




I've been a classroom math teacher for 30 years. In that time, I've seen curricula and 
textbooks come and go. From dry, black and white text with monochromatic illustrations 
to scripted lessons that a robot could teach, I've never really much cared for what's been 
offered, and neither have my students. But for as long as I've been a teacher, I've been a 
comic book fan even longer.
 
I learned to read with Batman comics in the 1960s. When I was in elementary school, 
my teachers participated in programs that brought us The Blue Flame Breaks the 
Record and Mulligan Stew. The latter was a multimedia approach to teaching kids about 
nutrition. There were movies (in color!) and comic books with all kinds of activities inside. 
It featured a gender-balanced and ethnically diverse group of kids solving problems. I'm 
using that concept again to teach mathematics.

Solution Squad began simply as a way to get kids to have more enthusiasm about their 
math problems. I used to use my favorite comic book and animation characters as the 
subjects for problems simply out of boredom. Why use Dick and Jane when Clark and 
Lois were on television? As I developed more of these themed activities I began thinking 
about assembling them as a teaching aid. Thinking that the big comic companies would 
never license their characters to me, I decided to make my own. As a longtime role-
playing game player, I was very experienced in doing that. Thus, Solution Squad was 
born!

It was in February 2007 that I made my first Solution Squad character. She was called 
Thermia, and she could raise and lower temperature. Positive integers happened when 
she raised temperature and negatives were when she lowered temperature. The sign 
of the net result when she did both was whichever one she had put the most effort into. 
This helped me refine the idea to include absolute value, which is just that: how much 
effort was required to raise OR lower temperature, regardless of direction. And then I 
had Absolutia. When the team was fully fleshed out, I thought there was just too much 
material there to leave as a series of worksheets, and so I decided to make a comic book. 

It took another six years to make it all happen, but in 2013, I self-published Solution 
Squad #1, a 32-page comic book. Debuting at C2E2 in Chicago, I also participated on a 
panel about Comics and the Common Core. When I showed off my creation featuring art 
by my niece, Rose McClain, the response was overwhelmingly positive. I sold just short 
of 100 copies at that first convention, including a class set of 30 to one teacher. For the 
next few years, I went all over the Midwest selling my comic. And besides the obvious 
question, "When does the next one come out?" the most common comment was from 
teachers and librarians: "We need this in hardcover for our school/library." Well, four years 
later, here it is!

I haven't been idle. Solution Squad was included in a nationally published book called 
Reading With Pictures: Comics That Make Kids Smarter, for which I co-edited and 
designed the Teachers Guide. I've spoken on comics in the classroom literally from coast 
to coast. I've been a featured speaker at Comic-Con International in San Diego, New York 
Comic Con (twice), the American Library Association Annual Conference (twice), C2E2 
(four times), libraries, schools, you name it. I've written and published lesson plans and 
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dice games, created a YouTube channel using Solution Squad puppets to teach concepts, 
and I wrote four more Solution Squad stories that you'll find in this book, illustrated by 
some incredibly talented artists, including the wonderful Serena Guerra, whose enthusiasm 
for math and science is a rare treat among the artists I know. I've also commissioned 
numerous pinups along the way by famous comic book artists whose work I admire. And I 
paid for it all myself--on a teacher's salary.

Solution Squad isn't just a comic book. It's an opportunity to teach math in engaging 
contexts, some of them realistic, some utterly fantastic. The characters' names come from 
mathematical terms. Their powers are rooted in math concepts. They are, if not living, then 
fictional embodiments of concepts that are usually too abstract for kids to grasp. I know one 
thing: Kids love them.

There's an old expression that says, "If you're not part of the solution, you're part of the 
problem." If you buy this book, you're probably doing it to help kids learn math. 

Thank you for being part of the solution.

Jim McClain
Osceola, Indiana
February 2017

Abscissa and the author. Art by Gene Ha
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The SOH-CAH-TOA, mobile headquarters 
of the teen hero group Solution Squad, 
cruising 30 miles off the southern coast
of Louisiana on the Gulf of Mexico...

Now that you have 
passed all of your admissions 

tests, it is with great honor that 
|, La Calculadora, administer 

this oath of membership.

Though we don’t wear masks, 
we do use code names. We put a lot
of thought into yours. With your style 

and powers, the only name that 
fits you is...

RADICAL!

“Primer”
in

Art by 
Rose Mc Clain
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“Welcome to the 
Solution Squad!

“Absolutia is our founder
and financier. She has 
the ability to raise and 
lower temperature. Hot or 
cold, above or below zero, 
both changes require effort. 
That’s called absolute 
value!

“Her real name is Ashley 
Thermopolis, the grand-
daughter of a shipping 
magnate. She inherited
wealth after her grand-
father’s violent death. Her 
emotional reaction triggered
her powers. She uses her 
wealth to fund this team and
to prevent further tragedies 
whenever possible!”

“My story isn’t sad at all.
As plain old Dora Pérez,
|’ve always been fast at
computation. Then | started 
to develop other talents
as my brain began to make
connections between 
mathematical concepts.

“| was able to use those 
talents to raise my family 
up out of poverty in Mexico. 
My story drew the attention 
of Absolutia, and the next 
thing | knew, she was 
calling me La Calculadora, 
leader of the Solution 
Squad!

“My talents include a perfect
memory, hyper-acute senses,
and a knack for languages, 
invention, design, cooking, 
art...just about anything!”

     

“Equality is perhaps our most 
powerful teammate. She can 
do anything anyone else can 
do at exactly the same level, 
but she can only duplicate one 
person at a time.

“A three-sport athlete before
she discovered her powers, 
Hannah Harrah is also our 
physical trainer. Her self-
discipline is second to none.

“Equality’s father, Otto Harrah, 
is the chief of police in Crescent 
City, and it’s under his watchful
eye that we are allowed to operate
as heroes.”
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“Then there’s the Ordered Pair: 
Twins orphaned as toddlers in 
China who were adopted and 
raised separately by American
parents. They each grew up 
knowing that the other was out 
there, somewhere. When they 
met, their powers were triggered.

“Abscissa, whose real name is 
Xiao Sheng Mercer, can move 
at incredible velocities along any
horizontal surface. She doesn’t 
run up the sides of buildings...”

“...but her twin, Ordinate, who 
is younger by minutes, can fly 
to the highest heights, and dive 
to the deepest depths.

 
“Yao Feng Cheung can with-
stand those extremes, which
makes him really strong and 
tough. He also has an array of
senses that allows him to thrive 
in those environments.

”Ordinate is fiercely loyal. Where
his sister Abscissa leads, he will
always follow. Separately, they
are formidable. Together, they 
make a nearly unbeatable team.”

“And then there’s you.

“We’re still not sure how
you traveled to our time
from 1984, but your ability
to create and move things 
along the hypotenuses of
invisible right triangular
prisms is remarkable 
enough. But to surf on 
them? Tony Marchesi, 
you are totally Radical!”
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Do you swear 
to uphold justice and 

preserve order according to 
our by-laws and further 
promise to never take 

a human life?

Dude--
| mean, Dora--

| so totally 
do!

Then by the 
power invested in me as 

team leader, | hearby grant you 
full membership in the 

Solution Squad!

DEFENDIT 
NUMERUS!*

*Pronounced dee-FEND-it NEW-mer-us,
from the Latin, “There is safety in numbers!”
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bzzt! bzzt! bzzt! bzzt! Looks likeour celebration willhave to wait. SolutionSquad, we have aproblem to solve!

LET’S G--

Oh. Dude, where’dthat elevator comefrom?

The SOH-CAH-TOAhas a system of pneumatic tubes that link different parts of the ship.

You passed your flight test yesterday, so you’re driving! Totally awesome!

bzzt! bzzt! bzzt! bzzt! Looks like
our celebration will

have to wait. Solution
Squad, we have a

problem to 
solve!

LET’S G--

Oh.

Dude, where’d
that elevator come

from?

The SOH-CAH-TOA
has a system of pneumatic 

tubes that link different 
parts of the ship.

You passed your 
flight test yesterday, so 

you’re driving! Totally 
awesome!
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Click!

 Buenos dias, 
U.N.O.!* Are we 

ready to roll?

Excellent!
Another job well
done if | do say 

so myself!

The Coordinate Plane
has been fueled and prepped,

Dora. A flight plan has been filed. 
Your estimated travel time at 

standard cruising speed 
is 45 minutes.

Did you 
tell her, 

Xiao?

{Snort} 
Nope!

*U.N.O. is the team’s Universal
Nanorobotic Operative. Invented 
by La Calculadora, he is a 
construct made of 3.92 x 109 tiny 
robots working together.
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roooarrrwhiiirrrrrr bzzzzzzzzzz

Okay, Radical, lower 
the wings and engage the 

VTOL* rotors. Then, release 
the docking clamps. Take 

it nice and easy.

Abscissa and
| gave him his

flight test. You may
want to tighten
your seat belt!

Atomic batteries
to power. 

Turbines
to speed. 

Acknowledged.

Wait.

  WHAT??

*Vertical Take-Off and Landing



Your flight test
was multiple choice, 

wasn’t it?

AAAAAAAAAAAH!AAAAAAAAAAAH!

45 25 minutes later...

You gonna 
tell her now?

Nope!
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ZZOOM

Z
Z
O

O
M

All right, you 
two seem to have 
recovered from the 
flight. Abscissa, do 

a quick re--

--con of the 
perimeter.

The perimeter’s
clear, Dora. But there’s

a big device on tank treads
near the fountain. | didn’t

get close to it.

Thanks, Xiao.

Ordinate, can 
you take a look at 

it from the--

--air?
You might

want to consider
a ponytail.
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Two seconds later, Ordinate
hovers 35 meters over the 
grounds of the Crescent City
Museum of Natural History...

My sister’s right,
La Calculadora. Whatever

it is, it looks like it drove itself
here and stopped. You 

don’t suppose...

Dora, we need 
to get the civilians

to safety!

Abscissa’s on
it. Take a quick 

scan of the device 
and get back 
down here!

Acknowledged.
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vrrrrrrrrmm

click

Give me a few
seconds to analyze

this data, team.
Go ahead, 
girl, we got 

this.
Hmm...What
does this do?

Radical, don’t
touch anything. Radical? 

RADICAL!

Abscissa, |
don’t think Radical’s

earpiece is turned on.
Stop him before he
does something 

stu-- Radical!
NO!

No...
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La Calculadora
to Solution Squad! 
Can anyone read me?

Anyone at all?

We’re offline, 
 team.

And we wouldn’t
be if you had just 
waited, Radical.

Sorry.

Don’t worry about 
it, Rad. Equality tripped it 
the last time. Well, let’s 

see what he wants. 

Who?

Hee Hee! It is |, gang, 
your old pal, The Poser! | have
business inside the museum and

| knew you wouldn’t be able to resist 
interfering. So, | brought you here under 

my terms. This device, of course, is a 
bomb. You will have 30 minutes to 

solve my little poser or it
will explode.

The usual rules apply: 
You can’t run. You can’t hide. If 

you leave the red field, the bomb will 
explode. | see that La Calculadora is 

even trapped outside the field. Well done, 
Square...Root...Guy. It looks like this 

time, you’ll have to rely on your 
own feeble little brains!
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He was a jack of all trades; the greatest at none.
His peers called him “Beta.” His reputation, hard won.

He invented a method for sizing the Earth
using geometry and shadows to measure its girth.

His name will free you from destruction’s path.
This librarian was a polymath.*

What’s that?

Looks like
a code.

They’re prime numbers--
whole numbers greater than one
that can only be divided by one 

and themselves.

A math puzzle?
| guess it’s a good 

thing the Linguistic Six
didn’t show up.

What do we do? |
left my spare prime 
number list in my 

other uniform.

We’ll make 
a prime number 

sieve!

Yes! If each 
number stands for 

a letter, we can 
decode the 
message!

If La Calculadora
were here, she’d just 
rattle them off. But 

since she’s not...

 

A prime number
s--what now?

*A polymath is someone
who is good at a number
of different subjects.

11-61-2-71-47-67-71-19-11-43-11-67

47-13

5-97-61-11-43-11

17



A prime number 
sieve is a mathematical process 

that works like a pasta strainer. You 
pour the water and the pasta together

into the sieve and the water falls 
through the holes, leaving 

only the pasta behind.

My mom
totally has one 

of those!

Good! So you understand how 
it works! We’re going to make one out of

numbers. Xiao, would you clear some ground
over there and write the whole numbers

from 2 through 100 in the 
dirt, please?

|’m on it!

See, Radical, we’re going 
to strain out the numbers that are 
not prime numbers. They’re called 

composite numbers. We’re going to 
eliminate them like water falling 

through a sieve.

So, like, the prime 
numbers stay behind 

like pasta?You got it!
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Let’s start with
two. Since two can

only be divided by one 
and itself, it’s a prime 
number! We’ll circle 

it and keep it.

The other multiples
of two, though, are all 
composite because they

have two as a factor!
Xiao, go ahead and 

stomp them out.

Woohoo! | took
out 49 composite numbers
just on the first pass! That’s

a lot of water through 
the sieve!

“It should be easy. They
all end in 2, 4, 6, 8, and 0!”
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  “Three’s prime, too.
Once we’ve circled it 
we have to eliminate all
of its multiples as well!”

Half of them were 
already gone because 

they were multiples of two 
as well! | only got rid 

of 16 that time!

Only six were 
eliminated that time!
What happens when 

they’re all gone?

