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Chapter 1

 


Chapter One:
Unthinking and Unknowing, the realms of The
Question







The Before…






There are doors I haven't opened…

And windows I have yet to look through…

Going forward may not be the answer…

Maybe I should go back…





You can never go back. Victor Sage has learnt this. He lies in
Professor Rodor’s guest bedroom, his wound reset and cleaned. He
still feels drowsy, disjointed from the reality, and he doesn’t
much mind. He tries to raise his hand but his body won’t respond.
His head jerks up, his body shaking, his face going red at the fact
he can’t move his limbs. His body shaking more and more, sweat
starting to pour down his face, he grits his teeth, tries again,
and moves a finger, tears near streaming down his face. He lost
control. He lost control of the one thing he could always hold
onto. He collapses down on the bed, shaking.



You can never go back.



“You were drugged. Injected with a compound that made you highly
susceptible to suggestion. Sexual and… Otherwise.” Professor Rodor,
with his grey hair and stubble, shakes his head as he speaks. “You
were drugged. I know how that must make you feel.”



Vic looks up with red eyes, and then looks back down, sighing
slightly. “Like crap.”



Rodor laughs for a moment, and then looks at his young friend.
“Exactly. Heh. I’ll be downstairs if you need anything. You’re
still weak from your wounds opening, but if you rest for a while,
they’ll be fine.”



“No.” Vic closes his eyes and thinks for a moment, then looks up.
“No.”



Rodor looks up, confused. “No? What do you mean, ‘no’?”



Vic tries to stands, but stumbles onto the bed side table, his eyes
darkening. “Something’s gone wrong… Something bad has
happened…”



“What do you mean?”



“I don’t rightly know…” He shakes his head, confused at his own
words.



Rodor smiles slightly, uncomfortable with the conversation.
“Nothing’s happened Charles… Vic…”



A sound like water freezing and cracking fills Vic’s ears, and then
he feels something inside him snap. Something oozing it’s way out
of his being…



Snap.



Three times lucky.



Something is happening in the Hub, something deep into The
Question, something that deserves his attention, his meticulous
investigation, and his paranoid views on… Everything. Something new
emerges from Charles Szasz, a thing that hasn’t seen the light of
day for weeks, months, years and decades. New personalities
emerging as Vic’s mind fractures and falls into the depths of
schizophrenia.



A personality who sees in black and white. Right is right, A is A
and wrong will be punished. Someone alike to The Question in being,
but in spirit, changed and different to react to different
situations.



Another, one who sees in changing shapes and in a simple view of
life. Beware this one, for if this man emerges, there will be blood
and death because once unleashed, he shall never be banished into
the depths of Charles sanity.



Tick, tock, tick, tock…



Something is happening…



Vic remembers reading the documents that he stole from Steel Hand.
Schematics of a device in a language that didn’t make sense. It was
some kind of drill, but not in any design he knew of. A small pod
of sorts, with a drill tip that protruded… It was insane. It didn’t
make sense. What was Steel Hand planning?















Chapter 2

 


Chapter Two:
Betwixt her Getaway Sticks…







“Hrnn…”



“You sound constipated.”



He looks up and stares at the woman, who has a wry smile across her
lips. “Thanks N’omi. I value your opinion, genuinely I do…” He
looks down at the files and then back up, frowning. “But I’m not
constipated. I’m thinking. There’s a difference.”



Naomi laughs loudly, and then passes another folder to the
detective. “Autopsy report from the coroner. Some interesting
stuff. Metallic fragments in the chest wounds, large bruises, and
the only thing that Mitchell can think of that caused them is… An
anvil…” Miller looks up with a smile on his face.



“Oh wow. This is… You know what this might mean?”

Naomi looks down at the detective, and her eyes light up.



“What?”



“We’re looking for a guy with anvils for hands. Duh.” Miller
scratches his head and stubble covered chin, and then stands up.
“Want to get a drink?”



Naomi shrugs and places her hands on her tilted hips. “Why
not?”

 

 



Journal Entry. Subject: ‘The Question’… What kind of name is
that for a vigilante/ justice seeker/ masked hero? ‘The Question’…
Hmm. I’ve had experience with super powered heroes and villains,
the brightly clad ones that have monthly battles across the
rooftops, the ones who strike without warning and then hide out for
months on end, no clues to where they are, but this guy, ‘The
Question’… He strikes without warning… Well, if you think through
his motives, like I’ve spent many a night… He has motive, a method
to his immense madness…I know heroes. I know villains. They’re my
life, my calling. I’ve been doing this over half my life and I’ve
got my fair share of scars to show for it. I’ve taken leave of my
job for a couple of months, packed my equipment and gone
underground. Last my friends saw of me I was in Metropolis, helping
out with some kind of DEO incident that’s not for the eyes of the
grunts. I took my leave right then and there, handed in my notice
to the Director, and vanished off the face of the Earth… A trait
that this new character shares with me. Better get back to work so
I can track this bastard down. I know who you are. Play nice. End
entry.

 

 


“I’m glad you made it in such short time.” Steel
Hand smiles to the man in the shadows, and awaits an answer.



“A simple task in my present state.” The man talks in a metallic
drawl, his voice fuzzy and distorted. “I can be anywhere in
moments. All I need is a phone line and one of my empty shells that
are positioned in all the major countries of the world. I have
twenty five scattered across America for a start.”



“Wait… What?” The man steps out of the shadows, a patchwork of
human flesh and robotics, a black and red mask covering his
face.



“I’ve been alive since the cold war began, comrade. You don’t live
as long as I do in my profession without adapting.
Upgrading.”



Steel Hand smiles. “You’re not human anymore…”



KGBeast smiles beneath his mask and stands halfway between shadow
and light. “Are we ever? All we are, to my knowledge, are pieces of
information stored in living batteries. Little machines that walk
around and collate data until they expire.”



“Stop with the techno philosophy, KG. Do you know of the
target?”



KGBeast smiles, and raises his hand. “Of course. You know the
price. All up front. You know my reputation, you know I will
deliver.”



“Alright. Tell him Intergang sends their regards and then end him,
simple as that.”



“It will be done.”



“The money is already in your account. How’s that for quick
service?”



“Hmm.”



KGBeast turns around, and walks out of the small office, leaving
Steel Hand thinking. Was all this going to be over in the next few
hours? “Heh. Bubye Viccy.”

 

 



Journal Entry. I know the players who have entered the city.
KGBeast, ex KGB assassin with little or no human flesh on him
anymore. He was the best the Russians had to offer in the cold war
but Captain Marvel put a kibosh on those schemes. Back then, before
the new age of heroes, and between the Justice Society of America’s
retirement and the Challengers of the Unknown’s debut, there was a
secret cold war within a cold war, both sides developing super
soldiers to battle each other. The Russians developed Anatoli
Knyazev, turned him into an unstoppable assassin who could kill any
man given the right amount of preparation time before hand. His
first mission was to kill the President Kennedy, but let me make
this perfectly clear, this is all rumour and hear say, and I’m
gathering that only King Faraday knows for sure about all the
facts, but I collect facts like others collect stamps so I like to
think I’m in the know. Two people were at the side of Kennedy when
the attack took place, Captain Marvel and another, classified
figure, who has become a urban legend in America. I’m talking about
The Guardian, the guy with the gold shield and helmet. All rumours.
Captain Marvel punched Anatoli so hard he was flung back to Russia
with his tail between his legs, and from then on he was made to
retire, and they created a new ‘Beast. Anatoli was placed in the
black books and made his life as a mercenary, the KGB not wanting a
failure in their company, so they wiped every single file on his
existence clean. Anatoli Knyazev is dead to the world. But Hub City
is a place apart from the rest of the world, so this would seem to
be the place where he makes his return. Unfortunate for some. For
you. End entry.

 















Chapter 3

 


Chapter Three:
Countdown

 



“I have to go, Tot. I’m putting you in danger being here.” Vic is
dressed and putting his tie back on when Aristotle Rodor enters the
room. “I’m sorry for putting you in a position like this.” He
places his hat on his head and walks past the silent doctor, and
then turns when at the door, a dark look on his face. “I’ll call
you later, when this is all over.” Rodor stands at the stairs,
silent still.



“Charles. I don’t want you to get into any more dilemmas… Just…
Just keep out of trouble, right?”



“When have I deliberately gone out to look for trouble?” Vic
smiles, winks, and then leaves the house.



