF THE PGSSI BI LI TY OF SUCH DAMAGES.

7. Term nation

a. This License and the rights granted hereunder will terminate automatically
upon any breach by You of the terns of this License. Individuals or entities who
have received Coll ective Wrks from You under this License, however, will not
have their licenses term nated provided such individuals or entities remain in
full conpliance with those lIicenses. Sections 1, 2, 5, 6, 7, and 8 will survive
any termnation of this License.

b. Subject to the above terns and conditions, the license granted here is
perpetual (for the duration of the applicable copyright in the Wrk).

Not wi t hst andi ng t he above, Licensor reserves the right to release the Wrk under
different license ternms or to stop distributing the Work at any tine; provided,
however that any such election will not serve to withdraw this License (or any
other license that has been, or is required to be, granted under the terns of
this License), and this License will continue in full force and effect unless
term nated as stated above.

8. M scel | aneous

a. Each tinme You distribute or publicly digitally performthe Wrk or a
Col l ective Wrk, the Licensor offers to the recipient a license to the Wrk on
the sane terns and conditions as the |icense granted to You under this License.

b. If any provision of this License is invalid or unenforceabl e under applicable
law, it shall not affect the validity or enforceability of the renmainder of the
terms of this License, and without further action by the parties to this
agreenent, such provision shall be reforned to the nini mum extent necessary to
make such provision valid and enforceabl e.

c. No termor provision of this License shall be deemed wai ved and no breach
consented to unl ess such waiver or consent shall be in witing and signed by the
party to be charged with such waiver or consent.

d. This License constitutes the entire agreenent between the parties with
respect to the Wirk |icensed here. There are no understandi ngs, agreenents or
representations with respect to the Wrk not specified here. Licensor shall not
be bound by any additional provisions that may appear in any conmunication from
You. This License may not be nodified without the nutual witten agreenent of

t he Licensor and You

HH#
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The Super Man and the Bugout

"Mama, |'m _not_ a super-villain," Hershie said for the mllionth time. He
chased the last of the gravy on his plate with a hunk of dark rye, skirting the
shrivel ed derma | eft behind from his kishka. Ever since the bugouts had inducted
Earth into their Galactic Federation, promsing to end war, crine, and
corruption, he'd found hinself at |oose ends. Hi s adoptive Earth-nother, who'd
nanmed hi m Her shi e Abronmowi cz, had talked himinto neeting her at her favorite
restaurant in the heart of Toronto's Gaza Strip.

"Not a super-villain, he says. Listen to him mster big-stuff. Wll,
smartypants, if you're not a super-villain, what was that nmess on the tel evision
| ast night then?"

A busboy refilled their water, and Hershie took a long sip, staring off into the
m ddl e di stance. Lately, he'd taken to avoi ding | ooking at his nother: her
infra-red signature was like a landing-strip for a coronary, and she woul dn't
et himtake her to one of the bugout clinics for nanosurgery.

Ms. Abronow cz | eaned across the tabl e and whacked hi m upsi de the head with one
hand, her big rings clicking against the tenple of his half-rimspecs. Had it
been anyone el se, he woul d have caught her hand m d-slap, or at |east dodged in
a superfast blur, quicker than any human eye. But his Mama had | et hi m know what
she thought of _that_sass before his third birthday. Raising super-infants
requires strict, _loving_ discipline. "Hey, wake up! Hey! I'mtalking to you
VWhat was that nmess on television |ast night?"

"It was a denonstration, Mama. W were protesting. W want to dismantle the
machines of war -- it's in the Torah, Mama. |saiah: they shall beat their swords
i nto ploughshares and their spears into pruning hooks. Tot woul d have approved."”

Ms. Abrompwi cz sucked air between her teeth. "Your father never would have
approved of _that ."

_That _ was the Action last night. It had been his idea, and he'd tossed it
around with the Movenent people who'd planned the denmp: they'd gone to an
army-surplus store and purchased hundreds of deconmm ssioned rifles, their bores
filled with lead, their firing pins defanged. He'd fl own above and ahead of the
demonstration, in his traditional tights and cape, dragging a cargo net full of
rifles fromhis belt. He pulled themout one at a time, and bent theminto

bal | oon-animals -- fanciful giraffes, w ener-dogs, bunble-bees, poodles -- and
passed them out the crowds lining Yonge Street. It had been a boffo smash hit.
And it made great TV.

Her shi e Abromowi cz, Man fromthe Stars, took his nother's hands between his own

and | ooked into her eyes. "Mama, |'ma grown man. | have a job to do. It's like
like a calling. The world's still a big place, bugouts or no bugouts, and

there's lots of people here who are crazy, wicked, with their fingers on the

triggers. | care about this planet, and | can't sit by when it's in danger."

"But why all of a sudden do you have to be off with these _meshuggenahs_? How
cone you didn't _need_ to be with the crazy people until now?"

"Because there's a _chance_ now. The world is ready to rethink itself. Because
" The waiter saved him by appearing with the cheque. His mother started to
open her purse, but he had his debitcard on the table faster than the eye could

follow "It's on me, Ma."

"Don't be silly. 1'lIl pay."

"I _want_ to. Let ne. A son should take his nother out to lunch once in a
while."
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She smled, for the first tine that whole afternoon, and patted his cheek with
one nani cured hand. "You're a good boy, Hershie, | knowthat. | only want that
you shoul d be happy, and have what's best for you."

#

Hershie, in tights and cape, was chilling in his fortress of solitude when his
comm rang. He checked the callerid and wi nced: Thomas was calling, from Toronto.
Hershie's long-distance bills were killing him ever since the Departnent of

Def ense had cut off his freebie account.

Not to nention that talking to Thonas inevitably led to nore trouble with his
not her.

He got up off of his crystalline recliner and flipped the conm open, floating up
a couple of netres. "Thomas, what's up?"

"Supe, didja see the reviews? The critics _|love_ us!"

Hersh held the comm away from his head and sighed the ancient, put-upon Hebraic
sigh of his departed stepfather. Thomas Aquino Rusk liked to play at being a

sl eazy Broadway producer, his "plays" the eye-catching denonstrations he and his
band of merry shit-disturbers hijacked.

"Yeah, it made pretty good vid, all right." He didn't ask why Thomas was
calling. There was only one reason he _ever_ called: he'd had another idea.

