
I was strongest man in world, pride of my 
country.  I train for years to achieve, devote my 
life to becoming symbol of power and honor.  
My name on every newspaper and my face 
on every news reel at the pictures, between 
stories about the war to end all wars.  Four 
times I take this honor in competition with 
the best of the world.  I sacrifice everything 
to be what the homeland needs in times of 
great despair.  I fight for my people by lifting 
and pulling, not shooting.

 The war ended.  We did not win, but 
in such things nobody wins.  I was no longer 
in the papers; there would be no more 
competitions.  My country was shamed.  I felt 
the shame deeply, in the bones and muscles 
I had worked so hard to build.  The leaders 
of the people were wrong; they lie to us 
about the war, about what they do.  They are 
monsters.  The world sees us all as monsters.

 Two years after the war I was nothing.  
I know I am still strongest, but life in the 
homeland does not allow for fame.  I drink.  
Lock myself away from the world and the 
horrors of things past.  I am overwhelmed.  I 
wander home from the pub every morning.  
Sometimes I make it, other times I wake up 
in the filth of the alleyways.

 The alley near my apartment was 
quiet.   People huddle amongst the rubble, 

in fear of the occupying soldiers.  Terror has 
spread throughout the city.  Sleep was the 
great escape from my shame, though it took 
a bottle to find the comfort of black stillness.  
I wake up.  I am staring at my own face in 
an old newspaper used as a blanket.  I hear 
screams, and my mind tricks me, thinking 
that I am having nightmare again of what 
the leaders do.  But it is no nightmare.

 The ring of shots pierces my weary ears.  
I rise quickly and the pain in my head makes 
my eyes squint.  I see blood everywhere.  A 
baby is crying.  Man in uniform, a uniform not 
allowed to be worn any longer.  He does not 
see me, only the bloody parts of the woman 
he killed.  Anger.  Shame.  This is my people, 
hate and ignorance preceding murder.  I take 
his arm from behind.  He twists to look at me, 
and I see fear in his eyes.  I wonder if this is 
the same fear he saw in her before he took 
everything away.  My hand finds his neck.  I 
hear a snap.  He falls, his eyes looking up at 
me, empty.  A baby is crying.  I have to save 
her from this alley.

 Two more years, and I am across the 
ocean.  The new country is very different.  
They play games with balls and sticks, and 
make heroes of those who do this well.  I 
come here to raise Jenny, to keep her away 
from the terror of the homeland.  She knows 
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nothing of war or murder.  I have pride in 
her unlike any I had as the strongest man.  It 
cleans my soul.

 Jenny grew.  I was not ready.  It was 
difficult.  She finds out I am not her father, 
and she uses that to rebel against me.  I 
worry for her as she disobeys my rules and 
her schoolwork declines.  The world changes 
as Jenny does.  People and creatures 
with abilities, impossible abilities appear.  
Teleporting man.  Woman who can walk on 
air.  Dog that bites through steel.  None of 
this interests me.  I just want Jenny to be 
happy.

 We fight.  I do not approve of her 
friends.  I find drugs in her room.  She hates 
me, tells me I am not right.  I try to explain 
that she needs to listen.  I insult her friends.  
I tell her she cannot see them anymore.   She 
is angry.  She draws her arm back to strike 
me.  I do not stop her; maybe she needs to hit 
something.  Her tiny balled-up fist slams into 
my chest and the world falls away.  Jenny is 
different.  Like the teleporting man.  She is 
strong.  I find black stillness.

 The new country embraces the new 
people.  The leaders tell us we must fight 
in another war.  Again there are terrible 
atrocities, but this time I see them.  The 
newspapers and news reels say Jenny is 
strongest woman in world.  She lifts tanks 
and stops the evils of other countries.  The 
new war to end all wars is fought by both 
men and super men.  They do things that 
should not be done.  Where there should be 
shame, there is instead pride.

 The war ends, but this time my new 
country wins.  The super people come home 
and take new roles as peacekeepers and 
protectors.  They are not what they seem.  
They have been twisted by our leaders, 
shaped into monsters.  Their power makes 
them like occupying soldiers.  Taking what 
they want and delivering “justice” as they see 
fit, a new order comes to the new country.  
Jenny is one of the monsters.

 I train.  I know that I can never achieve 
like I did before.  I was young and capable, 
unhindered by the horrors that happen in 
life.  Now I am old and broken.  But I train 
anyway.  My muscles and bones grow strong 
again.  I read the papers and watch the reels 
to follow her movements.  In this time of 
despair I sacrifice everything to be what she 
needs.

 She is home, the designated sentinel 
for the city.  The leaders call her Miss Paragon, 
and claim her as a hero.  I see the aftermath 
of her anger day after day, as I track her 
movements.  There are broken buildings, 
people huddling in fear amongst the rubble, 
and terror spreading throughout the city.

 I walk the alley near my apartment.  It 
is quiet.  Screams ring out, piercing the night.  
I see blood everywhere.  There is a woman 
in a brightly colored uniform.  She does not 
see me, only the bloody parts of the man she 
killed.  I take her arm from behind.  She twists 
to look at me.  I see the monster in Jenny’s 
eyes.  I am crying.  I have to save her from 
this alley.
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