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world. Like so mony offbeat obsessions, comics might
lose their exclusive, secretive allure if noticed
and dragged them into the full light of day.

More than any other, the comic book medium s founded
on the evocative glimpse. Indeed, the very fabric, the
machanism, of comics is essentially o series of stafic
snapshot pmdl muglculfy given confinuity by the
reader’s attention.

The cover of o comic is typically a fight litle promise of
pleasure, crafted to lure the eye, axcite the curicsity and,
that done, hock the reader into buying. Once inside the
comic, the frve fon needs but o few panels depicting

continuity or an incarnation of a characier
wblusﬁddﬂwdudwhopmmwﬂw
histories of wonder.

Such is the power of the glimpse, the magpie lure of @
promising hint.

Often, in their actual confent, comics would show these
promises fo be lies. But somefimes, [ust somelimes, they
would prove to be truly memorable fictional reclifies.
Such a thing was possible for comies; such a thing could
be aspired fo.

The particular qualifies of the form aside, there is
nathing that lundamentally separates comics from other
storytelling media. The same considerations, essential
fo o safiskying narrative, apply here as elsewhere in the
realms of fiction.

Whether ioles are iold by the light of o compfire or by

the glow of a screen, the prime decision for the teller

has always been what to reveal and what to withhold.

Whether in words alone or with images, the narrater

amﬁi?muboﬁ%dlsbhlhﬂmmdmhﬂlhh
idden.

Relating the entirety of experience is oo full, loo
unmndnu‘lndur’d sprawling to appeal, too much like the
mundane exisience it g imates. |t is for the sioryteller
to offer the tantalizing glimpse and for the cudience fo
supply the closure which it suggests.

It was in this knowledge that we approached
WATCHMEM.

Al'ﬂ'lcwghhhnhwﬂnbrnnd sirokes of the ahryl:mm
the beginning, Iho‘;“pr’cha narrative decisions were made

only os we tdl pondered, sifting possibilifies,
for the Rash of in the stream of conversation
and ideas. Waited for the glimpse of something valuable.

The story in this volume is the aggr of what
we gathered, whot we thought would best tell our iole.
The rest, discarded, washed downstream and vanished

from view.

In truth, for all its breadth and detail, actual and
implied, WATCHMEN is finite, as closed and complete
as a varished oil painting or, perhaps, a delicate
clock nism.

We crafted it as carefully as we could and, concenirated
and intense though it was, enjoyed every moment of its
creation. There really is nothing left to add other than to
cordially invite the reader fo enjoy bringing their own
closure to the work.

In the end, B-ubD:.‘lunprobablypwﬂbw in another of
his masterpieces, Gates of

At dawn my lover comes fo me
and tells me of her dreams,

With no attempis fo shovel the
glimpss

Into the ditch of what each one
means.

Dave Gibbans
March 2013
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UNDER THE HOOD

he lady who works in the grocery store at the cortier of my block is called Denise,

and she’s one of America’s great unpublished novelists, Over the years she’s writ-

ten forty-two romantic novels, none of which have ever reached the bookstores, 1,

however, have been fortunate enough to hear the plots of the last twenty-seven of

these recounted in installments by the authoress herself every time I drop by the
store for a jar of coltee or can of beans, and my respect for Denise’s literary prowess knows no
bounds, So, naturally enough, when 1 found myself faced with the daunting task of actually
starting the book vou now hold in your hands, it was Denise | urned to for advice.

“Listen,” I said, “T don't know from writing a book. T have all this stuff in my head that 1
want to get down, but what do 1 write about first? Where do T begin?”

Without looking up from the boxes of detergent to which she was fixing price tags, Denise
graciously delivered up a pearl of her acoeumulated wisdom in a voice of hored but benign
condescension.

“Start off with the saddest thing vou can think of and get the audience’s sympathies on
your side. After that, believe me, its a walk”

Thank vou, Denise. This book is dedicated to you, because [ don’t know how to choose
between all the other people T should be dedicating it o,

The saddest thing I can think of is “The Ride of the Valkyries!” Every time 1 hear it T get
d('i)l'l‘!i!-('d and start wondering about the lot of humanity and the unfairmess of life and all
those other things that you think about at three in the morning when your digestion won't let
Vo -ih':']:. Now, I realize that nobody else on the planet has to brush away a tear when they

hear that particular stirring refrain, but that’s because they don't know about Moe Vernon.

When my father upped and left my Grandedad’s farm in Montana to bring his family o
New York, Moe Vernon was the man he worked for. Vernon's Auto Repairs was just off Seventh
Avenue, and although it was only 1928 when Dad started working there, there was just about
enough trade for his wages to keep me and Mom and my sister Liantha in food and clothing,
Dad was always really keen and enthusiastic about his work, and I used to think it was just
because he had a thing about cars. Looking back, I can see it was more than that. It must have
meant so much to him, just to have a job and be able to support his family. He'd had a lot of
arguments with his father about coming cast vather than taking over the farm, like the old
man had planned for him, and most of the rows had ended with my grandfather predicting
poverty and moral ruination for my dad and mom if they so much as set foot in New York, To
be living the life that he himself had chosen and keeping his family above the poverty line in
\|Lih- of his fathers warnings must have meant more to my ilad than ;|||§'rh'i||g in the world, but
that's something I only understand now, with hindsight. Back then, I just thought he was crazy
for crankshafis.

Anyway, I was twelve years old when we left Montana, so during those next few years in
the big city I was just the age w appreciate the occasional wips w the auw shop with my dad,
which is where T first set eves on Moe Vernon, his employer.

Moe Vernon was a man around fifty-five or so, and he had one of those old New York
faces that you don’t see anymore. It's funny, but certain faces seem to go in and out of style. You
look at old photographs and everybody has a certain look o them, almost as if they're related.
Look at pictures from ten vears later and you can see that there’s a new kind of face starting to
predominate, and that the old faces are fading away and vanishing, never o be seen again,
Muoe Vernon's face was like that: three chins, a wiseacre cvnical curl to his lower lip, a certain
hollowness ar

Ill [l]l' cVes, |I':l‘l|' et
with the label on his shirt collar.

ating back across his head, attempting a rendezvous
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Vermons Awio Halfh(h;,l' . 1928, (left to vight) ,H_\'Jl‘m.f.lru'_' Jn_\'u-._rlf, age 12; Moe Vernon, Fred Motz,

Id o into the :-imp with my dad and Moe would he sitting there in his office, which hadd elass
sidles so he could watch the men working. Sometimes, ift my father wanted 1o check something out
with Moe before going ahead with his work, he'd serd me over 1o the office woodao it for him, which
meant that | got to see the insides of Moe's inner sanctum. Or rather, I got to hear them.