"You'll never guess why | called."
"You' ve had an idea."

"I'"ve had an idea!"

"Real ly."

"You'll love it."

Her shi e reached out and stroked the di anond-faceted coffins that his birth
parents lay in, hoping for guidance. H's warmfingers slicked with nelted
hoarfrost, and as they skated over the crypt, it sang a pure, high crystal note
like a crippled flying saucer plumreting to the earth. "I'msure | wll,
Thomas. "

As usual, Thomas chose not to hear the sarcasmin his voice. "Check this out --
Def enseFest 33 is being held in Toronto in March. And the new keynote speaker is
the Patron Ik'Spir Pat! The fricken head fricken bugout! Hs address is
"Galactic History and Mlitary Tactics: a Strategic Overview '"

"And this is a good thing?"

"Ohfuckno. It's terrible, terrible, of course. The bugouts are selling us out.
CGoing over to the Oher Side. Just awful. But think of the possibilities!"

"But think of the possibilities? Oy." Despite hinself, Hershie was smling.
Thomas al ways nmade himsmile.

"You're smling, aren't you?"
"Shut up, Thomas."
"Can you nake a neeting at the Bel quees for 18h?"

Her shi e checked his coom It was 1702h. "I can nmake it."
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"See you there, buddy." Thonmas rang off.

Hershie folded his comm wedged it in his belt, and stroked his parents' crypt,
once nore, for luck

#

Hershie | oved the commute hone. Starting at the Arctic Crcle, he flew up and up
and up above the highest clouds, then flattened out his body and rode the
currents hone, eeling around the wet frozen cl oudmasses, sl al om ng through

t hunder heads, his critical faculties switched off, flying at speed on blind

i nstinct al one.

He usual ly made visual contact with the surface around Barrie, just outside of
Toronto, and he wasn't such a goodi egoodie that he didn't feel a thrill of
superiority as he flew over the cottage-country commuters stuck in the
end- of -weekend traffic, skis and snownobil es strapped to their roofs.

#

The Bel quees had the best Ethiopian food and the worst Ethiopian decor in town.
Successi ve generations of managers had added their own touches -- tiki-Ianterns,
textured wal | paper, framed photos of Haile Selassie, tribal spears and grass
dolls -- and they'd accreted in layers, until the net effect was of an African
runmage sale. But man, the food was good.

Downst ai rs was a banquet room whose decor consisted of naterial too ugly to be
shown upstairs, with a stage and a disco ball. It had been a regular neeting
pl ace for Toronto's radicals for nore than fifty years, the chairs worn snooth
by generations of |eft-w ng buttocks.

Tonight, it was packed. At least fifty people were cramred around the tables,
tearing off hunks of tangy rice-pancake and scooping up vegetarian curry with
them Even before he saw Thomas, his super-hearing had al ready picked his voice
out of the din and located it. Hershie nade a beeline for Thonas's table, not
maki ng eye-contact with the others -- old-guard activists who still saw himas a
tool of the war-nachine.

Thomas |icked his fingers clean and shook his hand. "Supe! d ad you coul d nake
it! Sit, sit." There was a general shuffling of coats and chairs as the other

people at the table cleared a space for him Thomas was al ready pouring hima

beer out of one of the pitchers on the table.

"Geez, how many people did you invite?"

Tina, a tiny Chinese woman who could rhyne "Hey hey, ho ho" and "One, two,
three, four" with anmazing facility said, "Everyone's here. The Quakers, the
conmies, a couple of councilors, the vets, anyone we could think of. This is
gonna be _huge ."

The food hot, and the different curries and sal ads were a synphony of flavours
and textures. "This is terrific," he said.

"Best Ethiopian outside of Addis Ababa," said Thonas.

_Better than Addis Ababa_, Hershie thought, but didn't say it. He'd been in
Addi s Ababa as the secret weapon behind Canada's third and nost ill-fated
peacekeepi ng m ssion there. There hadn't been a | ot of restaurants open then,
just block after block of bonbed-out buildings, and tribal warlords driving
around in tacticals, firing randony at anything that noved. The ground CO sent
himoff to scatter bands of nmarauders while the bullets spanged off his chest.
He' d never understood the tactical significance of those actions -- still didn't
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-- but at the tinme, he'd been willing to trust those in authority.
"Good food," he said.
#

An hour later, the pretty waitress had cleared away the platters and brought
fresh pitchers, and Hershie's tights felt a little tighter. One of the Quakers,
an ancient, skinny man with thin grey hair and sharp, clever features stood up
and tapped his beer-mug. Gradually, conversation subsided.

"Thank you," he said. "My name is Stewart Pocock, and I'mhere fromthe Circle
of Friends. 1'd like us all to take a nonent to say a silent thanks for the
wonder ful food we've all enjoyed."

There was a nervous shuffling, and then a general bow ng of heads and nostly
sil ence, broken by | ow whispers.

"Thomas, | thought _you_ called this neeting," Hershie whispered.

"I did. These guys always do this. Control freaks. Don't worry about it," he
whi sper ed back.

"Thank you all. W took the liberty of drawing up an agenda for this neeting."

"They _always_do this," Thomas said.

The Quakers led themin a round of introductions, which cane around to Hershie.
"I''m uh, The Super Man. | guess nost of you know that, right?" Silence. "I'm
really looking forward to working on this with you all." A noment of silence
foll owed, before the next table started in on its own introductions.

#

"Time," Louise Pocock said. Blissfully. At last. The agenda had ticks next to
| NTRODUCTI ON, BACKGROUND, STRATEGY, THE DAY, SUPPORT AND ORGANI SI NG and
PUBLI CI TY. Thonmas had hardly spoken a word through the course of the neeting.
Even Hershie's alien buttocks were nunmb fromsitting.

"It's time for the closing circle. Please, everybody, stand up and hol d hands."
Many of the assenbled didn't bother to stifle their groans. Awkwardly, around
the tables and the knapsacks, they formed a rough circle and took hands. They
held it for an |long, painful nmonent, then gratefully |let go.

They worked their way upstairs and outside. The wi nd had picked up, and it bl ew
Hershie's cape out on a crackling vertical behind him so that it caught nany of
the others in the face as they cycled or wal ked away.