“Oh son, why do you leave me in these positions..?” He looks over
to his telephone and then frowns, walking back downstairs to get a
cup of tea. “Terrible, terrible positions…”



Every fibre of my being hurts, an unimaginable ache drifting
along my spine…Along my limbs and coursing through my body. I need
to think through my next move, think it through and leave no room
for error. I haven’t been doing this right, I haven’t let my
thoughts form coherently. I’ve been acting without thinking, doing
without proper guidance from my head. Madness. Need to be Vic Sage,
not Charles Szasz. The Question not the answer… Why is everything
so hard? Why does my head hurt so? Gah! Ignore it; get to the root
of the problem. And that’s back to Steel Hand…



Vic walks in the shadows, avoiding the bright light of the street
lamps that hang high above the side of the road. His head aches,
his temples throb and he doesn’t know where he’s going. The Ditko
Lounge could be an option, but is that an option for the crime boss
known as Steel Hand? To go back to a compromised location? Vic
doesn’t think so, so he walks, keeps walking until he reaches the
bay, and stands on the soft sand looking out on the ocean as the
waters slide up and down the beach. For all the corruption in the
city, for all the evil men and women that lurk the streets, this
place is a haven, a place where one can relax and catch your
breath.






So, so you think you can tell

Heaven from Hell,

Blue skies from pain.

Can you tell a green field

From a cold steel rail?

A smile from a veil?

Do you think you can tell?




Vic is hit squarely in the back by something as solid as rock, and
is flung into the salty water that recedes as he scrambles around
on the floor. He turns and looks up, and sees a man who’s not
entirely there… A mesh of flesh and robotics, his hand gone at the
elbow, and a massive gun there instead. What the hell is this,
science fiction? Vic scrambles up and runs at him, hits him in the
chest with his shoulder and simply bounces off, groaning in pain as
his shoulder stings with fire.



This guy is solid. And his skin is cold, blood not pumping through
his veins… He can see tubes wrap themselves around the man’s body,
digging into his arms and jutting out of his neck, a black oily
substance every now and then circulating through him with a
spitting noise.



“Who are you?”



“That is the question, Sage.” He points his gun arm at him and
fires at the journalist, but Vic leaps away, the sand turning to
glass at the intensity of the heat. “I am KGBeast Mark One.”



Vic’s eyes widen slightly.



“I have been contracted to kill you, a contract that I will be
collecting now.”



Vic’s eyes dart everywhere, trying to see some safe haven, some
place he can escape to, but he’s punched backwards on to the sand,
this ‘Beast moving faster than he looks. He feels his nose break at
the force of the blow, and warm blood stream down into his mouth.
He coughs slightly, and before he can get up, Anatoli steps on his
hand and wrist with massive metal feet, his quarry’s bones
fracturing and shooting through his skin. Vic stifles a scream and
watches as his attacker raises his other foot, and then seizes his
chance, knocking the Russian over when his weight is not balanced.
Vic wrenches his bloody hand out from under his attacker and
sprints towards the pier, where he hopes there is someone there to
help him.






Did they get you to trade

Your heroes for ghosts?

Hot ashes for trees?

Hot air for a cool breeze?

Cold comfort for change?

And did you exchange

A walk on part in a war,

For a lead role in a cage?

 

 


Sam and Naomi sit in the near empty bar and talk
about the case, bringing up different suspects and dismissing them
as the evidence sees fit. A man opposite to them sits in a corner
booth, files scattered everywhere, cups of coffee scattered among
the papers, his face in shadow and his large body leaning over his
work, and another sits near the toilets, many used cigarettes
extinguished in an ash tray. His face is obscured in shadow, the
light above him broken. Sam nods slowly..



“We have eye witnesses telling us that they saw Vic Sage leaving
the apartment in a hurry, but the witness was high at the time, so
we can’t exactly use that as hard evidence, even if it was him.
Stevens spoke to a kid who had ran out of his mom and dads
apartment when they were having an altercation, and he said that he
saw a man with a metal arm. You know who that means, don’t you?”
Naomi looks up at the man talking in front of her, and
smiles.



“You really think that Steel Hand is going to messy up his hands
with a whore?”



N’omi shakes her head. “He’d have his men do that for him.”



“Unless it was personal… Do you think what the crazy rags say are
true? That Steel Hand is really Danny O’Mac, Boss Moxie’s second
from the forties? I’ve heard whispers around the precinct that it
is, and I’ve heard on the street that he’s made a deal with the
devil to stay young and maintain his iron grip on the city. But
that…” Sam laughs loudly, finding the ridiculousness in his own
statement. “Heh, but that isn’t true, is it?”



“You might be wrong, detective.”



Sam and Naomi turn at the man speaking, and have to strain their
necks slightly to see all the way up his body. The guy is big, long
blonde hair covering his face down to his nose, and the rest tied
in a ponytail behind his hulking shoulders. He wears a black jacket
and jeans, and a Keystone Flash shirt beneath adorns his
chest.



“And who would YOU be to interrupt our conversation?”



Sam feels his hand slowly move down to his ankle, where his back up
is strapped. Naomi follows suit.



“Me? I’m a psychologist. A Rogue Psychologist to be more specific,
formerly of the Department of Extranormal Operations. And formerly
formerly of Keystone/Central Cities Rogue Profiling
Division.”



He puts out his hand, a smile forming along his lips.



“Travis Clevenger, pleased to meet you.”



Sam places both of his hands on the counter and shakes his head.
“And you’re here because?”



“I’m hunting someone. You might have heard of him. The
Question.”



Naomi looks up, and moves her hand through her dark hair, away from
her eye. “Why?”



“Why? Travis looks around the room. “I have my own reasons. And I
think he might have something to do with your case.”



“The Question? He… he’s never been proven to exist. An urban legend
of Hub City. A story to scare children to be good… In fact, the
last Question appearance…”



“Years. I know. Do you know why he hasn’t shown his face? Heh… Do
you know why he hasn’t been seen since?”



“No… And I don’t rightly know why we’re talking to you.”



“You’re intrigued by my words, so you’ll listen.” He looks at Naomi
and his smile vanishes as the words formed in his mouth pour out.
“I also can tell, by the way that you fawn over this officer like
no tomorrow, that you’ve had issues with father figures over the
years, and you… You hold yourself as if you’re actually a really,
honest to God straight cop, but I think we both know otherwise.
Steel Hand, through one of his lieutenants, has had you in his
pocket at one time during your career. I’m assuming he got to you
early…”



Sam and Naomi look at him with wide eyes. Sam is speechless; Naomi
looks down at her coffee and scratches her chin, denying the
truth.



“You’ll listen to me, won’t you?”



Sam looks at Naomi, and Naomi doesn’t look up from her drink.



“Si’down and tell your piece. Then we’ll decide if it’s
worthwhile.”



“Holster your gun then, detective. I could always tell the distinct
sound of someone pulling up their back up, and I’ll have you know…
You better hit me good if you pull it, because your 9mm doesn’t
have the stopping power to take me down unless you hit me
square.”



Sam looks at him with wide eyes, and holsters his weapon, believing
that this mass of muscle means business.



“Good. Let’s talk.”

 

 



“Hkt!” Vic is blasted forward, hitting the metal railing that leads
up to the pier.



Think think think think THINK!



He looks up at the wooden pier and smiles to himself, sucking it in
and sprinting up the steps, away from the deceivingly fast
assassin. The machine man mocks him in a metallic drawl, his gun
arm firing off blasts one after the other, white-hot heat searing
at Vic’s heels.



“You can’t escape this inevitable.” Vic spins around and dives into
a rocky outcrop, and KGBeast fires off another salvo, dissolving
the stone and hitting Vic in his shoulder, a chunk of flesh searing
off. He holds in the scream and looks over his good shoulder, then
sprints into the large wooden theatre atop the pier, a place where
all the old greats used to perform, but yet has seen better days…
and then is blasted into the stage by another blast from the
Russians appendage. The muzzle of the gun shifts and a rail of
ammunition pops out of the bottom of it, and he releases a barrage
of bullets that scatter above Vic’s head, plaster falling atop him.
A stream of bullets hit his coat, tearing through the fabric, and
one shoots through his wrist, blood spraying back against the
wall.






How I wish, how I wish you were here.

We're just two lost souls

Swimming in a fish bowl,

Year after year,

Running over the same old ground.

