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Journalist, James Stanley, is faced with the imminent birth of his child.

Having decided to forego the test that would determine whether the baby is carrying the

all-important Super-S gene, which differentiates the genetic makeup of a superhero from

that of a normal person, James sets out on a quest to interview forty-five super-powered

individuals in the hope that their experiences may better prepare him for bringing up a child

that is potentially gifted with extraordinary abilities.

On his journey, he encounters characters from all walks of life; 

from single mothers struggling to raise gifted children, to rebellious 
super-teenagers, all the way through to those reaching the end of their lives. But what

starts as a voyage of personal discovery becomes something far more ominous
when he crosses paths with an organisation known as XoDOS.

[ F E A T U R I N G  T H E  A R T  O F ]
Charlie Adlard, Robert Atkins, Dan Brereton, Simon Coleby, Boo Cook, Rufus Dayglo 

Gary Erskine, Dan Fraga, Eduardo Francisco, Lee Garbett, Randy Green, Trevor Hairsine

John Higgins, Frazer Irving, Jock, Ben Oliver, Carlo Pagulayan, Sean Phillips 

Dom Reardon, Kenneth Rocafort, Liam Sharp, Matt Timson, Andie Tong 

Gus Vazquez, Tim Vigil, and many more!

[ F O R T Y - F I V E ]45

“Andi Ewington‘s 45 appeals to an 
audience that transcends 1970s Batman, 
and even the phenomenal Watchmen.”

shathley Q PopMatters.com

“45 explores the world around us and the 
very nature of existence inside a world 
far more interesting than our own...”
Optimous Douche Ain’t It Cool News

“This is great work. And you should count
yourself privileged to have picked this up.

But of course, this is Com.x”
Jim Krueger Writer (Earth X & Justice)
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With Thanks...
Of all the written words in this book, those that follow are the most important. Without the people listed
below, this book would never have happened. A huge number of people donated their talents, time,
generosity and effort to this project. Others drastically reduced their fees in order to be part of something
they considered was going to be special. All of them have become friends, and all of them I owe a huge debt
of thanks to.

Artwork: Charlie Adlard, Jeff Anderson, Seb Antoniou, Robert Atkins, Dan Boultwood, Dan Brereton, 
Lee Carter, Anthony Castrillo, Simon Coleby, Boo Cook, Rufus Dayglo, Ross Dearsley, Neil Edwards, 
Gary Erksine, Rodin Esquejo, Dan Fraga, Eduardo Francisco, Lee Garbett, Randy Green, Trevor Hairsine, 
John Higgins, Sally Hurst, Frazer Irving, Jock, Kevin Kobasic, Alvin Leigh, Wayne Nichols, Sean O’Connor,
Ben Oliver, Carlo Pagulayan, Sean Phillips, Jordan Raskin, Dom Reardon, Kenneth Rocafort, Dave Ryan,
Steve Sampson, Liam Sharp, Barry Spiers, Fiona Staples, Stephen Thompson, Matt Timson, Andie Tong, 
Gus Vazquez, Tim Vigil, Kit Wallis, Calum Alexander Watt, Bob Wiacek, Admira Wijaya, Andrew Wildman.

Colourists: Jason Cardy, Tom Chu, Frank D’Armata, Teodoro Gonzalez, Kat Nicholson, Alex Owens, 
Bob Pedroza, Tom Smith, Matthew Wilson.

To my life-long friend, Dennis Johnson, for the continuous phone calls and editing of my poor english, and for
the additional input, numerous discussions and enduring three solid days editing from the confines of my
bedroom (Long story – ask Dennis if you ever meet him!). Thanks also to; Ali-Kimber Bates, Paul Benjamin,
Darren Bennett, Max Brooks, Chris Buckley, Emma Bunn, Kurt Busiek, Simon Callaghan, Dave Campit of
Glasshouse, June Courtney, Stuart Dace, Adam Davison, Richard Emms, Jo Fawell, John Feeney, Nigel Flood,
Martin Fisher, FontDiner, Jamie Grant, Ric, Alison & Charlotte Hawkins, Jay Hilgert @ Bittbox, Lee Kirton,
Agata Krokowska, Jim Krueger, Craig Johnson, Rich Johnston, GM Jordan, Stephanie Journau, Tony Lee,
Louis LeTerrier, Ross Mcleish, Baden James Mellonie, Jayshree Mistry, David Monteith, Barry Nugent, 
Rob Patey, Jamie O’Connell, James Rennie (Model), Jamie Richards, Ange Robinson, Nigel Rogers, Alex
Ross, Mike Scigliano, Guillaume Seguin, Casey Seijas, Allie Sloan, Jon Sloan, Vicky Stonebridge, Binod
Tamang, Cindy Taylor, Yuko Tomizawa, Jo Wain, Ben Walker, Steve White, Mukti, Suranga & Lakshin
Wickramasekera, Will White, Rob Williams. Also to Eddie Deighton and Benjamin Shahrabani of Com.x for
believing in Forty-Five and for that final edit (Cheers Ed!). To those on the Forty-Five Facebook group. To those
that wanted to do a page but I couldn’t fit you in. To the Dalmunzie ‘Posse’ (you all know who you are!). To all
my friends and family that I have spoken to about Forty-Five – sorry if you heard about it one too many times!
To my folks, Jo and David Ewington, thank you for always being there for me. To Natasha, my wife, thank you
for keeping my feet firmly on the ground and having the belief that I would see this through to the end, and to
Zack, for the inspiration and for making me understand what it means to be a father. And a final thanks to you
for taking the time to read these credits...

Phew! Beer time!

A. Ewington
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Terminologies

2nd Degree: A Super-S with powers created by design or accident.

