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« 3 silence. “It happens to 1.:he bes.t of us,” |,

There shis quilelessness make him delightfy]ly ..’

Iljeri:’e:  wonder. He is, after all, planning 14|
ingly Ddiv

,rdous situations this weekend.

locate his crew on a street corney ,
| a'rr}f-o\;/ieg I?tnt?’ll le);-e’s Pitch Black, Ghost, and Red p,,
station. ed and masked and, although in good shape hon, Py
all coﬁmtrrlian Phoenix. He stands tall among them, 3p4 o,
Sﬁ)ecrlze:oo They're a little monosyllabic, as if they’ve dec; ded o lo
q ’ .

. in all things.
to ﬂ’;}fgliaie: ;n vi sitorf-a superhero from Oregon nameq Knigh,
Owl. He's been fighting crime Sin(fe ]anua’ry 2008 and is in town fy,
an impending comic-book convention. He's tall, masked, ang Musg,
lar, in his mid-twenties, and dressed in a black-.and-yellow COStume

They brief Phoenix on a group of crack addicts an.d dealers stapg.
ing at a nearby bus stop. A plan is formed. They’]l just walk sloyjy
past them to show who's boss. No confrontation. Just a slow, intim;.
dating walk past.

We spot the crack addicts right away. There’re ten of them. They're
huddled at the bus stop, looking old and wired, talking animatediy t
each other about something. When they see us they stop talking and
shoot us wary glances, wondering uneasily what the superheroes are
covertly murmuring to each other.

This is what the superheroes are murmuring to each other:

“NIGHT owL: “I've discovered a mask maker who does these re-

ally awesome ow] masks. They’re made out of old gas masks.” |
Avenger’s got?”

he , owl-themed. I'm going to ask her if
she'll put my logo on it in brass.”

awesome. : . ..
and-yellow color g € By the way, | really like your black
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