“The next prime is five.
All the multiples of five
end in either five or zero.
Since the ones that end 
in zero are already gone, 
just drop straight down 
the five column!”
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When all the 
composites are gone, 

the remaining numbers will
 be prime numbers!

“We only need to check the numbers
up to 10, dudes. Factors pair up 
centered around the square root. The 
square root of 100 is 10. So, once you
have all the factors less than or equal 
to the square root, all their partner 
factors will be accounted for.”

It shouldn’t be 
long now, then. There 

were only three multiples 
of seven that weren’t 

already gone: 49,
77, and 91!

Let’s put 
Radical’s theory

to the test. Eleven 
is next!

{Gasp} Radical is
right! There’s nothing

left! All the multiples of 
11 were eliminated in 

previous runs!
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pop!pop!

Abscissa, 
would you-- 

| got the 
rest of the 

prime numbers!
There are only 

25, though.

The code
didn’t have 
any numbers
higher than
100, though,
so it’s okay.

So if 2 is A, 
3 is B, and 5 is C, then 

the solution to the 
puzzle is...

Who is that?
Are you sure you
typed it in right?

Let’s 
hope so!

| think so.

Suddenly...
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communications

 monitored

ALERT

Guys! | saw
the puzzle! Was the answer

Eratosthenes* of Cyrene? He’s 
the ancient Greek mathematician who 

invented the very prime number sieve you 
used to solve it! That’s why it’s called
the Sieve of Eratosthenes! | did 

it in my head, of course, but 
you guys did great!

How did
you--?

Amazing.

Showoff.

| had read that 
there was an Eratosthenes

display at the museu--

Okay, here’s the plan:
There’s an elevator that’s 

used to bring large items up
through the floor. We’ll

use it to take him 
by surprise!

*Prononunced era-TOSS-the-knees.

What is La Calculadora up to?
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GAH!

Seconds later...
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thwack!

FOOLS! Though 
you somehow stumbled out 

of my trap, you won’t prevent 
me from taking the Lost
Scroll of Eratosthenes!

Oh yes we
will, you cheap
Riddler ripoff!

Radical, 
you might not 

want to...

RIDDLER, is 
it? Can your Riddler

do THIS??

That’s enough,
you metamorphic

menace! You remember 
the last time? Absolutia
melted you into a puddle

of goo. It took you
183.2 days to 
regenerate!
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And | spent
those days plotting

my revenge! | have a plan
for dealing with each 

and every one 
of you!

Absolutia, are 
you {huff} all right? 

The temperature in the 
room just jumped 

32.7 degrees!

No.
No, |’m not all

right. |’m a long way
from being all right.

We can’t keep him in
prison and he’ll keep coming

back. Partially melting him didn’t 
do it, so |’m going to do what |

should have done a long,
long time ago! 

Ashley! No! 
He’s not 
worth it!

| know.
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 Get clear.

{Unh} | don’t
know if it’s art, but 

| like it. 
Oh yeah, 

he’s gonna fit
in with us 
just fine!

|’d like it 
even better if | 
had a hammer.

Holy hypotenuse! 
What did this guy 

eat, anyway?

Later, after the bomb has been 
disposed of and the appropriate 
authorities have been summoned...
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whiiiirrrrrrrrrr

bzzzzzzzzz

 Hey Dora, | 
thought you would give 

me another chance to fly the 
Coordinate Plane? | promise 

to take it easy this
time...

| would, 
Radical, but you 

were knocked out cold. 
You likely have a 

concussion.

Man, that’s for
sure. | think | need
to have my head

examined.

You’re not
the only one
who thinks

that!

HEY!

That’s just their way 
of welcoming you to the 

team, Radical. You’re 
one of us now!

Ha ha! Cool!
Then | guess there’s just 

one thing left to say!

We’re just
playing with 

you, Rad!

DEFENDIT 
NUMERUS!

As the Coordinate Plane
races across the southern 
sky, the Solution Squad 
looks forward, confident that 
they can solve any problem as 
long as they face it together!

END.
28
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Cosplay by 
Nikki Tolerico

Photographed by
HSL Photography
www.WorldOfHSL.com
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SOH-CAH-TOA
CRESCENT CITY, LA

in “The Trouble with Trains”

The Coordinate Plane, team 
transport of the Solution Squad, 
rockets south over the Gulf of 
Mexico, en route to a rendezvous 
with the SOH-CAH-TOA, the 
team's seagoing headquarters.

Coordinate Plane 
Mark || to SOH-CAH-TOA,

this is Equality. How
do you read?

fwoooosh
SOH-CAH-TOA 

reading you five
by five, Equality. Looks

like we finally have the bugs 
worked out of the comm 
system. You are cleared 

for landing.

Acknowleged. See 
you in a minute.

We’re 
cleared for landing, 
Dad. | can’t wait for 

you to meet Radical. You 
two were born about 

the same time!* 

*Radical is a time traveler 
and was born in 1968. See
his story in the Origins
section for details!

Looks 
like he can’t wait to 

meet you, either! That’s 
him waving down there on 

the hangar deck!

art by rose mc clain
colors by shelby edmunds
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“The Last Boy” 

Line Art by Paul E. Schultz
Colors by Shelby Edmunds

Chapter 1
Revealed

Shanin Wells was having the worst day he’d had all year. Pinned 
up against his locker in an isolated high school hallway by two 
larger boys, he looked desperately for a way to escape. He 
was going to lose this battle no matter what. |f he fought back, 
he’d probably take a beating and be suspended along with the 
aggressors, and then he’d face another beating when he got 
home. |f he didn’t, he’d be labeled a coward and once again, he’d 
face a beating. He decided to take the path that didn’t lead to two 
beatings. Shanin Wells hung his head in defeat. This was how he’d 
developed a reputation for being an easy target.

“What’s the matter, Shannon? Can’t take a little joke...Shannon? 
Your name sure does fit you. You fight like a girl.” Shanin didn’t 
see Alex Thomas’ fist coming in time to avoid it. The bigger boy’s 
fist stopped just short of Shanin’s face. “No, we’re not going to 
leave any marks on you—today.”  The other boy, who had only 
watched to this point, strode over to Shanin and straightened him 
up by grabbing his shoulders. A knee to the stomach doubled him 
over. 

WUMP!
Shanin would have fallen to the ground, but he was held firmly in 
place by Jordan Coffey. Shanin gasped for air. 
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“Shannon got a boo boo, Alex. | think it’s time we take him to the 
restroom so he can clean up.” 

Alex Thomas smirked. “Good idea, Jordan. Looks like a nice 
whirlpool bath is in order.”

At hearing this new threat, Shanin began to struggle. Jordan 
tightened his grip on him.

“No, no, Shannon. You’re hurt. Let us take care of you.” 
 
“That’s enough,” a deep voice echoed from just inside the 
restroom doorway. 

Just as the two larger boys were about to carry the squirming 
Shanin into the restroom, another boy emerged from the 
doorway. He was tall, with long blonde hair parted down the 
middle in a style more fitting for the 1970s. His knuckles were 
white on the handles of his crutches. 

“Leave him alone,” the tall boy said quietly. 

“Or what, gimp? You want some of this?” Alex asked tauntingly, 
poking a finger hard into the tall boy’s chest. 

“Ow, what--?” Alex stammered, pulling his finger away and 
grabbing it, clearly in pain. 

“Sorry,” the tall boy replied. “Must have hit my back brace.”

“Does your back brace go all the way around, gimp?” Alex 
growled, as he slowly circled the tall boy, looking him up and 
down. The boy with the crutches looked sheepish now. 

“Come on, guys, |’m not worth the effort,” the tall boy said, as he 
kept Alex in front of him, awkwardly rotating on his crutches. “|’m 
already messed up, right? Just leave Shanin alone.”

While Alex was circling, his cohort Jordan knelt down to act as a 
stumbling block so that Alex could push the tall boy over him. The 
two had been doing this routine all year. Shanin, who was now 
curled up on the floor, tried to warn the tall boy, but Jordan raised 
a finger to his lips to warn the prone boy to be quiet. Shanin 
closed his eyes, feeling helpless, eyes burning as he fought back 
tears.
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Alex pushed the tall boy savagely. Stiff-legged, the tall boy fell 
over the crouched Jordan, seemingly destined for serious injury 
as his head rushed toward the hard floor, the crutches clattering 
on either side.

A blond wig hit the floor as the tall boy’s bald head came to rest 
six inches above the tile, suspended in mid-air. 

“What the--?” exclaimed all three of the boys.

The tall boy’s body, still board-straight, righted itself slowly, until 
he hovered perfectly upright a few inches above the floor. His feet 
then came to a soft landing. 

“... Jeff Hastings is Omega-Lad?” Jordan whispered, the blood 
draining from his face. 

Omega-Lad, the teen hero of Middleton, was famous. Rescued 
from a distant future, the “Last Boy in the World” had been sent 
back through time to our present. Omega-Lad’s body had been 
modified to survive by his scientist father.  No attack had ever 
caused him harm. He could withstand bullets, fire, explosives—
any assault. This ability, known as his “omega factor,” would 
exhibit itself in myriad ways, but not under his direct control. 
He had used this ability on countless occasions to save people in 
Middleton from harm. The only drawback was that he had to place 
himself in danger for the power to activate. He couldn’t fly up to 
the window of a burning building to save a child in danger, for 
example, but he could run through the fire unscathed and carry 
the child to safety if the building was collapsing around him. |t 
seemed that whatever power he needed to survive would be his, 
as long as he was in danger himself.

Revealed now, Omega-Lad looked down at the bullies and glared. 
“Get out of here.” The boys turned quickly and bolted. Replacing 
the blond wig on his hyper-evolved bald head and gathering his 
crutches, the suddenly meek-looking hero turned to Shanin, his 
voice rising an octave. “Are you all right?” 

“Y-yeah,” Shanin stammered. “Are you?” 

“|’m perfectly fine,” Omega-Lad said. But the distant look in The 
Last Boy’s eyes told another story.
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Chapter 2
the mission

Days later, the Coordinate Plane, team transport of the 
mathematical hero team Solution Squad, lifted off from their 
floating mobile headquarters, the SOH-CAH-TOA, which had 
recently been recovered from the hands of the Dread Pirate 
Radius. It rocketed through the sky on a northerly heading toward 
the small town of Middleton.

fwoooosh
“So, they want us to talk about bullying? How does that work?” 
asked Equality, the team’s second in command. |n the Coordinate 
Plane’s spacious main cabin, her seat and the seats of her five 
Solution Squad teammates were turned so that they could face 
each other and chat on this long flight. 

“Well, you were a star athlete in your school, so you probably 
didn’t get picked on too much,” responded the team’s leader, La 
Calculadora, as she looked up from the Middleton High yearbook 
that she was studying. “But believe me, when | showed signs that 
| was better at math than a lot of the boys in my class, some of 
the people | thought were my friends showed me that they really 
weren’t friends at all. They’d say stuff behind my back, and then 
when | confronted them about it, they got pretty mean. Then they 
started to play off of each other. They tried to make me feel like 
| should hold back so | didn’t make them look bad. They tried to 
intimidate me.”

Equality looked seriously at her friend, whose real name was Dora 
Pérez. “But you didn’t give in. | know you, Dora, and you never 
give in to anybody.”

“Well, that was another time. | did feel like | was an outsider, 
and | wanted very badly to fit in. | let them get away with it. And 
like everything else, |’ll never forget it. Sometimes | think about 
going back and confronting them. But | have to be careful. | have 
my parents and their well-being to consider. | wouldn’t risk their 
safety.”

“Wow, Dora,” said Absolutia, the team’s fiery-tempered 
powerhouse. “| never considered that before. You remember 
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everything that happens to you in perfect detail. | didn’t think how 
it must be to relive the worst moments of your life just by thinking 
about them.” She placed a comforting hand on Dora’s shoulder. 
“|’m sorry.”

Dora’s face brightened. “Don’t be, chica. |t also means that | 
remember the best times of my life the same way, and there are 
way more of those, thanks to you guys.”

“| used to experience the same thing,” Ordinate said quietly.

“You?” Equality’s mouth gaped open in disbelief.

“Yes,” Ordinate nodded. “Before | filled out, | was always singled 
out by more muscular boys. | was always taller than even the 
boys a year ahead of me in school. But | was uncoordinated...” 
Abscissa stifled a laugh. “Okay, poor choice of words. | was skinny 
and clumsy and they acted like my height was somehow a threat 
to them. They were merciless and cruel, and unfortunately much 
stronger than | was. | was pushed around all the time.”

Equality looked at Yao sympathetically. “And now here you are, so 
powerful, and yet the most gentle person | know.” 

Ordinate blushed. “My parents always reassured me and taught 
me to be kind to others, and even kinder when | was being picked 
on. |t made me feel better.”

“Did you ever get back at them once you got stronger?” Abscissa 
asked. Though she was Ordinate’s twin sister, they had grown up 
apart.

“No,” Yao responded. “Some of them eventually became my 
friends. | wore them down with kindness. And they wanted 
me to play sports, besides. | was only good in track, but they 
encouraged me to try out. |f it hadn’t been for that, we never 
would have met, Sister.”

A signal suddenly buzzed on the back of Dora’s hand. A 
nanorobotic head appeared. 

“What is it, UNO?”

The team’s Universal Nanorobotic Operative responded, “Excuse 
me, ladies and gentlemen, but we are ten minutes away from our 
landing site, Middleton Consolidated High School. We have clear 



skies and the temperature is 25 degrees. The principal’s name is 
Mr. John Thomas Patrick. Middleton High’s school colors are...oh, 
dear...orange and black.”

