odd sort of narcissism, of course, wl?en me_narCissist dic l'ius.elt,s N
face, but the lust for fame and glory is uflml_s’fakable, the,
Only one of them, hoYvever, is achieving it: Phoenjiy Jones
Back in Seattle he said I'Ie knew why .he, alone, has ol
public’s imagination. It's h_ls bravef'y amlcil a communiiy o o ;he
roes who talk the talk but in practice basically don’t ¢, g, n: ‘.
than hand out food to the homeless. Ore

“When you wake up 0ne day and decide to put on ¢

give out sandwiches, something’s a little Off,” he said, «] dont . 1
them real-life superheroes. I call them real-life sandwic;h...handlers )

i fact there’s only one other crew out there actively looking for

dangerous scrapes, and that's the NYI—the New York Initiatjye And
so, in the days before returning to Seattle, I email to ask if | ¢y ioin
them. I receive a very non-comic-book response. Yes, I can, byt only
if T accord them “...professional respect by cooperating with oy
scheduling and more importantly our tactics in the field . . . A bylle.
proof vest will be available for your use . . . The scheduling is not ne.
gotiable. — Zero, co-founder of the New York Initiative.”
We meet for a strategy briefing outside a movie theater near Wash.
ington Square Park, Lower Manhattan, at 10:00 p.m. There are ten of

them. They don’t look much like superheroes. They look quite intim:
idating, in fact, like a street gang, or some kind of private security de:
tachment dressed entirely in black, with only cursory flashes of color
‘I look at it like a homeland soldier who has stickers on his he:
met,” explains Zero, a tall, good-looking, blond man. “I'm an artist.
I'm a fighter. I'm a radical. I'm in a state of unrest.” He pauses. ‘I
trying to promote a new term instead of superhero: X-Alt. It's shor for



