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what...

…is
that?

Help is
already

here!

HELP!

iT’S A
MONSTER! 

Way to go,
gilded!



<for so
long, we have

hunted…>

Stop
this, you…

you…

What are
you?

WHATEVER YOU ARE,
I won’t Allow you

to hurt these
people.

<At last,
we have found

one.>
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{U�N}



You’ll have
to hit harder

than that!

GAH! HSSS!

Let’s see
if you can fly
without your

machine!

Akkl!

<You
are too
late!>

<This
World is
Already
Dead!>
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{co�}

{co�}

oh, no…

GiLDED?
iS THAT REALLY

YOU?

ARE YOU…
OKAY?

uh�…the
creature…? I…

think it’s
dead.

then I’m…
done.

Hurry!

take the
cape!

What?
Why?

I’ve worn
it more than fifty

years. Done a lot of
good. But if more…
things like that are

out there…

I’m too old.
My time is

done.
You

have to be
the hero

now.

No!

I mean…
I can’t do
the stuff
you can.

You’ll
figure it out.

I did.

Now, take it…
please. before anyone

knows I’ve given it
to you.

No one
can ever

know.

I’m
just a
kid!
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But--

don’t
worry about

me, kid.

I had
a good

run.

I don’t
regret a

thing.

mister…
sir?

Gilded!
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Miles stared at the old man lying where Gilded was 

only moments before. The battle against the creature 

had killed him. But how? Gilded couldn’t be killed. 

In all the years that he’d battled crooks and fires and 

floods, he’d never even been hurt.

Miles picked up the golden cape. The fabric—

or whatever it was made of—vibrated lightly in his 

hands. Even with the garage cloaked in late-afternoon 

shadow, the cape glinted as though it was in the noon-

day sun. It didn’t reflect light; it emitted its own.

That’s when it dawned on Miles: Gilded wasn’t 

an experiment or an angel. He wasn’t even an alien, 

though today’s events were sure to convince people 

otherwise. He was human, and he always had been. He 

didn’t have powers. The cape did. And that meant—

“Hollis! Kid! You in here?”

Cliff ’s voice snapped Miles out of his daydream. 

He was shaking with adrenaline. He threw off his 

backpack and tried putting the cape inside, but it was 

as long as a grown-up’s raincoat. It wouldn’t fit.

Cliff ’s footsteps were getting closer. Any second he 

was going to discover Miles holding a supercharged 

poncho.

Miles didn’t have time to think. He flipped the 

backpack upside down and dumped his books on 

the ground. He crammed the cape inside and zipped 

the backpack closed.
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“Hello?” Cliff called out again. “Anybody hear me?”

“Over here!” Miles shouted back.

Cliff hustled over. “Dang, kid. You coulda been 

killed.” He surveyed the pile of rubble, and when he 

saw the old man, his face went pale. When he saw the 

creature, it went paler. “You didn’t touch that thing, 

did you?”

Miles shook his head emphatically. “No way.”

Cliff fumbled at a small holster on his belt. He 

took out a canister of pepper spray and pointed it at 

the creature with a shaky hand. “Is it . . . dead?”

“I think so. It hasn’t moved.” Miles noticed dark 

green blood pooling around the creature, and his 

stomach rolled over. Apparently, the sight of monster 

blood made him queasy. “What is it?”

“It ain’t good. I can tell you that. Where’s your old 

man?”

“Trapped in the circuit breaker room. The door is 

blocked.”

Cliff started to return the pepper spray to its hol-

ster, glanced at the creature again, and then thought 

better of it. “Follow me,” he said, backing away. “Let’s 

go get him.”

Miles was frozen in place. Something about the 

creature’s dying expression filled him with dread. 

Its mouth hung open in a grotesque, jagged snarl 

that displayed its sharp, yellow fangs. He couldn’t 
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tell if the expression was a grimace, or a grin.

“Come on, kid,” Cliff admonished. “Your dad 

wouldn’t like you near that thing.”

Fear sent a shiver down Miles’s backbone. He 

didn’t want to look at the creature anymore—he 

wanted to get as far away from it as possible—but he 

couldn’t stop staring. It was dead—Miles was sure of 

it—but it was as though he was worried it was only 

playing possum and would come back to life as soon 

as he turned away.

Miles took one last, lingering look. Then he hur-

ried after Cliff, unable to shake the feeling that he’d 

come face-to-face with that snarl again.