“Who’s up for an early Halloween?” joked Abscissa, as she made 
some adjustments on the back of her hand. Her fingers blurred 
over the touch controls and the blue and gold portions of her 
uniform subtly transformed to orange and white, respectively. The 
bodysuit and gloves remained black. The rest of the team followed 
suit at normal human speed, except for Radical. 

“Why are we doing this?” asked Radical, fiddling unsuccessfully 
with his suit control, which La Calculadora had adapted from an 
old Atari 2600 paddle controller to better suit his technological 
skills.

“|t’s a simple change that we make to show our support for 
schools we visit, Rad. |t’s not permanent,” responded Dora, as she 
reached over and made the final adjustments on the dial for him.

“Oh, cool. But wait. Didn’t UNO say it was like, 25 degrees 
outside? Should we turn our suits’ heaters on, too?”

“No, silly,” Dora chuckled. “UNO’s programmed to use the metric 
system. He doesn’t realize that you’re from 1984, when the metric 
system was not in widespread use in the United States, except by 
the military and soft drink manufacturers.”

“Uh, yeah, right,” Radical said sheepishly, wishing he had a cold 
two-liter bottle of Hill Drop soda just then. “So, uh, what’s the 
temperature in the old, like, Fahrenheit system?”

“The equation to convert is an easy one. F = 9/5 C + 32. F is for 
Fahrenheit and C is for Celsius.”

“So, | like, plug in the 25 for the C?”

“Right. We know the value of C and we’d like to know the value of 
F. We substitute the 25 for C.”

“Do we have to use fractions? They make my head hurt.”

Equality jumped in. “No, if you want to use a decimal, make it F = 
1.8C + 32. 9/5, or 1 4/5, is the same as 1.8.”

“Right,” Dora said. “But in this case, taking 9/5 of 25 is easier. The 
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denominator of 5 and the 25 will cancel.”

“So, you’d have like, nine times five left, and that makes 45, and 
then add the 32? That’s 77 degrees Fahrenheit! We don’t need 
heat for that! |t’s perfect!”

UNO’s synthesized voice broke in over the intercom. “Deceleration 
in one minute. Please buckle in.” One by one, the team settled 
into their seats, the interlocking S buckles that form the Squad’s 
symbol clicking together. The seats then automatically rotated to 
face forward. As the Coordinate Plane began its descent, the team 
could see that a small marching band was standing in formation 
on the field below. When the plane touched down, the students 
gathered in the football stadium cheered. 

But not everyone was happy to see more heroes in their little 
town.

Chapter 3
Trouble in middleton

“Ready to go?” La Calculadora asked as the team gathered near 
the exit. “Radical, do you remember what to do?”

“Blast a 45 out the door, kickflip at the top, 60 down, level off, 
ollie into another 45 fakie, Caballerial at the top, absorb the 
board, take a bow,” the shaggy-haired teen responded confidently. 

“Uh, yes, well, | meant simply to remind you to let us all get 
out of the way before you execute your...moves,” chuckled La 
Calculadora. “We’ve all done this before, and we’re adding your 
routine on the end of our previously-rehearsed introduction. But 
|’m glad to see that you’ve planned it all out. Here we go.”

Light beamed into the doorway as the Coordinate Plane’s hatch 
slid open, and the cheers of the crowd intensified. Their reaction 
was even stronger when they saw that the Squad had adorned 
themselves with the school colors. One by one, the teammates 
sprang from the plane, performing feats tailored to their individual 
powers. |t was a bit of showing off, but it was really the only time 
the Solution Squad ever did that. Most of the time, showing off 
could get a hero hurt...or worse.

As Radical did his final midair antic, the crowd went wild. He 
finished his flip standing on one of his invisible triangular prisms, 
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which made it appear that he was standing in empty space. The 
newest Solution Squad member was a hit!
As the applause died down, the team gathered on the football 
field, at a small podium with a single aged microphone jutting out. 
La Calculadora adjusted the microphone for her height, causing 
squeaky feedback, cleared her throat, and began speaking.

“Good morning! We’re here today at the request of your principal, 
Mr. Patrick, to talk to you about a very serious subject: bullying.” 
A groan from the crowd. La Calculadora looked puzzled for a 
moment. “Wait. | don’t understand. What’s that about?”

A girl in the audience--short, stocky, bespectacled--stood up. 
“We’ve been through the training. We have sat in the circles, 
we’ve made the posters. Our school is littered with them. |t 
doesn’t help, except to show which of us can’t spell. The ones 
doing the bullying don’t take that stuff seriously. No one does.” 
The audience, murmured agreement. Dora saw heads nodding 
wherever she looked.

“|…see,” said La Calculadora. “Maybe that’s why we’re here. 
Would you at least give us a chance?” Slight, scattered applause 
was the response. “Okay, fair enough. Tell you what--give us 20 
minutes and if it seems like the same old canned program, we’ll 
do another powers demonstration and be on our way. How’s 
that?” The audience applauded, more loudly this time.  
 
“You might be surprised to hear this from people who can do the 
amazing things that we do, but most of us standing right here on 
the stage experienced it during our lives,” began La Calculadora. 
“| personally...” 
 

CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG 
CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG!

A bell was ringing non-stop somewhere in the distance. Dora 
stopped her speech in mid-sentence and pressed a hidden switch 
on her left glove and tapped in her access code. “UNO, report.” 
The small video screen on the back of her glove came to life, 
UNO’s shimmery face coming into view.  
 
“Situation normal, La Calculadora. Nothing new to report.”

Dora looked bemused. “Then what is that awful clanging sound?” 
 



“|t’s the bank,” Principal Patrick shouted. “|t’s being robbed!”
 
“You’re kidding,” Dora responded. 

“No,” Principal Patrick shouted over the din. “|t happened once 
when | was a boy. That’s the sound!”

La Calculadora spoke into her comm screen again, “UNO, call the 
police and inform them that….” She shook her head in disbelief.
“Tell them that the bank in Middleton is being robbed on the one 
day that an entire team of superheroes is visiting their town.” 

“Acknowledged,” UNO replied. 

Dora turned to the rest of the team. “Here we go.” She gathered 
her luxurious brown hair together in the back with her hand. 
“Abscissa, scout the perimeter. Ordinate, aerial recon. The rest of 
us will head toward the bank.”

No sooner had La Calculadora given the order than the twins 
burst into action. Abscissa, the slight speedster, vanished in 
an instant, air rushing in from all sides to fill the hole in space 
created by her absence. Then, on cue, Ordinate, the huge flying 
powerhouse, took to the sky, with much the same effect. Dora 
turned to Absolutia, whose hair and eyes were already red in 
anticipation of action. Heat radiated from her in waves when she 
was this way. Dora smiled patiently. 

“No, Ashley, | think we’re going to need an ice slide. | just sent 
our fast movers ahead. Stay cool.” Absolutia lowered her hands in 
response, and started breathing deeply. Her hair turned back to 
its natural auburn color and then ice-blue, with little twinkles of 
refracted light as it took on an icy appearance. She looked up, and 
her eyes were the same color. She smiled, serenely. “Ready.”

La Calculadora turned to Radical. “Ready to try that new trick?” 
 
“Totally!” the tall, blond surfer boy from the past acknowledged. 
While Absolutia formed her ice slide beginning at the very top of 
the stadium, Radical elevated the remaining three teammates on 
an invisible platform.

La Calculadora shouted to the crowd below, “We’ll be back as 
fast as we can! Stay here and stay safe!” She turned to Equality, 
her right hand and conscience. “Whose powers do you have, 
Hannah?” 
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Equality, who towered over La Calculadora, looked down at her 
friend. “No one’s yet. | thought it best to wait and assess the 
situation before choosing someone to copy.”
“Smart thinking,” Dora said. “There may be someone with useful 
powers at the bank. Okay, team,” Dora gulped as she again 
looked down, now fully two hundred feet in the air on an invisible 
platform. “Let’s go.” Absolutia grinned as their leader planted her 
rear end firmly on the ice slide, while the rest of them stood ready 
to slide down on their feet. A gentle push, and the four bulleted 
down the slide. |n seconds they were at the bank. 

Abscissa and Ordinate were waiting there for them. 

“NoonesleftthebankyetDoraandtheresnogetawaycar,” burst 
Abscissa.  
 
“Xiao, you may want to slip out of hyperspeed.” 

“Oh, sorry. No one’s left the bank yet, Dora,” the diminutive 
speedster drawled with exaggerated purpose. “And there’s no 
getaway car.”

“Nothing unusual from the air, Dora,” said Ordinate, displaying a 
video captured from his comm camera of his aerial flight. “| don’t 
get it. Whoever robbed the bank is still inside. Why?”

“That is puzzling,” Dora said. “And why today of all days? And can 
we shut down that stupid bell? | mean, it’s right there on the side 
of the building! | can’t hear myself.”

Absolutia raised her hands and turned red again, and the bell 
melted.

CLANG CLANG CLANG CLunk clk...
All eyes turned to Absolutia. “What? They can bill me.” Absolutia, 
the team’s financier, was a billionaire. Sometimes she was also 
very pragmatic. “| may even buy them a whole new alarm system 
to replace it. What is this, the 1950s?”

“Are we ready to go in?” Dora asked around the huddle. Five 
heads nodded. “Then let’s go.” A lone police siren could be heard 
in the distance. “No point in waiting for the mighty Middleton 
police force.”



The Squad rushed forward, Ordinate leading the charge, casually 
knocking the front door down as they surged in. What they found 
was too much to believe.

Still standing at the teller window was the town’s own orange-
and-black-clad hero, Omega-Lad, moneybag in hand, complete 
with a huge dollar sign printed on its side. Glancing to one side 
then the other through his translucent goggles, the young hero, 
famous for saving people in this small town, stammered, “Solution 
Squad! Don’t try to st-stop me. | don’t want anyone to get hurt.” 
There was a wild look in his eyes when he emphasized the word, 
anyone.  

“The only one who’s going to get hurt here is you, kid.” Abscissa 
sped forward in a blur of action, punching the young hero two 
hundred times in the blink of an eye. 

 

pokitapokitapokitapokitapokita
 
“Aagh, what the heck?” Abscissa held her fist in her other hand, 
clearly in pain. “|t’s like punching a brick wall. Only brick walls 
give way, eventually.”

Ordinate, angry that his sister had been hurt, pressed forward 
and grabbed the would-be robber by the arms and pulled them 
in opposite directions, thinking to dislocate the boy’s shoulders. 
|nexplicably, they stretched like putty in his hands. Ordinate 
grabbed again and again, but the bald hero’s limbs proved too 
pliable to gain leverage.

Absolutia looked confidently at the boy. “Shapeshifter, eh? Well, 
we know how to deal with that. Get clear.” She lowered her hands 
as her teammates dove away and a burst of cold air billowed 
forth. Suddenly, Omega-Lad glowed red hot, his elongated body 
snapping back into place and turning virtually a translucent red 
with crackles of dark energy at its center. Absolutia’s ice melted 
before it could touch the boy.
 
“That’s enough,” Omega-Lad said, as he strode to the door. 
“There’s nothing you can do to hurt me, so quit before someone 
gets seriously injured.”

La Calculadora looked up from her wrist console. “He’s right, 
team. There’s nothing we can do to harm him. That’s his entire 
power. Omega-Lad has the ability to survive anything.” 
Equality, with a look of sudden realization in her eyes as she 
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stood close to Omega-Lad, focusing her duplication power on him, 
added, “That’s true. But he doesn’t have the power to escape if 
he’s not physically threatened.”   

A look of horror appeared on the boy’s masked face. “N-no! You 
have to let me go. You have to!” Omega-Lad ran for the door, but 
was stopped just short of it by an invisible force. Radical nodded 
at Omega-Lad. “You ain’t goin’ nowhere, Dude.”

La Calculadora nodded back. “You’re right, Radical. He’s not 
going anywhere.” Radical rolled his eyes at having his grammar 
corrected. Dora continued, “Abscissa, get the innocents out the 
back door, while Ordinate prevents our friend here from escaping 
the same way. We need to have a private talk.”

As the last of the civilians exited the bank, La Calculadora 
approached Omega-Lad. “You’re no thief. Talk to us.”

Omega-Lad’s shoulders slumped. “Two weeks ago, three boys 
from my school discovered my secret identity. The next thing 
| know, |’m getting messages threatening my parents’ safety. 
Since then, |’ve been receiving messages online on my social 
media account, instructing me to do illegal things. At first, it was 
small-time stuff like vandalizing an auto body shop, and slashing 
the tires of a pickup truck in front of a bar, and then it got more 
serious. | want to confront whoever’s behind it, but | can’t be with 
my parents 24 hours a day. | can’t protect them. These guys keep 
making it harder. This time, though, the joke was on them. They 
told me to get $100,000. They didn’t say how. And since | knew 
you were coming, | decided to do the obvious. Can you help me 
find whoever’s doing this? Please?”

“| think | understand now,” Equality said. “Anyone can be bullied. 
As long as someone has power over you, it doesn’t even matter 
if you’re indestructible. | think | speak for everyone here when | 
say, of course we’ll help. This does not happen on our watch.”