Academy of Higher Development: An educational establishment specialising in the training and development of children
displaying superpowers.

AFV: Military slang for when a mission goes wrong. A ‘fuck-up’ (acronym for ‘America’s Funniest Videos’).

A.W.O.L.: An acronym for “absent without leave”.

B.P.P.: An African-American revolutionary organisation established to promote Black Power, and by extension self-defense for
blacks. Active in the United States from the mid-1960s into the 1970s.

Council Flat: A form of public or social housing, primarily referred to in the United Kingdom.

C-Section: A surgical procedure in which incisions are made through a mother’s abdomen and uterus to deliver one or more
babies.

Exo-S: A Norman or Super-S that utilises a type of armoured battle suit.

Flambo: A derogatory term for a Super-S that can control fire.

HALE-CRITERION: The test designed by Dr. Montgomery Hale in 1969 which can predict the presence of superpowers in an
unborn baby; more commonly known as ‘the Super-S test’.

Hazmat: Hazardous materials ‘clean-up’ team.

Inter-Meta: A union (usually by marriage) of a Norman and a Super-S or 2nd Degree.

Invo: Slang term for a Super-S with invisibility powers.

Lob-Job: Slang term for a mentally unstable individual.

M8: The busiest motorway in Scotland. It connects the country’s two largest cities, Glasgow and Edinburgh.

M.I.: Military Intelligence.

NHS: Name commonly used to refer to the publicly-funded healthcare system of the United Kingdom.

Norman: Super-S slang for an ordinary, everyday human being.

Perv: Slang term for ‘Pervert’.

S-Book: Popular online community site similar to Facebook, commonly used by those with superpowers.

S.o.B.: The shortened term for ‘Son-of-a-bitch’.

Solo: A Super-S that operates on his own.

Spook: Slang term for a Super-S with the ability to ‘detect’ invisible or cloaked objects and/or people.

S.T.A.R.T. Program: Super-S Toxic Addiction Rehab Trust.

Super-M: An extreme mutation of a Super-S, usually resulting in physical alterations.

Super-S: The generic term for those born with abnormally high human development markers; a superhero.

S-Zone: A tightly controlled government-monitored area, normally a town, where Super-S possessing powers considered too
dangerous to the general public are relocated. Sometimes called a “Freak-Tank”. Most common in the United States of
America.

Take the Mickey: To tease or make fun of someone.

Tracksuit: An article of clothing consisting of two parts: pants and a jacket. Originally intended for use in sports, nowadays it
has become commonly worn in other contexts.

Vader: The term used to describe a superhero that is, or has become, ‘evil’.

Yurei: Spirits in Japanese folklore, analogous to Western legends of ghosts.
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Dedicated to:

My wife, Natasha. 

My son, Zack.
Born 7th June 2008 at 5.34am
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foreword

So I once worked as a copywriter for Marvel Comics. Before Justice. Before Earth X. Even before
Footsoldiers. I wrote ads. If Captain America were going to take on the Red Skull again, it was my job to write
an ad telling potential buyers and fans why this time it was going to be different. Why this time, Cap himself
could actually lose. While there, I was privy to an amazing number of candid words given by editors, artists
and executives alike. Things you would never expect to hear.

One such testimonial came from one of the editor-in-chiefs I worked with. He was asked what he would do if
he were given the power of flight. I will never forget his answer. He said that he would never fly more than
five feet above the ground because he was afraid of heights. I think that was the moment I both lost respect
for editors, and also discovered the humanity behind having powers. It wasn’t Alan Moore. It wasn’t Grant
Morrison. Wasn’t even Alan Grant who turned my heard towards thinking about what mankind might be like if
we had super powers. It was this statement by this editor.

The book you hold in your hands is jammed with such interesting little thoughts. Really, it’s not like anything
I’ve ever read. Please understand that I love British comics. I always have. I wouldn’t be here in this industry
if it weren’t for Moore Swamp Thing and Captain Britain. Or Morrison’s Zenith and Animal Man. I still hold up
Volume 1 of Knights of Pendragon as the best comic book series of the 90s. I’m the only American I know
who buys every issue of 2000 AD (I do know that many out here buy it. I’m just the only one I know of). The
artists in this book are the best British artists working today. That would have been enough for me to buy it. 

If you’ve only leafed through it, you may not realize what you’ve stumbled onto. It’s a one-page view into 45
different stories. 45 different hints of what it would be like to have super powers in the world AND have all
your only hidden faults. For me, this is a book of ideas. For some of the characters within, I’m perfectly happy
just finding out that they walked the Earth (or walked above it) and finally settled down and had a family and
retired. But for others, there’s a whole story just waiting to be told.

I especially enjoyed the guy with super powers who couldn’t come up with a “code-name” because all the
good ones were being used by made up heroes from American publishers. Yeah. Little insights like this are
what makes this book loads of fun. 

I imagine I’ll be picking this book up often. Sometimes only to page through it. Sometimes only to read one
page and let the creators’ imagination effect my own. This is great work. And you should count yourself
privileged to have picked this up. But of course, this is ComX. So if you’re smart enough to know who they
are, you’re smart enough to pick something up on their logo alone.

If I had the power of flight, there are a lot of things I’d do. One would be to get back to England to shake the
hands of this crew and congratulate them on such a fun read. And then, since I’m there, I’d probably try to
figure out how I can get my hands on one of those Zenith Hardcovers I heard were printed and never
released.

Grateful to be a part of this.

Jim Krueger  Earth X, Justice and Footsoldiers

COMPLIMENTARY COPY 

NOT FOR RESALE



iV

I read a lot of comic books. Even before I started my current stint as the world’s most foul mouthed reviewer
on Ain’t It Cool News, my longbox collection was already causing marital strife due to the amount of closet
space it was consuming.