You see, Moe was an opera buft, He had one of the new gramophones over in the corner
of his office and all day he used to play scratchy old seventy-eight recordings of his favorites
o S alidn't
led pretty cacophonous back in 1930, when things

_ill:\i as |”lll|. das |'IE' Ellll.l.d ARG, ]%\ 'HEI;I_\".\ sl Ll'd. as If"IIE[ as h[' E'Ihllld ma

amount to a whole lot of noise, but it sou

WOTLE gemc

The other thing that was peculiar about Moe was his sense of humon, as represented by
all the stulT he used 1o keep in the top right side drawer of his desk.

In that drawer, amongst a mess of rubber bands and paper clips and receipts and souff,
Maoe had one of the largest collections of tasteless novelry items that I had seen up until that
point or have seen at any time since. They were all risqué little toys and gadgets that Moe had
picked up from

ag shops or on visits to Coney Island, but it was the sheer range of them that
was overwhelming: every cheap blue gimmick that you can remember your dad bringing home
when he'd been out drinking with the boys and embarrassing your mom with; every ballpoint
pen with a girl on the side whose swimsuit vanished when you turned it upside down; every
\Hil Lllld |H'lel'| erewet sot .\!'t':lpl'(i !|1\l a \Hl[n-llll\ hll':l.‘-l.\_ l'\l'l? I]l.lhfil’ lliJ],," eSS, hril(' |].|ll [IN.'
works, Every time anvbody went into his office he'd ory o startle them by displaving his latest
plaything. Actually, it used to shock my dad more than it did me. I don't think he liked the idea
of his s

being exposed to that kind of stuff, probably because of all the moral warnings my
grandfarher had impressed upon him. For my part, | wasn't offended and 1 even found it kind
of funny. Not the things themse

5. ceven by then 1 was too old to get much amusement out
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of stuff like that, What 1 found funny was that for no apparent reason, a grown man should
have a desk drawer full of such ludicrous devices.

Anyway, one day in 1933, a little after my seventeenth birthday, T was over at Vernon's Auto
Repairs with Dad, helping him poke around in the oily innards of a busted-up Ford. Moe was
in his office, and although we dido’t find out Gll later, he was sitting wearing an artificial foam
rubber set of realistically painted lady’s bosoms, with which he hoped to get a few laughs from
the guy who brought him the morning mail through from the front office when itarrived.
While he waited, he was listening to Wagner,

The mail arvived in due cours

and the ouy h;m[ling it over managed to raise a dutiful
chuckle at Moe's generous cleavage before leaving him to open and peruse the morning's
ves. Amongst these (

n, as we found out later) there was a letter from Moe's wi
Beatrice, informing him that for the past two vears she'd been sleeping with Fred Motz, the
senior and most trusted mechs:

Vi vill]]lme'd at Vernon's Auto Repairs, whi, unusually, hadn't
shown up for work on that particular morning. This, according to the concluding paragraphs

of the letter, was hecause Beatrice had taken ;

| the money out of the joint account she shared
with her husband and had departed with Fred for Tijuana.

The first anyone in the workshop knew about this was when the door of Moc's office
slammed open and the startlingly loud and crackling rendition of “Ride of the Valkyries”
med in the doorway with wears in his eves and the crumpled leter

Blasted our from within. Frs

in his hand, Moe stood dramatically with all eyes turned towards him, Fle was still wearing the
set of artificial breasts. Almost inaudible above the vising strains of Wagner swelling behindd
him, he :.|m|-:¢\ with so much hurt and ¢
his voice that the end result was almost tc

“Fred Motz has had car

age and offended dignity fighting for |'I-ln':\L"i'iirlll of

1eless,

| kncn\'h'cl;_"t.' nE'm} wite Beatrice for the past two .\I‘H]'h.“

He stoodd there in the wake of his announcement, the tears rolling down over his multiple
chins to soak into the pini‘. Foam rubber of his bosom, t11;Lki11g1i11} sounds in his chest and
throat that were trampled under the hooves of the Valkyries and los

And everybody started laughing.

I don't know what it was. We could see he
was crving, but it was just something in the
toneless way he'd said it, standing there wear-
L5 'I\ill'l il.“ |ili|.| l'L'iL:\]I'

soaring all around
him. None of us could help i, laughing at him
like: that, My dad and I were both doubled up
and the other guys slaving over the nearby

ing a pair of false br
ing, triumphant music

CHTS WoTe 11.i|1i1||_'|' tears from their eyes and
smearing their faces with oil in the process.
\Im-_iuul looked at us all for a minute and then
went back into his office and closed the door.
A moment or two later the Wagner \1¢1Fl|h'ti
with an ugly scraping noise as Moe snatched
the needle from the groove of the gramo-
phone record, and after that there was silence.

About half an hour passed before some-
¢ on behalf of every
ht. Moe
accepted the apology and said that he was
fine. Appai
desk, breasts now discarded, getting on with
normal routine paperwork as if nothing had
happened,

one went in to apolog)

ody and to see il Moe was all

tly he was sitting there at his

I graduate from Police Academy (1938)
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That |;i|_'|'|1|, he sent i-u'r:\'tmrl.\' hoome t.';lr'lj.'l'lu.'n, running a tube from the exhanst of one
of the shop's maore operational vehicles in through the car's window, he started up the engine
and drifted off into a final, bitter sleep amongst the carbon monoxide fumes. His brother ook
over the business and even eventually reemployed Fred Motz as chiel mechanic.

I'he Ride of the Valkyries
it’s somebody else’s tragedy rather than my own. | was there and 1 laughed along with all the

And thars \.\h:\.' is the saddest thing I can think of, even |m:l;_'|1|
rest and 1 Fuess thar makes it part uFm_\' SLOTY 100,

Now, if Denise’s theory is correct, 1 should have your full sympathy and the rest will be a
walk. So mavbe it's safe w el you about all the staff you probably bought this book o read
about. Mayhe it's safe to tell you why I'm crazier than Moe Vernon ever was, 1 didn’t have a
drawer full of erotic novelties, but 1 guess 1 had my own individual quirks, And although 've
never worn a set of False bosoms in my life, I've stood there dressed in something just as strange,
with tears in my eves while people died laughing.