La Calculadora nodded in agreement. “Solution Squad, we have a 
problem to solve! And now that we understand the problem, we 

have to make a plan!”
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Chapter 4
The final fate of omega-lad

Fifteen minutes later, the team walked out with Omega-Lad. They 
walked together and alongside the local hero, and returned to 
the football stadium. As they returned to the podium, Abscissa 
lowered her goggles over her eyes and began scanning the crowd 
with electronically enhanced vision. La Calculadora stepped up to 
the microphone. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” she began, “we have just had the 
unfortunate experience of having to stop Middleton’s own hero, 
Omega-Lad, from making a terrible mistake. As it happens, we 
believe someone here in this school has coerced him into taking 
illegal actions. His secret identity was exposed and the person or 
persons responsible have been threatening his parents. With his 
permission, we are telling you now that his name is Jeff Kincaid. 
His parents run the general store here in town. Middleton’s police 
officer has taken them to a place of safety and they will no longer 
be in danger. They will all be given new identities and be relocated 
to another town. Now that the extortionist or extortionists in 
question have no power over Omega-Lad, we are asking that 
someone step up and identify the person or persons responsible 
for the actions that may have cost your town its hero.”

Abscissa, who had been watching Alex Thomas and Jordan Coffey, 
reported to La Calculadora. “They didn’t do it, Dora. They look as 
confused as everyone else.”

La Calculadora responded quietly, touching her earpiece. 
“Then who...?” Students in the crowd began to murmur, as 
a few students cast awkward glances at the least suspected 
person in the stadium. A look of sudden realization crossed La 
Calculadora’s face, as her eidetic memory recalled his name 
from the yearbook she had studied before their arrival. “Shanin 
Wells?” she whispered, after touching her earpiece to initiate 
private conversation among the team. “The kid that Omega-Lad 
protected? But that doesn’t make any sense...”

“No, it doesn’t. But sometimes, even people who have been hurt 
badly choose to hurt others rather than help them,” Absolutia 
interjected quietly. “He had felt powerless all his life, being picked 
on by those other boys. When he finally had some power, he used 
it to get back at someone.” As the heroine’s hair began to slowly 
turn from its natural auburn to a light blue, she turned to The Last 



Boy and spoke clearly, “Omega-Lad, whose body shop was it that 
you vandalized?”

“|t was Stanford’s,” Omega-Lad answered. “Just down the street.” 

“And whose pickup truck?” Absolutia followed up. 

“Uh, | think it was Luke Daniels’ pickup. He’s an older guy, like 40 
or something, that works at the same shop. He’s not a very nice 
guy. | saw him kick a dog once. But that doesn’t make what | did 
right.” 

La Calculadora’s face lit up with sudden understanding. She 
stepped back up to the microphone. “This is a small town. Would 
anyone happen to know if Luke Daniels is seeing someone’s 
mother?” A dozen pairs of eyes from the social committee turned 
to Shanin Wells, who paled instantly.

As Shanin bolted to run, a quick ice blast from Absolutia literally 
froze him in his tracks. 

The school’s security guard began to approach Shanin as he lay 
prone on the ground, his feet encased in ice. “No,” reverberated 
Omega-Lad’s deep voice. “That’s not necessary.” The tall boy 
approached and knelt next to Shanin, removed his gloves 
and cupped the ice around Shanin’s feet in his hands, which 
automatically reacted after 30 seconds to potential surface 
damage by turning the same translucent red his body had turned 
before, in the bank. The ice melted away.

“That money was so that your mom could get away from him, 
wasn’t it?” Omega lad said gently. Shanin nodded his head, tears 
streaming down his face. “| wondered why the demand wasn’t for 
more. Now it makes sense. Why didn’t you just ask me for help?”

Shanin Wells’ voice broke as soon as he began speaking. “| didn’t 
want anyone to know it was me. |f he knew it was me, he’d beat 
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me, or worse -- he’d beat her again. |t needed to look like it was 
someone else. |’m so, so sorry.” The boy sobbed uncontrollably. 
The school’s social worker stepped up to take Shanin away from 
the field, her arm around his shoulders.

La Calculadora returned to the microphone. “Not to be too 
preachy here, but this is a deeper lesson than anything we could 
have told you before this incident came to light. How many of you 
knew that Shanin was being bullied in the hallways?”

At first no one raised their hand. La Calculadora furrowed her 
brow. “Then we’re going to be here a while because | don’t believe 
that.” Then, a few people timidly did. Then more. Then fully two 
dozen students raised their hands. “That’s better. How many of 
you knew he was being hurt at home?” Three people, all of whom 
had been sitting next to Shanin, raised their hands. One of them 
spoke up.

“We don’t snitch here in Middleton,” the boy said proudly. 
“Snitches get stitches.”

“You guys,” Dora sighed, “|t’s not snitching when someone is 
being hurt. |t’s not snitching when someone is being bullied. 
Reporting this behavior or intervening is the only way to end it. 
The protection of abusers and bullies is not a sign of strength. |t’s 
cowardice. |t is your responsibility to stand up for the weakest 
among you. |t’s how societies are judged. And one last thing: 
Even an indestructible superhero can be bullied. |t’s not just 
about physical power. Personal and emotional power have just 
as great an impact. As a wise man once said, ‘With great power 
comes great responsibility.’ Middleton High, | hope you use yours 
responsibly from here on out. This day has cost you your hero.”

“No, it hasn’t.” Omega-Lad stepped forward, adjusting the 
microphone to his height. “| know we talked this over, La 
Calculadora. |’m sorry, but | can’t do it. This town has been my 
home since | was two years old,” he began. “| know most of 
you. You pass me in the hallways every day. When |’ve dropped 
my books, you’ve helped me. | thought | had to pretend to be 
someone |’m not to protect my identity. And with few exceptions, 
this town has taken me in and adopted me as their own. | thought 
running away would be the only solution to my identity problem, 
but what kind of person would | be if | turned my back on the 
entire town because of the actions of a few? |’m staying. My 
parent were ready to retire anyway. | turn 18 in a few months, 
and until that time, |’m sure my they will let me stay here on my 



own and run the store. | may not be able to shift the Earth’s orbit, 
but everyone here knows that | will not hesitate to get between 
them and mortal harm. |’m willing to bet that more people in 
town than not would do the same for us. The lesson to be learned 
today is that we all need to look out for each other; we need to 
rise to the defense of the weak and strong alike.”

The student body of Middleton Consolidated High School, adorned 
in their orange and black, stood up and applauded. “Omega-Lad! 
Omega-Lad! OMEGA-LAD!” the chants began. When the tall young 
man returned to the microphone, he quieted the crowd with a 
polite smile and a small gesture.

“No,” said the young man as he removed his goggles; “My name is 
Jeff.” 

And with that, The Last Boy was no more.

END.
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 absolutia    Line Art BY Ryan Ottley
COLORS BY Rose Mc Clain 

Code Name: Absolutia  
Real Name: Ashley Kelvin 
Thermopolis 
Occupation: Student/
Adventurer 
Known Relatives: Dmitri 
Thermopolis (father, 
deceased), Marina 
Thermopolis (mother, 
deceased), Stavros 
Siaraferas (grandfather, 
deceased) 
Place of Birth: Piraeus, 
Greece 
Date of Birth: January 1 
Age: 16 
Group Affiliation: 
Solution Squad (charter 
member, founder) 
Height: 5’7” Weight: 145 
lbs. 
Eyes (as Absolutia): 
Blue/red 
Hair (as Absolutia): 
Blue-White/Red 
Eyes (as Ashley): Hazel 
Hair (as Ashley): Auburn 

Origin: When Ashley 
Thermopolis was an infant, 
her maternal grandfather, 
Stavros Siaraferas, 
owned a large shipping 
company operating 
out of Piraeus. A rival 
shipping conglomerate, 
in an attempt to create 
a monopoly, offered to 
buy him out for 2.6 billion 
dollars. Stavros refused, 
and soon found himself and 
his family being threatened 
by the shady operatives of 
the greedy conglomerate. 
Stavros moved his family, 
including his daughter, 
her husband, and their 
daughter, Ashley, into 
hiding in the United States 
before Ashley was even 
a year old, while Stavros 
made his life on a massive 
yacht, surrounded by 
bodyguards.

Growing up in Hobart, 
Indiana, Ashley led an 
ordinary life. Her parents 
spoke neither of their 
home nor of Ashley’s 
grandfather. They operated 
a small Greek restaurant 
known for its lemon rice 
soup. Ashley suffered from 
severe mood swings, which 
could come on at the drop 
of a hat. She ran hot and 
cold. The only thing that 

calmed her was the beauty 
of mathematics. What 
fascinated her most was 
the balance struck between 
positives and negatives. 
She always wondered why 
emotions couldn’t be more 
like integers. 

Just over a year ago, 
masked gunmen killed 
Ashley’s parents and 
took her hostage in what 
appeared to be a simple 
robbery. Ashley was 
subdued with chloroform 
and didn’t wake until two 
days later. 

When she woke in the hold 
of a large ship, Ashley 
found herself bound to 
an old man who bore a 
strong resemblance to her 
mother. The man, seeing 
that she was awake, 
tearfully explained that he 

was the cause of her 
current situation. He 
told her that he was 
her grandfather, and 
apologized for not giving 
in to the demands of the 
people responsible for 
her parents’ deaths. The 
operatives had forced 
him out of hiding by 
threatening her, and had 
lured him into captivity 
using her as bait. When 
the gunmen who had 
kidnapped Ashley released 
the old man, they forced 
him to sign over his 
businesses by holding 
a gun to Ashley’s head. 
She struggled against her 
bonds, but to no avail. 
Her arms were restrained 
behind her back with steel 
handcuffs. To create the 
appearance of a legitimate 
transaction, the gunmen 
explained that their 
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employers had created a 
numbered bank account for 
Ashley’s grandfather in 
the amount of $1.3 billion, 
half the original offer 
they had made. Once the 
gunmen had witnessed 
the creation of the old 
man’s passkey number, 
which Siaraferas punched 
into a computer as one 
of the men watched him 
over his shoulder, they 
said they had no further 
use for him, and shot him 
in the back.

Ashley, afraid for her 
life, made one final 
attempt to escape. To her 
surprise, the handcuffs 
that had bound her had 
shattered, frozen pieces 
of brittle steel clattering 
on the grated floor. She 
was suddenly free. Ice 
began to inexplicably 
cover the floor all around 
her, and as a crystalline 
circle expanded, icing 
the floor and nearing the 
gunmen, they raised their 
weapons. Not yet realizing 
that she was responsible 

for the ice, Ashley became 
enraged and a wave of 
intense heat from her 
raised hands blasted the 
men back into a stack of 
crates. As they clambered 
to their feet, Ashley’s hair 
began to change color 
even as her eyes began 
to glow an even more 
fearsome red. Waves of 
heat shimmered around 
her as beads of sweat 
began to form on the 
gunmen’s heads. With 
one word—“Run”—Ashley 
scared the men out of 
their wits. They didn’t 
even stop to retrieve their 
guns.

Ashley, shaking and crying 
from the experience, 
cradled her grandfather’s 
head in her lap. The 
old man whispered the 
passkey number to her, 
gasping with his dying 
breath, “Use it for good.”

After she escaped the hold 
of what turned out to be 
one of her grandfather’s 
ships and discovered that 

she was in Greece, Ashley 
used the computer left on 
the ship to call for rescue. 
She had to try to locate 
any remaining family 
members. Once ashore, 
she discovered that she 
was the only remaining 
heir to her grandfather’s 
business. The contract he 
had been forced to sign 
had not survived her fiery 
assault, so the business 
was intact. It would be 
held in trust for her until 
she reached adulthood, 
but the extortion money 
Stavros had been paid 
was now at her disposal.

So, Ashley did what any 
overemotional 15-year 
old would do with over a 
billion dollars: She started 
her own hero team.  
Based on the one thing 
that kept her feelings 
in check, mathematics, 
the team would need a 
leader. She knew that 
she was not emotionally 
suited to leading, so she 
began to search out a 
leader and a core group 
of heroes with powers like 
her own.  She named the 
team Solution Squad--the 
intials S.S., just like her 
grandfather’s. She swore 
that every penny of the 
money in the numbered 
account would be used 
to prevent further evils 
from being perpetrated 
on innocents; no one else 
would suffer as her family 
had suffered. 

Powers: Absolutia 
can raise or lower 
temperature in a variety 
of ways. She can focus 
the effect in a ray, a cone, 
a circle, or even a sphere. 
The effort required to 
change the temperature is 
the same whether raising 
or lowering it, much like 
the absolute value of a 
number is its distance 
from zero, regardless of 
which side of zero it’s on. 
Absolutia is, of course, 
immune to the effect. 
She can create ice slides 
by freezing moisture in 
the air, much like other 
freezing heroes do. She 
can also create thermal 
drafts, upon which she 
can glide with retractable 
glider wings in her 
uniform. So far her limits 
are unknown. 
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 la calculadora
Code Name: La 
Calculadora 
Real Name: Dora Pérez
Occupation: Student, 
adventurer 
Known Relatives: Jorge 
Pérez (father), Maria Pérez 
(mother), 
Place of Birth: Mexico City, 
Mexico
Date of Birth: September 29
Age: 17
Group Affiliation: Solution 
Squad (charter member and 
leader)  
Height: 5’4” Weight: 156 lbs.
Eyes: Brown Hair: Brown

Origin: Dora Pérez lived with 
her mother and father in the 
poorest section of Mexico 
City. Her father worked as a 
caricaturist in Chapultepec 
Park, while her mother worked 
as a short-order cook and 
waitress in a small hole-in-the 
wall restaurant called Señor 
Pedro’s. Even as a small child, 
Dora followed her mother 
around as she waited tables. 
A precocious and charming 
girl, at eight years old Dora 
impressed customers with 
her ability to total their bills 
quickly and accurately in her 
head before her mother could 
even finish writing them down 
on her order pad. This ability 
did not escape the notice of 
the restaurant’s owner, and he 
quickly put Dora to work trying 
to straighten out his always-
confused record keeping. Not 
only did Dora efficiently find 
and correct his bookkeeping 
errors, but she found ways 
to minimize his expenses and 
maximize profits while actually 
raising the quality of the 
ingredients he was using. 