Being a veritable encyclopedia of the comic medium, you begin to recognize patterns; cyclical similarities
that at times make me wonder how I can continue to love a medium that essentially revels in sameness from
month-to-month-to-month. Well the answer is quite simple, for all of the hundreds of books that seem to roll
off of a creative assembly line, hidden between them are sparks of sheer brilliance that force you to say
“Yeah, I never saw this coming.”   

Well, I never saw 45 coming. Even after I had done a fairly extensive interview with Andi, I still just didn’t get
what 45 was truly about. And that’s the thing with books that spit in the face of convention. You simply don’t
get them until you experience them. Think about the industry game changers and if in concept they would
have bowled you over. Dark Knight Returns — batman is middle aged and the imagery will be almost
indecipherable. Astro City — you know a city about superheroes. Marvels — we’re going to look at super
heroes from the perspective of the reader. Nothing about these concepts should have led to being landmark
books. Yet, they were.

After my interview with Andi, this is how I was feeling about 45. Everything about the book’s concept was so
different from the norm how could it possibly be good? 45 interviews with more words in each interview than
you get in a handful of regular weekly comics and only one picture per interview. No word balloons, no panel
breaks, no thought blocks that gave the much needed exposition the artist was too lazy to render. 45
disparate interviews that stand-alone, but also meld into a greater whole, sort of like Voltron.

Where some would shun these very concepts I dove in feet first, partly because of my job as a reviewer and
sometimes train wrecks are just fun to watch (as long as you aren’t on the train).

At every turn of the page where I expected disaster to befall Ewington’s brain child, I found myself becoming
more engrossed in the story. Not just the solitary interview I was reading, but also in the life of the
interviewer. This was not only connective tissue tying together this world of super beings, this man was a
super being in his own right with enough heart and virtue to expend all of his resources simply to understand
his unborn child.

My reservations about one picture per story were quickly abated during the first few interviews. These are
more than mere pictures; they are standalone works of art. A barrage of collages and imagery that convey
the life, turmoil, joy and in some cases death in each super powered individual’s life. Granted it takes a
different eye to read a “comic” in this fashion, but after the hundreds of thousands of panels I’ve read in my
life, it was a most welcome diversion from the norm.

If I had to surmise 45 into one concise pull quote I would say something along the lines of, “45 explores the
world around us and the very nature of existence inside a world far more interesting than our own.” But you
know what? I’ve hated pull quotes since I believed that one bastard in 1982 that promised the play I was
going to see “was better than cats.” So I leave with the following, “stop reading my verbal diarrhea, turn the
page and be thankful you had the courage to break from the norm.” 

Optimous Douche (a.k.a Rob Patey)  Ain’t It Cool News 

foreword
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In some instances in this book, names and locations have been changed in order
to protect interviewee identities from those that may wish to do them harm.
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Prologue
The reason for these interviews is a simple one: in a little over four months I’m going to be a father.

My wife and I agreed to forego the Super-S test (technically known as the HALE-CRITERION test); a test that
would determine whether our unborn son or daughter carries the extra chromosome that could potentially
alter our lives forever. Yet even though we decided against it, I couldn’t help but wonder, “What if our child is
born with superpowers?”. Could I cope with the pressures of a child bestowed with a gift to do extraordinary
things? Here in Britain, our Government monitors rather than regulates Super-S activity and only steps in to
isolate the more dangerous ones, primarily for their own benefit, employing patriotic Super-S to resolve or
diffuse situations, whereas other countries have taken more drastic measures to ensure public safety. So
what future can my son or daughter look forward to? If he or she is diagnosed as a Super-S, will they be free
to live a normal life? What physical and psychological hurdles would they face growing up? With these and
numerous other questions preying on my mind, I felt it necessary to find out more from those who are
blessed with enhanced abilities, in preparation for understanding my own child better.

As a parent, you aspire to be a role-model for your children, someone they can look up to, learn from, and
admire. But how can you possibly be a hero to a child that is potentially destined to become one? 

I needed to discover more about the world that could be waiting for us as a family. During my time as a
freelance journalist I have taken thousands of photographs of superheroes and written of their amazing feats
and courageous deeds. Now, I wanted to read between the lines and delve deeper than the usual media I am
forced to report on. We all think we know a Super-S, but do we understand them? Have we ever wanted to?
Like most Normans, I have taken the guardians of our cities for granted, without consideration for their
thoughts and feelings.

It had been my intention to interview as many superheroes as I could; from a Norman parents’ discovery that
their child is Super-S, to the growing pains of adolescence and the reckless years of adulthood, to the critical
years of mid-life and beyond. Once I had made my preliminary calls, word spread quickly. More and more
Super-S came forward. I still don’t fully understand why. Maybe it was a need to share their experiences, a
desire to be truly heard above the standard media speculation and press reports? I know for some it was an
opportunity to unload psychological burdens that had been carried for months, if not years; for others, it was
a chance to simply set records straight. My voyage of Super-S discovery has enabled me to lay several
myths to rest and in turn uncover truths I never could have dreamed of.

We, the privileged many, have much to learn from the gifted few that fly above our cities while we sleep
safely in our beds.

James Stanley
August 18th 2009

“For rarely are sons similar to their fathers: 
most are worse, and a few are better than their fathers.”

Homer (800 BC - 700 BC), The Odyssey

forty-five
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I am somewhere in the southeast of England, sitting in a private
hospital ward with Michael and Felicity Brown* and their five
hours-old son.

Felicity is happy but exhausted. She’s holding her newborn child in her
arms; one end of a cord is attached to her wrist, the other is attached to
her child buried somewhere deep in his blanket. Michael sits next to
them, holding a digital camcorder. His face is a picture of delight.

