; . ge gr()u Of
h:n g and there’s PEPPET spray and superheroes ang : dé’e'ople
ﬁgl;lp otect yourselves!” Phoenix yells. - fontkn

he is due to be arraigned in court—my Skype flickers into life,
«phoenix!” I say, startled. “You’re unmasked!”

“The police took my Super Suit,” he says. He sounds sorrowful,
l was debating whether to show you my face or just these . . .” He

waves his biceps in front of the Skype camera. “Hey!” he ———
tending to be the voice of his biceps. “Remember me?”

‘I do remember you,” I say.

Phoenix doesn’t look like 1’d imagined he would. All I'd had to go on
was the muscular physique, so I assumed his face would be tougher,
more stern or something. But, while handsome, he’s also unexpect-
edly gooty-looking. He'’s wearing nerdy, quite effeminate spectacles,
d has a strange haircut that looks like an upside-down bucket.

"That’s an incredible haircut,” I say.

“Yeah, it's like Kid 'n Play, the Black Elvis,” he explains. “So. Any-
"é). The police stole my Super Suit. They said it was evidence of a

fhn - ?ut if someone commits a so-called assault, you don't take
"Il shirt ang pants.”