Dora’s talents were not limited 
to the world of accounting. 
She also improved recipes at 
Señor Pedro’s by modifying the 
proportions of the ingredients 
to bring the best flavor out 
of the already delicious food 
that they served. By the time 
Dora was 14 years old, Señor 
Pedro’s had been franchised 
with over 25 locations. Dora’s 
mother became the food and 
beverage director of the entire 
chain, and was able to get her 
husband formal art training. At 
his very first gallery showing, 
he sold a painting for $5,000. 

Dora’s abilities gained the 
attention of the city’s English 
language newspaper, and she 
was subsequently recruited by 
a young hero named Absolutia 
to lead a very special group of 

young heroes. Dora Pérez 
became La Calculadora, the 
leader of the Solution Squad!

Powers: La Calculadora has 
the innate ability to do mental 
computations at lightning 
speed. Her expertise also 
includes estimating distances, 
calculating angles, gauging 
sizes, and using formulae. 
She understands connections 
between fractions, decimals, 
and percents like no other 

person. She is an excellent 
tactician, and has an 
unparalleled spatial acuity. 
She is also a speed reader and 
has an eidetic memory. Using 
those abilities has allowed her 
to master several sciences, 
including engineering and 
design. 

La Calculadora is a natural 
leader, and despite a lack of 
physical powers, the whole 
team respects her leadership.

line art BY George Pérez
COLORS BY Rose Mc Clain
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 equality
Code Name: Equality 
Real Name: Hannah Harrah
Occupation: Student, 
Adventurer
Known Relatives: Otto Harrah 
(father), Elle Harrah (mother), 
Eve Harrah (sister), Bob Harrah 
(brother), Asa Harrah (brother)
Place of Birth: Crescent City, 
Lousiana
Date of Birth: December 21
Age: 16
Group Affiliation: Solution 
Squad (charter member)
Height: 5’ 10” Weight: 169 lbs.
Eyes: Brown  Hair: Black

Origin: Hannah Harrah was 
born and raised in Crescent City, 
Louisiana. Uninterested in school 
at an early age, she struggled 
with academics but excelled 
in sports. She always found a 
way to be at least as good as 
any of her opponents through 
hard work and long hours of 
practice. Her athletic career as 
a middle school student was 
promising until the day she was 
told that she was academically 
ineligible to play. Determined to 
keep playing, Hannah started 
paying closer attention to her 
teachers. She still struggled 
and was soon diagnosed with a 
form of dyslexia in combination 
with mathematics disorder. 
She was seeing symmetrical 
letters and numbers from both 
sides, causing her to confuse 
“b” with “d”, and “6” with “9”. 
Refusing to use her disability 
as an excuse, Hannah worked 
even harder to overcome this 
perception problem and became 
a successful student. With a new 
sense of self-worth, Hannah 
began her high school years by 
making the varsity volleyball 
team and becoming a star. 

When basketball season came, 
Hannah was again a star. But 
when her coach, a high school 
math teacher, noticed that 
Hannah’s field goal percentage 
matched exactly the other 
leading shooter on the team, 
and that Hannah’s free throw 
percentage precisely matched 
a different girl’s performance, 
she ran a series of experiments. 
Hannah matched the fastest 
girl’s speed, the best jumper’s 
vertical leap, and the strongest 
girl’s bench press—all of them 
exactly! 

Hannah’s father, Otto, who was 
Crescent City’s Chief of Police, 
had her tested at a government 
facility operated by SPECTRUM 
(Special Powers Enforcement 
Control Testing Research & 
Universal Management). It was 
there that Hannah discovered 
that she possessed the 

hyperhuman power to duplicate 
the abilities of those around 
her, immediately following close 
physical proximity. Hannah was 
disappointed that she would no 
longer be able to participate in 
high school sports, but inspired 
by her father’s career as a police 
chief, she decided to use her 
powers to do good in the world. 
SPECTRUM put her in touch 
with the heroine Absolutia, and 
Hannah took on the code name 
Equality, joining the Solution 
Squad!

Powers: When within a few feet 
of another hyperhuman, she can 
temporarily duplicate the powers 
and abilities of one person at 
a time, at the same level. She 
can also perfectly emulate 
movements, such as those of a 

ballerina, baseball pitcher, stage 
magician, or a bowler. Once 
she sees a move, she can do 
the same thing, but at her own 
strength level, so even when 
there are no powered individuals 
around, she can still hold 
her own in a fight. She can’t 
replicate the movements over 
a long period of time without 
practice, however, so Equality 
spends a lot of her free time 
watching martial arts films and 
gymnastics and then practicing 
what she sees, sometimes even 
improving upon the moves.

Fun fact: Equality is 
ambidextrous and her 
features are symmetrical. 
She deliberately wears her 
hair parted to one side so no 
attention is drawn to this trait.

                        line art BY Jamal Igle
COLORS BY Rose Mc Clain
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 abscissa & ordinate
Code Name: Abscissa
Real Name: Xiao Sheng 
Mercer
Occupation: Student, adven-
turer
Known Relatives: James 
Mercer (father), Margarita 
Mercer (mother), Yao Feng 
Cheung (brother)
Place of Birth: Liangping 
County, Chonqing Municipality, 
People’s Republic of China
Date of Birth: April 17
Age: 16
Group Affiliation: Solution 
Squad (charter member)
Height: 5’ 0”  Weight: 95 lbs.
Eyes: Brown   Hair: Black

Code Name: Ordinate
Real Name: Yao Feng Cheung
Occupation: Student, adven-
turer
Known Relatives: Benjamin 
Cheung (father), Anna Cheung 
(mother), Xiao Sheng Mercer 
(sister)
Place of Birth: Liangping 
County, Chonqing Municipality, 
People’s Republic of China
Date of Birth: April 17
Age: 16
Group Affiliation: Solution 
Squad (charter member)
Height: 6’8” Weight: 295 lbs.
Eyes: Brown Hair: Black
 
Origins: Xiao Sheng Mercer 
was born in rural Liangping 
County in China to poor farming 
parents. She was born just 
moments before her twin, Yao 
Feng. Xiao Sheng was much 
smaller than her brother and 
was born relatively easily. Yao 
Feng was abnormally large and 
their mother, Miao, died from 
complications during childbirth. 
The twins’ father, Xu Guan, 
did his best to take care of the 
babies, but he was killed while 
protecting his children during a 
tornado that swept through the 
small farming community. Both 
orphaned children were housed 
at the Liangping Social Welfare 
Institute until they were adopted 
by different American families 
just before they were a year 
old. Xiao Sheng was adopted 
by the Mercers of Traverse City, 
Michigan. Yao Feng was adopted 
by the Cheungs of Newark, New 
Jersey.

Although the children were 
raised in different parts of the 
United States, similarities dotted 

their backgrounds. Both strug-
gled with mathematics, and yet 
were standout athletes in track 
and field. Despite her size, Xiao 
Sheng was an excellent sprint-
er and long jumper; hurdles, 
however, were her weakness. No 
matter what she did, she could 
not clear them with any kind of 
consistency. Yao Feng was a star 
shot putter and high jumper, 
but was as slow as molasses in 
running events. He could jump 
just as high from a standing 
start as from a running start. As 
the twins grew up, they always 
felt as if something was missing 
from their lives.

When they were in high school, 
Xiao Sheng and Yao Feng met. 
Both were warming up for their 
individual events at an AAU track 
meet, when their eyes locked 
from across the field. Instantly, 
Xiao Sheng’s speed increased 
geometrically, and she was 
suddenly a blur to anyone who 
happened to be looking her way. 

The shot that Yao Feng was in 
the midst of throwing actually 
left the field entirely and crashed 
through a car’s roof in the park-
ing lot across the highway from 
the stadium. Fortunately, no 
one was hurt. Xiao Sheng came 
to a sudden stop in a shower of 
cinders and grass right next to 
Yao Feng. Her shoes had melted, 
but strangely, her feet were not 
burned. Yao quickly ushered her 
away from the eyes of curious 
onlookers and directed her to a 
nearby access tunnel.

The twins felt an overwhelm-
ing sensation of completeness, 
something they had never ex-
perienced before. Clear thought, 
which had always eluded them in 
the past, suddenly came quickly 
and easily. They compared histo-
ries and came to the conclusion 
that they were indeed brother 
and sister. They also knew that 
there was something incredibly 
different about them, and that it 
would have to be hidden to avoid 

line art BY Jason Howard
COLORS BY Rose Mc Clain
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suspicion and investigation. So, 
they exchanged information 
and agreed to drop out of the 
AAU meet, feigning injuries.

As each of the twins experi-
mented with their newfound 
abilities, they became more and 
more powerful. Xiao could run 
so fast that she could actually 
stay on top of water while run-
ning. No shoes could hold up 
under the friction of her feet, 
but her feet were seemingly im-
mune to the effect. She couldn’t 
run up walls like she had seen 
on cartoons, but she was 
perfectly fine with that. She 
didn’t care for heights. She’d 
seen on an old television show 
that it took a lot of calories to 
maintain the levels of activity 
she was exhibiting, but some-
how the rapid movement was 
self-sustaining. The only time 
she really got tired was when 
she was still for too long. When 
she kicked into “hyperdrive,” 
as she called it, her senses and 
reflexes were heightened to 
such a degree that she could 
dodge raindrops in a torrential 
downpour. 

Yao, on the other hand, became 
stronger and stronger, and after 
trying to apply his new power 
to his other strong event, the 
high jump, he found he could 
defy gravity to fly! If that had 
been the end of his powers, he 
would have been more than 
satisfied, but when he dropped 
his house keys into Newark Bay 
one night, he discovered an en-
tire array of powers! He found 
that he could also dive deeply 
and maintain himself under-
water for extended periods of 
time. He could sense things 
while underwater as well, as he 
quickly recovered his dropped 
keyring before it could hit 
bottom, a veritable needle in 
a haystack. He found also that 
he was immune to changes in 
pressure and temperature when 
he tested the limits of his pow-
er in water much deeper than 
Newark Bay. Yao found that he 
was at home in both water and  
sky, and had equally strong 
abilities in each.

Their physical powers were not 
the only enhancements they 
discovered. Subjects that had 
long eluded each of them were 
now almost second nature. 
Their grades shot up, their 

self-esteem rose, and their par-
ents were very happy. Where 
before each of them had been 
single-minded and only able 
to perform well on one task at 
a time, the twins found they 
could easily handle two jobs 
at once when together. Where 
before every event in their 
lives seemed to be mutually 
exclusive, now they saw con-
nections, and how things were 
interrelated. The twins blos-
somed. Dressing in makeshift 
disguises, they started to make 
use of their powers in secret to 
help people. Always asking the 
people they helped to preserve 
their secret, the twins worked 
in anonymity for months. Until 
they saved the wrong person, 
their methods were working 
just fine. 

One evening in Elizabeth, New 
Jersey, the Ordered Pair (their 
pet name for how they operat-
ed as a duo) stumbled across 
a mugging outside Centanni's 
Meat Market. As usual, Xiao 
raced in, knocking the assail-
ant to the ground, while Yao 
prepared to take him up a few 
hundred feet to disorient him. 
This maneuver usually had 
the desired result of shaking 
up muggers enough to scare 
them off. This time, however, 
the assailant was not alone, 
and a mob of armed men came 
out of the storefront. Xiao was 
fast enough to avoid the hail of 
gunfire that followed, but Yao 
was not. Several bullets struck 
him, and he fell. Xiao, enraged, 
snatched all the guns out of the 
gunmen’s hands. Quickly and 
methodically, she incapacitated 
all of them with a dozen punch-
es to each solar plexus. She 
was moving so fast that her 
mask shredded. As the gunmen 
lay moaning on the ground, 
Xiao attended to her brother. 
His skin had not been pierced 
by the bullets, but he was badly 
bruised and was breathing 
shallowly and painfully. She got 
him to a hospital, where he was 
treated for a few cracked ribs 
and one broken one.

Unfortunately, the men Xiao 
had incapacitated had extended 
families who wanted revenge. 
Late one night, a corrupt police 
officer snuck into Yao’s hospital 
room. Xiao, who was sleep-
ing nearby, did not wake. The 
officer raised his gun to fire, 

and found himself unable to 
move. He was frozen up to his 
neck in a cocoon of ice. When 
the light was turned on, Xiao 
and Yao saw that their savior 
was a tall, thin girl dressed in a 
blue, black, and gold uniform. 
She quickly introduced her-
self as Absolutia, and helped 
them escape. Almost as an 
afterthought, she thawed the 
policeman out as they left, but 
melted his gun. Offering to help 
protect the twins, Absolutia 
invited them to join her hero 
group, Solution Squad. Xiao 
and Yao respectively took the 
code names Abscissa and Or-
dinate, but still privately called 
themselves the Ordered Pair!