JS: Firstly, congratulations to you both, you must be very proud.
Michael, how are you feeling right now?
MB: Thanks! It’s incredible! You got kids?  

JS: My wife’s expecting our first. It’s a rollercoaster of emotions at
the moment; I’m both apprehensive and delighted at the same time.
MB: Congratulations to you, too! The ride just becomes wilder and
wilder. Take that constant feeling of nervous excitement you have
right now, multiply that by a thousand, and you’re still nowhere
near the euphoria you’ll be feeling when your child’s born. Are you
hoping for a Super-S? 

JS: We’ll just settle for healthy to be honest. Thank you for seeing
me so soon after the birth. Felicity, how are you feeling? 
FB: As elated as Michael, except with a lot more soreness! It still
hasn’t sunk in yet that he’s really here. He gave me a bit of trouble
early on, but I was determined for a natural birth and not a 
C-section. In the end, all the effort was worth it. My beautiful boy.

Felicity glows proudly, doting over the bundle in her arms.

JS: Did you take the Super-S test? 
MB: No, we chose not to.

JS: Did you suspect anything during the birth?
MB: Everything happened too fast. Felicity was incoherent; the
pethidine meant she was flying – metaphorically speaking! When
he appeared we were expecting him to be drowsy from the drugs,
but no sooner had I cut the cord then he was off, whizzing around
the room! We couldn’t believe our eyes! Felicity thought she was
hallucinating and I almost fainted from shock, but there he was,
actually flying, buzzing overhead like a heat-drunk fly, screaming
the delivery room down! There was meconium falling out of the air,
and he was peeing and pooing everywhere-

FB: Michael!

MB: Sorry, but it WAS utter chaos; a right stinking mess. Everything
was covered; from the baby, to the delivery team, to us. Looking
back now it was pretty funny, but at the time it was sheer
pandemonium.

JS: How did you manage to catch him?  
MB: Luckily for us, he tired really quickly. The midwife caught him
just as his ability waned. Good hands, that one! I joked that she
should try out as goalkeeper for West Ham – God knows they need
one although, personally, I blame the defence. Unfortunately, being
a Chelsea supporter, she didn’t see the funny side.

JS: How do you both feel, now that his ability has been confirmed? 
MB: We’re both walking on air! For the record, neither of us are
Super-S, we’re both Normans. Nothing can truly prepare you for
the experience; there’s no mention of super-powers or how to deal
with them from the midwives or antenatal classes, I guess with
such a variety of talents out there it’s impossible to offer practical
advice. Like yourself, we felt that if we were going to waive the
test, then we would be acceptive, no matter the outcome.

JS: With your “special” arrival, you’re going to have your hands
full 24-7. Have the NHS given you any indication of the postnatal
support that’s out there for you?
MB: You’re kidding, right? They’re stretched as it is with Norman
babies. No way do they have the infrastructure to cope with
something like this.

JS: So what are you going to do? You clearly need extensive help
and guidance for the foreseeable future.

Michael and Felicity glance at each other. Michael produces a business
card from his pocket and hands it to me.

Ms. T. Lorien
Executive Administrator & Liaison Director 

XoDOS

JS: She gave this to you? There’s no telephone number, no logo, no
contact details. Don’t you think that’s a bit strange?
FB: I said the same thing. She told us she’d be in contact to see
how we were coping. Michael thinks she’s something to do with
National Security.

Felicity stifles a laugh.

MB: I’m just repeating what she told me!

JS: When did Ms Lorien arrive?
MB: About an hour before you. It was a very brief visit. 

JS: Did she explain why she was here?
MB: She said she represented a U.S. presidency initiative that
offered support and financial stability to families in our position.

JS: But you’re English, why is the American Administration
offering assistance here in England?
MB: That’s what I wondered.

Felicity nods in agreement.

FB: Do you know much about XoDOS, Mr. Stanley?

JS: Only as much as the next Norman.
FB: They must be a reputable organisation. They wouldn’t have the
backing of the UK Government to be over here talking to us in
hospital if they weren’t, would they?

JS: I’m sure it’s fine. 
MB: Ms. Lorien said she’d be in touch in a few weeks. She also
said there would be the possibility of a grant to help us financially.
We’ll certainly need the extra money to help support the little ’un.

The bundle in Felicity’s arms yawns.

JS: What do you plan to call him?

Michael looks sheepishly at Felicity. 

MB: We’re not sure yet. I really like The Hammer, The Mighty Iron,
or maybe The Claret & Blue Avenger, but Felicity isn’t having any of
it; she wants something like WonderKid or SuperBoy. I’ve already
explained that those names are fine when he’s younger, but he’ll
hate them when he’s older. But you know women, always got to
have their own way- ouch! 

Felicity slaps Michael ruefully on the arm. 

JS: Sorry, I meant his real name? 
MB: Oh... we haven’t really thought about that yet. We were pretty
convinced that he was going to be a she.

FB: Well, I like Ross. 

MB: We can’t have Ross. I work with a Ross. Everyone will think the
baby’s his! I’ll never hear the end of it. How about Bobby?  

FB: I’m not naming my son after a football player. 

MB: Bobby Moore wasn’t just a player, he was a legend! Hang on, 
I like that! The Legend! Kinda catchy – I like it. The Legend!

forty-five
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Ben Wallace* is an excitable five year-old. Tomorrow will be his
first day at school. His father, Eddie, has decided to send him to a
special Super-S Academy of Higher Development in Santa
Monica, California. 

I’m standing next to Eddie, in a park, watching his son playing on the
playground equipment. Our meeting has purposely been scheduled early
to avoid any unwanted attention from members of the public or press.

