Heroes of Coast City: Hazardman

By Doug Roth

Coast City Courier


    s part of his ongoing series of interviews with 


the extranomal, this week the Courier’s own Doug Roth interviews another of the KNIGHTS OF THE COAST, the stalwart rookie superhero who dubs himself HAZARDMAN.

Along with many of you, my audience, I watched with avid glee the spectacle of the Victor Stewart trial this past week.  Actually, I even had a small part in the trial, testifying to the character of some of the people involved on behalf of the defense.  Like you, I got to see a whole new side of this city’s heroic defenders;  bickering, confused and at times “incompetent” to borrow their own terms.  Having done interviews in the past with the sadly-departed Crucible, and the mysteriously vanished Tribunal, I decided it was past time that I speak with one of the current crew charged with the defense of the city.


Arranging for this interview was particularly easy.  My presence at the trial gave me the opportunity to speak to a number of the current Knights, and one of them seemed particularly eager to be on the record – especially after certain allegations made in the course of the trial.  This was Hazardman, who has been a member of the Knights of the Coast since last November.


After the final verdict came in on the Stewart case, Hazardman and I decamped to a nearby coffee shop.  The trial, of course was foremost on both of our minds so I started off by asking him what he thought of the verdict and sentence.


“Well, I was generally pretty pleased by the result,” he responded.  “I think that the record pretty plainly showed that Mr. Fain and the Justice Department railroaded Doc Stewart and presumed him guilty in the absence of any evidence.”


“Well he was found guilty of escaping your custody, and did knowingly violate the terms of his parole,” I countered.  “Who knows what me might have been planning to do with the equipment he was secretly putting together in his lab?”


“Well, gee, I don’t know, but I don’t think we should be condemning the man on the basis of what he might have done.  Prof. Stewart did his time fairly and deserves the presumption of innocence here.  He had whipped up a bunch of things for the Knights before, and may have intended the same for his Voxbox Vicky  Um, no he never did let me into the lab itself but I'm sure he knew what he was doing, after all he is a scientist.”


“And to the charge of escaping custody?,” I pressed.


“Well, he should never have been in custody in the first place.  I would have let him go myself if it had been me rather than Cipher!”


“Doesn’t this demonstrate a certain degree of contempt for the justice system and the matter of due process?”


“Oh, no!  I have the highest respect for the judicial system.  Hrm.  I guess what it comes down to is that I am a firm believer in loyalty as well.  The Doc was always loyal to us and had earned some loyalty in return, particularly when the system was being abused.  What happened to him was a tragedy!”  Hazardman was quite animated in this response and knocked my coffee into my lap with his fevered waving to make his point.  He blushed and apologized profusely as I mopped my pants.


“Others of your comrades don’t seem quite as convinced of his loyalty as you are.” I pointed out.  “The letter written by Tribunal and the testimony of Phoenix could lead one to the conclusion that you were being duped.  What was the term tossed about by the prosecutor – oh, yes, that the Knights were in thrall to a known superhero.”


Hazardman seemed somewhat stiff and composed at this question.  “It is sometimes hard to tell good guys from the bad,” he admitted, “but I think that Phoenix is just showing some self-doubt after the fact.  When everything was on the line he masterminded the job which gave us custody of the Doc rather than Fain, which tells me that his instincts were with Stewart.  All I know is that we would never have nailed the bad guys without the help of Doctor Stewart.  By golly, I think that would be enough to dispel this supervillain talk!” 


It was time to change the subject, I felt.  “What about those allegations made against you in the trial?,” I asked.


Hazardman blushed furiously beneath his crimson mask. “I honestly haven’t got a clue why Sub-Zero would think I was gay – not that there’s anything wrong with being gay – its just, err, well, I’m not gay!”


“Well, the tabloids sure leapt on the theory,” I replied.  “Discounting the patently fake confessions of so-called gay lovers, none of our research could ever show you out with a woman.”


“Er, um, well, in my line of work it's not easy making or maintaining relationships. I mean, look at Crucible. Those close to him seemed regularly endangered. It's not his fault that criminals tend to be a cowardly lot, but sheesh it was like putting up a sign inviting trouble. I welcome danger into my own life but wouldn't want to drag anyone else into the line of fire. After all, I can take it!”  At this chance to use his trademark line he flashed a large sloppy grin and a big thumbs up.

[Editor’s note:  since the publication of this story we have been inundated by letters from young women (and a few men) in trust for Hazardman.  Hazardman appears rather embarrassed by all the attention, but has promised a personal response to each one.]


“Yes, you can take it.  We’ve heard some pretty remarkable stories about your toughness, including one about how you were accepted into the Knights.  Can you tell us about that?”


“Sure, no problem!,” he replied brightly.  “This was in the period right after Tribunal disappeared, and Crucible seemed rather worried and distracted when I met him.  Even so, he was very gracious about showing me up to his office and chatting with me.  When the topic of discussion came around to him asking what I could do, I had him open his airlock-thingie on the 30th floor there, and I jumped out.”