Powers: Abscissa can move 
at incredible speed. When she 
activates her power, everything 
is faster. Her thoughts, her 
reflexes, her vision, all increase 
exponentially. She suffers 
virtually no ill effects from 
moving at high speeds. She can 
breathe normally, is immune to 
friction, and a small pressure 
wave ahead of her keeps her 
from being pelted by debris or 
bugs. The only drawback to her 
speed so far has been keeping 
her eyes moist. For that rea-
son, she tends to wear goggles 
when she runs. Contrary to 
conventional wisdom, Abscissa 
can hit much harder than her 
brother can, even though he is 
far stronger. She can move her 
fist so fast, that the product 
of the mass of her fist and the 
acceleration at which she can 
throw it is far greater than the 
force Ordinate can generate...
unless he throws a car or 
something. 

Ordinate has hyperhuman 
strength, the upper limits of 
which have not been estab-
lished. He can fly, dive, and 
swim at incredible speeds. He 
is immune to pressure, altitude, 
and does not need to breathe. 
His senses in the air are en-
hanced enough to the point 
where he can see and hear 
better than birds. In the water, 
he uses passive sonar to sense 
his surroundings as well as an 
enhanced senses of hearing. 
Although he is physically very 
tough, he is not invulnerable.
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 radical    line art BY Carlo Barberi
COLORS BY Rose Mc Clain

Code Name: Radical
Real Name: Antonio “Tony” 
Marchesi
Occupation: Student, adven-
turer
Known Relatives: Mario 
“Sunshine” Marchesi (father), 
Giuliana Marchesi (mother)
Place of Birth: LaJolla, Cali-
fornia
Date of Birth: February 29, 
1968
Age: 17
Group Affiliation: Solution 
Squad
Height: 6’2” Weight: 186 lbs.
Eyes:  Blue  Hair: Blonde

Origin: Tony Marchesi was a 
slacker of the highest order 
while in elementary school in 
California in the late 1970s. He 
was just getting by with barely 
passable scores. He spent 
much of his time staring out 
the window of his open class-
room, seeing things outside 
that no one else could see. He 
couldn’t make much sense of 
the shimmering images that 
he alone saw, and his lan-
guage skills weren’t developed 
enough to describe them sen-
sibly to others. The only time 
Tony was truly engaged was 
when his father would take 
him out to surf. The freedom 
and the thrill of riding the 
curling waves became Tony’s 
escape from the oppression 
that was school.

One day in high school in 
late February, 1984, while 
Tony’s geometry teacher was 
rambling on about Pythago-
ras and some theorem, the 
sleeping boy happened to 
wake up and peer at the board 
through blurry eyes. Through 
the haze, he started to see 
a shape that he recognized 
from his daydreams. As the 
teacher continued doing 
examples on the board, Tony 
searched his backpack and 
finally unwrapped the note-
book and brand new pen that 
his mother had bought for 
him the previous September.  
Furiously, he started taking 
notes, paying rapt attention 
to everything his teacher said 

and did. Suddenly, connections 
in his brain were being made, 
neurons long dormant firing 
in rapid succession. He filled 
his notebook with drawings of 
right triangles with dozens of 
Pythagorean triples adorning 
the pages. Looking out the 
window, Tony saw the same 
familiar shimmering lines, 
but now they were starting 
to make sense. The criss-
cross lines in the sky made 
understandable patterns! He 
almost felt like he could reach 
out and touch them. As his 
attention focused on two of 
the intersecting lines, a third 
line appeared out of nowhere, 
creating what his geometry 
teacher called a right triangle. 
It disappeared as soon as his 
attention was diverted. He saw 

other intersecting lines and 
made hypotenuses of them as 
well. He started experiment-
ing with them, changing their 
shapes and bending them to 
his will. When he saw one of 
his friendly rivals skipping 
school and riding a skateboard 
past one of the intersections of 
energy, Tony’s mind reached 
out, teasing a ramp out of the 
shimmering lines. His friend 
suddenly rode the improvised 
energy ramp into the air, and 
flipped backward off his board. 
The poor kid was just about to 
land in a rose bush, when…

Tony awoke on the floor of a 
strange apartment. A televi-
sion shaped more like a movie 
screen was attached to the 
wall, playing a movie about 
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talking toys. Sound pound-
ed him from all sides. The 
owner of the apartment was 
talking on a small device 
that looked like a commu-
nication device from that 
old science fiction show he 
watched in reruns when 
Tony was in elementary 
school.  Disoriented and 
panicked, he sat up and 
the woman screamed. As 
he stood up, she dug in her 
purse and sprayed some 
kind of stinging liquid in his 
face. After he was arrest-
ed and booked at the local 
police station, a fake ID 
charge was added to his 
trespassing offense. Tony 
didn’t understand what the 
charge was about until he 
called his parents. 

When Mario and Giuliana 
Marchesi arrived to collect 
their son, they looked old. 
They had looks of under-
standing on their wrinkled 
faces, and cautioned their 
son not to say anything 
more until they hired an 
attorney. Once out in the 
car, they explained things. 
This was the first time Tony 
had traveled through time, 
but not the first time they 
had dealt with it. The police 
didn’t appreciate a 17-year 
old having a driver’s license 
that said he was born in 
1968. His parents patiently 
told Tony that he had the 
ability to weave through 
waves of electromagnetic 
energy, and that he had to 
be careful because more 
of these time-jumps would 
occur. They were used to 
seeing him pop back and 
forth through time, and 
assured him that he would 
get used to it. They also 
handed him a notebook. 
As he looked through it, he 
recognized it as the same 
notebook that he had just 
opened hours earlier, but 
it was curiously dog eared 
and seemed several years 
old, filled with scribble in 
his own handwriting. When 

they got home, his house 
looked different. It had 
one of those movie-screen 
televisions, too, and weird 
futuristic phones with no 
cords. Tony, though, was 
relieved when he found his 
room just as he had left it. 
Puzzled, he looked at his 
parents, who smiled kind-
ly and said that they kept 
it for him that way ever 
since his disappearance in 
1984. They told him that 
he visited them often from 
his time jumps, and they 
just wanted to make sure 
that he always felt at home 
whenever he returned. 
Sometimes he arrived as a 
young man, like today, and 
sometimes he was older. 
So far, he hadn’t arrived at 
the same time as himself, 
but whether he ever would 
remained to be seen. 

As Tony pored over the 
notebook, everything was 
explained. As the voices 
of his older selves spoke 
through the pages to him, 
they would leave detailed 
explanations of what he 
could do with his strange 
powers. It was like reading 
your own diary before you 
had written it. Tony began 
to practice with his abilities 
here in this new time, and 
found that he was able to 
play with the shimmering 
lines of energy far more 
easily here. The skies were 
packed with energy com-
pared to 1984. 

While returning from surfing 
with his father, Tony hap-
pened to save a child from 
falling out of a fourth-story 
window in front of dozens of 
witnesses by creating a tall 
wave of electromagnetic en-
ergy and then surfing down 
it on his board, catching the 
girl. After this incident, Tony 
received some unwanted 
attention from the press. It 
was this attention, however, 
that led Tony Marchesi to 
be recruited by the math-

ematics-based hero group, 
Solution Squad. He now 
calls himself Radical, dude!

Powers: Radical has the 
uncanny ability to see and 
manipulate patterns of 
electromagnetic energy that 
exist essentially every-
where. He uses them in a 
psychokinetic manner to 
create invisible right trian-
gular prisms with a variety 
of effects. 

Once he has created a 
prism, Radical can move 
things along its surface. 
This is how he appears to 
surf in mid-air on his mini 
surfboard, which is a hyper-
malleable construct made 
of the same material as his 
uniform. At the touch of a 
control in his glove, extra 
mass is shed down the 
length of his suit and forms 
on the soles of his feet. It 
can be reabsorbed the same 
way. He doesn’t have to use 
his surfboard to glide along 
the prisms. He just thinks 
that it’s more fun that way! 

Radical can also create 
prisms for defense. When 
attacked, he can form a 
prism so that the point of 
the wedge faces the attack 
while he stands behind the 
opposite side. The attack is 
usually shunted to one side 
or both. 

There is a side-effect of his 
powers that is often quite 
disconcerting. At the ex-
treme, if he pushes his pow-
ers beyond their ordinary 
limits, he travels through 
time. Because of this effect, 
he has spent time in several 
different periods in history. 
He tends to return here to 
spend most of his time in 
our present because of the 
“righteous waves” he has 
found here.
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 U.N.O.                art by Scott Rosema
Code Name: U.N.O.
Real Name: 
Universal 
Nanorobotic 
Operative Mark I
Occupation: 
Assistant 
Known Relatives: 
La Calculadora (“The 
Maker”)
Place of Birth: 
Crescent City, 
Louisiana
Date of Birth: 
March 24
Age: 1
Group Affiliation: 
Solution Squad
Height: 5’ 1” 
Weight: 125 pounds
Eyes: Brown 
Hair: Brown

History: The first 
nanobot developed 
by La Calculadora 
based on the 
research of other 
scientists was 
created on March 21 
last year, on board 
the SOH-CAH-TOA. 
It self-replicated 
until it reached 
its programmed 
limit of 3.92 x 109 
duplicates just a 
few days later. The 
networked nanobots 
coalesced into a 
humanoid form as 
they were designed 
to do, and U.N.O. 
was born. U.N.O.’s 
humanoid form was 
based on a young 
boy named Fernando 
who La Calculadora 
once befriended in 
Mexico City. As far 
as anyone knows, he 

remains there to this 
day.

Powers: U.N.O.’s 
nanobots are 
bound together by 
electromagnetic 
force that makes his 
form malleable and 
adaptable, though 
limited to human 
strength. He can 
disassemble and 
reassemble at will. 

U.N.O. speaks all the 
languages that the 
Squad does, and is 

programmed to do 
many useful things, 
like maintaining and 
flying the Coordinate 
Plane, piloting the 
SOH-CAH-TOA, 
building technology 
that La Calculadora 
designs, cooking, 
cleaning, playing 
music, and perhaps 
his most important 
job: Supervising 
the Solution Squad 
Fan Club. He has 
no fighting skills or 
combat training of 
any kind.
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The Coordinate Plane
Data: Coordinate Plane Mark II
Power Plant: Two Pérez fuel/air 
combustion engines, one Jones-Jacot 
valveless pulsejet engine
Wing span: 20 meters
Length: 24 meters  
Cabin: 
 Max. width: 4 meters
 Max. height: 2.5 meters
Normal take-off weight: 15,900 kg
Max. level speed at sea level: 
1,272 kilometers per hour
Max. rate of climb at sea level: 
2,408 meters per minute
Service ceiling: 46,000 meters
Accommodation: Flight crew 
of two, seating for six additional 
passengers in normal configuration. 
Cabin can be adapted to 
accommodate 12 passengers. 
 
History: After Radical’s unfortunate 
mishandling of the first Coordinate 
Plane during the Case of the Sieve 
of Eratosthenes, the original plane 
had to be scrapped after only two 
years of service. Fortunately, La 
Calculadora had already been hard 
at work on a second Coordinate 
Plane, and it was nearly ready to go. 
UNO completed construction on the 
Coordinate Plane Mark II while the 

Squad was on that mission. 

Coordinate Plane Mark II is a 
versatile supersonic aircraft, with a 
number of extremely useful features. 
First, it has VTOL (Vertical Take Off 
and Landing) capability, thanks to 
rotors embedded in its wings. The 
plane is also able to make extended 
sea landings with inflatable pods that 
extend from underneath its wings. 
The aircraft features three hatches. 
The domed Smartbubble around the 
cabin can open in any configuration 
the passengers wish. The plane also 
has forward and rear hatches in the 
bottom of the fuselage for normal 
ingress and egress.

The Mark II can also be piloted by 
remote control from the ground or by 
UNO in the case of emergencies.

The Coordinate Plane has no 
offensive weaponry of any kind. It 
was designed simply as a swift and 
effective means of transportation for 
the Solution Squad.  
 
It has been mentioned, however, that 
whenever Absolutia is onboard, the 
plane is considered heavily armed.

Line Art by Christopher Jones 
Colors by Jay Jacot
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 The Poser      art by Steven E. Gordon
Code Name: The 
Poser 
Real Name: Unknown
Occupation: 
Professional Criminal, 
actor, historian, ne’er-
do-well
Known Relatives: 
none
Place of Birth: 
Unknown
Date of Birth: April 1 
(self-claimed)
Age: Unknown
Group Affiliation: 
None
Height: Variable 
Weight: Variable
Eyes: Variable Hair: 
Variable

History: The Poser’s 
history is largely 
unknown. No one 
knows where he 
came from and he’s 
not telling. What is 
known about him is 
that he is drawn to 
battles of wits. In 
battle, he has let slip 
that he has taken on 
many identities over 
the years, including 
possibly even being 
the Sphinx of Greek 
legend. On the other 
hand, he has also 
asked for the airspeed 
velocity of an unladen 
swallow, so he might 
just be full of mischief. 
What is also known 
is that he has an 
insatiable need to 
possess and control 
artifacts from history, 
and to pose difficult 
questions to those who 
would oppose his goals. 
He uses his firsthand 
knowledge of history to 
confuse and befuddle 
his opponents. The 
Poser is known for his 
flare for the dramatic, 

often posing as famous 
contemporary or 
historical figures while 
posing his conundrums. 
His performances have 
been compared side-
by-side with the oldest 
recordings known of 
his subjects, and his 
accuracy in imitating 
them averages 97.9%, 
which would indicate 
that he has actually 
observed the people 
firsthand.