II.

By 1939 1 was twenty-three years old and had taken a job on the New York City police
force. I've never really examined until now just why I should have chosen that particula

career, but 1 guess ime as a result of a number of things. Foremost amongst these was
probably my grandfather
Even though I resented the old man for the amount of guilt and pressure and recrimina-

tion he'd subjected my dad to, 1 suppose that the simple fact of spending the fivst twelve years of

my life living in my g )
values and conditions upon me. T was never so extreme in my beliefs concerning God, the
Family, and the Mag as my father’s father was, but if 1 look at mysell woday 1 can see bas
of decency that were passed down direct from him to me, His name was Hollis
\\‘[BI"L\“'FI'"] Mason, iII][I |'H‘1 hil[l.‘- Ijl‘{'L!llHl' my FILl['{‘I".‘- |I}ll{ nil'l[{‘ll!ll [i]l‘ (JI[' man I"}'\. [I'rl['l]-ln;_"
me after him, he always took a special concern over my upbringing and moral instruction,
One of the things that he ook great pains to impress upon me was that country folk were
morally healthier than city folk and that i 1o which all the world’s
dishonesty and greed and lust and godlessness drained and was left to fester unhindered.
Obviously, as 1 got older and came o realize just how much drunkenness and domestic violence
and child abuse was hidden behind the neighborly facade of some of these lonely Montana

wlfather'’s proximit had indelibly .-1I.'|:|||p-::|| a certain set of moral

notiomns

t cessponls

farmhouses, I understood that my grandfather’s appraisal had been a linde one-sided,
Nevertheless, some of the things that 1 saw in the city during my first few vears here filled me
with a sort of ethical revulsion that [ couldn't shake off. To some degree, 1 still can't.

The pimps, the pornographers, the protection artists, The landlords who set dogs on
|]il‘il' l'Il{["I'l\' tenants \\'ll['l] |]'I{"|.' 'l'\.:lll“'d |ll['lll ol o ll'lilli.[' way I.IFI' more ]lJ[ rative l'l!‘i‘(]l]l.‘]‘]ll'
old men who touched little children and the callous young rapists who were barely old enough
{{4] .‘ullii\t'. | saw |J]f'5{" [H‘(I'l}l{‘ ;l" 'rI]'(JIIEI(I me il]]'l [-li !.l"{'l ‘|I[l\. in my gl" at 1}1{' “'IFI"IJ '.I[I(i \\'l]}l[ it
was becoming. Worse, there were times when I'd upset my dad and mom by loudly wishing 1
was back in Montana. Despite everything, 1 wished no such thing, but sometimes I'd be mad
at them and it seemed like the best way to hurt them, to reawaken all those old doubts and
worries and sl('t'piug |luj_',.~.ul';_;ni][_ I'm sorey 1 did it now, aned T wish [ could have wold them
that while they were alive, 1 wish 1 could have told them that they were right in bringing me o
the city, that they did the right thing by me. I wish I could have let them know that. Their lives

would have been so much easi
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When the gap between the
world of the city and the world
my grandfather had presented o
me as right and good became too
wide and depressing to tolerate,
I'd turn to my other
which was JIIil[_l ahventure fic-
tion. Despite the face that Hollis
Mason Senior would have had
nothing but scorn and loathing
for all of those violemn

il I' WE,

il garish
magazines, there was a sort of
i.'ll'l"\'
I'm sure he would have respon-
ded to. The world of Doc Savage
and The Shadow was one of
absolute values, where wl

g morality in them that

Al was

pood was never in the slightest
1.|.‘JI.II'J|. iII'I(I "\]!L'I'l' '\.\ll'.l[ was
Ociaber 1th, 1938) Note artist 5 impression of evil inevitably suffered some
“The Hovded Vigilante” fitting punishment. The notion of

gnn(l and .ill.'i[i.l'{' t,'\'i]t]ll\'l,'ll h}'
Lamont Cranston with his slouch hat and blazing automatics seemed a long way from that of
the fierce and taciturn old man | remembered sitting up alor
no company save his bible, but I can't help feeling thar if the two had ever met they'd have
found something to talk about. For my part, all those brilliant and resourceful sleuths and
heroes offered a glimpse of a perfect world where morality worked the way it was meant to.
Nobaody
enemy spies with cyanide capsules. Which world would you rather live in, if you had the choi
Answering that question, | suppose, was what led me o become a cop. It was

led me to later become something more than a cop. Bear that in mind and I think the rest of
I'|1in I Il.]l.l\\.. I k['l(il\ IK‘“.P'J'I‘ '-il.'l\-'l\!i I'l'.l\!: (¥}
what brings a person to hehave the way that I and people like me hehave, what makes us do

into the Montana rli:_'||l1 with

n Do ins or

ge's world ever killed themselves except thwarted kamikaze

RR

lsor wh

tive \\'.I” ]j&: CASIED 1O 8 llllll‘. LARATS

anding just

the sort of things we do. 1 can’t answer for anvbody else, and 1 suspect that all our answers
would be different anyway, but in my case it's tairly straightforward: I like the idea of adven-
ture, and I feel bad unless I'm doing good. I've heard all the psychologists” theories, and I've
heard all the jokes and the rumors and the innuendo, but what it comes down to for me is that
I dressed up like an owl and fought crime because it was fun and because it needed doing and
because T goddam fel like it

Okay. There it is. I've said it. | dressed up. As an owl. And fought crime. Perhaps you begin
T S 1.\.']!}' [ |1;|I1't.'x|'-w't this Summary n1':n}' career to raise more langhs than poor cuckolded
Moe Vernon with his foam teats and his Wagner could ever hope to have done.

