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***
My name is Kal-El.
I am the son of Jor-El and Lara.
I am the last son of Krypton.
I know more about my background than ever before.
And so does someone else.
***
All my life, I’ve had questions. Why am I different? Where am I from? How did I end up in Kansas? What happened to my parents?
Why did they abandon me?
The Kents were- and are- the best parents anyone could ask for, and they will always be my parents. They’re the only family I’ve ever known. But there’s a feeling of rejection that’s part of being a foundling. Like maybe I wasn’t good enough for my biological parents.
Maybe that’s why they got rid of me.
The globe gave me answers I’ve been craving for more than twenty years.
It gave me roots.
The wonder of it is almost beyond words.
To know why an infant was put in a ship and launched into space. To know what happened to my people, even if I don’t know why.
To know that I was loved, so much that my parents chose to save me even if they couldn’t save themselves.
I should have been able to greet Jor-El’s messages with anticipation, but it was tainted.
Instead of being able to savour Jor-El’s words, I listened with dread, lest they contained something that would irretrievably reveal my secret.
It makes me angry.
Those messages were private and personal, meant for me and whomever I chose to share them with. Not to be seen by someone unknown.
What should have been an amazing and personal experience has been sullied, and in a way I feel violated.
Whoever had my globe knows that Superman arrived here as a baby. I don’t know who has the information or what they plan to do with it.
I feel exposed.
THE END
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