JS: Are you looking forward to Ben attending an Academy of
Higher Development? 
EW: Of course! Sending Ben to a Super-S school is the right
decision. It’ll be good for him to mix with kids that have comparable
needs. He has Norman friends and he’s pretty good at suppressing
his powers when he’s around them, but a Norman school could
potentially propagate too many problems. I don’t want to run the
risk of Ben being the center of attention.

BW: Dad! Dad! Look at me! I’m King of the Hill! 

Ben has climbed to the top of a slide.

EW: Very good, King Ben! 

JS: You’re fortunate to be in a position to send him to such 
a school.
EW: It’s been a struggle. We’re certainly not a rich family. We sold
the house and had to rent a place. It was the only way we could lay
our hands on the amount of money needed to support that kind of
education. Banks do offer specialized loans but the interest
repayments are exorbitant, so we opted to sell the house. We’ve
enough funds for the first few years. After that, I’m not sure what
we’ll do. I guess I’ll have to keep buying lottery tickets. Ultimately,
the sacrifice is worth it to see Ben do well. We both want what’s
best for him. I speak from experience when I say I know what it’s
like to be different from the other kids.  

JS: So you’re not a Norman? 
EW: I’m a Norman to my friends, but I’m actually a lot like my Ben.
I’ve just always felt I should keep my power secret.

Eddie laughs.

I don’t know, thanks to Ben, maybe I’m having second thoughts
about keeping it under wraps. We have similar abilities, Ben and I,
but having a superpower when I was a kid was very different to
how it is now. Back then the system didn’t have the support in
place to deal with people like us; no special schools or funding. 
As a youngster I heard so many horror stories of kids being taken
away from their parents. I didn’t want that. I was scared. So I
suppressed my ability and denied its existence. I’m ashamed to say,
I chose to ignore my true potential.

JS: So you could inhibit your power completely? 
EW: No, not completely. There would be instances at school when
my power would naturally manifest itself in some way, usually if I
felt threatened. People knew that there was something not quite
right about me, but not what exactly. The public didn’t understand
people with powers in those days; not sure they do now, either. It
was perceived as some kind of disability. I changed Norman
schools more times than I care to recall. They kept inventing
reasons to expel me.

JS: How did your parents’ react to your expulsions?
EW: They had no idea what was really wrong with me. Remember,
the HALE-CRITERION wasn’t introduced until 1969; there was no
way to diagnose kids with the Super-S gene when I was young.
They just assumed I was a difficult child. Once I’d realized I was
different, I kept it from them. I preferred it that way, rather than they
think of me as some kind of freak. Oh, I had lots of counselling, all of
it fruitless. I had never discussed my gift with anyone, so I was
hardly about to start talking about it with a complete stranger. I
made up excuses for my problems at school just to keep them from
finding out. I don’t ever want Ben to go through what I did.

JS: And yet here you are now, divulging your secret. Do you ever
regret the decision to suppress your power? 
EW: I regret not disclosing the truth to my parents. They’ve both
passed away now. They never knew Ben. And, well, ....um, well,
they never really knew their own child.

Eddie becomes emotional. We take a break from the interview.

Ben’s birth has enabled me to see my life from a new perspective.
I’ve been able to exorcise my demons. He has the chance that I
denied myself; to be the incredible man he ought to be. I know you
shouldn’t attempt to fulfill your dreams through your children’s life,
but he has the chance to use his gift for the good of society, if he 
so chooses.

JS: And what if Ben decides not to rise to the challenge?  
EW: The important thing is, that’s his choice to make, not mine. I’ll
stand by him regardless. All I can do is show him the road to
potential, it’s his decision whether he walks it or not. He can have a
Norman job like me and live a quiet, respectable life if he wants to,
but I also want to give him the chance to be something greater than
that, if he so chooses. 

Ben runs over to us and jumps into his father’s arms.  

BW: Did you see me, daddy? Did you? 

EW: Yes, we did! What a brave young man you are! 

JS: Hello, Ben. My name’s James. Your father tells me you’re about
to go to a special school. Are you looking forward to it? 

Ben looks to his father for guidance.

EW: It’s okay. I’ve told him about our secret.

BW: I’m going to a place that will teach me how to use my power!
Daddy says I’ll make lots of new friends – friends just like me. 

EW: Like you in certain ways, Ben, but not exactly the same. 

JS: So what’s your secret, Ben? 
EW: Why don’t you show him? 

BW: Mommy said I wasn’t to do it outside.

EW: Don’t worry, Daddy says you can, just this once. Nobody’s
watching, except us.

Ben runs to the slide and climbs the steps. He reaches the top and waves
at us, enthusiastically. Just as I wave back, Ben jumps. My natural
instinct is to run over to catch him but Eddie holds me back. I see a small,
white flash emanate from Ben, then a force-field envelop his body,
cushioning his fall. The field dissipates as Ben’s feet make contact with
the ground. He runs back to us, smiling.

EW: Good boy! That was a good one! 

JS: He already appears to have good control over his ability. 
EW: Sticks and stones aren’t going to break his bones, that’s for
sure. It’s just the other stuff that I have to shield him from. No
protective barrier he creates is going to stop the verbal and mental
abuse. That’s why he’s going to an Academy.

JS: Are you tempted to hone your own power, now that you’re
comfortable with it?
EW: I think it’s time for me to enjoy my current life, without thinking
about manufacturing a new one as some kind of superhero.

Ben is back on the slide. He jumps off again, replicating his force-field
with ease. He waves at us.

JS: Don’t forget, Eddie, there are all kinds of heroes.
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Sarah Berkley* is seven years-old. She sits playing in an
observation room at the charity, HomeLight. She was born a 
Super-S. She knows neither of her biological parents.

