The Man’s Man
Adam Anders was the kind of man who drank beer and shot deer. During the week he wore his hard hat and worked long hours at construction jobs to pay the rent on his trailer. On the weekends he spent his time hiking through the mountains of West Virginia and fishing on Lake Erie. The greatest meal he had ever eaten was an eight pound burger with a whole head of lettuce and three tomatoes. He finished it in record time and won a free tee shirt. Unfortunately, the restaurant had seen so few people able to finish the burger, they had never bothered to place another order once they were running low and Adam had to choose between hot pink and baby blue. Thankfully, the baby blue had slowly faded to a light grayish color once he had started using it to polish his 1974 Dodge Charger. 
Adam Anders considered himself an ordinary American man. Each weekday morning for the last ten years Adam had awoken at five a.m. and gone for a short two mile run. He would return home to shower off the sweat, make a protein shake, and eat a Hungry-Man frozen meal for breakfast before appearing at work half an hour early at six-thirty. No matter the weather or what day it was, he wore his army green jacket decorated with the many medals he had won during his time in service. To Adam, these medals symbolized his achievements in the world. He had prospered against evil and saved the day in his very own way. He was not Superman, nor would he ever be, but he was Adam Anders, and he knew he had done his part well. 
One morning Adam expected his day to begin like any other. He awoke for his run at five a.m., but upon passing the bank down the street, he saw the time read one hour later than it should have. He checked his green waterproof watch and saw that it was one hour earlier than that of the banks. He scratched his head and ran across the street into the coffee shop. Unbeknownst to him, daylight savings time had come earlier than usual this year. The barista informed him of this little matter and he bolted back home to shower and leave for work. 
Having not had time to make his usual morning protein shake or eat his usual morning breakfast of a Hungry-Man frozen dinner, he decided to make a stop at the convenience store down the block from the construction site. Adam was standing in line to pay, bottled smoothie and bag of pork rinds in hand, when a man in a ski mask flew into the store and towards the counter, gun in hand. 

“Dude,” he yelled to the cashier as he threw a black saddle-shaped bag onto the counter, “give me the money. Now!” 

Adam stood and stared at the man with the gun and the scared boy behind the counter. Without even thinking, Adam did the one thing he knew best in this world. He tried to help. 

“Please calm down and take your finger off that trigger,” he began, “there’s no need to hurt anyone here.” 

Adam slowly reached out his hand towards the man in the ski mask and he slowly began to inch towards him. The boy behind the counter shook. 

“What’s your name, son?” Adam asked. 

The man in the ski mask looked from Adam to the boy and then back to Adam. The gun in his hand shook, with what Adam could only guess was fear. The man in the ski mask backed into the corner so as to keep his eyes on both the boy behind the counter and Adam. He waved the gun back and forth between the boy behind the counter and Adam. He again gravitated toward Adam and the gun stuck out from his shaking arm. 
“Back up, dude! You don’t want to mess with me! I’m serious, man! I will shoot you!” 

Adam put his hands up in defeat and slowly started to back away. The man tugged on his ski mask and turned back to the boy, pointing from the register to the bag resting on the counter. 

“Put the money in there, man! Put it in there, now,” the man shouted. 

Adam looked to the back of the store and saw a woman lying on the ground, her arm cradling a young child. He looked to the glass door and saw people passing on the street. Adam nodded his head and took a deep breath, then jumped at the man in front of him. A shot rang out and Adam fell to the ground. The man in the ski mask snatched the still empty bag from the counter, shot at the camera in the corner and took off out the door. 

Adam placed a hand over his shoulder, sat up, and grimaced. Blood poured out from in between his fingers and ran down the medals on his army green jacket. The child in the back had starting crying. The woman raced up to Adam, screaming at the boy for paper towels. The boy pointed towards the back of the store and then fell to the ground and started hyperventilating. 

Adam winced as he breathed in. The woman came rushing over as she ripped open a pack of Brawny. He leaned back against the wire rack of pork rinds and knocked it over. 

“Why would you do something like that? He could have killed you,” the woman yelled. 

Adam shrugged and blood oozed from his wound. 

“It seemed like the right thing to do,” he said. 

“Well it was just plain stupid! You could have gotten us all killed,” she yelled. 

The young child in the back stood up and walked toward Adam and his mother. 

“Lindsey stop right there. I don’t want you seeing this,” she said. 

The woman stood up and went for more paper towels. She went over to her purse and got her cell phone to call 911. Lindsey continued to walk toward the front of the store and stopped in front of Adam. He wiped the tears from his eyes and stared down at the oozing wound. 

“How come you’re bleeding,” the child asked. 

“’Cause I’m hurt, kid,” Adam said. 

“Superman doesn’t bleed,” the child said. 

“Yeah, well, I’m not Superman, kid,” Adam said. 

“Superman is faster than bullets,” the child said. He wiped tears from his eyes again. 

“Kid, I’m just an ordinary guy,” Adam said. 

“Where’s your cape,” the child asked as he snorted back his snot. “Superman always wears a cape.” 
“Kid, I’m just a guy who tried to do the right thing,” Adam said. 

The mother came back up to the front with her cell phone in one hand and more Brawny in the other. 

“Lindsey, get away from him! Give the man room to breath,” she yelled. 