For me, it all started in 1938, the year when they invented the super-hero, 1 was oo old
for comic books when the first issue of ACTION COMICS came out, or at least too old to read
them in public without souring my prometion chances, but 1 noticed a lot of the litde kids on
my beat reading it and couldn't r
i amy
COMITNN

Th
magicians whose names [ can’t remember, but from the moment I set eyes on it T only had eves
for the Superman sto

sist asking one of them if T eould glance through it. 1 figured
haond

aw me L eould put it all down to keeping a good relationship with the vouth of the

= was a lot of stuff in thar first issue, There were detective varns and stories about

Here was something that presented rthe basic morality of the pulps
without all their darkness and ambiguity. The atmosphere of the horrific and faintly sinister
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that hung around the Shadow was nowhere to be seen in the bright primary colors of
Superman’s world, and there was no hint of the repressed sex-urge which had sometimes been
apparent in the pulps, to my discomfort and embarrassment. I'd never been entirely sure what
Lamont Cranston was up to with Margo Lane, but I'd bet it was nowhere near as innocent and
wholesome as Clark Kent's relationship with her namesake Lois, Of course, all of these old

characters are gone and forgotten now, but I'm willing to bet that there are at least a fow older

readers out there who will remember enough to know what I'm talking about. Anyway, suffice
it to say that I read that story through about eight times before giving it back 1o the complain-
ing kid that I'd snitched it from,

It set off a lot of things I'd forgoten about, deep inside me, and kicked all those old
fantasies that I'd had when 1 was thirteen or fourteen back into gear: The preoiest givl in the
class would he attacked by bullies, and 1'd be there to heat them off, but when she offered to
kiss mie 215 a1 reward, I'd refuse. Gangsters would Li|||1:||| my math teacher, Miss Albertine, ancd
I'd track them down and kill them one by one until she was free, and then she'd break off her

engagement with my sarcastic En

ish teacher, M Richardson, because sheld fallen hopelessly
in love with her grim-faced and silent fourtcen-year-old savior. All of this stuft came flooding
back as 1 stood there gawking at the hijacked comic book, and even though 1 laughed at myself
tor having entertained such transparent juvenile fantasies, T didn't laugh as hard as T might
have done, Not half as hard as I'd langhed ar Moe Vernon, for example,

Anyway, although I'd occasionally manage to trick some unsuspecting tyke into lending

me his most recent issue of the funnybook in question and then spend the rest of the day leap-
ing tall buildings inside my head, my fantasies were to remain as fantasies until 1 opened a
newspaper in the autumn of that same year and found that the super-heroes had escaped
from their four-color world and invaded the plain, factual black and white of the headlines,
[he first news story was simple and unpresupposing enough, bur it shared enough

elements with those fictions that were closest to my heart to make me notice it and file it in my

memory for future reference. It concerned an attempted assault and robbery that had taken
|1|:||'-:' in Queens, New York, A man and his girlfriend, walking home after a night at the theater,

hd‘l "]l'l'll sl l||J'§||I by A geAng “'["'lhll'l.' men .II|I1('1I W I||I Buns. '\.["[l'l |'l'| ey 1|I{'ll |IJE|]{' Clrllll i

valuables, the gang has started o beat and physically abuse the yvoung man while threarening

to indecently assault his givlfriend. At this point. the crime had been interrupted by a figure

“Whao dropped into the alleyway from above with something over his Face” and procecded o

disarm the three attackers before beating them with such severity that all three required

hospital treatment and that one subsequently lost the use of both legs as a result of a spinal

injury. The witnesses” recounting of the event was confused and contradictory, but there was

still something in the story that gave me a tingle of recognition. And then, a week later, it

I"'PP' ned agin
Reportag
|||'|-\n,-|1r|-|k thanks to the intervention of A tall man, built like a wrestler, who wore a black hood

and cape and also wore a noose around his neck” This extraordinary being

O lI!i‘- 500 I\IIlI INSLANCE Was mor l'1|l.'|'.|i|l [l. A\ SUPCTITE |-\('| SI L\-Ili.'l }IIHI Ill'l"l'l

Iil!l (8} iI‘-IIl'Gl in

through the window of the supermarket while the robbery was in progress and attacked the

man responsible with such intensity and savagery that those not disabled immediately were

only too willing to drop their guns and surrender. Connecting this incidence of masked inter-
vention with its predecessor, the papers ran the story under a headline that read simply
“Hooded Justice” The first masked adventurer outside comic books had been given his name.

Reading and rereading that news item, I knew that 1 had to be the second. I'd found

my vocation,
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From the moment that [ decided somewhere deepinside myself thar I wanted to try my
hand at being a costumed adventurer, to the moment I first stepped out into the night with a
mask on my face and the wind on my bare legs, took about three months. Three months of
self-doubt and self-ridicule. Three months of self-conscious training down at the Police
Gymnasium. Three months figuring out how the hell | was going to make myself a costume.

The costume was difficult, because T couldn’t start designing it until T'd thought of a
This stumped me for a couple of weeks, because every name I came up with sounded stupid,
i | \\'I'Iill | 'I'l‘iL“.\' \\'illlll‘[l WAS S( }I[Il'liling |\i[]] |!Il' SAIMe Sensc (3[' [l'l'iJ'IIl‘
“Hooded Justice.”

Eventually, a suitable |

Illl E'N.l'ilL‘ITIl'TI[ s

dle was provided i

ll\t'1'll.‘1![|'}' I]'\. one UI. llll‘ (?Ilh('[' L& I'I}'i [lL'Il I

worked with down at the station house. He'd invited me out for a beer atier work two or three
times only to be turned down because 1 wanted o spend

IIIIIi'Il ll[. my ("\.'l']lill}_"N 'l\"H-I'k'illJ_" ot

he Police Gymnasiums as possible, after which I'd usually go to bed around nine o'clock
and sleep through until five the next morning, when I'd ger up and put in a couple of hours
workout hefore donning my badge and uniform in readiness for my day job, After having his
offer of beer and relaxation tarned down ver again by reason of me wanting o be in bed early,
he finally gave up asking and took to calling me “Nite Owl” out of sarcasm until he finally
found somebody else to drink with.

“Nite Owl? I liked it. Now all I had to come up with was the costume.

A masked adventurer’s costume is one of those things that nobody really thinks about.
Should it have a cape, or no cape? Should it be thick and armored o protect vou from harm,
or flexible and lightweight to allow mancuverability? What sort of mask should it have? Do
bright colors make you more of a target than dark ones? All of these were Ihill;;-i that 1 had 1o

consider.

Eventually, T nplt'd for a design that left the arms and legs as free
ing my body and head with a tough leather tunic, light chainmail briefs, and a lay
Ve cloak, remembe

% |'ld'|:5i|!|¢', while protect-
of leather-

g how the

inmail protecting my head. | experimented with :
Shadow would use his cloak to misguide enemy bullets, leading them to shoot at parts of the
swirling black mass where his body dido’t happen to be. In practice, however, | found it too
unwicldy, T was always tripping over it or getting it caught in things, and so T abandoned it for
an outfit that was as streamlined as T could make it

With the mail and leather headpicee hiding my hair, T found T only really needed a small

domino mask to conceal my identity, but even this presented problems that weren't obvious at
first glance, My first mask was attached o my face by the simple expediency of a string, but
And I'm up while this nearly got me Killed during my first ever outing in full costume, when a drunk with a knife
the down i hooked his fingers into the eveholes of the domino and pulled it down so that 1 eould only see
i out of one eye. IF I'd heen less fit and alert or hetl been less drunk my career might well have
ended then, As it was T was able to tear off the mask f'tnnplt,'lt,'l_\' aned then disarm him, trusting
that the alcohol would fog any clear recollection of my face. After that, I dispensed with the
string and stuck the mask o my face using spirit gum, such as actors use o attach false beards

or mustaches.