"Supe, let's you and nme grab a coffee, huh?" Thonas said, without any spin on it
at all, so that Hershie knew that it wasn't a casual request.

"Yeah, sure."
#

The cafe Thomas chose was in a renovated bank, and there was a private roomin
the old vault, and they sat down there, away from prying eyes and autograph
hounds.

"So, you punped?’ Thomas said, after they ordered coffees.
"After _that_neeting? Yeah, sure."

Thomas | aughed, a slightly patronising but friendly laugh. "That was a _great
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meeting. Look, if those guys had their way, we'd have about a march a nonth, and
we'd walk slowy down a route that we had a permt for, politely asking people
to see our point of view. And in between, we'd have a nillion neetings |like
this, where we come up with brilliant ideas like, 'Let's hand out fliers next
time.'

"So what we do is, go along with them G ve them enough rope to hang thensel ves.
Let 'em have four or five of those, until everyone who shows up is so bored,
they'll do _anything , as long as its not that.

"So, these guys want to stage a sit-in in front of the convention centre.
Bo-ring! W wait until they're ready to sit down, then we start playing nusic
and turn it into a _dance-in_. Start playing novies on the side of the building.
Bring in a hundred secret agents in costune to add to it. They'll never know
what hit 'em™

Her shi e squirmed. These ki nds of Machi avel |ian shenani gans came slowy to him
"That seens kind of, well, disingenuous, Thomas. Wy don't we just hold our own
mar ch?"

"And split the movenent? No, this is nmuch better. These guys do all the
postering and phoning, they get a good crowd out, this is their natural role.

Qur natural role, nmy son," he placed a friendly hand on Hershie's caped
shoulder, "is to see to it that their efforts aren't defeated by their own
poverty of imagination. They're the feet of the novement, but we're its
_laugh_." Thomas pulled out his comm and scribbled on its surface. "_They're the
feet of the nmovenent, but we're its laugh_, that's great, that's one for the
menoi rs. "

#

Her shi e deci ded he needed to patrol a little to clear his head. He scooped trash
and syringes from G enadier Pond. He flew silently through Hi gh Park, ears
cocked for any muggi ngs.

Not hi ng.

He patrolled the Gardner Expressway next and used his heat vision to nelt sone
bl ack ice

Feel i ng usel ess, he headed for hone.

He was nost of the way up Yonge Street when he heard the siren. A cop car,
driving fast, down Jarvis. He sighed his father's sigh and rolled east, heading
into Regent Park, locating the dopplering siren. He touched down lightly on top
of one of the ugly, squat tenenents, and skipped fromroof to roof, until he
spotted the cop. He was beefy, with the traditional moustache and the flak vest
that they all wore on downtown patrol. He was |eaning against the hood of his
crui ser, panting, his breath clouding around him

A kid rolled on the ground, clutching his groin, gasping for breath. His
infrared signature throbbed painfully between his legs. Cearly, he' d been
ki cked in the nuts.

The cop leaned into his cruiser and | owered the volunme on his radi o, then,
wi t hout warning, kicked the kid in the small of the back. The kid rolled on the
i ce, thrashing painfully.

Bef ore Hershi e knew what he was doi ng, he was hovering over the ice, between the
cop and the kid. The cateyes enbedded in the enbl emon his chest glowed in the
streetl anps. The cop's eyes w dened so that Hershie could see the whites around
his pupils
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Hershie stared. "What do you think you' re doing?" he said, after a nmeasured
si |l ence.

The cop took a step back and slipped a little on the ice before catching hinself
on his cruiser.

"Since when do you kick unarmed civilians in the back?"
"He -- he ran away. | had to catch him | wanted to teach himnot to run."

"By inspiring his trust in the evenhandedness of Toronto's Finest?" Hershie
could see the cooling tracks of the cruiser, skidding and weavi ng through the
projects. The kid had put up a good chase. Behind him he heard the kid regain
his feet and start running. The cop started forward, but Hershie stopped him
with one finger, dead centre in the flak jacket.

"You can't let himget away!"

"I can catch him Trust ne. But first, we're going to wait for your backup to
arrive, and |'mgoing to file a report."

A _Sun_ reporter arrived before the backup unit. Hershie maintained stony
silence in the face of his questions, but he couldn't stop the man from
listening in on his conversation with the old constable who showed up a few

m nutes later, as he filed his report. He found the kid a few bl ocks away,
huddl ed in an alley, hand pressed to the small of his back. He took himto Munt
Sinai's enmerg and turned himover to a uniformed cop

#

The hysterical _Sun_ headlines that vilified Hershie for interfering with the
cop sparked a round of recrimnating voicemails fromhis nother, filled with
promises to give himsuch a zetz in the head when she next saw him He fol ded
his tights and cape and stuffed themin the back of his closet and spent a | ot
of time in the park for the next few weeks. He liked to watch the kids playing,
a United Nations in nminiature, parents |ooking on amiably, stym ed by the

| anguage barrier that their kids hurdled with ease.

On March first, he took his tights out of the overstuffed hall closet and flew
to Gtawa to collect his pension.

He touched down on the Parlianent H Il and was instantly surrounded by
hi gh- boot ed RCMP const abl es, | ooking slightly panicky. He held his hands up,
startled. "What gives, guys?"

"Sorry, sir," one said. "High security today. One of Themis speaking in
Parliament."
"Then?"

"The bugouts. Cane down to have a chat about neighbourly relations. Authorised
personnel only today."

"Well, that's ne," Hershie said, and started past him

The constabl e, | ooking extremely unhappy, nmoved to block him "I'msorry sir,
but that's not you. Only people on the list. My orders, I'mafraid."

Hershie | ooked into the man's face and thought about hurtling skywards and
flying straight into the building. The man was only doing his job, though

"Look, it's payday. | have to go see the Mnister of Defense. |'ve been doing it
every nonth for _years ."

"I know that sir, but today is a special day. Perhaps you could return
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t onor r ow?"
"Tomorrow? My rent is due today , Sergeant. Look, what if | commhis office?"
"Pl ease, sir, that would be fine." The Sergeant | ooked relieved.

Hershie hit a speed dial and waited. A recorded voice told himthat the office
was cl osed, the Mnister at a special session

"He's in session. Look, it's probably on his desk -- |'ve been conming here for
years; really, this is ridiculous.”