What have we found?

The same old fears.

Wish you were here.

 

 



Why can’t he get that song out of his head? Pain over takes his
mind, and he slides down the wall, dragging himself towards KGBeast
for one final confrontation.



There’s no point in trying…



To…



Escape…



Is this the end?



Gun shots. I stumble back, a bloody taste in my mouth, and grab for
whatever’s closest, which seems to be nothing… I fall to the
ground, and hit the wooden floor with a thud. I drift into
darkness, the sound of the waves crashing against the rocks below
the pier filling my ears. My head aches, and I can feel blood
pouring across my eyes.



Is this the end?



“Victor!” The man. The assassin. His gun arm drawn, aimed at my
head, me, powerless, weak. “We grow tired of your attention. So my
employers, they hire me, yes?”



I hear him cock the weapon with a thought. His mechanical implants
buzzing and whirring. A laser sight from his eye drifts over my
face, and he smiles.



“So goodbye from my friends… My employers… Goodbye from Intergang!”
I cough up more blood, and look over at my assassin. He smiles and
I hear the whirring of cogs in his head.



“Bastard… Aren’t you g-going to let m-me have my l-last
w-words?”



“Hhh. Go on then.”



He moves the gun away from my head. I breathe a sigh of relief but
find myself choking on my own blood.



“C-come closer.”



He does so, trusting in the fact that he’s already broken both my
wrists. He leans over me, my bloody lips whispering to him.



“You… do realise that this disused pier is condemned? Do you think
it not a stupid coincidence that I lured you here for our
confrontation?” I smile. The wooden panels creak loudly. “Do you
not hear that noise?”



His dark grin turns to a look of fear. The first manifestation of
fear I have seen on his scarred face. I reach to my belt with
broken fingers, and fumble with a button on my buckle. Green gas
shoots up, surprising him, causing him to jump up and then down
again, causing the rotten wood to shatter completely, sending us
both down into the rocks and water below. He screams from the soul,
his cybernetic implants going into overdrive, and crunching as he
connects with the rocks below.



I’m luckier, if you could call it that. As I plunge into the
depths, and as my breath rushes out of me, I smile. I’m
ended.

 

 



Memories, thoughts, events, they all flood back to Vic Sage. Things
that have never occurred to him before. All the wrong choices he’s
made, all the wrong turnings. His brain slowly shuts down on him.
And something awakens. A personality that emerged mere hours
ago.



A burst of horrible information — creating an eruption of
nightmares. Information as weapon: a holocaust of bad
dreams.



Can’t die. Can’t die, the truth must come out! My face… Need my
face, WAKE UP! WAKE UP!



Vic feels his arm twitch, but doesn’t acknowledge it.



You will move because I’m telling you to!



He feels the sting of someone slapping him and jerks up, slowly
lifting himself out of the murky waters.



Good. Good. You’ve done what you have to do. Leave the rest to
me.



Vic feels his consciousness fade to black, and he lets his body
take orders from a new voice…



Rorschach.



“At midnight all the agents

And the superhuman crew

Go out and round up everyone

That knows more than they do.”

 

 










Chapter 4

 


Chapter Four:
Guilt





“The Question is unstable. He has no drive to do what he does,
unlike what the information I’ve gathered on other heroes suggests
for them. Batman has… His motives… He lost someone close…I’m
thinking it was a childhood trauma, paralleled with an event that
scarred his psyche… The Flash feels an obligation to his powers and
his heritage… Wonder Woman, well… I don’t want to bore you. Anyway,
The Question has no real reason to do what he does. No obligation
to a legacy, no death in his family that I can discern… But
insanity. He’s insane! He searches for answers to questions he
doesn’t even know…” Travis shakes his head. “His mind has snapped
before, and that what drove him to this crusade for answers. He
needs this to function, and without his quest, he’d probably become
catatonic. We need to bring him down before his psyche fractures
anymore, because I don’t know how long it will be before a
malevolent personality forms and escapes the confines of his
subconscious.”



Sam shakes his head slightly. “But he’s not… Now, I’m not saying
that I agree with you, but he’s not shown himself for so long, what
makes you think he’s a threat to the populace?”



“I was reviewing my old files from the past decade. I’ve worked all
over the country, moving wherever I feel there is a challenge, and
I’ve been to this city before. I worked freelance for a
broadcasting company… And in hindsight… I know who The Question is,
and I also know why he hasn’t been seen for the past four
years.”



Naomi looks up from her drink, confused. “What? Who?”

 

 


He awakens from a bad dream, Rodor looking down
on him. “Tot… I… Why does everything hurt? How did I get
here?”



“Because your arm is broken and you… You’ve been badly hurt,
Charles. Lay still.”



“Something bad happened… I was attacked… I drowned… It was…”



“Nothing. It was nothing. A dream. Relax.”



Vic lurches up, and tries to get out of bed. “I can’t- I can’t! Too
many things to do!”



Rodor shakes his head and stabs Vic in the arm with a syringe.
“Wha-?!”



“I’m so sorry…” He holds Vic down as he seizes up, trying to move
away from his old friend turned attacker.



“You- You caaan’t…” Rodor shakes his head.



“I have to…”



“Noooouuuh…”



“Sleep.”



He hears rustling in his frenzied sleep. He’s trapped in his
body, something he can’t ever abide, and no one realizes that this
doesn’t work on him! He’s totally aware, trapped in the worst
prison known to man! He never told anyone, showed weakness, but…
Why? Why was he paranoid? Why did Tot do this? Why, why, why? Why
must he search for the questions when the answers are truly the
thing that allude him?



He remembers something in his frenzied torture. He screams but no
one hears. He remembers what it was like to be betrayed by someone
he trusted. Someone put everything he held dear in danger, and no
one would help him. Only two old friends would stand beside him,
and one… One left the world to find a better place. And the
whiteness… Is this just a dream? A misremembrance? Something
implied but never followed through…?



Help?



He dreams of birds in the ocean and fish in the sky. Music plays in
the background, a weird mesh of techno punk and Brit pop. Question
marks arise from everywhere but the wet birds and the dry fish.
Three men and a child confront him in the dream, each wearing a
mask of some sort. The boy wearing the façade of childhood
innocence.



He addresses them.



“Rex. Charles. Walter. Charlie.” The four of them nod at Vic. “What
do you want now?”



Rex nods. “To address what is right and what is wrong.”



Charles pleads. “To be released.”



Walter mumbles. “To spread the truth.”



Charlie smiles. “To be me.”



“But if I let one of you… What will become of me?”



“You’ll join us where you belong.” Charles and Charlie walk to one
side, and Rex and Walter to another. “Back to the subconscious you
were born from.”



“What? What does that mean? I’m real, real as anything!”



“As real as us? I’m you’re objectionist point of view.” Rex smiles.
“Because A is A and right is right. No doubt about it.”



Walter looks up from his spot and grimaces. “I’m your violence. You
suffered abuse at the hands of your guardians in the church. It
scarred you more so than you thought. I was the product.”



Vic clenches his fists and shakes his head. “WHAT AM I THEN?”



Walter and Rex speak as one, a chilling statement leaving their
lips. “You, Vic Sage? You are escapism.”



Vic feels his hand shaking. “I can’t… What? It doesn’t… Why have
I…”



“Because everyone needs a place to escape to…”

 

 


“This is insane, I have no idea why I’m sitting
here listening to this crap. I mean come on, Vic Sage is The
Question? Why the hell would you tell us? Why the… This is bull.
Total bull.” Travis smiles as Sam finishes.



“You’re still sitting here because I’ve so totally intrigued you.
Because you believe me in the ever so slightest.”



He leans back and stretches. “Because I’m Purdy. I don’t know. But
you’re here.”



Naomi looks up and then shakes her head, resuming drinking her now
cold coffee.



“I think you’re talking rubbish, Clevenger.” She looks up, an angry
look in her eye. “You’ve not said why you’re really here. You claim
to know his identity, but then you come out with some crap like
that, I mean come on! Get a clue; you’ve got no idea!"



Travis frowns. “I’ve shown you the evidence, and I’m telling you
this because I know that there is a Vic Sage connection to your
murder case.”



“Bull. You have an ulterior motive.”



Travis smiles slightly and Naomi notices the scar running
horizontally along his nose. “How the hell did you get that?”



Travis immediately smiles to hide his insecurity. “When you work
with Meta psychos, things like this happen.”