I first became Nite Owl during the early months of 1939, and although my first few
exploits were largely unspectacular, they aroused a lot of media interest simply because by
1939, dressing up in costume and protecting your neighborhood had become something of a
fad, with the whole of America at least briefly interested in its development. A month after 1

ll!'.lli[' my o« l.!!l)ll

vyoung woman who called hersell The Silhouette broke into the headlines by
exposing the activities of a crooked publisher traffic
& nitive: beatin
that, the first reports of a man dressed like a moth who could glide through the a
come in from Conne

ing in child pornography, delivering a
A linde after
- started to
Ild il |Jil['[i( ll]-'—]l'lll VICIons ':lIJ{l I}I'lll}Jl YOI 1A ina ngll]_\- \l‘l]ll\'\

[ 03] |.|:H.' ('I][!'l'lll‘.'!ll'LlI'-'—I:III] ]Ii.!i Twao (Zhil' CAMErAmen in |.i|.[' Fl](l[l"i.
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erfronts under the name of The Comedian, Within
dramatic en

hailer suit s

arted cleaning up the dty’s
rwelve mo :

15 of Hooded Justic

nee into liLI' |IIL1]1iI" II'HIIM"iHIJ‘iIIG':\S. ||'|t'1't' Wi

ound America’s West Coast,

at le

O O

seven other costumed vigilantes operatin
There was Caprain Metropalis, who brought a knowledge of military technique and strat-
to his attempt at eradicating organized crime in the inner urban areas, and who is still
active to this day

There was The Silk Spectre. now retired and living with her daughter after an unsuccess-
ful carly marriage, who in retrospect was probably the first of us ever to realize that there could
be commercial benefits in being a masked adventurer. The Silk Spectre used her reputation as
a t'l"ilTH'ﬁl_:hlt'T pJ"ir11;:|"i|‘_L' o make the front pages and receive EXposuTe for her lucrative model-
ing career, but 1 think all of us who knew her loved her a litde bit and we l't'l'|;|i|||_1' didn’t
begrudge her a living. [ think we were all too unsure of our own motives to cast aspersions
upon anyhody else.

There was Dollar Bill, originally a star college athlete from Kansas who was actually
emploved as an in-house super-hero by one of the major national banks, when they realized
that the masked man tad made being able to brag about having a hero of your own to protect
VOUT CUStOMET’s money a very interesting publicity prospect. Dollar Bill was one of the nicest
and most straightforward men 1 have ever met, and the fact that he died so tragically young is

something that still upsets me whenever 1 think about it. While attempting to stop a raid upon

one of his emplover's banks, his cloak became entangled in the bank's revolving door and he

WS hll‘.‘l] lll'}ll’l ol ]]Uilll—hl':llll\ I'ELTIJ.[L' '|1(:i'm L5 hl' [1l[l|[i 1.1'['( Anl'l'h ('nll:l]l}!['ll ]J\ l]li' lJEl[ll’\
had designed his costume for maximum publicity appeal. If he'd designed it himself he might
have left out that damned stupid cloak and still be alive today.

There was Mothman and The Silhouette and The Comedian and there was me, all of us

choosing to dress up in gaudy opera costumes and express the notion of good and evil in

simple, childish terms, while over in Europe they were turning human beings into soap and

|:unps]|:|t|1's. We were sometimes 1l‘|1'|ll‘l'1(‘{l, sometimes analveed,

1 most often laughed at,
and in spite of all the musings above, 1 dont think that those of us stll surviving today are any
closer to understanding just why we really did it all. Some of us did it because we were hired o
and some of us did it to gain publicity, Some of us did it our of a sense of childish excitement
and some of us, I think, did it for a kind of excitement that was alwogether more adult if perhaps
less healthy, They've called us tascists and they've called us perverts and while there's an
clement of truth in both those accusations, neither of them are big enough to take in the whole
pRcture,

Yes, some of us we

re politically extreme. Before Pearl Harbor, 1 heard Hooded Justice

openly expressing approval for the activities of Hitler's Thirvd Reich, and Captain M

rapolis

hil..\ gonc on 'I‘!E‘H'[l as I['I.'Ilii.:llg statements L!]J(J'II[ 'SIEH:LL -"Ill.d ['ih“}]ll]t' Ame 15 l]].'l[ ]].'I\!' II:l&! 11

udiced and inflammatory, char

viewed as both racially p ges that it is difficult to argue or
deny.

Yes, I daresay some of us did have our sexual hang-ups. Evervhody knows what eventually
became of the Silhouette and although it would be tasteless to rehash the events surrounding

her death in this cur

et volume, it l_nnl'ilir.'ri ]Jl'uu[' tor those who need it that for some |u;r||_]|u:_

dressing up in a costume did have its more libidinous elements,

Yes, some of us were unstable and neurotic, Only a week ago as of this writing, | received
ward that the man behind the mask and wings of Mothman, whose true identity | am not at
liberty to divulge, has been committed to a mental institution after a long bout of alcohaolism
and a complete mental breakdown,

Yes, we were crazy, we were kinky, we were Nazis, all those things that people say. We were
also doing something because we believed in it We were attempting, through our personal
eftorts, to make our country a sater and better place to live in. Individually, working on our
separate patches of turf, we did wo much good in our respective communities o be written off
as mere aberration, whether social or sexoal or ptiy{']luli wrical.

It was only when we got together that the problems rveally started. I sometimes think

UNDER THE HOOD 9

without the Minutemen we might all have given up and called it quits pretty soon. The
costumed adventurer might have become quietly and simply extinet.
And the world might not be in the mess it's in today,

IV.