"I"'msorry. | have ny orders.”
"l don't think you could stop ne, Sergeant."

The Sergeant and his troops shuffled their feet. "You' re probably right, sir.
But orders are orders."

"You know, Sergeant, | retired a full colonel fromthe Armed Forces. | _could_
order you to let ne past."

"Sorry sir, no. Different chain of command."

Hershie controlled his frustration with an effort of will. "Fine then. 1'l| be
back tonorrow "

#

The buil ding super wasn't pleased about the late rent. He threatened Hershie
with eviction, told himhe was in violation of the | ease, quoted the rel evant
sections of the Tenant Protection Act from nenory, then grudgingly gave in to
Hershie's pleas. Hershie had half a mnd to put his costune on and |l et the man
see what a _real  super was |ike.

But his secret identity was sacrosanct. Even in the era of Pax Aliena, the Super
Man had | ots of enenmies, all of whomhad figured out, long before, that even the
i nvul nerabl e have weaknesses: their friends and fanmilies. It terrified himto
think of what a bitter, obsolete, grudge-bearing terrorist mght do to his

nmot her, to Thomas, or even his old high-school girlfriends.

For his part, Thomas refused to acknow edge the risk; he'd was nore worried
about the Powers That Be than nythical terrorists.

The papers the next day were full of the overnight cabinet shuffle in Otawa.
More than hal f the cabinet had been rel egated to the back-benches, and nmany of
their portfolios had been elimnated or anal gamated into the new
"superportfolios:" Donmestic Affairs, Trade, and Extraterrestrial Affairs.

The old M nister of Defense, who' d once had Hershie over for Thanksgiving

di nner, was bani shed to the | owest hell of the back-bench. Hs portfolio had
been subsumed into Extraterrestrial Affairs, and the new Mnister, a young

up- and- coner naned Wol |l ey, wasn't taking Hershie's calls. Hershie called Thonas
to see if he could | oan himrent noney.

Thomas | aughed. "Chi ckens com ng hone to roost, huh?" he said.
"What's that supposed to nean?" Hershie said, hotly.

"Well, there's only so nmuch shit-disturbing you can do before soneone sits up
and takes notice. The Bel quees is probably bugged, or nmaybe one of the conm es
is an informer. Either way, you're screwed. Especially with Wolley."

"Why, what's wong with Wolley?" Hershie had net himin passing at Prine
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Mnister's Ofice affairs, a well-dressed twenty-nine-year-old. He'd seened |ike
a ni ce enough guy.

"What's _wrong_ with hin?" Thomas nearly screamed. "He's the fricken
_antichrist ! He was the one that cane up with the idea of selling advertising
on squeegee kids' t-shirts! He's heavily supported by private security outfits
-- he nmakes Darth Vader |ook like a swell guy. That slicked-down, blowdried
asshole --"

Hershie cut himoff. "OK OK, | get the idea."

"No you don't, Supe! You don't get the half of it. This guy isn't your average
Li beral -- those guys usually basic opportunists. He's a zealot ! He'd like to
beat us with _truncheons ! | went to one of his debates, and he showed up with a
_baseball bat ! He tried to _hit ne_ with it!"

"VWhat were you doing at the tine?"

"What does it matter? Violence is never an acceptable response. |'ve thrown pies
at better nen than him--"

Her shie grinned. Thomas hadn't invented pieing, but his contributions to the art
were seninal. "Thomas, the man is a federal Mnister, with obligations. He can't
just wite me off -- he'll have to pay ne."

"Sure, sure," Thomas crooned. "OF _course_ he will -- who ever heard of a
politician abusing his office to advance his agenda? | don't know what | was
thi nking. | apol ogi se. ™"

#

Her shi e touched down on Parlianment Hill, heart racing. Thomas's warhni ng echoed
in his head. H's nenories of Wolley were already norphing, so that the slick,

neat kid became feral, predatory. The H Il was marshy and cold and gray, and as

he squel ched up to the main security desk, he felt a cold ooze of nud infiltrate
its way into his super-bootie. There was a new RCMP constable on duty, a
turbanned Sikh. Normally, he felt awkward around the Sikhs in the Munties. He

i magi ned that their lack of cultural context rmade his tights and enbl em seem
absurd, that they evoked grins beneath the Sikhs' fierce noustaches. But today,
he was glad the man was a Si kh, another foreigner with an uneasy berth in the
Canadian military-industrial conplex. The Sikh was expressionl ess as Hershie
squirted his clearances fromhis conmto the security desk's transceiver

| mperturbably, the Sikh squirted back directions to Wolley's new office, just a
short jaunt fromthe exalted heights of the Prime Mnister's Ofice.

The Mnister's office was guarded by: a dignified antique door that had the rich
finish of wood that has been buffed daily for two centuries; an RCMP constabl e
in plainclothes; a young, handsonme receptionist in a silk navy power-suit; a
slightly ol der office nanager whose heart-stopping beauty was only barely
restrai ned by her chaste bl ouse and skirt; and, finally, a pair of boardroom
doors with spotless brass handles and a retinal scanner.

Each obstacle took nore tine to weather than the last, so it was nearly an hour
before the office manager stared fixedly into the scanner until the | ocks opened
with a soft clack. Hershie squelched in, |eaving a slushy dribble on the nuted

i ndustrial -grade brown carpet.

Whol Il ey knelt on the stool of an ergonom ¢ work-cart, enveloped in an

articul ated nest of displays, coms, keyboards, datagloves, imrersive headsets,
stylii, sticky notes and cup-holders. His posture, hair and expression rival ed
one-anot her for flaw essness.

"Hello, hello," he said, giving Hershie's hand a dry, firm punp. He snelled of
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expensive talc and | eather car interiors.

He Il ed Hershie to a pair of stark Scandi navi an chairs whose polished | ead
undersides bristled with user-interface knobs. The old Mnister's tastes had run
to imposing oak desks and horsehair club-chairs, and Hershie felt a noment's
disorientation as he sank into the brilliantly functional sitting-machine. It
chittered like a roulette wheel and shifted to firmy support him

"Thanks for seeing ne," Hershie said. He caught his reflection in the

bul | et proof gl ass wi ndows that faced out over the R deau Canal, and felt a flush
of enbarrassnent when he saw how cl owni sh his costune | ooked in the practica
envi rons.