He moves his finger along the scar. “And when the security guards
don’t properly search folks like The Joker for shivs and other
bladed weapons before they go into interviews… This was meant to be
a smile, you know what I’m saying?”



Naomi gasps slightly.



“You worked at Arkham?”



“Hell yeah, I did. But when they get some foreign brain box in, I
decided to leave. He was trouble and I had had enough of getting
attacked by inmates.” Travis smiled. “So I accepted a job that a
very important man offered me a while back. But like I said, I read
the files. I realised my error in my first interviews.” He clenches
his fist. “I aim to rectify that and get the man the help he
deserves.”



Sam nods slowly and then looks over to Naomi. “I think we should
resume this conversation at my office.”



Travis looks at the man from the corner of his eye and nods.



“Of course.”

 

 



“Where the hell is KGBeast? He was supposed to get back to me by
now…” Steel Hand clenches his fist and grits his teeth. “He
couldn’t have failed though, that would just be ridiculous. Because
he’s a trained assassin. Yeah. He couldn’t have failed. Nah…
Heh.”



Steel Hand paces the room. “It’s not like ol’ TQ has superpowers
anyway. He just has no face. Heh. Ha!” He bursts out laughing, and
then looks up. “But then again…” His face drains of colour. “It
would be improbable…” He slams his fist into his desk, and pieces
of wood flies everywhere.



“HE FAILED! I KNEW THIS WOULD HAPPEN!” He throws his computer at
the wall in a rage. “He knows everything! He read the
documents…”



He frantically leaves the office, and enters the dark chamber
opposite. A massive screen is attached to the wall, and it buzzes
to life as he enters the room. A face appears on the large monitor,
cloaked in shadows, a croaky, shaky voice.



“What is it?”



“The Question, he knows of our plans!”



“‘Our’ plans?” The man snarls his worlds, at the impudence of Steel
Hands statement.



“Your plans, sorry, sorry… But he knows!”



“Foolish man. I shall have to organise this now. I shall sort the
mess you have gotten yourself in to.”



Steel Hand smiles broadly and scratches his back. “I would be very
grateful.”



“Hrn.” The screen goes blank and Steel Hand stands in
darkness.



“Well that was easier than expected.”

 

 



Travis steps out of the small bar, the two officers behind
him.



“Where to then?” Sam looks around and motions to the alley.



“There’s a taxi queue through there. It’ll be faster.”



Travis nods. “Sure.”



Click.



BANG!



BANG!



BANG!



Bullets fly through the air, hitting the Rogue psychologist in the
back, and he falls to the floor, blood exploding from the wounds.
Sam looks around and holsters his weapon, picking up the bullet
casings and placing them in his pocket. Naomi picks up the folder
that their victim was holding and wipes off the blood with a
napkin, then looks over to Sam, smiling. He leans over to her and
they kiss, not noticing the hulking form of Clevenger slowly rise
from the floor.



“I said…” They turn at the words, eyes wide. “You better…” Sam
struggles to take out his weapon as Clevenger begins to rise. “Hit
me…” Naomi pulls her piece and fires at him, four rounds in the
chest, and he flies back once more, rolling along the floor.



She smiles and blows the smoke away from her weapon. “No last words
for you, bitch.” Sam sighs slightly at her sudden outburst, and
then turns away, uncomfortable.



“What now?” Naomi smiles.



“Put on these.” She throws latex gloves at Sam, and then puts on a
pair of her own. “Go through his pockets. Make it look like a
robbery gone wrong. We can report it in a couple of minutes. Reload
your weapon. Quickly now, put his wallet in…” Travis grabs her arm
and shoves her gun into her chest, her instinct to fire off her
weapon being a wrong decision, shooting through her stomach and the
bullets whizzing straight through her body. She makes a quite
moaning noise, and falls down, blood trickling from her mouth. “HIT
ME SQUARE! I SAID HIT ME SQUARE!” He punches Sam into a wall, the
officer’s nose breaking on impact, and then he proceeds to break
his ribs with a punch to the chest. “Idiot!” He grabs his head and
smashes it into a wall, splinters of bone floating into his brain,
and at last, Sam is dead, blood pouring from his ears and the many
open wounds on his face.



Travis looks around at his own blood and looks around frantically.
He let his anger get ahead of him! Mistake! He holds his chest and
shakes his head, the sting of the bullets making him slightly light
headed. Hell. Well. Nothing else to do really is there? He picks up
Naomi’s gun and places it behind his back, in his belt, and walks
away to his apartment. His blood isn’t on the data base because of
his ties to the DEO, and he can simply vanish into the night. Damn
shame. Nice people… But too ambitious. Don’t they know what they
call him? What they call him behind his back, the name they don’t
he knows? Bloodhound. They call him the Bloodhound.



“You do this all the time, you know King’ll get a clue, don’t
you?”



“Bill, are you following me again?” A slim man steps out of the
shadows, and lights up a cigarette. “Because you know I don’t
appreciate it…”



“I do it to rile you up, pardner. I saw what happened… They jumped
you. Why do you drive people so stark raving that they jump
you?”



“It’s an effect I have on people.”



“One of these days, I will report you… You realise it, you
know?”



Travis feigns shock. “Me? Report me?” He waves him down. “You
wouldn’t.”



Bill Nodell takes a long drag on his cigarette and looks at him,
smiling. “You’re right. You’ve got too much on me. Now fill me
in.”










Chapter 5

 


Chapter Five: A
Death In The Family





There are other places a heartbeat away from this universe,
where light and darkness have battled, where one side has won and
the other has been banished, and in one such place, a man talks to
a comrade, a tall man, smile plastered on his face. “You understand
it now?”



“Yes, yes, an easy enough task. It shall be done before the day’s
end, and I shall have pleasured myself with a bit of
violence.”



The hunched man licks his lips and smiles. “I wish I could
help.”



“Well you can’t. Go continue your experiments.” The tall man walks
away laughing, and the other giggles where he stands, then
continues back into his torture chamber. “I have a specific idea of
what I want to use! Someone I’ve been working on for a while now…
And what a time to test him out, eh?”

 

 


Vic awakens to himself and shakes his head. His
wounds are set, his broken bones in casts. He can’t do anything
like this. He remembers what Tot did to him, drugged him, but
things elude him. How did he get back here? How did get out of the
water? Those voices he heard in his sleep… Were they real? Or was
it a dream?



“You were delusional. Soaking wet, loosing a lot of blood and doing
nothing to help your wounds heal. I had to stick you back together,
and I’ve always told you that is not a job I enjoy.” Tot shrugs his
shoulders.



“I’ve… You never knew what it’s like for me… to lose control… And
yet… I should have told you…”



“Told me what?”



“I forgive you.”



Rodor frowns, a bead of sweat sliding down his brow. “What?”



There are shouts downstairs, rumbles as men and women in body
armour burst through the door and hurry up the stairs. Rodor
stumbles out of the room as a large man pushes him out of the way,
then raises his gun to the injured vigilante. “Victor Sage, we have
a warrant for your arrest… ” Vic smiles slightly.



“I know, I know… I’m ready. Let me just get my belt.”



The man watches as Vic stands up and slowly moves his hand over the
belt on the table next to his bed. “I’m sorry, Tot.”



Rodor stands silent behind the police, confused at what Vic is
doing. “I’m the one who…”



“I’m sorry for this.” Vic presses the button on his belt and the
entire room erupts in green gas. The police shoot in Vic’s general
direction, bullets tearing through the smoke and hitting whatever
is in their wake. Rodor screams for them to stop, but the drilling
noise of their guns drown him out, until the smoke clears, the guns
are silent, and blood is spilled everywhere… Old blood, not fresh…
Blood from before, when Vic’s wounds opened… Because… Vic is gone.
Vanished. The window opened, the curtains waving in the wind, the
smoke being dragged out by the strong breeze.



“We must have hit him… We must have! We had him cornered…” The man
turns to Rodor, and grabs his shoulder. “Why didn’t you warn us,
old man? Dammit!”



Rodor smiles slightly. “That is the question, isn’t it?”

 

 



Vic scrambles down the street, hiding in the shadows, trying to
figure out what to do. What happened to him, those lost hours of
his life? He clenches his fist and speeds up, thinking through
circumstances and events and how they’ll affect the outcome of his
situation. He could be found. He could be arrested. Do they know?
Do they know about his other name? Argh, why is everything so hard?
He needs to go underground… he needs to find somewhere to heal… But
where? Who can he trust? Who would take in a broken and shattered
person..? A light snaps on in Vic’s head, and he knows the truth.
Only a couple of hours away… Gotham.