There's no mystery behind how the Minutemen first got together, Captain Metropolis had
written 1o Sally Jupiter care of her agent, suggesting that they might meet with a view 1o form-
ing a group of masked adventurers who could pool their resources and experience w combat
crime. The Captain has always had a strategic approach to crimefighting, so I can see why the
idea would appeal to him, although back then I was surprised that he'd made an effort to get
in touch with Sally. He was so polite and reserved that Sally’s drinking, swearing and maode of
dress were guaranteed to shock him speechless, Laver, | realized that Sally was simply the only
e forethoughtful enough 1o have an agent whose address was in the i]hi e

costumed vig
hook,

Sally’s agent (and, much later, her husband) was an extremely shrewd individual named
Laurence Schexnavder. He realized that without the occasional gimmick to revitalize Nagging

public interest, the fad for long underwear heroes would eventually tade, reducing his girl
Sally’s chances of media exposure as The Silk Spectre to zero. Thus it was Schexnayder, in mid-
1939, who suggested placing a large ad in the Gazette asking other mystery men to come
forward.

One by one we came, over the next few weeks, We were introduced to Sally, to Captain
Metropaolis, to each other and 10 Laurence Schexnayder. He was very organized and profes-
sional, and although only in his mid-thirties he seemed very mamre and respectable to us hack

then. Mayhe that was just because |

I IK' [II{.' lJ[]I\ IH'I'MFI'[ in '|hl' TOOIM N \\-'l'.lll])g [!1['il' hlINl"I'
59 he'd arranged all the publicity and the Minutemen

shorts over their pants. By the fall of

were finally born,
The real mystery is how the hell we

maged to stay together
¢ extreme personality, and the chance
bout seventy-eleven million to one a
s that some of us didn’t get :L|ur1g‘ni't'mn'w. Sul]_\ whed herself pret

Dressing up in a costume tak
personalities getting along together were
Iy 5i

S VET

i of eight such
ainst. This isn't
5\-.'i1'||‘_r 1o Hooded

Justice, who was one of the biggest
men 've ever seen. [ never found
out his real name, but I'd be willing
to bet that those carly news reports
weren't far off in comparing him to
a wrestler. Strangely enough, even
though Sally would always be hang-
il'lg ooy hi!i arm, I'Il' never ‘i("("lllf'll
very interested in her | don't think
I ever saw him kiss her, although
mayhe that was just because of his
mask. Anyway, they started going
out together, sort of, after the firse
Minutemen Christmas  Farty in
1939, which is the last time I can

The first Minetemen Christmeas party, 1939
(from lefi to right) The Sithoustte, Silk Spectre,
Comedian, Hooded Justice, Captain .”r'l‘.’lrlfm.ra.\

(tn mirror), Nite Chol, Mothman, Dollar Bill

I'[‘]III'I]IIJI‘I' 1

time together, A things
went bad., We had worms in the

apple, eating it from inside.
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The worst of these was the
Comedian. I'm aware that he's still active
today and even respected in some quar-
ters, but [ know what T know, and that man
is a disgrace to our profession. In 1940 he
attempted to sexually assaule Sally Jupiter
in the Minutemen trophy room after a
meeting. He left the group shortly there-
after by mutual consent and with a mini
mum of publicity. Schexnayder had

|>|']'\l|.u|<-|| Sally not to press I'Il.ll'_‘_{l'\
ainst the Comedian tor the pood of the

:|1|+'» image, and she |1|r|1||li\'1|. The

Comedian went his way unscathed .. even

|]]||lL!_:- II.!' was |Ii|(]]\' “\fllllltlk"l in an

unconnected stabbing incident about a

vear later. This is what made him decide
to change his flimsy yellow costume for the |
leather armor he wears at present. He South Pucific, 1942
went on to make a name for himself as a

war hero in the Pacific, but all Tcan think of is the bruises along Sally Jupiter’s ribeage and
hope 1o God that America can find itself a heter class of hero than that.

Afer tha, things deteriorated. In 1946, the papers revealed that the Silhouete was living
with another woman in a leshian relationship. Schexnayder persuaded us to expel her from

with her lover, by one of her former

the group, and six weeks later she was murdered, along
enemies, Dollar Bill was shot dead, and in 1947 the group was dealt its most serious blow when

s = Sally quit crimefighting to marry her agent. We
always thought she might come back, but in 1949 she

had a daughter, so that clinched that, Eventually,

those of us who were left didnt even fight crime
anymore. [0 wasn’t interesting. The villains we'd
fought with were either in prison or had moved on
to less glamorous activities. Moloch, for example, who
had started out aged seventeen as a stage magician,
evolving into an ingenious and flamboyvant criminal

mastermind through underworld contacts made in
B

his world of nightclubs, had moved into impersonal

crime like drugs, financial fraud and vice clubs by the

late “40s. Eventually, there was just me, Mothman,

| Hooded Justice and Captain Metropolis sitting
around in a meeting hall that smelled like a locker
room now that there weren't any women in the
group. There was nobody interesting left to fight,
nothing notable o walk about, In 1949, we called it a
dlay, By then, however, we'll been around long enough

o somehow inspire vounger people, God help them,
1o follow in our footsteps,

I'he Minutemen were finished, but it didn’

matter. The damage had already been done.
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THINKE WE'LL

EIVE IT A WEEK, )

GENTLEMEN, .

EEE\JE(:FISSgUT The Minutemen didn’t get to usher in
OuR 8 & the 19505 with a Christmas celebration th
Ele, | 0 05 w t Chris .HII [

s T way we'd ushered in the *40s, and perhaps

F =, that's appropriate. The decade following the

N " LEjI"f-a JUST HOPE | dishanding of the group was cold and hleak,
HE'S oM OUR SIDE " [if both for me in particular and for masked

v - . adventurers in general. Plus, it seemed to go

on forever,

I think the worst thing was the belated
realization of just how much a fad we'd always
heen, something to fill the dead columns of
the newspapers right alongside the Hula

Hoop and the Jitterbug. Ever since Sally
Jupiter married her manager, his tireless,

| been notice.

shrewd efforts as a publicist
ahly absent. He'd recognized that the day of
the costumed hero was over — even though we

hadn’t —and he'd gotten out while the getting

was  oood nsequently, we found our

exploits  being  reported  less and  less

frequently. When they were reported, the tone
was often derisive. | can remember a lot of hooded vigilante jokes coming into circulation
during the early fiftics. The mildest was one that suggested we were called The Minutemen
due to our performance in the bedroom. There were an awful lot of hright blue gags about
Sally _[I||ni;|_'| I know, because she told me most of them herselt the last time 1 saw her