Wiol l ey favoured himwith half a smle and stared sincerely with eyes that were
wi del y spaced, clever and hazel, surrounded by smile lines. The man fairly oozed
charisma. "I should be thanking you. | was just about to call you to set up a
nmeeting. "

_Then why haven't you been taking ny calls_? Hershie thought. Lanely, he said,
"You were?"

"I was. | wanted to touch base with you, clarify the way that we were going to
operate from now on."

Hershie felt his gorge rise. "From now on?"

"I phrased that badly. What | nean to say is, this is a new Cabinet, a new
Mnistry. It has its own nodus operandi."

"How can it have its own nodus operandi when it was only created |ast night?"
Hershie said, hating the petulance in his voice.

"Ch, | like to keep lots of contingency plans on hand -- the tine to plan for
maj or changes is far in advance. O herw se, you end up running around trying to
get office furniture and tel ephones installed when you need to be seizing
opportunity."

It struck Hershie how _finished_the office was -- the staff, the systens, the
security. He inmagined Wolley hearing the news of his appointnent and calling up
files containing schematics, purchase orders, staff requisitions. It wasn't
exactly devious, but it certainly teetered on the neridian separating _planning_
and _plotting_.

"Well, you certainly seemto have everything in order."

"I'"ve been giving sonme thought to your paynment arrangenent. Did you know t hat
there's a whole body of policy relating to your pension?"

Her shi e nodded, not liking where this was going.

"Well, that's just not sensible," Wolley said, sensibly. "The Canadi an
governnent already has its own pension apparatus: we nmake mllions of
direct-deposits every day, for welfare, pensions, enploynent insurance, nothers
all owance. W're up to our arnpits in paynment infrastructure. And having you fly
up to tawa every nmonth, well, it's ridiculous. This is the twenty-first
century -- we have better ways of noving noney around.

"I've been giving it some thought, and |'ve cone up with a solution that should

make everything easier for everyone. I'mgoing to transfer your pension to the
Canada Pension Plan offices; they'll nmake a nonthly deposit directly to your
account. |1've got the paperwork all filled out here; all you need to do is fill

in your banking information and your Social |nsurance Nunber."
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"But | don't have a Social |nsurance Nunber or a bank account," Hershie said. O
course, Hershie Abromowi cz had both, but the Super Man didn't.

"How do you pay taxes, then?" Wolley had a dangerous smle.

"Well, | --" Hershie stammered. "I don't! |'mtax-exenpt! |'ve never had to pay
taxes or get a bank account -- | just take my cheques to the Canadi an Uni on of
Public Enpl oyees' Credit Union and they cash themfor ne. It's the
_arrangenent _."

Wyol | ey shook his head. "Who told you you were tax-exenpt?" he asked,
wonderingly. " No one_is tax-exenpt, except Status Indians. As to not having a
bank account, well, you can open an account at the CUPE Credit Union and we'll
make the deposits there. But not until this tax status matter is cleared up
You'll have to talk to Revenue Canada about getting a SIN, and get that

i nformati on to Canada Pensions."

"I _pay taxes_! Through ny secret identity."

"But does this. . ." he made quote marks with his fingers, " _secret identity_
decl are your pension incone?"

"Of course | don't! | have to keep ny secret identity a secret !" H's voice was
shrill in his own ears. "It's a _secret identity . | served in the Forces as the
Super Man, so | get paid as the Super Man. Tax exenpt, no bank accounts, no SIN
Just a cheque, every nonth."

Wiol | ey | eaned back and cl asped his hands in his lap. "I know that's how it used
to be, but what I'mtrying to tell you today is that arrangenent, however

| ongst andi ng, however well-intentioned, wasn't proper -- or even _legal_. It had
to end some tinme. You're retired now -- you don't need your _secret identity, "
again with the finger-quotes. "If you already have a SIN, you can just give it
to ne, along with your secret identity's bank information, and we can have your
pensi on processed in a week or two."

_A week or two_?" Hershie bellowed. "I need to pay ny _rent ! That's not how it
wor ks! "

Whol | ey stood, abruptly. "No sir, that _is_howit works. I"'mtrying to be

reasonable. I'mtrying to expedite things for you during this tine of
transition. But you need to neet ne halfway. If you could give ne your SIN and
account information right now, | could speed things up considerably, |I'msure.

I"'mwilling to make that effort, even though things are very busy here."

Hershie toyed with the idea of denolishing the man's office, turning his lovely
furniture into nolten nacho topping, and finishing up by |eaving the man

dangling by his suit fromthe CN Tower's needle. But his mother would kill him
"l can't give you ny secret identity," Hershie said, pleadingly. "It's a matter
of national security. | just need enough to pay ny rent."

Whol l ey stared at the ceiling for a long, long tinme. "There is one thing," he
sai d.

"Yes?" Hershie said, hating hinself for the note of hope in his voice.

"The people at DefenseFest 33 called ny office yesterday, to see if |'d appear

as a guest speaker with the Patron Ik'Spir Pat. | had to turn them down, of
course -- I'mfar too busy right now But |I'msure they'd be happy to have a
veteran of your reputation in that slot, and it carries a substanti al
honorarium | could call themfor you and give themyour comm . .?"

Her shi e t hought of Thomas, and of the rent, and of his nother, and of all the
peopl e at the Bel quees who'd stared mistrustfully at him "Have themcall ne,"
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he sighed. "I'"Il talk to them"
He got to his feet, the toe of his boot squel ching out nore dirt pudding.
#
" Her shi e?"

"Yes, Mama?" She'd caught him on the way hone, flying high over the fleabag
motel s on the old H ghway 2.

"It's Friday," she said.

Right. Friday. He told her he'd conme for dinner, and that meant getting there

before sunset. "I'll be there," he said

"Ch, it's not inmportant. It's just ne. Don't hurry on ny account -- after all
you'll have thousands of Shabbas dinners with your nother. 1'Il live forever."
"I said I'll be there."

"And don't wear that costune," she said. She hated the costune. Wen the
Department of Defense had issued it to him she'd wanted to know why they were
sendi ng her boy into conbat wearing red satin panties.