I watch Sarah’s powers in full-flow. She has created a fantastical
woodland tea party with unicorns, leprechauns and other fabulous
creatures in attendance. The director of HomeLight, Claire McCarthy,
stands beside me as we observe the young girl through a two-way mirror.

JS: What’s Sarah’s story? 
CM: It’s one we see all too often. Her mother turned up at
HomeLight one day, heavily pregnant with Sarah. She literally went
into second-stage labour there and then on our doorstep. She
pleaded with us not to take her to a Norman hospital; she knew
something was different about her unborn baby. Don’t ask me how
as she’d never taken the Super-S test. It must have been her
maternal instinct, I suppose. Sarah arrived about thirty minutes
later, which is extremely quick for second-stage labour. Actually,
it’s rare for Normans, but not for a Super-S baby, so we knew
straight away that Sarah was going to need special care.

JS: What happened to Sarah’s natural mother?
CM: Unfortunately, it’s the usual, common story amongst Norman
mothers who give birth to Super-S; she couldn’t cope with the
added pressure of bringing up a daughter with extraordinary gifts.
It’s our policy to encourage young mothers to care for their special
babies and help guide them through post-natal but sadly, some
simply don’t want to know. Sarah’s mother left the facility a month
after she had arrived. 

JS: Was there any sign of the father?
CM: None. Sarah’s mother never spoke of him. I had the impression
it was an accident, a one night stand.

JS: Has any attempt been made to try to find him?
CM: We wouldn’t even know where to begin. Powers or attributes
aren’t hereditary and Berkley isn’t her real name so, unless he’s a
convicted criminal, he isn’t going to turn up on any DNA database. 

JS: What happens to Sarah now? 
CM: She’ll live with us for the time being. We’ll take care of her
here at HomeLight. She’ll be taught how to use her powers within a
controlled environment, such as this observation room. Young
people need to be treated very carefully when it comes to their
abilities. Mastering them can be quite a traumatic experience, so
we support them in the utilization of their gifts, as well as providing
the love and support necessary for proper maturation. Sarah is
extremely bright but emotionally deprived. I think it will be some
time before she accepts who she really is. She’ll make a positive
addition to the world one day, I’m sure of it, although she requires a
great deal of encouragement. Many of the children left with us
usually do. Being abandoned is an enormous burden to overcome
for a little girl.

JS: How long will she stay with you? 
CM: Until she’s 23. We’re not an adoption agency and besides,
Norman foster parents don’t generally cope well with Super-S kids.
So we persuade those in our care to stay with us until they’re 23. I
think 18 is too young for them to make their own way in society,
especially after coming from a specialist institutionalized
environment.

We watch as Sarah interacts with the illusions she’s creating. She cuts
some cake and feeds it to a faun, then pours tea for what can only be
described as a Hobbit.

JS: How successful is HomeLight? Have any of your past-minors
“turned Vader”?
CM: I am pleased to tell you that almost all of our children
successfully integrate back into society.

JS: Almost?
CM:There was one particular child we were unable to assist. It’s
extremely rare you encounter someone past saving, especially at

such an early age, but she was completely uncontrollable. I blame
myself. I completely misread her. We all learnt a harsh lesson 
that day.

We pause as the fantasy tea-party continues to unfold before our eyes.
Several satyrs have now materialised. Sarah sits before them, dressed as
a fairy princess.

JS: How did HomeLight begin? 
CM: It was my father’s vision. He was a Super-S fortunate to be
blessed with both great power and wealth. Cruelly, his prosperity
became insignificant once he found out he was unable to have
children of his own.

JS: But you just said…
CM: I was adopted. My father was a true pioneer. He recognized
that many Super-S children were not fulfilling their potential. Many
were either neglected or exploited. He wanted to do something to
help, so he created HomeLight, a charitable organization that now
protects over three hundred children within its walls. We have one
hundred staff and security personnel on site, not to mention
hundreds of colleagues working off-site on the charity’s behalf. We
offer hope where there was once darkness and despair. It’s a
mantle I was honored to take up when he died.

JS: I hope you’ll forgive the question, but wasn’t it ironic that he
should take his own life whilst he gave life to so many others? Did
the pressure of caring for so many drive him to it?
CM: No, I don’t think his commitment to this organization was the
chief murder suspect.

JS: Murder suspect?
CM: My father was in a perfect state-of-mind. There was no way he
was considering taking his own life the day he died.

JS: So you believe he was killed?
CM: Undoubtedly. There are many people out there who wish to
see HomeLight fail.

JS: Any you would be prepared to name?
CM: Not specifically. Vaders, foreign governments, multinationals,
billionaires – many people have tried to infiltrate our organization
and invalidate the work we do here. Fortunately, I have my own
method of screening prospective employees. My father certainly
knew what he was doing when he chose me as the sole heir to his
legacy.

Claire affords me a knowing smile.

JS: You have the ability to read people’s minds? 
CM: Something like that. I can decipher thoughts, evaluate
emotions, even predict intentions if the individual I’m monitoring is
committed enough. So when I tell you that there wasn’t a suicidal
thought in my father’s mind the day he died, then you’d better
believe it. I knew his mental state that day; I knew it better than 
he did. There was nothing there but love and commitment to the
future of HomeLight. He was even planning to set up a new facility
in New Jersey to add to the one we established here in Wisconsin.

JS: Well, I wish you all the best in continuing your father’s vision.
You’re doing valuable work for the young and vulnerable.
CM: Thank you. There are still so many out there that need us, need
our support. It’s a constant struggle, both maintaining the facility
and defending it against forces that are just waiting for us to fail.
No matter what happens, I’m committed to the end; if it wasn’t for
the love of my father, I couldn’t begin to imagine where I would be
right now. You see, I know what it’s like to be that little girl on the
other side of this mirror. 

