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Whole countries hover, oblivious on the edge / of history


—LYNDA HULL


but not you, not with / metropolis to save


—LUCILLE CLIFTON













comic book plots & origin stories





He believes he’s a brand-new thing. I can change the world, he says, which is true. But we’re all such small things compared to the history beneath us, and yet history is all we see. In not-so-polite terms, he asks us to move out of his way. We refuse. We push him into the earth. He gets back up, then demands to know what made you so special? We ignore the past tense, as if we’re no longer who we are. We take turns: I was sold, she was adopted, you were orphaned, all of us raised by a system that taught us how to be what we did not want to be but are. Weapons to be used, stars to be touched, animals to be brought low. Fearsome things. Built to withstand the country that built us. Why can’t I, too, walk in light? He clenches his fists. It’s cruel, what happens next.













Dramatis Personae





Usually / but not always:


The Invincible Woman / you


The Telepath / she


The Willpower Man / I


we / us / them


There are, of course, countless others.
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I
















fiat lux







The first moon will be mostly experimental, but the three moons in 2022 will be the real deal, with great civic and commercial potential.


—Wu Chunfeng, chairman of Chengdu Aerospace Science and Technology Microelectronics System Research Institute





Imagine the moon times two, times four, times several times more until there’s a moon for every country: all that wonderful moonlight filling parking lots and lonely street corners, and how we’ll love it at first and wonder what, exactly, powers each moon, and how did we secure all the moons in place? When we look up, how many lights are stars, or just us staring back? We give them names: Luna Lovegood, Beyoncé, Doris Day. We know it’s pointless: finding faces in our newborn lunar bodies: craterless and vast, snow white and smooth: our new favorite things.













The Invincible Woman introduces herself





You knock on the killers’ door. When they answer, they see you alone with a name tag, a handful of pamphlets, and questions about renewable energy and have they ever considered solar panels? They’re guarded at first, but when you ask if you could have a drink of water, they invite you inside where the air conditioner is cranked so low you can see your breath and the sofa is covered in plastic like your grandmama’s house, though everything smells like Lysol and day-old coffee. You push on—ask to use the bathroom and if you were a man, you doubt you would’ve gotten this far, but they don’t see you as a threat, not until a young man catches you snooping in a bedroom, looking under the bed for a trap door or some clue that will lead you towards the garden of bodies. They block your exit, corner you in the bedroom. One tries to grab you and you pull your punch when you deck him in the jaw. One of the men pulls out a knife, which does surprise you—whatever happened to monologuing or at least a question or two asking who you are? These men go straight to killing: one man stabs you and breaks the blade against your ribs. You smile. Now they see you. You just think for help and a door of light appears in the room \ your teammates step through, and even though half of them are barefoot, smell like gin and cigarettes and someone else’s sex from the night before, they heard you call and came running. You couldn’t ask for more.















The Willpower Man says danger







is every day. I run to it


like fire across crosses,


like townsfolk to trees


to attend American justice. Soft


bodies lay on the floor


still asleep. Naked,


I step over them,


take a long drink


from the blue cup.


I don’t know what’s inside


but it’s warm enough


and wakes me up.


The clothes I grab


fit just right. A blessing.


A white door appears.


And already I know


my marching orders. Danger


a voice says. Every time


I still step through /



















The Telepath





touches the man’s mind and reorders his blood and fury into lines she can read. He, along with the other men, did terrible things, and she’s not sorry he’s barely hovering above consciousness, only sorry that the victims are already gone and the men who stole them away are still alive, so now she must sift through his memories which are like swimming in shit: difficult to wash off. She tells herself this is good, useful work.


She could rummage through every malicious mind, help every victim’s family. What do they want with them? Raise loved ones out of comas, find every killer and rapist. Watch the road. But why stop there? Why not simply rewire their minds—watch the goddamn road—so no one would ever dream of hurting another living creature again? Even if she could, they’d legislate her rights away if she was ever caught. Or worse. It’s not like they’re human.













on visibility





On the first train back into the city, you’re doing everything you can to keep your back straight, your head up, while your teammate leans on your shoulder with heavy lids. You’re both covered in blood and dirt. No one on the train looks at you, though they all know who you are. You gently jab your teammate to wake her up. C’mon, is all she says, waving you away before falling back to sleep, her mouth hanging open wide enough to let the spirit slip out of her. You offer stray smiles to anyone who will take them. A young mother and her child smile back. A young girl approaches you with a notepad and pen and it takes you a moment to realize she wants your name. You scribble something as the train signals the next stop and your teammate snaps awake on cue and quickly stands to get off. You look like shit, you tell her, and she laughs. Can’t all be invincible, she replies before waving so long. You wave back as the doors close and you catch your own reflection waving you goodbye.













The Invincible Woman makes the front page





Here, like this, the photographer models how to properly hold the girl. Her blonde hair enters your mouth, you spit it out. The building behind you continues to burn. The photographer takes a series of shots. Your teammates are nearby coordinating with firefighters. My job’s easier than yours, The Willpower Man jokes after the last flash, after they take the girl out of your hands and you instinctively tighten your grip before finally releasing her. No wonder, you’ll think later: your profession and orphans go hand in hand.

















The Precog







My sister loved math: how x could be any,


yet only, one thing. How you could prove


any variable with a little work. So when


grandma told my sister she couldn’t go


to school but wouldn’t say why, my sister


fumed in her room, worked ahead in her


used algebra book until the evening news


reported another school shooting. After that


we always listened to grandma but asked


why didn’t she warn everyone else?


Grandma said she couldn’t and cried


herself to sleep every night. It didn’t stop


people from coming around every week
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