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Chapter 7

(—he sun was just beginning to set over the city of
Cl Municiburg. A powerfully built, handsome blond

bachelor wearing a tuxedo maneuvered' his sporty little car
through the streets of the city, listening to the radio. He was on
his way to a very important appointment, when suddenly —

“We interrupt for an important bulletin!” The man
listened for details. A high-speed car chase between police and
gunmen was in progress on San Pablo Boulevard.

Without hesitation, the man punched a buiton on the dash.
The radio immediately converted into an electronic acriul®
map. The map’s sophisticated radar system locked on two red
dots speeding through the city. “Yeah, I’ve got time,” the man
decided, giving his watch a glance. He could still make his
appointment.

He hit another button, marked AUTODRIVE, and the car
began to drive itself. Then he typed MERGE PURSUIT into
the controls. The autodrive immediately began to plot a course
to intercept the trouble.
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Next, the seat backs of the car snapped down

flat. Two steel bands suddenly wrapped around

the man’s waist and slid over his body in opposing directions,

removing his clothes to reveal a slick' Super suit underneath.
He wore a dark mask over his eves.

The seat backs returned to an upright position. The man
in the driver’s seat was none other than Mr. Incredible. And he
was ready for action!

Mr. Incredible smiled as his vehicle converted into
the sleek futuristic Incredibile. As he hit the turbo” button,
afterburmers flamed and the car rocketed down the street.

Then something caught his eye.

A sweet gray-haired woman was frantically waving
at him and pointing at a tree. Mr. Incredible hit the brakes,
reverse retro-thrusters fired, and the Incredibile stopped on
a dime. A darkly tinted window slid down. “What is it,
ma’am?”

“My cat, Squeaker, won’t come down,” she cried.

Mr. Incredible glanced up at the wild-eyed Squeaker,
who was stubbornly gripping the tree, then at the screen on the
dash of the Incredibile. Red dots from the car chase were now
headed their way. A blazing car-to-car gun battle would rip
down this street within moments.

“I suggest you stand clear,” he said to the cat’s owner.
“There could be trouble.”

Suddenly, the squeal® of screeching tires could be heard.
The headlights of the cars were moving toward them fast. In
one sweeping motion, Mr. Incredible tore the enormous tree
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out of the ground and gently shook Squeaker into

his owner’s outstretched arms, Then he slammed
the tree onto the hood of the oncoming car, stopping the
criminals in their tracks.

As he carefully replanted the tree, Mr. Incredible accepted
the usual thanks from the police. “Just here to help,” he said,
giving each of them a nod. “Officers, ma’am . . . Squeaker.”
He was about to leave the scene when the radio began to
blare, “Tour bus robbery in the vicinity' of Howard and
Chase streets.”

Mr. Incredible looked at his watch again. I've still got
time, he thought, deciding to take the call. He jumped into the
Incredibile, but just before he pulled out, someone in the car
said, “Cool! Ready for takcoft=!"

Mr. Incredible turned to find a pudgy kid sitting in the
passenger seat of the Incredibile.

“Who are you?” Mr. Incredible asked.

“I’m Incrediboy!” the kid answered enthusiastically.

“What? No . . .,” Mr. Incredible said as he looked him
over. The redheaded kid was wearing a mask and a homemade
Super suit. Then Mr. Incredible recognized him.

“Buddy?” he asked.

Buddy, the president of the Mr. Incredible Fan Club,
answered with a frown, “My name is INCREDIBOY!”

“Look,” Mr. Incredible said, trying to be patient, “T’ve
stood for every photo, signed every scrap of paper, but this is
a bit much.”

But Buddy wasn’t listening. “You don’t have to worry

-6~
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about training me,” he answered quickly. “I
know all your moves — your crime-fighting style,
everything!” The volume of Buddy’s voice suddenly cranked
up to ten. “I"'m your number-one fan!” he yelled.
Suddenly, the door of the Incredibile whooshed open,
ejecting an angry Incrediboy onto the side of the road.
M. Incredible hit the afterburners' and peeled out.
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Chapter 2

g he bus robber was hiding on a rooftop, rooiing' through
a stolen purse. The crook never saw Mr. Incredible’s
shadow looming* over him.

“You can tell a lot about a woman by the contents of
her purse. But maybe that’s not what you had in mind,” Mr.
Incredible said. The crook pulled a gun and backed away from
the formidable hero. Whack! A punch seemed to come from
nowhere, dropping the thief.

But the punch hadn’t come from Mr. Incredible.

Mr. Incredible looked over his shoulder. Then he smiled.
A dazzling masked woman smiled back.

“Elastigirl,” he said knowingly.

“Mr. Incredible,” she replied as she stretched out an arm
to lift the thug to his feet.

“It’s all right,” he told her. “I’ve got him.”

“Sure you’'ve got him,” she said, snapping her arm back.
“I just took him out for you.”

The two heroes stepped back and playfully argued about

-10-
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who would take the bus robber in.
“We could share, you know,” she said,
stretching toward him with graceful ease.

“I work alone,” Mr. Incredible said coolly.

“Well,” Elastigir] said, !ooping' herself around him in one
fluid motion, “I think you need to be more . . . flexible.”

“You doing anything later?” Mr. Incredible asked, raising
an eyebrow,

“I have a previous engagement,” she whispered pointedly
as she stretched across the rooftops and disappeared.

Mr. Incredible watched in admiration as the beautiful
Super woman left. Then he turned his attention back to the bus
robber and handcuffed him.

The crack of gunfire filled the air as a black helicopter
armed to the teeth buzzed the rooftops, zooming away from
something — or someone,

Mr. Incredible looked up. “Frozone,” he said with a
smile.

Frozone swouped® down,traveling on sheets of ice he
threw from rooftop to rooftop. A fellow Super, Frozone could
create ice from the moisture in the air. Ice bolts shot from his
palm as he chased the fleeing helicopter.

Frozone noticed Mr. Incredible as he passed. “Shouldn’t
you be getting ready?” he shouted.

Mr. Incredible yelled back. “Hey . . . T"ve still got time!”

The sound of a woman’s scream caught Mr. Incredible’s
attention. He turned to see someone pointing to the top of a
giant skyscraper. A man on a ledge’ was about to jump. A

-12.
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crowd was quickly forming in the street.
The crowd gasped as the man stepped off the
ledge and tumbled' toward the pavement.

Mr. Incredible burst into action with a calculated jump
from the roof of a lower building. He tackled the jumper
in midair’ and sailed across the street, crashing through a
window. In a shower of glass, they landed in the empty lobby
of a bank.

“I think you broke something,” the jumper moancd’.

“With counseling, I think you’ll come to forgive me,”
Mr. Incredible told him. Then his crime sense kicked in.
Something was wrong.

He was taking a look around the bank when suddenly
there was a booming explosion. A huge safe door flew through
the air and landed on Mr. Incredible, pinning him to the
ground. Out of the smoke and rubble stepped Bomb Voyage,
a super villain from France. It seemed Mr. Incredible had
stumbled into a bank robbery in progress.

Mr. Incredible rolled the safe door aside. “Bomb
Voyage!” He stepped forward to stop the villain.

“Monsieur Incroyable,” replied the notorious thief.

“And Incrediboy!” said a voice from behind Mr.
Incredible,

“Incrediboy?”’ Bomb Voyage mocked.

Buddy was back. Flashing his homemade rocket boots, he
asked Mr. Incredible, “Aren’t you curious how I get around so fast?”

“Go home, Buddy,” Mr. Incredible told him.

“This is because I don’t have powers, isn’t it?” Buddy
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