 

 


Later…
 Professor
Aristotle Rodor sits in an interrogation room at the HCPD
headquarters, and awaits an interview. There is one window in the
small room, bars over the panes of (probably) reinforced glass, and
one small security camera in the corner, more than likely beaming a
direct feed of the room into a room nearby. Rodor smiles slightly,
glad that Charles remembered the other button on his belt. The full
release. The door to his side opens and a man eating a large donut
enters, smiling.



“You called us in because you thought that Mr Victor Sage was
murderous? Because he was having blocks of memory missing? You
somehow think…”



“I somehow know that something has happened that concerns… Victor…
And the law.” Rodor looks up and shrugs.



“Like what?” The detective scribbles something down and nods to
himself.



“He came home, badly beaten but stitched up professionally, and he
was weak… I just…”



The officer puts up his hand to make Rodor stop talking. “Holy
Mary, Joseph and Jesus on a motorcycle… ”



“What is it?”



Gunshots echo into the room and Rodor ducks beneath the table.
“Stay down there!” The detective runs out of the room and locks the
door, his gun out and cocked. More gun shots echo out and then
silence, footsteps slowly become louder and louder, until the door
handle is slowly turned, and wrenched out of the hinges. Aristotle
gasps and looks up and sees Vic, his mask on, hands bloody.



“Charles!”



“No. Be-” Gun shots erupt from behind the faceless man and he
lurches forward.

 

 



The car ride is painful. Every time he moves his hands on the
steering wheel, pain rushes up his nerves and hit him squarely in
the head, and he’s barely able to keep in a straight line. Every
brain cell throbs, and he finds his thoughts wandering back to that
dream… Is he just an escape? Is Vic Sage a fake like the others?
Nah, leave it, leave the memory alone, it’ll be easy, just
concentrate on the road.

 

 


Two men wrestle with the masked vigilante, a
large man, made entirely of muscle and strength, and a smaller one
who immediately disarms the attacker with a swift kick to the
shoulder, with such force that there’s a large crack as the limb
falls limply to his side.



“Take him Travis!” Clevenger picks up the man and slams him to the
ground, where Nodell pulls his side arm and steadily aims it at the
attacker’s skull.



“Stay down, idiot!”



The man on the floor lies still, and Clevenger looks up to his
partner. “This is why I have an apartment opposite the
station!”



Clev is about to smile when he is suddenly thrown into the ceiling
as the super powered man jerks up, and then punches him in the jaw
so hard he hits the iron bars and reinforced glass and flies
straight down into the street below and crashes into a parked car.
Nodell fires off three rounds into the mans head and is amazed that
the faceless man just grabs the gun, crushes it and punches him
into the wall opposite, knocking him out instantly.



“Y-You’re not Charles!”



“You’re right.” The faceless man turns to Rodor, who shakes his
head in disbelief.



“HRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAGH!”

 

 



Why have I got a red wet feeling in my gut? Something’s
happening in Hub City. I could always feel it when there were bad
goings on. But this… It feels like something in my chest is trying
to claw its way out, twisting and churning in my belly, a feeling
I’ve not had since I was a kid… Something’s happening and I can’t
deal with it because I’m not there and if I turn around right now
I’m dead… Rock, Hard place, fire and saucepan…

 

 


Later still…
 Travis
Clevenger wakes up in a stiff hospital bed next to a wheezing old
man with a hole in his throat to his right, his untouched dinner in
front of him, and a sickly old woman to his left complaining for
more lime green jello. His back aches in a thousand places as he
leans over to check to see if he still has his gun with him. He
feels flesh where his gun should be and lets out an exhausted grunt
and falls back into his rocky mattress.



“Looking for this?” he hears a familiar voice ask, “ They took mine
too and I told them it was a felony and they could be killed for
that kind of offence. Figured I might as well get yours too.”



Bill Nodell, Clevenger’s shorter, darker haired partner walks in
with a smirk on his face and a cigarette in his mouth. “Nice
dress.” Nodell carefully takes a seat next to his fallen partner,
and scratches his neck uncomfortably.



Travis rolls his eyes and shakes his head. “You shouldn’t say stuff
like that Bill, people are gonna start to talk.”



“Oh really?” Nodell smirks again, and looks around, taking the
juice off of the elderly man’s tray, and opening it with a flick of
his thumb. “Next thing you know they are going to be making fires
and really nice monoliths, all that stuff.”



“Cute,” Clevenger snatches the juice away and replaces it in front
of the man, who slowly picks it up and starts drinking. “What are
you doing here? Normally when I’m in hospital you continue with the
mission regardless. You’re a bitch like that.”



Nodell smiles slightly.



“Had to let you know I am going out of town, Gotta’ head to Gotham
for a few days.”



“What’s in Gotham?”



Nodell goes silent and looks around the room, darting his eyes back
and forth and whispers, “Batman… and strippers…”



Clevenger lets out a snort and clenches his ribs in mid laugh as he
winces in pain. Nodell chuckles and puts out his ashes on the
bedside table of the old man.



“Alright, alright, really I have to go because I have a hair
appointment.” He explains as he combs his fingers through his
shaggy hair and tiny white particles begin to fill the air. “I have
needed a cut for the longest damn time.”



“YOU need a hair cut?” Clevenger asks in disbelief as his partner
commences to pick the dandruff from his scalp.



“Yeah, we can’t all run around like we are roadies for Motley
Crue.”



“So let me get this straight,” Clevenger begins with leaning up on
his pillow to get a good look at his partner, “You are driving all
the way to Gotham City, miles and miles out of your way to get a
haircut, while I am stuck here in between Ma and Pa Kettle?”



”See, I knew you would understand, that is why I like you
Clev.”



“Oh, and here I though it was because you had a thing for my
wife.”



“You’re married?” Nodell asks with a grin as he takes a long drag
of his cigarette.



“To this lovely young lady right here,” Clevenger says gesturing to
the woman still rambling for lime green jello, “Eloped last
night.”



Nodell chuckles as he checks his watch and gets up putting out his
cigarette on the table, “Hey Bill, you know smoking is not allowed
in like… any hospitals right?”



”Yeah, its not a problem, once I took my gun back the staff was
very open to modifying the rules and regulations.” Clevenger begins
to laugh and winces in pain once more.



“Hope you have a good time getting your haircut.” Clevenger says
holding out his hand towards his partner.



“Nah, the lady's a damn butcher. I will come back later on.
Meanwhile, get some sleep, looking like that might get you fired
from your roadie gig.”



Nodell leaves the room and shakes his head, jumping into his car
and turning the engine on. on the passenger seat lie Clevenger’s
files, and an upturned, recently read page rests on top of the
pile.



“For a long while, I’ve been researching past sightings of The
Question, his appearances normally occurring in Hub City,
obviously, or one other place, some what like the Hub in spirit.
Gotham City, home of the Batman, and maybe The Question’s only
‘super’ friend. If I was in trouble and I was Vic Sage… I’d head
straight there. Because these two characters seem to have a lot in
common.”



He remembers reading the notes written by Travis when he first
broken into his apartment, and it always stuck with him. So this
only means one thing. He needs to get to Gotham. “…For a haircut…”
Nodell slams his foot down on the accelerator and speeds out of the
city.

 

 



The screen flickers on, and a hooded man appears, his features
hidden in shadow and darkness. “Steel Hand, what is it now?”



His voice is dry, rough, and he expects obedience. Steel hand
abides. “Sir.”



“What is it, human?”



“I need to know what is happening!”



“We are handling it. In fact, past tense, we have handled it. I
have contacted another one of the Master’s underlings. He has done
what had to be done.”



“Oh God, I hope he doesn’t make a mistake… It seems to be a popular
trend these past few nights…”



The purple robed man spits a reply. “We do not make mistakes Steel
Hand.”



Steel Hand feels the blood drain from his face, and his anger
overcomes in, so he sticks out his good hand and points at the
camera. “You removed my hand! You said it was a clerical error on
your part!”



“And now you have a bright shiny one. You should relax, or his
wrath will be upon you.” Steel Hand looks down at his fist and
flexes it, nodding, his anger leaving him.