He grinned and went on, “You should have seen the expression on his face!  I think he half expected me to fly around or something, but when I started falling he got this huge pop-eyed expression on his face and furiously launched himself after me.  Later on he told me that he thought that I might have been one of those wannabes who can’t really do anything, and that I was falling to my death.  Anyway, however, I thumped into the concrete pretty heavily, but had managed to prop myself up and give him the thumbs up by the time he landed.”  


“Well, he was still pretty mad,” chuckled Hazardman ruefully.  “He gave me shi… err.. heck for having endangered any passersby, and then tore a strip off me for damaging the sidewalk, but seemed impressed enough.  He was paged away to something or the other but he welcomed me onto the team before he went and gave me one of those SkullBox communicator thingies.  Two days later I was fighting supervillains outside of Humanidyne!”


“How did you get this ability to leap off tall buildings with a single bound?,” I asked.


“I have a gift,” replied Hazardman solemnly. “I discovered at an early age that I could withstand incredible amounts of damage and abuse with nary a bruise to show for it.  I determined to dedicate my life to aiding others. It's up to all of us to use our special talents in the best way we can and mine is as one of the Knights of the Coast.”


“What else can you do?,” I asked.


“Well, I am also trained at driving and piloting under stressful conditions, and I have been working on learning the martial arts.  I’m getting pretty good too, I think!  I was able to take out… err, well that was just a spar, and I guess I’m really not supposed to talk about it.”


Hmm, this was curious.  “A spar?  Against one of your fellow Knights?  Was it in earnest?”


“Oh golly no!,” replied Hazardman.  “Well, I do train with Perseus and Phoenix has hit me once or twice, but this was a friendly match between us and another team.  It’s sort of a secret, though,” he stated ruefully.


“The Hero Collective by any chance?,” I asked nonchalantly.


“Oh, no.  They aren’t too keen on us at the moment,” admitted Hazardman.  “The Knights have trained with them in the past, but right now there is a little bad blood between us.”


“Over what?,” I probed.


“Mainly the Doc Stewart thing, I take it.  I’m not entirely sure. They have also expressed dissatisfaction with the way we have handled some things of late (not that they are in any position to criticize if you ask me – Citizen Mercury didn’t exactly act like a boy scout when he took down Von Zoom), and seem to think that we can’t take care of ourselves.”


“Is it true?”


“Heck no!,” he stated emphatically, throwing his hands up again and knocking the tray from the hands of a passing waitress (I can see why he had so many childhood accidents).  After he helped her to clean this up and finished apologizing, I asked him to explain.


“Well, one of our guys called them in because he thought Phoenix went too far in snatching Doctor Stewart from the hospital.  By the time they showed up, however, we had pretty much crushed the last of the bad guys.”


“Well, didn’t the mastermind get away?”


“Well, yeah. But that was only because of the confusion over the whole fake Screaming Skull thing, and the Hero Collective was there and couldn’t stop the Master Planner either!  Bottom line is that over the course of the Injustice for All business,  we captured about nine or ten villains, and sent the Master Planner scurrying away in defeat with minimal help.  Does that sound incompetent to you?”


I had to admit that it did not, but went back to a point touched upon a little earlier.   “You say it was one of your own that called them in?  Is there cracks in the ranks?”


“Well, I wouldn’t go that far,” maintained the lanky superhero.  “We’ve been struggling a bit with the leadership issue since Crucible died, and there have been a few good spats, such as the one between Perseus and Phoenix after the hospital incident, but in general we are improving as a team.  People have got to understand that most of us have never been part of such a group before, and with Crucible gone, we are still trying to sort out who goes where.”


I had to ask.  “Will the Knights survive without Crucible to lead them?”


“Oh, absolutely,” replied Hazardman.  “Crucible set the standard that all we heroes aspire towards. Death is a very real risk, but it's one that we all have to be prepared to face when 

standing toe to toe with would-be world beaters and invading aliens. His memory lives on in the deeds of his fellow Knights.  We are certainly not going to give up over a few minor disagreements!”


“Is it true that you are building a base?,” I asked.


“Yup,” he replied , grinning broadly.  “The Knight’s Redoubt.  It’s very keen!  I can’t tell you where it is,” he hastened to add, “but with our dissociation with Crucible Inc. and the Millennium Tower offices, we needed a new base of operations.  Actually it goes back before that.  Crucible was pretty gung-ho on the idea, and started the work, but Phoenix has really picked it up and run with it in the last month.  We hope that it’ll be ready quite soon.”


We chatted on a little longer, with him demonstrating for me the Hazardman Theme Song (simply indescribable, let me say), and bemoaning the spontaneous-combustion tendencies of the first generation HazardDolls, before I asked him if had any last thing to add.


“Well, danger is where I live and it's a not a pretty neighborhood, but I can take a lot of damage – and have the moves to back it up!  Villains beware!"


Indeed.
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