Sally had a baby girl named |.:||J|<":_|:|m- in 1949, and it seemed to be right about then
that her marital problems stared. These were widely discussed, so 1 don’t think 1 need repeat
them here. Suffice it to say that the marriage ended in 1956, and since then Sally has done a
first rate job of hringing her daughter up into a bright, spunky voungster that any mother
could be proud of.,

The thing about that particular decade is that things first started getting serious then. |

i, the hetier

remember thinking at the time that it was funny how the more serious things
the Comedian seemoed to do. Out of the whole bunch of us, he was the only one who was still

right up there on the front pages, still making the occasional headline, On the strength of his

military work he had g

A

od sovernment connections, and it often seemed as if he was being

groomed into some sort of patriotic symbol, At the height of the MeCarthy era, nobody had

any doubts about where the Comedian’s feet we

planted politically.
That was more than could be said for the rest of us. We all had w westify before the House

UnAmerican Activities Committee, and were all forced to reveal our true identities to one of

its representatives, Galling though this was, it didin’t present any immediate problems for most
of us, With € i pLiin ,\Iu,-||'n|n,ii-: having such an outstanding military record and with my own

service in the police foree, we both were more or less cleared of suspicion right away, Mothman
met with more ditficulty, mostly because of some left-wing friends he'd cultivated during his
student days, He was evennmually cleared, but the investigations were both lengthy and ruthless,
[ ’ r C : and [ think that the pressure he was under at that time prompied the beginnings of the drink-
Shall not the Judge of all the earth do right? —GENESIS chopter 18, ver y PEShal ch s L " HEeTal 5 s
ing problem that has contributed so much to his later mental ill-health.

Only Hooded Justice refused to testify, on the grounds that he was not prepared to reveal
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his true identity o anyone, When
pressed, he simply vanished . .. or at
least that's how it seemed. Vanishing is
no hig problem when you're a
costumed hero - you just take your
costume off. It scemed quite likely that
Hoaoded Justice had simply chosen to
retire rather than reveal his identity,
which the authorities seemed perfecly
happy with.

o the
disappearance of America’s first
masked adventurer that still nags at me
was trivial, and maybe not even

The only detail concerni

connected at all; it was brought up in

n

an article that appeared in The N
Frontiersman, almost a  vear alter
Hooded Justice vanished. The autho

mentioned the disappearance of a well

known circus strongman of the day
named Rolf Miiller, who had quit his
job at the height of the Senate
Subcommittee ht.'.'n'inga_ Thres

IlIE][I||I.‘1’ Iil1l'l' d |'h'|i“'\' d['l'()l'lli)ll.‘il‘[l

bowdy that was tentatively identified as

Miiller's was pulled from the sea after tleft) Houded Justice (right) Rolf Miiller

being washed up on the coast of Were they the seme man?

Boston. Miiller, assuming the body
actually was that of the renowned
weightlifter, had been shot through the head, The inference of the article was that Miiller,
whose I}unif:\' was East German, had gone on the run for fear of hvcinj_" u

covered while the

Communist witch hunts were at theiv most feverish, The piece also implied that Miiller had
||!'1 IlTHI'FI'\' IK“.'II l"Nt‘I’.'IJH.‘[I |}\ hi.‘! W I{I.'El ‘ill'l:K'l'i(Jl"i.

I always wondered about that. Miiller disappeared at almost exactly the same time as

Hooded Justice was last seen, and the two men had corresponding builds. Whether the body
washed up on that Boston shoreline belonged to Miiller or not, neither he nor Hooded Justice
were ever seen or heard from again. Were they the same man? If they were, were they really
dead? If they were dead, who Killed them? Was Hooded Justice really working for the Reds? 1
don't know, Real life is messy, inconsistent, and it's seldom when anything ever really gets
resolved, Ts taken me a long time o realize thar,

One of the big problems that faced costumed heroes at the time e of

L&} I.\l'l“l'l('[l C I'i'lllillil]ﬁ (]r Ay I'l"ill note. 1 1|IJ[I-I ||Ii any lJr us ['{'Llli!('[l ]!IFH' muc !l we Ill'l'(il'd

those goons until they started 1o thin out. You see, if you're the only one who'd hathered 1o

turn up for a free-for-all in costume, you tended to look kind of smpid. If the bad guys joined
ssing. There had

as well, it wasn't so bad, but without them it was always sort of embarrs

never been as many costumed criminals as heroes, but with the end of the 1940s the trend
grew much more pronounced

Most of the crooks turned in their costumes along with their eriminal careers, but some
Just apted for a less extroverted and more profitable approach. The new breed of villains,
despite their often colorful names, were mostly ordinary men in business suits who ran drug
and prostitution rackets. That's not to say they didn’t cause as much wouble . . . far fromic 1
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just mean that they weren't as much fun o fight. All the cases 1 ended up investigating during the
s seemed sordid and depressing and quite often blood-chillingly horvible. 1 don’t know what it

was...there just seemed o be a s of bleak, uneasy feeling in the air. It was as if some essential
element of our lives, of all our lives, was vanishing before we knew entirely what it was. I don't
think 1 could really describe it completely except maybe to somebody who remembered the terrific
clation we all felt atter the war: we telt that we'd taken the worst that the 20th century could throw

at us and stood our ground, We feelr as i we'ld really won a hard-earned age of peace and prosper-

ity that would see ism lasted all through the *40s and the

s well into the year 2000, This optin

50, but by the middle of that latter decade it was starting to wear thin, and there was a sort

of ominous feeling in the air

*artly it was the beatniks, the jaze musicians and the poets openly condemning American
values whenever they opened their mouths. Partly it was Elvis Presley and the whole Rock 'n" Roll
boom. Had we fo
young men who lo

1t a war for our country so that our daughters could scream and swoon over
d like this, who sounded like that? With all these sudden social upheavals just

when we thought we'd gotten everything straight, it was impaossible to live through the 1950s with-
out a sense of impending catastrophe bearing implacably down upon the whole country, the whole
world. Some |1t'tJFI|<' thought it was war and others thought it was flving saucers, but those things
weren't really what was bearing down upon us, What was bearing down upon us was the 1960s,
The 605, along with the mini-skirt and the Beatles, brought one thing to the world that was
significant above all others = its name was Dr. Manhattan, The arrival of Dr. Manhattan would
make the terms “masked hero™ and “costumed adventurer” as obsolete as the persons they

described. A new phrase had entered the American language, just as a new and almost terrifying
concept had entered its consciousness. It was the dawn of the Super-Hero,