Powers: The Poser 
is a metamorph, a 
shapeshifter of the 

highest order. He can 
not only take the form 
of people and objects, 
but if he has come into 
physical contact with 
them, he can simulate 
their special properties 
and abilities as well. 
He has been chopped 
into pieces, melted, 
evaporated, flattened, 
shredded, and crushed. 
He always recovers 
somehow to pose 
another day.



The Reverse-Engineer art by Janet K. Lee

Code Name: The Reverse-Engineer 
Real Name: Victoria “Vickie” 
Chauvin
Occupation: Professional Criminal
Known Relatives: Medea Chauvin 
(mother, deceased)
Place of Birth: Houma, Louisiana
Date of Birth: November 5
Age: 23
Group Affiliation: None
Height: 5’ 6” Weight: 125 pounds
Eyes: Brown Hair: Brown

History: Vickie Chauvin was born  
to a single mother, Medea Chauvin, 
in a town where single mothers 
were shunned. The small family 
soon moved to Crescent City, where 
they were unable to afford decent 
lodgings, but were able to live a 
happy life in a mobile home near a 
train yard. Vickie often had trouble 
sleeping with the constant sound 
of trains passing by, the trailer 
shaking with each passing. Medea, 
ever the patient and loving mother, 
turned the trains from something 
bad into something to look forward 
to, pointing out the differences in 
the engines, and encouraging her 
daughter to study them. Medea also 
began reading a series of books to 
Vickie called The Boxcar Children, in 
which four children run away from a 
man they perceive to be their mean 
grandfather and live inside a boxcar 
in the woods, surviving on their own 
for some time. Vickie imagined that 
their little trailer was a boxcar and 
fell fast asleep.

One day when Vickie was a teen, 
a fundraiser was being held at the 
rail yard for the restoration of an 
old steam locomotive. Vickie begged 
her mother to go to the event, 
but they simply couldn’t afford the 
$250 per plate fee. On the night of 
the event, Vickie snuck out of their 
trailer and tried to get past the ticket 
takers, but was stopped at every 
turn. Her mother, not fooled for 
an instant into thinking Vickie was 
asleep in her room (there were no 
trains running through the rail yard 
that night), drove to the event and 
began searching for her daughter. 
Finding Vickie climbing a fence 
adjacent to a still-operating track, 
Medea pursued Vickie over the top 
and to the other side. Medea caught 
her pantleg in the barbed wire at 
the top of the fence and lost her 
balance, falling to the ground near 
the track. The impact knocked her 
unconscious. Vickie saw that a train 
was approaching fast and tried to 
pull her mother away, but Medea 
was just too heavy. The train struck 
them both, but just before it did, the 
engineer swore he saw an old steam 
engine coming straight for him.

Weeks later, Vickie woke up in a 
hospital bed. She had lost almost 

her entire left leg. When she asked 
about her mother’s fate, the nurses 
attending her looked away. They 
also kept from her the complete 
destruction of the train that hit 
Vickie and Medea that night. It 
hadn’t just been destroyed. It had 
been completely dismantled, the 
parts scattered all over the yard. 
Upon her release from the hospital, 
Vickie began hobbling on a crutch to 
Internet cafes, where she learned 
how to hack anonymously into 
financial accounts and steal what 
she needed. She then “modified” 
applications and took dozens of 
college courses in engineering and 
design. She found shelter in an old 
boxcar near the rail yard, where she 
began tinkering with old gears and 
parts, making for herself the leg that 
she felt she deserved. Over a period 

of several months, her resources 
grew and her anger toward the train 
company that had denied her entry 
to the VR499 event grew as well. 
She swore that she would see their 
greed repaid tenfold for the death of 
her mother and the loss of her leg, 
Vickie Chauvin became The Reverse-
Engineer!

Powers: The Reverse-Engineer 
creates constructs out of psionic 
energy that usually resemble trains. 
These constructs use her knowledge 
of engineering to deconstruct 
mechanical devices piece by piece, 
leaving parts intact but disconnected 
and non-operational. 
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The Dread Pirate Radius
Code Name: The Dread 
Pirate Radius 
Real Name: Duncan 
Reynolds
Occupation: Pirate
Known Relatives: None
Place of Birth: 
Charleston, South Carolina
Date of Birth: August 8, 
1745
Group Affiliation: None
Height:7’ 4” Weight: 536 
pounds
Eyes: Electronic Hair: 
None

History: Duncan Reynolds 
was an engineer who 
worked furiously to 
harness the power of 
steam for mechanical 
propulsion. Beating James 
Watt to the punch became 
an obsession for the young 
man. He literally dreamed 
of designs for all manner 
of engines that he would 
frustratingly forget upon 
waking each morning. 
Unfortunately, in his 
haste, in 1788, Reynolds 
made a miscalcuation in 
the tensile strength of a 
boiling chamber for a new 
engine and was caught in 
an explosion that boiled 
most of his skin away. In 
a painful haze, Reynolds’s 
subconscious mind took 
over with a psionic power 
previously unknown to 
the human race. Parts 
and scraps from all over 
his laboratory flew to his 
side, building a mechanical 
contrivance around his 
seared and torn flesh. 
Damaged organs were 
replaced. A hydraulic pump 
aided his heart. In a matter 
of hours, Reynolds was 
standing upright, trapped 
in a mobile iron lung device 
the likes of which had never 
been seen.  

Rejected by those around 
him as being inhuman, 
Reynolds took to the sea, 
commandeering a ship 
and reconfiguring it to run 
on steam. He terrorized 
the coastal shipping lanes 
and ports, taking what 
he needed to maintain 
and expand his metal 
machinations. For almost 
230 years, The Dread Pirate 
Radius has circumnavigated 
the globe, seeking plunder 
and a place in the world 
that no longer sees it as 
human.

Powers: The Dread Pirate 
Radius is now a walking 
arsenal. Replacing steam 
with nuclear fusion years 
ago, there is virtually 

nothing organic left 
inside its shell except 
what remains of Duncan 
Reynolds’s living brain, 
and much of that is now 
vaporware, prototype 
technology stolen before 
it could be released. It 
is difficult to tell when 
Duncan Reynolds died, but 
the Dread Pirate Radius 
lives on! The Dread Pirate 
Radius’s psionic abilities 
allow it to construct new 
technologies out of old, but 
the machine mind cannot 
consciously control the 
ability. It can only create 
what it senses it needs 
to continue on. The rest 
is done with traditional 
engineering, at which it 
excels.

Line Art by Gene Ha
COLORS BY Jay Jacot



Omega-Lad     Art by Dean Trippe
Code Name: Omega-Lad
Real Name: Jeff Hastings, born Pilvin 
37
Occupation: Hero, general store owner
Known Relatives: Calvin (father), Lola 
(mother), Pilvin 36 (father, deceased), 
Norval 27 (mother, deceased)
Place of Birth: Delta City, United 
Earth 
Date of Birth: October 6, 4970
Age: 17
Group Affiliation: None
Height: 5’ 11”   Weight: 185
Eyes: Grey        Hair: None 

History: Near the end of the 50th 
century, the Earth’s population had 
been almost completely obliterated 
by war, and after radiation, famine, 
and disease had done its work, the 
total population had fallen to three. 
Pilvin 36 and his mate, Norval 27 had 
a son, Pilvin 37. But within just a few 
years, both parents became sick and 
were near death. Norval went first, 
and the elder Pilvin, unable to bear the 
thought of leaving his toddler son to 
fend for himself, broke every custom 
his culture had and hatched a plan. 
Pilvin 36 genetically modified his son 
to survive. Utilizing genetic samples 
from yesterday’s heroes, he infused his 
son’s DNA with an adaptable metafactor 
that would allow him to survive any 
attack, any catastrophe, man-made or 
otherwise. The trigger for the powers 
was linked to the boy’s subconscious, 
so that his son would not be tempted to 
abuse them or to become a malevolent 
ruler in the only place that his father 
could send him where he would not 
have to be alone--the past.

Time travel had long been forbidden in 
Earth’s previous Culture Wars, but Pilvin 
36 no longer cared about the trivialities 
of life choices and belief systems. He 
only wanted two things for his son: to 
survive and to stand a chance at having 
a happy, long life. Using a time tunnel in 
the Allen Museum, Pilvin 36 kissed his 
son goodbye and with his dying breath, 
pushed the toddler through the tunnel 
to a nice, quiet spot in the early 21st 
century.

Calvin and Lola Hastings were a 
childless couple who owned the general 
store in Middleton, a small town in 
America’s heartland. When a child 
literally fell from the air into their laps, 
they were at first shocked, and then 
pleased. Attached to the boy’s shiny 
bodysuit was a note, written in a very 
shaky hand, explaining that this was 
the last surviving member of the human 
race, and asking whomever found him 
to please find it within themselves 
to provide him the opportunity for 
happiness. The note also contained 
a warning that the boy would never 
come to harm, and that the ancient 
rite of corporal punishment would be 
ineffective. Armed with this knowledge, 
the couple took the child in, and 
renamed him Jeff.

As years passed, Calvin and Lola 
Hastings raised a happy son. Jeff was 
bald, due to evolution, they theorized, 
but a series of wigs covered his physical 
difference. Other than that, he appeared 
completely normal for the 21st century. 
They didn’t need the warning about 
harming the boy. They would have 
rather died than allowed harm to come 
to him. But, as can happen to anyone, 
harm came looking for Jeff when he was 
nine years old. While on a drive to visit 
family, they took a curve by a river too 
sharply.The rear door of the car swung 
open and the boy’s seat belt failed. 
He went tumbling out of the car at 45 
miles per hour. Lola screamed in terror, 
stopped the car, and ran to where she 
just knew she would find the ruined 
body of her son. He was nowhere to be 
seen. There were marks along the dirt 
that led to the river, but no blood. Just 
as she was about to dive in after him, 
he surfaced from the water, walking 
casually to shore and laughing, asking, 
“Do it again, Ma!” Amazed, she looked 
him over from head to toe, and found 
not a mark on him. 

As the boy grew up, he couldn’t help 
but to use his newfound abilities to help 
people, but after the first time he was 
recognized, his mother and father came 
up with a disguise for him. His father 
came up with a suitable code-name 
after watching an old movie about the 
last normal man left on Earth, and his 
mother sewed him a suit matching 
that theme. They modified a pair of ski 
goggles to obscure his eyes and still 
allow him to see. Thus, Omega-Lad 
was born!

Powers and Weapons:  Omega-Lad 
has the genetically engineered ability 
to manifest any hyperpower necessary 
to protect his life, harvested from the 
genetic codes of every hyperhuman 
in recorded history that his time had 
access to. The “Omega-Factor,” as he 
calls it, is controlled by his subconscious 
mind, but includes a vast array of 
sensory powers that he is not even 
aware of. He can only be harmed if his 
subconscious mind does not sense a 
danger to him.
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 Scalar
Code Name: Scalar
Real Name: Bo Baxter
Occupation: 
Hypervillain
Known Relatives: None
Place of Birth: Pine 
Mountain, Georgia
Date of Birth: October 
19
Age: 34
Group Affiliation: None
Height: 6’ 1” 
Weight: 220 pounds 
Eyes: Brown  
Hair: Brown 

History: Bo Baxter was 
an unlucky two-time 
loser with no prospects 
and no future. Having 
been placed on parole 
for his most recent failed 
armed robbery (thanks 
to inept partners) and 
unable to find steady 
work despite a startlingly 
powerful intellect, Bo 
decided he was going 
to try to rough it and 
live off the land in the 
wilderness. Trading for 
some camping gear with 
a sympathetic uncle who 
was also an ex-convict, 
Bo took off for the hills, 
armed with an antique 
shotgun, some shells, 
and a three-day supply of 
food.  He said goodbye to 
the few family members 
he cared about and 
turned his back on the 
world. 

Two weeks into his 
journey, Bo was hungry. 
He was subsisting on 
roots and pine needle 
tea that he made 
from memory, but he 

desperately needed 
protein. Although 
his prison life had 
conditioned his body 
to be strong, he was 
not the quietest man 
who ever lived. Every 
time he almost had a 
deer in his sights, he 
would step on a twig 
or sneeze, and his prey 
would run off. When he 
began to hallucinate from 
hunger, Bo was shooting 
at just about every 
sound he heard, out of 
desperation. He was 
down to his last shotgun 
shell when he finally saw 

a deer within range. He 
whipped the shotgun 
around and fired wildly. 
He missed the deer, 
but his slug ricocheted 
off something metallic 
with a loud clang. Half 
out of his mind, he ran 
toward where the sound 
came from. Buried 
beneath pine branches 
and several inches of 
soft earth was a silvery 
metallic craft that could 
only be a spaceship. 

Bo had no trouble 
entering the ship. The 
hatch was open.  He 

PENCILS BY JIM MC CLAIN
INKS BY JOsef Rubinstein

Colors by Josef Rubinstein
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didn’t look for survivors. 
He didn’t even whisper 
a tentative greeting. The 
first thing he did was 
look for food.  Finding 
several containers of 
what appeared to be 
canned meat, Bo ate his 
fill. He drank the first 
clear liquid he found, 
which fortunately was 
water.  Twenty minutes 
later, he was beginning 
to feel human again--or, 
at least, mostly human. 

