Paul Lanbrecht about 1,180 words
www. t ypeabposi tive. com

THOMVAS LI PTON, SUPERHERO
By Paul Lanbrecht

Tom Li pton was a uni que superhero, in that his
super power, unli ke nost, had questionabl e social benefit.
Nanely: it was driving while drunk, which no person of
consci ence woul d ever condone, and rightly so.

Hs friends fromthe faculty were urging himto sl ow
down all night. This was at the tony shindig being thrown
by anot her superhero with |arger upside: Chesley

Sul | enberger 111.
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Chesl ey was a pilot who could |land a plane anywhere in
a pinch. Lipton was a nenace to life and Iinb on the late
ni ght roadways, yet he always managed to get hinself and
his car hone intact. It was an ol der nodel Toyota Coroll a,
but that is not integral to the |arger question of whether
this power was governed by nmere |ong odds or by an innate
tal ent.

This particular evening, with his friends trying to
get himto sl ow down, Tomwas going to town on G & T s.
There al so seenmed to be the matter of the girl, Priscilla,
who he had fallen in love with imedi ately, seated on the
bei ge sofa near the fireplace, talking pleasantly with each
in a stream of guys who sat down near her

Li pton was about to nmake his nove. Now he didn't |ike
to bring up the fact of his superpower right away.

“How re you doi ng?” he asked her, sitting down, she
t hought about as gracefully as a wounded wat er buffal o.

“Fine,” she said.

“How do you know Chesl ey?” he asked.

“l don't,” she said. It was the way in which she said
it, like it was neant to be interesting but really wasn't,
whi ch drew Lipton in. Strange girl, he thought.

| nextricably strange.
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She had a blurry but pretty face. One of her front
teeth | ooked too big for her nouth. Wen she smled it
| ooked |i ke a tusk. Lipton’s friends groaned in nervous
anticipation as he sank his neaty hand into the bow of
pi st achi os between hinself and the girl.

He better not be trying to take this girl hone, they
all thought.

Lipton’s friends thought his supposed super power
boil ed down to pure dunb | uck.

This strange girl, Priscilla, and Lipton, had by now
i ntroduced thenselves. It turned out they were both
hi storians and professors of the Renai ssance.

He of the Medici famly political dynasty and its
fortunes, and she of the bubonic plague s influence on the

cont enpor aneous fashi ons.

By nowit was getting |late and Lipton’s friends wanted

to head hone. Lipton and the girl had been tal king for
over an hour now, so one of the friends had to buck up and

interrupt them

“All right, Lipton, let’s see the keys,” said Lipton’s

bol dest friend, Hillary.
Li pton grimaced, but his lady Priscilla seened a
little relieved. Not at first, but she was picking up on

all the silent cues put forth by Lipton's friends.
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“You're driving?” she asked. She had personally
w tnessed himdown 3 G & T's and a couple flutes of
chanpagne.

“You don’t understand,” said Lipton, as sure of
hi mrsel f as he was any chance for himthat night had just
gotten away.

“C non, hand’ em over... \Wat don’t | understand???

"Il take you honme and we’' || cone get your car tonorrow.
Sorry,,,” Ednund said, this last to Priscilla, Queen of the
| ate 14'" century Florentine |ace corset.

They had heard his superpower crap before, and this
time, his designated friend Ednund Hillary, was in no nood
to hunor this foolish talk.

But Lipton was always one to stay on stage after the
curtain had fallen.

“Now, Priscilla, where was 1??? Oh yes, well the next
Medi ci was the nephew of the Cardinal, | believe his nanme
was Tony...or Pepe. Now he had a devi ated septum which was
common in all the blue-bloods of that tinme period, which
|’ m sure you knew. 1It’s so nice to be talking to soneone
who knows a thing or two about these things. Does it feel
like I"’mlecturing to you?”

Priscilla shrugged and yawned.

Ednmund was nmad now.
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“Damm it all, Lipton. Either you cone with me now or
so help nme, I will knock you out, hog-tie you, and throw
you in the back of my car.”

Priscilla perked up at this possibility.

“Whul d you pl ease excuse ne?” said Lipton, alittle
enbarrassed now, ironically for his friend. He felt the
need to expurgate, clear sone room throw up.

He left Priscilla and Ednund al one toget her.

“Does he always get |ike this?” she asked.

“Nearly every tine he drinks,” he said, nodding his
head sadly.

Prospects for the evening were definitely w nding
down, realized Lipton, dabbing at his sweaty forehead with
a handkerchief in the mrror. It was time to gather up his
mar bl es and go hone.

Hllary and Priscilla were chatting, Lipton noticed as
he left the bathroom Ednund | ooked really tired and put-
upon. Lipton had a frightening prenonition, perhaps a
result of another superpower as yet unknown to him of the
two | eaving together and wecking in the woods; and police
peeling their charred bodi es out of the car.

Li pton wal ked over to the host Chesl ey.

“Geat party, old bean. As usual.”

Sully smled. One superhero to another.
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“You drive careful, eh, Thomas.”

“You bet Sull, and you stay out of the water hazards
for a while.” Chesley |aughed loudly at this.

“I"ve lost a lot of balls in the water, you know, but
no passengers yet..

Lipton’s car started right up and sinultaneously his
m | d- mannered al ter-ego di sappeared, |eaving only the crisp
night, a ton of steel, wheels, and the acquired w sdom of
| ubri cated navigation. Tom saw Edmund now in the side
w ndow, chasing after the car, waving his fists. Tom waved
back at himas he flew down the crushed gravel driveway,
and tore around the terrace. The road was |ong through the
forest to his house.

The first thing was to keep his eye out for cops. The
second thing was to drive as normally as possible, not too
slow, not too fast. Easy does it correcting for the
swer vi ng.

It was a peaceful night, Coast to Coast AM droned on
the radio dial, and Lipton had already nade it hal fway
hore.

Despite viol ent hiccoughi ng.

He was finally nearing his house when he got a scare.
He heard, yanked back into the nmonent as if froma sweet

dream the screech of tires and a crashing noise. This was
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foll owed soon by the lights and sounds of a squad car
appr oachi ng.

Bl ari ng past him going the opposite direction. As
soon as it had safely passed himby, Lipton turned his
headl i ghts back on, and headed on towards hone.

He had been briefly invisible, or was reasonably sure
he had been.

He reached his house safely, ungracefully extricated
himsel f fromthe car, and staggered into his little
bungalow. He had left his study |anp on. Now he sw tched
it off and closed his book on the Inquisition.

He crawl ed into bed, and fell asleep flipping through

an old comc book with brittle pages fromspilled beer.

End.