Manhartan's existence was announced to the world in the March of 1960, and I don't think
|hl"|'l' can [Iil'\.l' [H'("I'I ill'l)'h(](l_\' on []I(' I}Iil'l'l{'l \‘I'IIII (ii(ill‘[ |.l"‘l |llil| same ‘|1|'}|1I|J|(' iil[l]llll' IJ[.l‘II'“Il.E(III‘i
when they heard the news. Foremost amongst this assortment of sensations was disbelief. The idea
af a being who could walk through walls, move from one place to another without covering the
intervening distance and re-arrange things completely with a single thought was flat-out impossi-
ble. On the other hand, the people presenting this news to us were our own government. The
notion that they might simply have made it up was equally improbable, and in the face of this
contradiction, it became gradually casier to accept the dream-like unreality of those fivst newsrecl
i['l'lils_"_l“i: d I]Ill!' nmuan 'I!II'I[iI'I?_" a lil'l'lli '\\.'irh A wave (!i‘ |'|i.‘| tlill'l[l: |||l' Ill'iIJ_'"IIIE'fllh E]ri] !i‘f&ili'\'t{"]lll!ll'li I'iﬂ['
ch
vou also have 1o

floating there eerily in the air with nobody touching them. Once accepted as reality, howewe

things became no easier to digest. If you accept that floating rifle pars are

somehow accept that everyvthing you've ever known to be a fact is probably untrue. That peculiar
unease is something that most of us have learned to live with over the years, but it's still there.
The other emotions that accompanied the announcement were perhaps harder to identify
and pin down, There was a certain elation. it felt as if Santa Claus had suddenly turned out to be
real after all. Coupled with and complementary to this was a terrible and uneven sense of fear and

uncertainty, While this was hard to define precisely, it 1 had o boil it down into three words, those
words would be, “We've been 1'|,'|||:|t'wl." 1'm not just talking about the ne |r|-|1-uuvrt'r| costumed hero
fr
Factors that led to my own

inly one of the

rnity here, you understand, although Dr. Manhatan’s AppeaArance was cer

nereased feelings of obsolescer nd my eventual decision o quit the

gilantes had certainly been made obsolete, so in

hero business altogether. You see, while masked vi
a sense had every other living organism upon the planet. I don't think that society has fully real-
ized yet just exactly what Dr. Manhattan's arrival means; how much it's likely to change every detail
of our lives,

.\|||'1r:1|g|1 Dr. Manhattan was the maost prmnim'm by far of the ‘New Breod' of

costumed heroes, he wasn't [|m'|.v the first nor by any means the last, In the cosing months of 1958,

7=

the pap ing racket had heen busted by a

s mentioned thar a IO Opim and heroin smugg



14 HOLLIS MASON

voung adventurer named Ouymandias, who seemed 1o have quickly gained a reputation
amongst the eriminal fraternity for his boundless and implacable intelligence, not w mention

a large degree of athletic prowess.

s
I met both Dr. Manhattan and Ozymandias for the first time at a charity event in the June
of 1960, Ozymandias seemed to be a nice young fellow, although 1 personally found Dr.
Manhattan to be a linde distant. Maybe that was more my fault than his, though, since 1 found

it very ditficult to feel easy around the guy, even once I'd got used to the shock of his physical

presence. It's a strange fecling...the first time you meet him your brain wants to scream, blow
a fuse and shut iself down immediarely, refusing w acoept that he exists, This lasts for a couple

me away, and in the end you just accept

of minutes, at which time he’s still there and hasn’t
him because he's standing there and talking to vou and after a while it almost seems normal,
Almaost.
Anvway, at that charity event.
India...a lot of things became apparent to me. Looking around at the other adventurers there,

I think it was Red Cross relief for the ongoing famine in

I wasn't happy with what I saw: The Comedian was there, imposing his overbearing personal-

ity and his obnoxious cigar smoke upon anyone within reach, Mothman was there, 155 in

one hand, slurring his words and letting his sentences wrail off into incoherence, ( .:l|1|;|'i1'|
Metropolis was there, his paunch starting to show despite a strict regimen of Canadian Air
Force Excrcises, Finally, leaving the two younger heroes aside for a moment, there was me:
Forty-six vears old and starting to feel it, still trying to cut it in the company of guys who could
level a mountain by snapping their fingers. I think it was when that moment of self insight hit
me that [ first decided to finally hang up my mask and get myself a proper job. I'd been about
due to retive from the police force for some time, and I started wondering about what T wanted
to do now that the thrill of adventure had finally started o pale. Looking back over my life, 1
tried to work out what I'd been doing during my existence’s happier stretches, in order to form

a hasis tor my future contentment.
After much deliberation, 1 concluded that I'd never been happier than when helping my

dad beat some sense into an obstinate engine down at Moe Vernon's vard, Afier a life of crime-

fighting, no notion seemed sweeter to me than that of spending myv autamn years contentedly
making dead vehicles run again in the confines of my own auto repair shop.

In the May of this year, 1962, that's exactly what T opted o do.

I retired. To mend cars, Probably tor the rest of my lite, As 1 se it, part of the art of |1{'il|_¢_'|

a herois knowing when you don’t need to be one anymore, realizing that the game has changed
amd that the stakes are dilferent and that there isn't necessarily a place for you in this strange
wl I'm content to wartch it

new pantheon of extraordinary people. The world has moved on, z
fromm my armchair with a beer by my side and the smell of fresh oil stll on my fingers.

Part of my contentment comes from knowing that there have maybe been some overall
consequence of my twenty-three years behind the mask. This knowledge came to me in the
shape of a letter from a young man whose name I'm not at liberty to reveal. He told me of his
great admiration for my eftorts as Nite Owl and proposed that since T'd retived and would no
longer be using the name, '|1('I'|I:I|ri he could borrow it since he intended oo follow my <-w.um|ﬂ:-
and become a crime-fighter, ve visited his home since then and seen some of the fabulous
technology he intends to bring to bear on the war against erime. 1 was certainly far too
impressed o refluse him the use of what Td always thought was dumb name 1o begin with, so
New York.

Also, Sally Jupiter tells me that as soon as little Laurie’s old enough she wants to be a super-

by the time this sees print there may well be a new Nite Owl patrolling the streets of

heroine just like her mom, so who knows? It scems as if from being a novelty nine-day wonder,
the super-hero has become a part of American life, It's here to stay.

For better, or for worse,