Before I leave, we watch Sarah’s picnic scene slowly unfold and
disappear before our eyes. Gone are the unicorns, satyrs, hobbits and
leprechauns; gone is the tea party with it’s cakes, candy and culinary
delights. Sarah, a princess no more, sits on the floor of the white
observation room, alone.
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I am in the West Midlands, United Kingdom. I am here to interview
Arthur Miles-Miller, his wife, Valerie, and their nine year-old
Super-S son, Nathan.

The house is typical ‘Middle England’ in style. A traditional, bone-china
tea set sits on the table; alongside it a neat regiment of biscuits on a
small, white plate. Porcelain and brass ornaments adorn the walls. Arthur
Miles-Miller is a portly man with an air of money and arrogance about
him. His wife, Valerie, is quite the opposite; she appears quiet and
withdrawn. Sandwiched between them sits Nathan, wearing a rather
incongruous looking superhero costume; it looks like a cross between
Eaton schoolboy and Sherlock Holmes. He appears very self-conscious
and uncomfortable. Arthur is anxious to begin the interview.

JS: Thank you for allowing me to interview you. I actually used to
live about ten miles from here. Have you been here long? 
AMM: Over twenty years now. Moved here in the summer of ’87, a
few months before the great storm. You remember that? 

JS: Yes. Our home only suffered minor damage.
AMM: Lucky you. We lost more than a few roof tiles that day, I can
tell you! Mind you, things would have been different had Captain
Magnificent been around.

Arthur ruffles his son’s hair. Nathan appears unsettled by his father’s
attention.

JS: Is that your Super-S name, Nathan? 

Nathan begins to form an answer, but his father interjects. 

AMM: Of course it is! Captain Magnificent, Defender of Justice.
Flying the flag for the British Empire. None of that Yank stuff, you
know; just good, honest, English heart!

Valerie lets out a gasp, just as she is raising her cup to her lips, spilling
tea onto the carpet.

AMM: You stupid woman.

VMM: Sorry, how clumsy. Excuse me while I clean this up.

Valerie hurries to the kitchen and returns with a cloth.

VMM: I’m really sorry Arthur, it was an accident.

Arthur mumbles something under his breath that I can’t quite hear.
Nathan watches as his mother scrubs feverishly at the stain on the floor.
I’m a little embarrassed and can’t help feeling that this isn’t exactly a
happy family. I move the interview on as quickly as possible.

JS: Nathan, can I ask you how it feels knowing you’re going to be
a superhero when you grow up? 
AMM: He’s obviously thrilled by it all, isn’t he? Normally, he would
have followed me into the family business, but now he can make
much more money from his abilities and enable me and his old mum
to retire early, can’t you, son? You mark my words, the Miles-
Millers stand on the cusp of greatness. I’ve done some genealogy
research to see if there’s evidence of any Super-S blood in my
ancestry but surprisingly, nothing’s come up yet. I am proud to tell
you however that my great-great-grandfather, Albert Miles-Miller,
was awarded the Distinguished Conduct Medal for his service
during the Crimean War; a surefire sign of the greatness that was
to follow. With my expert guidance, I expect Nathan’s profile to be
appearing on future bank notes!

VMM: I... I have a distinguished ancestor too, one who travelled
with the first Pilgrim Fathers that left Plymouth in 1620. He was
quite important in his day, mentioned several times in history books
for his heroic deeds and- 

AMM: Do stop troubling the man with unnecessary drivel, dear.
Your ancestor had no claim to greatness whatsoever. In fact, I’m
pretty sure it was quite the reverse. He was a Nonconformist who

was practically kicked out of his country for his wild beliefs and
attitude. Not before his time, if you want my opinion. Now if you
don’t mind, Mr Stanley is here to discuss Captain Magnificent’s
superpowers, aren’t you, sir?

VMM: Sorry, dear. Of course. 

I notice the milk jug rattling on the tea tray Mrs Miles-Miller is holding.
Pre-empting another spillage, I reach forward to steady the tray. She gives
me an appreciative look. Arthur is oblivious to the situation.

JS: Your family history does sound very interesting Mrs Miles-
Miller. How do you feel it contributed to Nathan’s Super-S
abilities?
VMM: Well, I’ve always thought-

AMM: Pshht! 

I ignore Mr Miles-Miller’s interruption but decide to change the subject.

JS: So, tell me Nathan, what makes you special?
AMM: He can do anything he puts his mind to, can’t you, my boy?
He can fly, move objects with his mind, crush steel with his bare
hands-

VMM: Erm... no, he can’t, Arthur. He can control water, that’s what
he’s able to do. No flying. No-

AMM: What are you talking about? It’s obvious his powers are
going to develop further. All Super-S can crush steel and fly! You
don’t think he’ll get to the top just by making pretty shapes out of
water, do you? He’s got to push himself if he wants to achieve
greatness.

JS: I think the ability to control water is a power that needs
careful nurturing. After all, 70% of our planet is covered in the stuff
and 80% of our brain is made up of it.
AMM: Sorry, Mr Stanley, but that’s rubbish.

NMM: Father... 

AMM: No son, you have to stand up to these people. How else are
you going to learn to defend yourself? Don’t let them put you down.
Give them an inch now and they’ll take everything from you later.
You mark my words. 

My attention turns to the tea pot, which has started vibrating. Froth is
bubbling at the spout and lid.

VMM: Arthur, please... 

AMM: Please WHAT? What are you interrupting me for?

I ignore the parents and focus on Nathan.

JS: Nathan, do you want to be a superhero when you’re older? 
NMM: Actually, I want to be a fireman. 

AMM: Don’t be stupid, you can’t be a fireman! 

VMM: Arthur! 