"Il change."
"That's a good boy," she said. "I'm nmaking brisket."
#

By the time he touched down on the roof of his building, he knew he'd be |ate
for dinner. He skimred down the elevator shaft to the tenth floor and ducked out
to his apartment, only to find the door padl ocked. There was a note fromthe
bui I di ng super tacked to the peeling green paint. Anong other things, it quoted
the codicil fromthe Tenant Protection Act that allowed the super to padl ock the
door and forbade Hershie, on penalty of |aw, from doing anything about it.

Her shie's super-hearing picked up the sound of a door opening down the hallway.
In a blur, he flewup to the ceiling and hovered there, pressing hinself flat on
the acoustic tile. One of his neighbours, that guy with the bohenian attitude
who al ways seened to be | aughing at poor, nebbi shy Hershie Abronow cz, nade his
way down the hall. He paused directly below Hershie's still, hovering form
reading the note on the door while he adjusted the collar of his ski-vest. He
smrked at the note and got in the el evator

Hershie let hinself float to the ground, his cheeks burning.

Dam it, he didn't have _time_ for this. Not for any of it. He considered the
padl ock for a moment, then snapped the hasp with his thunb and i ndex finger.
Movi ng t hrough the apartment with superhuman speed, he changed into a pair of
ni ce slacks, a cable-knit sweater his nother had given himfor his |ast

bi rt hday, a tweedy jacket and a wool en overcoat. Opening a w ndow, he took
flight.

#

"Thomas, | _really can't talk right now," he said. H s nother was angrily
drumri ng her rings on the table's edge. Abruptly, she grabbed the bow of
cooling soup fromhis place setting and carried it into the kitchen. She hadn't

done this since he was a kid, but it still inspired the sane panicky dread in
him-- if he wasn't going to eat his dinner, she wasn't going to |l eave it.
"Supe, we _have_ to talk about this. | mean, DefenseFest is only a week away.
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W' ve got things to do!"
"Look, about DefenseFest. "

"Yes?" Thomas had a wary note in his voice.

Hershie's nother reappeared with a plate laden with brisket, tsimms, and kasha.
She set it down in front of him

"We'll talk later, OK?" Hershie said
"But what about DefenseFest ?"

"I't's conplicated," Hershie began. H s nother scooped up the plate of brisket
and headed back to the kitchen. She was nuttering furiously. "I have to go," he
sai d and cl osed his comm

Her shi e chased his mother and snatched the plate fromher as she held it
dramatically over the sink disposal. He held up his coomw th the other hand and
made a show of powering it down.

"It's off, Mama. Pl ease, cone and eat."
#

"I've been thinking of selling the house,"” she said, as they tucked into slices
of | enmon pound-cake.

Hershie put down his fork. "Sell the house?" Wile his father hadn't exactly
_built_ the house with his own hands, he had sold his guts out at his discount
menswear store to pay for it. Hi s nother had decorated it, but his father's

essence still haunted the corners. "Wiy would you sell the house?"
"Ch, it's too big, Hershie. I"'mjust one old lady, and it's not like there're
any grandchildren to come and stay. | could buy a condo in Florida, and there'd

be plenty left over for you."
"l don't need any noney, Mana. |'ve got ny pension."

She covered his hands with hers. "OF course you do, bubbie. But fixed incones
are for old nen. You' re young, you need a nest egg, sonething to start a famly
with." Her sharp eyes, sunk into notherly pillows of soft flesh, bored into him
He tried to keep his gaze |ight and carefree. "You' ve got noney problens?" she
said, at |ength.

Her shi e scooped up a forkful of pound-cake and shook his head. His nother's
powers of perception bordered on clairvoyance, and he didn't trust hinself to
speak the lie outright. He | ooked around the dining room furnished with faux
chi noi se screens, oriental rugs, angular art-glass chandeliers.

"Tell Mama," she said.

He sighed and finished the cake. "It's the new Mnister. He won't give ne ny
pension unless | tell himnmny secret identity."

"So?" his nother said. "You' re so ashaned of your parents, you'd rather starve
than tell the world that their bigshot hero is Hershie Abronmowi cz? |, for one
wouldn't mind -- finally, | could speak up when ny girlfriends are going on
about their sons the | awers."

"Mom " he said, feeling all of eight years old. "I'mnot ashaned and you know
it. But if the world knew who | was, well, who knows what kind of danger you'd
be in? I've nade sonme powerful enem es, Mama."
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"Eneni es, shnenem es," she said, waving her hands. "Don't worry yourself on ny
account. Don't make me the reason that you end up in the cold. |I'mnot helpless
you know. | have Mace."

Her shi e thought of the battles he'd fought: the soldiers, the mercenaries, the
terrorists, the crooks and the super-crooks with their insane plots and

i mpractical apparati. His mother was as form dable as an elderly Jewi sh worman

with no grandchildren could be, but she was no match for automatic weapons. "I
can't do it, Mama. It wouldn't be responsible. Can we drop it?"

"Fine, we won't talk about it anynore. But a nother _worries_ . You're sure you
don't need any noney?"

He cast about desperately for a way to placate her. "I'mfine. |1've got a
speaki ng engagenent |ined up."

#

There was a nessage waiting on his commwhen he powered it back up. A nessage
froma relentlessly cheerful woman with a chirpy Texas accent, who identified
hersel f as the progranmi ng coordi nator for DefenseFest 33. She hoped he woul d
return her call that night.

Her shi e hovered in a dark cloud over the | ake, the wind bl ow ng his coat

strai ght back, holding the coormin his hand. He squinted through the clouds and
di stance until he saw his apartment building, a row of windows lit up Iike
teeth, his darkened window a gap in the snmile. He didn't mind the cold, it was
much colder in his fortress of solitude, but his apartnent was nore than warnth.
It was his own shabby, honmey corner of the hideously expensive city. On the
flight fromhis nother's, he'd found an old-style fifty-dollar bill, folded
neatly and stuck in the breast pocket of his overcoat.

He returned the phone call.
#

The super wasn't happy about being roused fromhis sitcons, but he grudgingly
all oned Hershie to squirt the rent noney at his comm He wanted to cone up and
take the padl ock, but Hershie talked himinto turning over the key, pronising to
return it in the norning.

