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***
All my life I have wanted two things. To have a way I can use the powers I’ve been given to help people — and yet still live a normal life — and to find out more about my heritage.
I have the first. The second… The second was just within my grasp.
Now it’s been ripped away, and I feel… threatened.
***
Since becoming Superman — a slightly self-serving name bestowed on me by Lois Lane, the woman of my dreams — life has been wonderful. Hectic, but wonderful.
I — Clark Kent — am far from being the man of Lois’s dreams. Superman, however… I know I should take a step back there, but she is like an addiction. It’s a little disturbing to realise that at the age of twenty-seven I can still act like a lovesick teenager.
Lois is my writing partner at the Daily Planet. I’m not even convinced she likes me — Clark me, that is. But she at least talks to me, which is more than most of the staff can say. I’ve heard her referred to as Mad Dog Lane, and it would be easy to take her prickliness and abruptness at face value and dislike her. I, however, have seen one of the faces she hides from the world and I find myself falling a little more every day.
Life had been wonderful.
Until the raid on the Planet offices by Bureau 39.
The knowledge that a government department was interested in Superman made me feel slightly sick. The feeling was only intensified when we broke into the warehouse on Bessolo Boulevard.
Most of the contents of the warehouse were exactly what Lois dismissed them as — junk — but not all of them.
In the filing cabinet, there was a folder marked Smallville, 1966. And hidden under a dusty tarp was — my ship.
That, and the globe with it, were the first objects I’d ever seen that offered a clue to my heritage.
Holding the globe, watching it change from the familiar continents of Earth to the configuration of an alien planet, feeling the sure knowledge that *this* — Krypton — was where I came from, was the single most incredible moment of my life.
I came away from that warehouse feeling an extraordinary mix of emotions. Appalled that the government was so close to connecting the dots between Clark Kent and Superman. Apprehensive of what they intended to do if they made that connection. Fury at the means the Bureau used to try to get to Superman. Dismay that the government knew more about me than I did. Exhilaration that
I’d found part of my heritage. Desolation that I was not only not human, but apparently the last of my kind. Frustration that I’d had to leave my ship behind.
It was to get worse.
Returning to the warehouse to find it completely empty was like a physical blow.
Lois was upset at the loss of her story. I, however, had a personal stake in this. Earlier today I’d seen and touched the last remaining link I had to the planet that gave me life.
And now it was gone.
It felt as if part of me was missing.
At the same I was filled with a sense of foreboding. Wherever the Bureau had gone, I knew that they would resurface.
It was only a matter of time.
THE END
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