“You are right, of course…what would you have me to do?”



“Wait in readiness for the next move.”

 










Chapter 6

 


Chapter Six:
Road Trippin’





The lights blink in and out on the highway, rain pattering down
on the windscreen, visibility at a minimum, the illuminated
directions on the side of the road the only things keeping me going
because I know I’ve got to get there. Bruce will know what to do.
He always does. Always has a plan… Gotham. Head to Gotham. Team up.
Happy times… A golden age. Things that are missing from the grand
scheme of things nowadays. Now it’s all about dark, gritty, evil
men and women, as opposed to the colourfully clad loons from the
past. These people… Their masks aren’t removable anymore. You can’t
walk away from it… It’s always there, always on, never ending,
never stopping…



Unthinking, unknowing… These are the realms of The Question.



My broken fingers fumble the knob on the radio, trying to create
some noise to drown out the silence that causes me to think about…
Everything. I can’t live like this… I’m falling apart. My whole
world crashing in around me and I need help…



But whom can I go to? Who would help me now?



Bruce. He knows what its like. He knows what I suffer from, we’ve
spoken but it was years ago since I last shared words… Why, why,
WHY is it so hard?



Why can’t it be like the good old days?

 



Raindrops keep falling on my head

And just like the guy whose feet are too big for his bed

Nothin' seems to fit

Those raindrops are #





“SHUT UP!!” I punch the radio, and I wince as my wrist stings with
sharp pain. I’m not together. I’m in shards and if I don’t pull
myself together I won’t ever be fixed… And there are some stupid
songs you don’t want to hear when you feel like this… Bloody Burt
Bacharach…



I shake my head; rub my eye with my bad hand, keeping my semi-good
hand on the wheel. I squint as a car attempts to over take me, and
as the driver turns to me his eyes widen. Who the hell? He slows
and returns behind me. Think nothing of it. You’re too paranoid,
Vic, you’re too paranoid. Not everyone is your enemy, remember
that. He must have misjudged the overtake. He who hesitates loses I
guess.



I look through the wet windshield and see another sign, saying I’m
only a couple of miles from Gotham. Good. I’m getting closer. I
smile to myself, and remember my pain, something that takes the
expression out from under me. I’m about to wallow in self-pity once
more when a bright light fills my car, and then it happens. I lurch
forward as the car behind me pushes the back of my own, and I
struggle to keep the vehicle on the road, the wet surface playing
havoc with my wheels. I look back, try to see who is doing this to
me, but the lights blind me, and I’m rammed again, causing me to
lose control, the car swinging into the ditch at the side of the
road.



Steel Hand. It’s Steel Hand. I know it.



He’s coming for me, because I know too much. I shake off my nausea,
open my door and stumble out of the car, and try and see who is in
the car that has stopped at the top of the road. He doesn’t turn
off the lights, he just stands there, hand on car, waiting. Can’t
give in now, got to keep moving. I slide over the bonnet of the car
and head into the woods to my right, and then keep
running.

 

 


Bill Nodell smiles. He turns off the lights on
his car and holsters his weapon, then gives flight, following Vic
Sage into the woods. This creep may be Clev’s pet project, but he…
Or someone who was his exact double… But he hurt him, and Nodell
doesn’t like being hurt. So using his gun was out of the question,
but that doesn’t stop him using his fists!















Chapter 7

 


Chapter Seven:
Crisis of Faith





The twigs and branches snap back into me, whipping the skin on
my face, causing me to cringe with pain as blood leaves my lips.
I’m hurting bad, and something… Someone… Is trying to claw its way
out of my head. I can feel it again. Those same people who
confronted me in my dream. The same people who claimed that I
wasn’t real, just another personality fragmented from the original.
And ever since then, it’s been hard to think, hard to think through
my actions. Tot betrayed me, but I don’t hold it against him. He
was trying to do the best he could for me, but if I was cornered, I
had to fight. Had to escape.



Oh lord.



I fall into a wet muddy puddle, a crack emanating from my ribs, and
I near scream in agony. The voices in my head get louder, screaming
at me to stop running, to give into the inevitable, but then I
realise something I didn’t ever want to.



They’re right.



Everything they said, everything they revealed to me. They’re
right. I’m not real. I’m just… A piece of a person that splintered
off into something new. Like a starfish… I was cut and I grew back.
As something new.



I’m not obsessed with finding the facts. Nor do I want to find the
answers… The questions elude me because I don’t care if I find them
or not.



Everything that has happened to me these past years… All I’ve ever
wanted to do was escape.



Stop…



Stop…



STOP THINKING! KEEP RUNNING! THOSE ARE THE REALMS OF THE
QUESTION!



I hear the footsteps get louder behind me. I spit blood and mud out
of my mouth, then struggle to get up, when I’m smashed into the
ground as someone leaps onto my back, tackling me to the floor,
skidding us across the muddy forest floor.



I see my attacker. Beard on his face, straggly hair, and his fists
like lightning, hitting me everywhere, taking advantage of my every
injury. He reads my body language, knows my every move before I
even act upon it. I slam my head forward, causing him to stagger
back, to fall off me, and I leap up, grab a fallen branch from the
wet muddy floor and slam it onto his back, causing him to gasp in
pain. I throw it at him, and grab my side, my eye already swelling,
my mouth bloody and the pain growing every moment I breathe. I run.
Escape. I head to the west, scrambling through undergrowth and wet
patches, sinking into the marshy land as I go, and as I slowly turn
to see where the man who attacked me is—



He’s gone.



No! He dives onto me, gouging at my eyes with his fingers, causing
me to scream in agony as the pain overtakes me. I slam my good
elbow up into his face and he dodges it, bringing his fist down
onto it and causing it to suddenly go numb. He hits my side and
takes advantage of my broken ribs, digging the bones into my lungs
and causing the air to rush out from inside me. I twitch in agony
as the rain pours onto my exposed face, and I shake my head, not
knowing why this man hates me so.



I strike out again, this time with my numb arm, flopping it in his
face and causing him to be distracted, then kick upwards, sending
him falling over me, arms flailing in surprise by my attack. I get
up again but stumble down, my knees not able to hold my battered
body up. I drag myself towards an old tree and pull myself up, grab
another branch that has rotted off the main trunk and push myself
over to my attacker, who looks up in surprise as I swing the branch
up, and then takes my legs out from under me, sending me earthwards
with another crunch.



What’s the point in fighting back? I hear his screams but ignore
them, and slowly, I give in to the fact that everything I’ve known,
everything I’ve done for the last twenty or so years… was a lie.
Everything. My life, my loves, my hates, my mistakes… They weren’t
mine to make. Someone else would have made the right choice in the
right places and the wrong decisions at the wrong time. Charles
Szasz. He would have lived this life just fine. I was… An anomaly,
and as I drift back into the recesses of what I thought was my own
mind… I smile, and then that smile is wiped off my face as another
fist knocks me out cold.

 

 


“Don’t smile when a guy is beating on you.
It’s not very polite.” Nodell wipes his wet face with his muddy
sleeve and frowns as he spreads more mud onto his features. “Tut.”
He kicks the fallen man on his good side, and spits out blood and
saliva into the mud.



Bzzt. Bzzt.



“Excuse me, it was on silent. Nodell here. Yes, yes I’m nearly in
Gotham. Yes, they will be open this late.” Nodell pauses. “You know
what I’m doing? Oh uh. Sorry? Is he in one shape? Uh… A couple I
guess… Ah… Where am I? In some woods… Let me see… Other there… I
see something. A wall. Oh wow. That’s surprising. We’re next to a
house. I dunno which, come on Travis. I don’t live in Gotham. Wayne
Manor? Could be…” Nodell smiles quietly. “Lucky that the punk rich
kid didn’t hear me do my job, else we might be in trouble. Yes,
yes, he’s at my feet. What do you mean you wanted him in a good
shape? He’s broken loads of his bones! I don’t know how. He fell?
Jeez, get some rest, Clev. Now can I go? I am late for a hair
appointment.”















Epilogue: An
Unmarked Grave Which Leaves Questions.



“It’s a pleasure to have you back at our humble asylum, Mr
Clevenger… I’m so sorry you had to leave because of that Hugo
Strange fiasco…” Jeremiah Arkham smiles broadly, trying to make
Travis feel more comfortable.