H s apartnment was a little one-bedroomw th a constant synphony of groaning
radi ators. Every stick of furniture in it had been rescued from kerbsi des while
Hershie flew his night patrols, saving chairs, sofas and even a scarred wal nut
arnoire fromthe trashman.

Hershie sat at the round form ca table and cormed Thonas.

"I't's ne," he said.

"VWhat's up?”

He didn't want to beat around the bush. "I'm speaking at DefenseFest. Then |I'm

going on tour, six nonths, speaking at mlitary shows. It pays well. Very well."
Very, very well -- well enough that he wouldn't have to worry about his pension

The US-based pronpters had sorted his tax status out with the IRS, who woul d
happily exenpt him totally freeing himfrom entangl enents with Revenue Canada.
The cheerful Texan had been glad to do it.

He waited for Thormas's trademark streamof vitriol. It didn't conme. Very
qui etly, Thomas said, "I see."
"Thomas," he said, a note of pleading in his voice. "It's not my choice. If I
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don't do this, I'll have to give Wolley nmy secret identity -- he won't give ne
my pension w thout nmy Social |nsurance Nunber."

"Or you could get a job," Thomas said, the fam liar invective snarl creeping
back.

"I just told you, | can't give out ny SIN"
"So have your secret identity get a job. Wash di shes!"

"If 1 took a job," Hershie said, palms sweating, "I'd have to give up flying
patrols -- 1'd have to stop fighting crinme.”

_Fighting crine_?" Thomas's voice was renorsel ess. "What _crine_? The bugouts
are taking care of crine -- they're nmaking plans to shut down the _police !
Supe, you've been obsol eted. "

"I know," Hershie said, self-pitying. "I know. That's why | got involved with
you in the first place -- | need to have a purpose_. |'mthe Super Mn!"

"So your purpose is speaking to mlitary shows? Telling the world that it stil
needs its arsenals, even if the bugouts have made war obsol ete? G eat purpose,
Supe. Very noble.”

He choked on a hopel ess sob. "So what can | do, Thonmas? | don't want to sel
out, but I've got to _eat ."

"Squeeze coal into dianpbnds?" he said. It was teasing, but not nasty teasing.
Hershie felt his tension slip: Thomas didn't hate him

"Do you have any idea how big a piece of coal you have to start with to get even
a one-carat stone? Trust ne -- sonmeone would notice if entire coal faces started
di sappearing.”

"Look, Supe, this is surnountable. You don't have to sell out. You said it
yoursel f, you're the Super Man -- you have responsibilities. You have duties.
You can't just sell out. Let's sleep on it, huh?"

Hershie was so very, very tired. It was al ways hardest on himwhen the Earth's
yel | ow sun was hi dden; the nmoon was a paltry substitute for its rejuvenating
rays. "Let's do that," he said. "Thanks, Thomas."

#

Def enseFest 33 opened its doors on one of those incredibly bright March days
when the snow on the ground throws back |unens sufficient to shrink your pupils
to mcrodots. Despite the day's brightness, a bitterly cold wi nd scoured Front
Street and the Metro Convention Centre.

From a di stance, Hershie watched denonstration nmuster out front of the Eaton
Centre, a few kilonmeters north, and march down to Front Street, along their
permit-proscribed route. The turnout was good, especially given the weather
about 5,000 showed up with wooly scarves and placards that the w nd kept
threatening to tear |oose fromtheir grasp

The veterans marched out front, under a banner, in full uniform Next cane the
Quakers, who were of the same vintage as the veterans, but dressed like elderly
English professors. Next came three different Communi st factions, who circul ated
back and forth, trying to sell each other magazines. Finally, there cane the
rabbl e: Thomas's group of harl equi n-dressed anarchi sts; high-school students
wi t h packsacks who industriously comred their browbeaten classmates who'd
elected to stay at their desks; "civilians" who' d seen a notice and come out,
and tried ganely to keep up with the chanting.
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The chanting got |ouder as they neared the security cordon around the Convention
Centre. The different groups all mngled as they massed on the opposite side of
the barricades. The Quakers and the vets sang "G ve Peace a Chance,"” while
Thomas and his cohort prow ed around, distributing materiel to various trusted

i ndi vi dual s.

The students holl ered abuse at the attendees who were trickling into the
Convention Centre in expensive overcoats, florid with expense-account breakfasts
and i nmacul at el y gr ooned.

Her shi e's appearance silenced the crowd. He screaned in over the | ake, banked
vertically up the side of the CN Tower, and plumreted downward. The
denmonstrators set up a | oud cheer as he skinmmed the crowd, then fell silent and
aghast as he touched down on the opposite_ side of the barricade, with the
convention-goers. A cop in riot-gear held the door for himand he stepped

i nside. A groan went up fromthe protestors, and swelled into a wordl ess,
furious how .

#

Her shi e avoi ded the show s floor and headed for the green room Enh route, he was
stopped by a Somali general who'd been acquitted by a War Crines tribunal, but
only barely. The nman greeted himlike an old conrade and got his aide to snap a
photo of the two of them shaki ng hands.

The green room was crowded with coffee-slurping presenters who pecked furiously
at their coms, revising their slides. Hershie drew curious stares when he
entered, but by the tine he'd gotten his Dani sh and coffee, everyone around him
was once again bent over their work, a field of bal ding cabbages anointed with
hi gh-tech hair-care products.

Hershie's palns were slick, his alien hearts throbbing in counterpoint. H's
comick wilted in the aggressive heat shimrering out of the vent behind his
sofa. He tried to keep hinself calm but by the tine a gofer comed hi m and
squirted directions to the main ballroom he was a wreck.

#

Hershie commed into the feed fromthe denpbnstration in tine to see the Quakers
sit, en nmasse, along the barricade, hands intertw ned, asses soaking in the
slush at the kerbside. The cops watched theminpassively, and while they were
di stracted, Thomas gave a signal to his crew, who hastily unreeled a
stories-high smartscreen, the gossaner fabric snapping taut in the wind as it
unfurl ed over the Convention Centre's facade.

The cops were suddenly alert, noving, but Thomas was careful to keep the screen

on his side of the barricade. Tina | ed a team of high-school students who spread
out a solar collector the size and consistency of a parachute. It glinted in the
harsh sun.