A crash is heard from the kitchen. I can hear the sound of water gushing
from somewhere. Drips fall from the living-room ceiling, from what I
assume is the bathroom above. Valerie rushes out.

AMM: Right, I think that’s enough interviewing for now. Nathan and
I don’t need to answer any more of your banal questions. Putting
stupid ideas into my boy’s head; what kind of journalist are you?
Turn off the recorder, take your stuff and leave, please!

I glance at Nathan as I leave the room. Despite his water-controlling
abilities and the chaos he’s inadvertently instigated, it’s apparent the poor
boy has no control over his own tears.
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Like any regular eleven year-old boy, Richard Lewis* enjoys
watching TV. But Richard is far from normal. For his own and
other’s safety, Richard’s mother has chosen to shield him from the
outside world. They reside in a secluded suburb, not far from
Detroit, in one of the new Government-monitored S-Zones.

I am sitting with Richard and his mother, Laura, in his bedroom. He is
rocking back and forth on a chair, watching a wall-mounted television and
juggling the remote in his hands. Laura is wearing a custom-made, latex
suit.

JS: Hello, Richard. Do you know why I’m here? 

Richard doesn’t break his stare from the television.

RL: You’re here about my power.

JS: That’s right, your mother contacted me and said it would be
okay to talk with you. Is it okay if we talk?  
RL: ’Suppose...

JS: So, tell me what you can do.  

Richard doesn’t answer. 

LL: Honey, Mr Stanley asked you a question. Please answer.

RL: I hurt things. 

JS: What do you mean?   

Richard shrugs his shoulders.

RL: I dunno. I touch them and they just... go bad. I hurt Mom, too.

JS: Can you elaborate? 
LL: I was pregnant with Richard when my husband Jeff, died. I was
devastated. After losing him, my baby became even more precious
to me; my only living connection to Jeff. When Richard finally
arrived the labor was an incredibly painful experience; I knew the
process would hurt, and you prepare yourself for it mentally, but
this pain was like no other. I felt like I was on fire. Thankfully, the
labor didn’t last long. The midwives handed him to me as soon as
he was born. They encouraged me to breastfeed straight away, so
naturally I embraced the idea. But as he suckled, a searing, intense
heat shot through my chest. I looked down to see my breast rotting
away before my very eyes. I screamed for help. They pulled us
apart and I was rushed to surgery to have the tissue around the
wound neutralized before the decay could spread any further.

Laura pauses. She touches her chest, remembering.

LL: They removed the whole thing.

JS: I’m so sorry to hear that. 
LL: He wasn’t to blame. No-one could have known.

JS: Why weren’t the midwives injured when they handled him? 
LL: Surgical gloves. It quickly became apparent that his ability to
decay only triggers when his body is in contact with organic matter.

JS: Did you know he was a Super-S before he was born?
LL: No, Jeff and I didn’t feel it necessary to take the test; no family
member on either side has ever been diagnosed as having the
Super-S gene.

JS: How do you cope, not being able to touch Richard? 
LL: It’s unbearable. I can’t cuddle him without protection, I can’t
comfort him if he scrapes his knee; I’ve been denied that all-
important, physical bond with my son. I think we’ve both suffered
because of that.

She runs her latex-gloved hand through Richard’s hair. His initial reaction
is to flinch, but slowly, he warms to his mother’s actions.

LL: I haven’t touched him properly since the day he was born. We
endure life through plastic, rubber, anything dense and non-organic
that his touch can’t react to.

JS: Richard, do you ever play outside with other children?

Richard ignores the question.

LL: Richard?

RL: I don’t like playing outside.

LL: It was never his intention to harm anyone. I want to make that
clear; he’s a good boy. The accident just... happened. 

Laura’s voice drops to a whisper. 

It wasn’t his fault. They were playing together. I blame myself. I
should have been watching them more carefully. Richard’s glove
tore, but he hadn’t realized; neither of them did. And he accidentally
touched Michael on the head.

JS: Michael?
LL: He was Richard’s friend that lived next door.

JS: Was?
LL: After the funeral, Michael’s parents moved away. The police
asked a lot of questions and I thought they were going to take
Richard away. There was bad talk coming from the town’s folk. I
feared for our safety.

JS: Were there any repercussions? 
LL: Probably, had we stayed. But some government men visited us,
said they understood what we were going through and could help
with Richard’s situation. I was so grateful to them. They gave us so
much support; money, a new home here. It’s not so bad being
monitored and at least the other parents in the ‘Zone talk to me.
There are many other families here in a similar position, and
Richard has the opportunity to make new friends, when he’s ready.

JS: Which government department were these men from?
LL: They called themselves the XoDOS Initiative.

JS: Did they ask for anything in return?
LL: No, nothing. All they do is visit us once a month to talk to
Richard and run a few tests on him. Other than that, they leave us
alone. Sometimes they’ll call to see if we need anything. Last month
they bought Richard this brand-new, widescreen TV for his
bedroom. He hasn’t stopped watching it.

JS: So, Richard, what’s your favourite program?    
RL: The news. Some cartoons, but mainly the news.

JS: Why’s that?    
RL: I can see what’s happening in the outside world. It helps me
protect my Mom and keep her safe.

LL: Don’t be silly, honey. Who do I need protecting from? 

RL: The bad people.  

JS: What bad people? 
RL: The ones on TV.

Richard points at the screen. Whilst I’ve been interviewing his mother,
he’s been watching a newsflash. A reporter and camera crew are
reporting from Toronto, where a new super-villain called Memento is
laying waste to the city. 

LL: Can I ask you something, Mr Stanley?

JS: Of course.
LL: When your child is born, be sure to give it a big hug from me.

forty-five

*Interviewee name has been changed

COMPLIMENTARY COPY 

NOT FOR RESALE




