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Superman II

Clark and Lois are walking alongside Niagara Falls when a boy almost 
topples in. Clark says, “Did you see that, Lois?!” but she finds the moment 
uninteresting, because it isn’t a news story. “Once you’ve seen Superman, 
everything else pales in comparison,” she tells Clark. Then the little boy 
falls for real. He does the slowest fall from the railing, as if in response 
to Lois not caring. In reality, this boy would be dead before Lois even 
shouts for help. Certainly before Superman emerges from behind the hot 
dog stand and flies to the rescue. But Superman’s greatest superpower 
is stretching out a moment. That is what I liked most about him when I 
first saw the movie. I was eleven, and the moment that stretched out for 
me is when Lois realizes Clark’s true identity. He trips on a pink bearskin 
rug in a Niagara Falls hotel room, and his hand goes into the firepit. But 
he doesn’t burn. I liked the idea that superpowers could be hidden, then 
revealed. That love could be hidden, then revealed. That it could turn out 
that someone was paying attention the way you were paying attention and 
attention could just rain down like Niagara Falls. I wasn’t particularly inter-
ested in what came after that moment of recognition. Christopher Reeve 
and Margot Kidder had such strange and beautiful faces. They were perfect 
for each other, clearly. I didn’t know which of them I wanted to be. I wanted 
to be the story. I wanted to be the flame. I wanted to fall and fall and land 
somewhere else entirely.