Szandor hastily cabled a projector/loudhail er apparatus to the collector
Szandor's dog ni pped at his heels as he steadi ed and focused the apparatus on
the screen, and Szandor plugged his coominto it and powered it up

There was a staticky pop as the speakers cane to life, |oud enough to be heard
over the street noise. The powerful projector beamed its i mage onto the screen,
bright even in the m dday glare.

There were hoots fromthe crowd as they recogni sed the feed: a live broadcast of
the keynote addresses in the Centre. The Patron Ik'Spir Pat's hoverchair

prom nent. The canera lingered on the Patron's eyes, the only part of him
visible fromwithin the chair's masking infrastructure. They were startling,
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silvery orbs, heavy-lidded and expressionl ess.

The canera swung to Hershie. Szandor spat dramatically and | ed a chorus of
hi sses.

Hershie hastily closed his conmand cleared his throat, adjusted his mc, and
addressed the crowd.

#

"Uh. . ." he said. H s guts sonersaulted. Tinme to go big or go hore.

"H ." That was better. "Thanks. |I'mthe Super Man. For years, | worked al ongside
UN Peacekeeping forces around the world. | hoped | was doing good work. Mbst of
the tine, | suppose | may have been."

He caught the eye of Brenda, the cheerful Texan who'd booked himin. She | ooked
uneasy.

"There's one thing I"'mcertain of, though: it's that the preparation for war has
never led to anything _but_ war. Wth this show, you | adies and gentl enen are
participating in a giant conspiracy to conmit nurder. Individually, you nmay not
be evil, but collectively, you' re the nost anoral supervillain |'ve ever faced."

Brenda was talking frantically into her coom H's mc died. He sinply expanded
his m ghty di aphragm and kept on speaking, his voice filling the ballroom

"l urge you to put this behind you. W've entered into a new era in hunman
hi story. The good Patron here offers the entire Universe; you scurry around,
arrangi ng the deat hs of people you' ve never net.

"It's a terribly, stupid, mndless pursuit. You ought to be ashaned of
your sel ves. "

Wth that, Hershie stepped away fromthe podi um and wal ked out of the ballroom
#

The canera tracked himas he made his way back through the Convention Centre,
out the doors. He leapt the barricade and settled in front of the screen. The
demonstrators gave him a standing ovation, and Thomas gravely shook his hand.
The handshake was repeated on the giant screen behind them courtesy of the
camer aman, who had ganely vaulted the barricade as well

The crowd danced, hugged each other, |aughed. Szandor's dog bit himon the ass,
and he nearly dropped the projector

He recovered in tine to nearly drop it again, as the Patron Ik'Spir Pat's
hoverchair glided out the Centre's doors and nmade a beeline for Hershie.

Her shi e wat ched the car approach with nauseous dread. The Patron stopped a few

centinmetres fromhim so they were al nost eyeball-to-eyeball. The hoverchair's
PA popped to life, and the Patron spoke, in the bugouts' thrilling contralto.
"Thank you for your contribution,” the bugout said. "It was refreshing to have
anot her perspective presented.”

Hershie tried for a heroic nod. "I'mglad you weren't of fended."

"On the contrary, it was stimulating. | shall have to speak with the

conference's organisers; this format seens a good one for future engagenents."

Hershie felt his expression slipping, sliding towards slack-jawed incredulity.
He struggled to hold it, then lost it entirely when one of the Patron's silvery
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eyes drooped closed in an unm stakabl e w nk.
#
"Hi, Mama."
"Hershie, | just sawit on the television."

He cringed back fromhis comm as he shrank deeper into the corner of the
Bel quees that he'd moved to when his conm rang.

"Mama, it's all right. They've signed ne for the full six nonths. I'lIl be fine

"COf course you'll be fine, bubbie. But would it kill you to brush your hair
before you go on television in front of the whole world? Do you want everyone to
think your nother raised a slob?"

Hershie smled. "I wll, Mama."

"I know you will, bubbie. You' re a very good-|ooking man, you know. But no one
wants to marry a man with nessy hair."

"1 know, WMana."

"Well, I won't keep you. Do you think you could come for dinner on Friday?
know you' re busy, but your old nother won't be here forever."

He sighed his father's sigh. "I'll be there, Mana."

<I--

<rdf: RDF xm ns="http://web.resource.org/cc/"

xm ns:dc="http://purl.org/dc/elenents/1.1/"

xm ns:rdf =" http://ww. w3. org/ 1999/ 02/ 22- r df - synt ax- ns#" > <Wirk

rdf : about ="http://craphound. com pl ace/ Cory_Doct orow - Shadow of the_ Mot hashi p.
txt"> <dc:title>The Super Man and the Bugout</dc:title>

<dc: dat e>2001- 9- 1</ dc: dat e> <dc: descri pti on>A sci ence&#45;fiction short story by
Cory Doctorow about a familiar superhero who is returned to his roots as a
nebbi sh from Toronto, fromthe short story collection "A Place So Foreign and
Ei ght More," published by Four Walls Ei ght Wndows press in Septenber, 2003

(I SBN: 1568582862) </ dc: descri pti on> <dc: creat or ><Agent> <dc:titl e>Cory
Doctorow</dc:title> </ Agent></dc: creator> <dc:rights><Agent> <dc:title>Cory
Doctorow</dc:title> </ Agent></dc:rights> <dc:type

rdf :resource="http://purl.org/dc/dcm type/ Text" /> <license
rdf:resource="http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd-nc/1.0/" /> </ Wrk>

<Li cense rdf:about="http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd-nc/1.0/"> <pernits
rdf:resource="http://web.resource. org/cc/ Reproduction" /> <pernits
rdf:resource="http://web.resource.org/cc/Distribution" /> <requires
rdf:resource="http://web.resource.org/cc/Notice" /> <requires
rdf:resource="http://web.resource.org/cc/Attribution" /> <prohibits
rdf:resource="http://web. resource. org/cc/ Comrerci al Use" /> </License>

</ r df : RDF>

>

file://IC|/13226%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...20-%20The%20Super%20Man%20and%20Bugout.txt (22 of 22) [1/3/2005 12:32:36 AM]



	Local Disk
	file:///C|/3226%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20E-books/Cory%20Doctorow%20-%20The%20Super%20Man%20and%20Bugout.txt