Adam shook his head as the child obeyed his mother and backed away. Sirens rang out in the street. The woman blotted the wound with paper towels again. Crimson soaked through and covered her hands and Adam’s hands. 

“I’m sure you’ll be fine,” she said. 

Adam nodded, “I’ve taken plenty of bullets in my day, ma’am.”
“Well just because you’re used to running around, getting yourself shot, is no reason to put our lives in danger!” 

The woman blotted again and Adam held back a shudder of pain. 

“Superman wears tights, too,” the child said and stuck his thumb in his mouth.

“I’m not Superman, kid. Real men don’t wear tights.” 

The beeping heart monitor was annoying Adam almost as much as the detective’s questions. The detective stood at Adam’s bedside, swaying backwards on his heels, then forwards, his large belly invading the air above Adam’s knee. His white shirt was un-tucked on the side, peeping out from under a grey vest. Adam noticed that one button of the three was already missing from the bottom, and the middle one looked as though it might pop off and hit him in the forehead within the next few moments. 
“Hmm, right. Now, you didn’t see his face at all,” the detective asked.

“I told you. He was wearing a ski mask,” Adam said for the third time.
“Hmm, right. Now, what made you go after the man, Mr. Anders,” the detective asked. 

“I told you. It seemed like it was the right thing to do,” Adam said for the third time.
“Hmm, right. What do you mean by that, Mr. Anders,” the detective asked.
Adam watched as the detective looked down and frowned as he wiped his hand over a mustard stain on his black silk tie. 

“Like I said, it wasn’t his money,” Adam said for the third time.
“Hmm, right. Well, Mr. Anders, you’re a construction worker, did you say? Wouldn’t it make more sense to leave the crime fighting to the crime fighters,” the detective asked. 

“We’ve been through this. I knew what I was doing,” Adam said for the third time.
“Hmm, right. You were a, what was it you said, a Navy Seal for two years,” the detective asked. 
Adam watched as the detective pulled back the sleeve of his black leather trench coat to reveal a gold Rolex. The detective studied his watch. 
“Green Beret, twelve years,” Adam said for the third time.
“Hmm, right. Well, thank you for your time, Mr. Anders. I’ll let you know if we catch him,” the detective said. 

“Hmm, right,” Adam said, “and when do you think that will be? If you do catch him?”

 The detective smiled, nodded his head, flipped his notebook shut and walked out of the room. 

Some time later a nurse came in to fluff Adam’s pillows but he barked her out. A little while after that a different nurse came in to check Adam’s temperature and heart rate and blood pressure and Adam grunted at her. Halfway through the night Adam woke up and paged a third nurse to turn his morphine drip down. She asked him why and he said he did not need any medication; the pain did not bother him. The nurse laughed and asked if it had anything to do with the bucket of vomit sitting beside his bed. Adam turned on his side without an answer. The next morning the doctor came in to check on him and Adam asked that the laughing nurse not attend to him anymore. A few days later, when the doctor was satisfied, he sent Adam home. 

The light on his machine was blinking when he walked in the door. There was a message from Dale. He had picked up the dog and Adam could get him whenever he was feeling better. Dale said he hoped Adam would feel better sooner rather than later, as the one-hundred-and-thirty pound dog have decided it was perfectly natural to take over Dale’s wife’s side of the bed to cuddle. Dale’s wife apparently disagreed with the dog. 

There was a message from Gena. She had seen him on the news and wanted to know how she was supposed to explain to the kids how their father was such an idiot. This, Gena proclaimed, was the reason she had left him those many years ago. Gena said he always had to go out and save the world. The kids were old enough to realize he was not a superhero, Gena said, so when would he finally grow up, she screamed. 

There was a message from Barry. He had hoped Adam’s shoulder would be okay by next weekend for their fishing trip. Barry said the fish had really been biting this past weekend. He had caught one this big. And then Barry laughed and said he realized Adam had no idea what he meant, as video phones did not yet exist, and so Adam could really have no idea what size this monstrosity of a fish really was. How unfortunate, Barry concluded, that Adam had missed this last fishing trip. 
Adam grabbed a beer out of the fridge and popped it open on the counter as the messages continued. A buddy from work wanted to hear about it over a drink. A telemarketer wanted him to renew his subscription to Field and Stream magazine. An agent from his life insurance policy wanted to know if Adam was going to make a habit out of running in front of guys with guns. His boss wanted to know when he would be able to return to work. Adam continued to listen to the messages and collapsed on the couch. His beer split all over his sleeve and he wiped in on the arm of the couch. He tuned out the sound of his daughter, the older and more studious of the children, reading him what he could only guess was a pamphlet on gun safety. 

Adam’s mind wandered to what the child in the convenience store had said to him about tights. Sure, Superman did wear tights, and Superman was, without a doubt, a superhero. But Adam had done many a great thing in his life, without tights, or even a cape. He had been a member of the United States Army Special Forces for twelve long years. His marriage had ended because he was so determined to do the right thing. He had trekked across continents and saved children from horrible deaths. He had countered terrorism and conducted torture that was unseen and unheard of to anyone but his superiors and the evil doer. Adam knew he had done the right thing time and time gain. Yet to him, it seemed, no one else was willing to do so. The final message was the doctor from the hospital telling him to pick up his prescription at his earliest convenience from the pharmacy. There was no message from the detective. 
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