When he was feeling 
better, Baxter began 
to explore the small 
craft. It was a model 
of efficiency. There 
was very little in the 
way of wasted space. 
There were two dead 
purple humanoids in 
what appeared to be 
pilot and co-pilot seats, 
but there seemed to be 
nowhere for them to 
sleep. What made that 
even stranger was the 
existence of a tiny model 
apartment that was built 
into the bulkhead of 
the ship. It looked like 
a dollhouse, but was 
made with greater detail 
than any toy he had 
ever seen.  Why waste 
space on something like 
a dollhouse? Then it hit 
him. The “dollhouse” 
inside the ship was 
for miniaturized crew 
quarters. Somehow, 
these aliens shrank 
themselves when they 
were off-duty!  Then 
it began to dawn on 
him that what he had 
just eaten may have 
been miniaturized food, 
maybe enough to last 
for years! With a sense 
of urgency, he began to 

look around for a device 
that looked like it would 
shrink or grow things. 
He finally found it, on 
the end of the arm of 
one of the dead aliens. It 
had symbols that clearly 
meant up and down. He 
removed it (don’t ask 
how) and tried to turn it 
on. It powered up, but 
he could not read the 
symbolic alien language 
on the controls. Then he 
noticed that the other 
dead alien was wearing 
what appeared to be a 
helmet that lit up when 
the device had been 
activated. Figuring that 
he had nothing to lose, 
he removed the helmet 
and put it on his own 
head.
 
Images flooded Bo 
Baxter’s mind. He 
was immediately 
overwhelmed with the 
power of the helmet. He 
felt…full. He felt like he’d 
eaten too much, but as if 
it was his mind that had 
had its fill. He started to 
feel violently ill. Bo tried 
to remove the helmet, 
but it was grafted to his 
skull. He couldn’t get it 
off. Now the rest of the 
spacecraft’s displays had 
lit up and were sending 
images directly into his 
mind. Maybe the aliens 
were built for this kind 
of data input, but clearly 
the human mind was 
not.  In intense pain, he 
ran from the ship, nearly 
tripping out of the hatch, 
turning only long enough 
to aim the strange 
device on his arm and 
fire.  With a rush of air 
like an implosion, the 
ship suddenly shrank 

down until it vanished 
with a soft, almost 
inaudible pop.  
The pain was gone. The 
images had stopped. 
Bo Baxter stood, alone 
in the wilderness, 
armed with a new 
understanding of the 
universe and the Zurn 
(that was the name of 
the alien race to whom 
the ship belonged) 
technology, as well 
as one of the most 
dangerous weapons on 
Earth: the Scalar-Beam.

His natural intelligence 
had been boosted, but 
his character had not 
been similarly enhanced. 
Bo Baxter took the name 
Scalar, and began a 
brand new life of crime.
 
Powers and Weapons: 
Scalar is one of the most 
intelligent men on the 
planet. His brain power 
has been increased 
twofold, placing him 
among the world’s top 
minds. He also has an 
unnatural knowledge of 
alien cultures and Zurn 
technology, only some 
of which he has been 
able to replicate using 
resources found here 
on Earth, such as his jet 
pack. The Scalar-Beam, 
when used in tandem 
with his control helmet 
can almost instantly 
shrink and grow objects 
by any scale factor 
he can imagine. The 
device’s rechargeable 
power supply is limited, 
however, as it uses its 
own energy to create 
or store mass when the 
target object’s size is 
changed.  
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 the confectioneer   
Code Name: The 
Confectioneer
Real Name:  Valentine Le 
Sucré
Occupation: Hypervillain
Known Relatives: None
Place of Birth: Crescent City, 
Louisiana
Date of Birth: February 14
Age: 19
Group Affiliation: None
Height: 5’ 7”  
Weight: 125 pounds
Eyes:  Blue  Hair: Brown, 
colored to appear like a 
rainbow 

History: Valentine Le Sucré 
was born into wealth and 
prosperity, thanks to her 
great-great grandfather’s 
creation of the Masquerade 
Sugar corporation in the early 
20th century. Jean Le Sucré 
brought sugar cane to a very 
inhospitable environment, 
and through hard work and 
perseverance, made the crop 
thrive against all odds. His 
refinery, placed along the 
Big Muddy River, served as 
a bastion of ingenuity and 
capitalism that spanned a 
century. He and his family 
prospered during that entire 
time.

In the dawn of the 21st 
century, nutrition became 
more important than sweets 
and confections in Crescent 
City, especially after the large 
hurricane that almost wiped out 
the entire city. The refinery that 
the Le Sucré family had been so 
proud of was nearly destroyed 
in a fire after a large explosion 
created by sugar dust, and 
when the family rebuilt and 
asked for concessions and tax 
abatements to help modernize 
their operation, they were 
turned down. Even the The 
Crescent City National Bank, 
a longtime partner of the Le 
Sucré family, refused to lend 
the corporation money to make 
improvements on what they 
perceived to be a cog in a dying 
market. The corporation, once 
one of the largest employers in 
the area, was no more. 

Valentine Le Sucré raged at the 
treatment of her family by the 
ungrateful people who had been 
so supportive in the past. As 
she watched her grandfather 
and her father wither and 
die from the stress of seeing 
their family ruined, and with 
her mother and grandmother 
institutionalized as a result of 

their grief, she swore revenge. 
Born on Valentine’s Day and a 
lifelong student of candy and 
confections, Valentine studied 
biochemistry from illicit sources, 
with one goal in mind: revenge. 
Valentine Le Sucré became The 
Confectioneer! 

Powers and Weapons: The 
Confectioneer uses a variety 
of chemical enhancements to 
make herself superhumanly 
powerful. She can enhance her 
speed, strength, perception, 
endurance, and durability. She 
can make parts of her body 
stretch by eating her special 
salt water taffy. She can even 
fly, using a type of powdered 
candy that comes out of a straw 
to allow her to manipulate 

gravitational forces. 

The Confectioneer also wields 
weapons specially designed 
to make her competitive with 
powered individuals. Her “candy 
cane” is actually hardened 
ceramic surrounding a nearly 
unbreakable hollow metal core. 
It delivers powerful electrical 
shocks as well as nerve gas 
and paralyzing gel. She carries 
a variety of explosives and 
pyrotechnic powders to distract. 
She employs traps of all kinds 
in her homemade version of 
Candyland that she calls The 
Sweet Suite.

PENCILS BY JIM MC CLAIN
INKS BY DREW GERACI

COLORS BY DE ETTA HARRIS
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AFtermath    Art by Craig Rousseau

Code Name: Aftermath
Real Name: John Shimek
Occupation: Hypervillain
Known Relatives: Sharon 
(mother, deceased), 
Charles (father, deceased)
Place of Birth: Los 
Alamos, Nevada
Date of Birth: July 16, 
1945 
Group Affiliation: None
Height: 6’ 6”   
Weight: 235 pounds
Eyes: Grey   Hair: 
Brown 
 
History: John Shimek was 
born to a nuclear physicist 
involved in the Manhattan 
Project during the waning 
days of World War II.  

Her exposure to radiation 
during the development 
of the first atomic bomb 
caused her DNA to mutate 
and she passed that 
mutation on to her son, 
John.  

John’s hyperpowers 
manifested in his infancy 
and he was virtually 
impossible to control. 
He destroyed everything 
around him with his 
extreme strength and 
ability to defy gravity. His 
parents did their best to 
rein him in, but nothing 
worked. His tantrums were 
legendary in the small 
town where the Shimeks 
had relocated and the 
townspeople lived in terror 
of the “terrible twos.”  
 
As he rose in strength 
and power, John rejected 
education as something for 
lesser people and began 
abusing his powers, playing 
hyperpowered pranks like 
picking up people’s cars and 
stacking them like plastic 
bricks. His parents were 
unable to punish him in any 
meaningful way and John 
took on a costumed identity 
as Aftermath, expressing 

his disdain for his least 
favorite subject. 

Aftermath’s crimes 
escalated in his 
adolescence, bolstered 
by his desire to rival the 
heroes in the city next to 
his hometown. Eventually, 
he drew them into conflict, 
leading to the destruction 
of the city. Ironically, 
despite his great power 
Aftermath was trapped 
using simple physics and 
applied mathematics.  
 
As an old man, Aftermath 
still maintains the 
appearance of a man in his 
mid-20s, with even less 
maturity. He has not gained 
one iota of restraint or 
knowledge. He is an eternal 
child in a hyperhuman 

body. He would be 
considered a laughingstock 
if he weren’t so dangerous.

Powers and Weapons: 
Aftermath has hyperhuman 
strength, endurance, 
speed, and is impervious 
to physical harm. He can 
also fly at speeds many 
times the speed of sound. 
He can exist unprotected in 
the vacuum of space and 
has bathed in the corona 
of the sun. He can also live 
comfortably in the Marianas 
Trench. Aftermath could 
have been the greatest 
boon humanity has ever 
known. Instead, he is a 
thorn in its collective side.
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Sample Lesson Plan



Sample Lesson plan: 
the prime number sieve

“Hi! Jim McClain here. If you’re just reading 
this book for fun, you might want to skip 
this part. This page and the three that follow 
make up a sample lesson plan for the first 
story in the book, ‘Primer.’ There are lesson 
plans online for all the stories in the book. 
Just go to www.solutionsquad.net and click 
on ‘lesson plans.’ Thanks for reading!”

Objective: Students will use a prime number 
sieve to identify all prime numbers from 1 to 100.

Common Core State Standards:

CCSS.MATH.CONTENT.4.OA.B.4
Find all factor pairs for a whole number in the range 1-100. 
Recognize that a whole number is a multiple of each of its 
factors. Determine whether a given whole number in the range 
1-100 is a multiple of a given one-digit number. Determine 
whether a given whole number in the range 1-100 is prime or 
composite.

Introduction

Solution Squad is a superhero team made up of heroes whose 
powers and abilities are based on mathematics. Their leader, La 
Calculadora, excels at mental math and computation processes. 
She is the host of this activity. This activity goes hand-in-hand 
with the first comic story, “Primer.” As you read the comic, you 
will pause in two places to complete the activity:
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1. When Equality explains to Radical what a prime number sieve 
is, and Radical reacts with, “My mom totally has one of those,” 
stop reading the comic. Hand out the Prime Number Sieve activity 
page, and allow students to work through the activity with La 
Calculadora's guidance. You may want to differentiate by working 
through the activity with students who need extra support.

When students have finished the activity page, return to the 
comic. The answer will be revealed as the team works their way 
through the same process. It’s okay if students don’t know who 
Eratosthenes of Cyrene is. That’s what Google is for. It’s also 
explained a little later in the story!

2. When La Calculadora writes her encoded message in the dirt, 
stop and allow students to decode the message using their code 
key to anticipate what the Squad does next! That will allow you 
to check for understanding to ensure that students can substitute 
the appropriate letters for the numbers in the code. 

When they have successfully decoded the message, allow them 
to continue to the next page in the comic where the Solution 
Squad breaks through the skylight. “Skylight” is the answer to 
the encoded message. You can use this code throughout the year 
for additional practice. It also appears later in the book, in “The 
Candy Crimes of the Confectioneer.”

Continue reading and finish the comic.
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The prime number sieve 
answer key 

 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 

11 12 13 14 15 16 17 18 19 20 

21 22 23 24 25 26 27 28 29 30 

31 32 33 34 35 36 37 38 39 40 

41 42 43 44 45 46 47 48 49 50 

51 52 53 54 55 56 57 58 59 60 

61 62 63 64 65 66 67 68 69 70 

71 72 73 74 75 76 77 78 79 80 

81 82 83 84 85 86 87 88 89 90 

91 92 93 94 95 96 97 98 99 100 

 
"Now make a key to the code! The first number you circled is A, the second one is 
B, and the third one is C and so forth. |'ll just go ahead and tell you that Z is 101. 
You can check it if you want. It doesn't divide by 2, 3, 5, or 7, either. 

A B C D E F G H I J K L M 

2 3 5 7 11 13 17 19 23 29 31 37 41 

N O P Q R S T U V W X Y Z 

43 47 53 59 61 67 71 73 79 83 89 97 101 

 
"And now you can solve the puzzle. Not only that, but now you can write encoded 
messages to your friends if they also know the code! Oops! Looks like my team is 
about to solve the puzzle. See you later!" 

E-R-A-T-O-S-T-H-E-N-E-S / O-F / C-Y-R-E-N-E 
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“The Case of the Eight-Inch 
Action Figures” 

is a free downloadable and projectable digital 
comic story in PDF format that comes with a 
lesson plan! In that story, the Solution Squad has 
action figures made of themselves to give away 
for holiday gifts to the children of Crescent City. 
When the prototypes arrive, however, they are all 
the same eight-inch height! Since Abscissa is 5’0” 
and her twin Ordinate is 6’8” (see the Origins 
section for details) the Squad has to figure out 
a way to make the action figures proportional. 
They decide to use a captured weapon called the 
Scalar Beam (see Scalar in the Origins section) 
to re-size the figures. The only problem is that 
Scalar is in prison and has the automatic controls 
for the device, so they have to set it manually. 
You guessed it! Therein lies the math.

You can find it at our website, www.
solutionsquad.net/actionfigures and use the 
download code, PAPERBACK.  
 
You can find lessons for the rest of the stories in 
this book, as well as digital projectable versions 
of these comic stories for sale either at https://
www.teacherspayteachers.com/Store/Solution-
Squad or on our website. Thank you so much for 
purchasing this book! 

Jim McClain
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