“Hugo was a good man, Jerry. I understand your want of hiring him,
and I had some exploring to do of my own… I’ve been tied to entire
cities for too long… Keystone, Gotham, I wanted to explore! But as
you have a need, and a certain patient I’m interested in…” Travis
shrugs. “I’m back.”



“Certain patient, eh? I’m assuming you mean Victor Sage…”



“If you want to call him that…” Travis smiles. “Yes, and I have all
the paper work to ensure I’ll be working with him directly.”



“Ah yes, yes.” Arkham looks around slowly, and then back at
Clevenger, a smile on his face. “I would have let you have access
to him anyway, but I don’t know what you’re going to get out of
him, he’s just come out of that comatose state that that hobo
brought him in with… We decided it best if we keep him here, you
know?”



Travis shakes his head and then looks through his eyebrows. “Who
decided?”



“Uh…”



“It wasn’t the establishment was it? It wasn’t you…”



Jeremiah smiles and rubs his temple, nervously. “Ah… Noo. It wasn’t
me. It came from higher up…”



“The medical board? The president? Come on Arkham…”



“A man from the government. After that hobo brought him in…”



Hobo. Heh, Nodell.



“This guy with blonde hair arrived. Said he’d been tracking him
down for a long time… Had all the paper work… Signed him up for an
extended stay and because everything was in order we didn’t exactly
want to question it…”



Blonde? He didn’t like this one bit. He’d ask Arkham about it
later, he didn’t want to seem to suspicious now. He didn’t want to
jeopardise his position. Travis smiles slightly, and then changes
the subject.



“You never did like The Batman, did you?”



Jeremiah notices the change of conversation, and gratefully “He’s
the root of half the problems we have in this city, Clevenger, you
of all people know that!”



“Yes, yes… May I ask you a question?”



“Of course…”



“Where is The Joker? Is he still in the Asylum?”



“Haven’t you heard?” Travis feels the blood drain from his face.
“He escaped a few months back…” Travis feels blood trickle out of
the cuts in his hand where his fingers are digging into the wooden
chair.



“Oh, so we don’t know where he is?”



“Last I heard, I thought he was in Las Vegas or some such scum
hole…”



“Sin City, eh? Suitable, don’t you think?”



“Yes, yes…” The two laugh again, but Travis still feels slightly
unnerved.

 

 



The supermen and the superwomen stand by a grave. In the
shadows of this cemetery stands a man clad in grey and black, a
cape flowing over his shoulders, a stern look across his face. As
rain starts to pour down from the sky, a crack of lightning
illuminates the dark graveyard, and the man in black can see
someone approaching slowly, deliberately. He shakes his head
slowly, and then looks up to his peer, the blue, red, yellow suited
Superman.



“They’re leaving.” His tone is light, but he knows that any one of
his comrades who hears it… They listen. Apart from the man standing
next to him right now.



“Bruce. Do you hear me?”



Batman spins around, and gets up close to his super powered
companion.



“Clark… Of course I hear you. You’re standing right THERE.”



He turns and looks back at the grave, shakes his head, and then
looks back at Superman.



“Now I want you to do something for me, Kal. Look beyond the grave.
What do you see?”



Superman looks confused and shakes his head, looking at his bat
themed comrade.



“What do you mean?” He rubs the side of his head, and looks at the
unmarked gravestone. “Bruce. I need to know… Who is The
Question?”



“The Question is Vic Sage… And he murdered Aristotle Rodor, one of
the greatest scientific minds of this century. That grave… Is his.
And his murderer is in Arkham Asylum, not… Entirely there…”



“So this guy that Vigilante brought in… The one you didn’t trust
anyone else to… He is a murderer… And a cape?”



Batman slowly nods. “He could be. There are… discrepancies… in the
evidence.”



Superman shakes his head. “What kind of discrepancies? What kind of
discrepancies could there be?”



“Able to leap planets in a single bound… Faster than a speeding
comet, more powerful than an exploding nuclear bomb… He is none of
those things… And yet in the video evidence of The Question
assaulting a police station, he exhibits all these powers. He’s not
a meta, but he’s able to break…” Batman shakes his head. “He’s able
to do terrible, terrible things.”



Superman’s eyes widen. “Someone’s setting him up?”



“We’ll see.” Batman fires off a grapnel and vanishes with a flap of
his cape as the bat plane explodes from the clouds above and his
line whips around the wing of the jet.



“Never can answer a straight question with a straight answer…”
Superman looks around, sees one man, a fedora and trench coat
wearing man, standing next to Rodor’s unmarked grave. He shakes his
head, and flies off, back to Metropolis, and away from Hub
City.



The man standing by the grave shakes his head and cringes. “You
upped and died on me. Typical attitude. Just when I needed you,
just when I had a purpose that required your attention. You died on
me.” He shakes his head and begins to walk away. “What happens is
on your head. Your head alone.”

 

 


Vic Sage sits in a white padded room; legs
crossed, and quietly rock forward and back, awake, but not entirely
functioning like he should. A door opens, and a large man steps
through, his blonde hair tied in a ponytail, a scar across his
face.



“Victor? I’m Mr Clevenger; I’m going to be your psychiatrist. I
think we’ve met…”



“You’ve not met me. I’m not Vic Sage… Not anymore… He’s gone back
to the others… I’m Charlie.”



Travis’ eyes widen, and he scribbles down some more notes.
“Charlie? Charlie Szasz? When was the last time you came out like
this?”



“Uh…” he smiles slightly, and stretches his arms. “I can’t
remember. But everything is new.”



Travis shakes his head, smiling. “My God… Total and utter… Wow…”
Travis turns around and smiles. “I have to go for a while, Charlie.
You alright here?”



“Sure.” He starts to rock again, and keeps smiling.



The door behind Travis Clevenger opens and he leaves, leaving
Charlie Szasz thinking only of one thing.



Escape.



Someone is beginning to claw their way back to the surface… Someone
is trying to make a return.



And when they do…



Well… Who’d want to spoil the surprise?

 

 



The End?



====================================================================================



If you enjoyed this story, you can find more tales of your favorite
DC heroes at DC2
Universe.



All characters are (c) DC Comics and no infringement upon their
copyrights is intended. Support DC Comics by buying their monthly
comic books and graphic novels.
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	Tales of the
Green Lantern Corps Special: Facets (2005)
Tales of the Green Lantern Corps Special: Facets.

There are 3600 Green Lanterns in existence throughout the
universe and there are the seconds, the people ready to take on the
mantle of Green Lantern when their predecessor falls. Moving away
from Sector 2814 with this one shot, we focus the spotlight on Jar
Kell, Green Lantern of Sector 3598, who is having the worst day of
his tenure in the Corps!



	


Batman
#0 (2005)
Batman: Shadow of the Bat.

Meet Bruce Wayne. Business man. Playboy. All public masks... But
the one beneath it all, the one, true mask... is cloaked in the
shadow of the bat!

Meet Batman. Masked vigilante, master of the rarest disciplines
of martial arts that grace this earth, mysterious protector of
Gotham's streets.

Live his earliest years in this book!

In this issue, Bruce Wayne takes to the streets in the guise of
Batman for a quiet night of patrol, and gets more than he bargained
for...

Jim Gordon, Harvey Bullock and Sam Merkel investigate seemingly
random, but seriously violent, attacks on computer programmers all
hired by Enigma Corporation...



	


Batman
#1 (2005)
Batman: The Smoking Gun, Part 1.

Something stirs beneath Metropolis and Batman comes a-calling
for the first meeting of the worlds greatest heroes!



	


Batman
#2 (2005)
Batman: World's Finest?

The Worlds Finest team unite to defeat the unstoppable
monstrosity discovered last issue, and to defeat it, Batman must
join forces with... Lex Luthor?



	


The
Flash #0 (2005)
The Flash: Time Flies, Prelude.

Barry Allen was struck by a bolt of mysterious lightning, and
then discovered he had the power of super speed! Follow this series
to read the trials and tribulations of the Scarlet Speedster! See
the Rogues gallery form and a mysterious villain put into motion a
scheme that could destroy the history of the Flash!

Blood will run!



	


The
Flash #1 (2005)
The Flash: Time Flies: Ice Cold Man...

Barry Allen is the happiest man alive! Oh sorry... Barry Allen
is the fastest man alive! Everything 's falling into place for the
scarlet speedster...

So obviously...

Something has to go wrong!



	


The
Flash #2 (2005)
The Flash: Time Flies: Whispers.

It's Flash Day in Keystone city, and the entire city has come
out to celebrate!

And what better time for a Rogue to pop up his head and try and
kill them all?

Secrets will be revealed, new mysteries will be woven and one
character is going to be changed forever in the latest part of Time
Flies!



	


The
Adventures of Superman #4 (2006)
The Adventures of Superman: Black Zero, Part 2: War on
Solitude.

Second in the biweekly crossover running through Adventures of
Superman and Action Comics!

In the rebuilt Fortress of Solitude, Superman battles his
greatest, most evil foe... It's not General Zod, Lex Luthor or
Metallo and not even Braniac or Parasite... Who exactly?



	


Action
Comics #2 (2006)
Action Comics: Black Zero, Part Three: Fearful Symmetry.

Third in a biweekly crossover running through Adventures of
Superman and Action Comics!

Now that the threat has been revealed, and the Man of Steel has
been removed from the picture, just what does the evil villain have
in mind for Metropolis?

You won't believe the answer!

And is the man who defeated Superman just a pawn in a much
greater game?



	


The
Adventures of Superman #5 (2006)
The Adventures of Superman: Black Zero, Part 4: Men of
Steel.

Fourth in a biweekly crossover running through Adventures of
Superman and Action Comics!

Superman and Green Lantern Jar Kell reach Metropolis, but an
evil lurks on the inside as well as on the outside, awaiting the
two heroes and setting a deadly ambush.



	


Action
Comics #3 (2006)
Action Comics: Black Zero, Part 5: Endgame.

The fifth and final chapter of the biweekly crossover running
through Adventures of Superman and Action Comics!

Superman learns the true nature of his people in the conclusion
of BLACK ZERO!



	


The
Adventures of Superman #10 (2006)
The Adventures of Superman: Doomsday.

THIS IS THE FINAL ISSUE OF THE ADVENTURES OF SUPERMAN

Crisis: The Apokolips Imperative, Part 1!

This is it! The greatest crisis the world has ever faced is upon
the heroes of the DC2, and nothing will be the same ever
again!

The plans of the evil god Darkseid have come to fruition at last!
It's all-out war as Apokolips invades Planet Earth: heroes will
rise--- and some will fall before it's done!--- and unlikely allies
will be made! And not even Superman is safe when Darkseid sets his
sites on the Man of Steel! You won't believe how this one ends!



	


Action
Comics #4 (2006)
Action Comics: Must There be a Superman, Part One: Fragments and
Facets.

Superman has left Metropolis? Lex Luthor targeted for death?
Metropolis invaded by aliens? The return of a threat from the past?
A revelation that will leave you reeling and... Joey from
Adventures of Superman #3?



	


Action
Comics #5 (2006)
Action Comics: Must There Be A Superman? Part 2 of 2: War Crimes
and Amnesty (Or, the One with all the Action).

Tomar Re will make sure Lex Luthor stands trial for the murder
of Jar Kell if it's the last thing he'll do! The only man standing
in the way of his fury? A Superman wracked with insecurity, who
must overcome his fear of the unknown once more to save his arch
foe! Will he pull through to save the day?



	


Action
Comics #6 (2006)
Action Comics: Full Circle and the End.

A forgotten hero, kidnapped in his hey day and trapped in an
inescapable prison is released by a freak accident after the death
of one of his wretched captors... How will this man react to a
world not his own?



	


Batman
#3 (2006)
Batman: A Riddle Wrapped In E. Nigma, Part 1 (of 2).

He's here! The Count of Conundrum! The Prince of Puzzle
himself... The Riddler! Edward Nigma has arrived in The Batman's
world, and Gotham City won't ever be the same again! Continued from
the events of #0, Batman is about to have the worst night in his
short career...



	


Detective
Comics #9 (2006)
Detective Comics: Escapism.

Someone has arrived in Gotham, someone who's very existence
could bring about the end of humankind as we know it. So when
someone is sent from his home to pursue and drag him back to the
fiery hell he escaped from... You can bet Batman will be on the
scene!



	


Batman
#8 (2006)
Batman: Half [A] Life.

Two villains make their DC2 debut in this issue, as one reflects
on his life before villainy in Arkham, and another emerges from the
shadows to destroy the city! Will Batman stand a chance against
this deadly double threat of devilry? Not without a little help
from the one man he wouldn't expect assistance from!



	


Batman
#4 (2006)
Batman: A Riddle Wrapped in E. Nigma, Part 2: Clueless?

The conclusion to The Riddler story arc and also the conclusion
of Charlie's run on the book! Expect some major twists and turns as
Batman and Harvey Bullock race against time to rescue Gotham's
elite computer programmers from being murdered by a mysterious
villain known only as "The Question Mark Slasher"!

What's wrong with Edward Nigma? What happened all those years
ago that changed Michael Hughes into a so called Crime Prince of
Conundrum?



	


Batman
#9 (2006)
Batman: Crooked Smiles.

There are rumors circling in Gotham that the Crown Prince of
Crime has returned! Are the whispers true? Or is someone trying to
scare the inhabitants of the city? Batman intends to find
out...



	


Batman
#10 (2006)
Batman: Apokolips History X.

Crisis: The Apokolips Imperative, Part 3!

The hordes of Apokolips continue to overrun the planet, and in
Gotham City Batman protects the one man that Darkseid wants the
most, the only man to ever escape from his clutches: Scott Free,
Mister Miracle! As Jim Gordon and the GCPD form a desperate last
line of defense, the Dark Knight makes his plans to get the son of
the Highfather out of the city before its inevitable fall!



	


Detective
Comics #10 (2006)
Detective Comics: Duel.

Crisis: The Apokolips Imperative, Part 12!

Battered and besieged, Gotham City is occupied by the forces of
General Steppenwolf, as the rag-tag forces of the GCPD lead a
guerrilla resistance and the Dark Knight Detective himself is
stalked by Darkseid's own master assassin Kanto! It's a battle
royale in the Batcave, the winner take Gotham!



	


Batman
#11 (2006)
Batman: From the Pit, Part 1 (of 2).

As The Batman patrols the night, an old friend rolls into town,
and an old foe escapes from Arkham Asylum and begins to wreak havoc
in Gotham City!



	


Batman
#12 (2006)
Batman: From the Pit, Finale.

The body count builds as Batman and his new ally fight through
the night, and as the Dark Knight finds a survivor from Zsasz's
killing spree, he hands the dying victim over to the one woman he
thinks can save her, but then paints a target on her back! That
woman? Leslie Thompkins!



	


Batman
#13 (2006)
Batman: Too Many Santas Will Kill You.

Batman uncovers a deadly plot to kill one of the wealthiest
businessmen in Gotham... Bruce Wayne! And on Christmas Eve of all
nights, with a legion of assassins after him, all with murder on
their minds, how will the Caped Crusader save the day?



	


The
Flash #3 (2006)
The Flash: Time Flies: A Conversation with my Predecessor...

After the events of last issue, Barry Allen is confronted by Jay
Garrick, who has many things to tell the new Speedster...

And not all of them good!

And behind the scenes, new Rogues are born!



	


The
Question Quarterly #1 (2006)
The Question Quarterly: The Death of Vic Sage, Part 1.

Vic Sage is a unique entity in Hub City... A famous journalist
who tells the truth in a city of lies and deceit, who becomes an
enemy of every criminal in the city with his latest expose! So when
corruption and evil crawl beneath the skin of the Hub, and only one
man dares fight the never-ending battle for justice, when Vic Sage
dies... Who is The Question?



	


The
Question Quarterly #3 (2006)
The Question Quarterly: Desolation Row.

For our final issue we have a change of pace as things get dark
and gritty in Arkham Asylum. Think you've seen Vic Sage at his
lowest? You'd be wrong. Think this is the end? Only for now, as The
Question faces a darker threat than he has ever before, as Arkham
Asylum suffers a jailbreak at the hands of two dastardly DC2
villains who make their debut in this issue... So when the inmates
run free... Where is The Question?



	


The
Flash #7 (2006)
The Flash: Time Flies, Conclusion! Part One: Everyone, Run
Fast!

Flashback! We return to the past, two months since Issue Three,
and The Flash is facing one of his greatest challenges... The
Rogues have formed before their time, a leader clad in yellow
showing them the way to destroy Barry Allen's life... With a loved
one lying paralyzed in bed, and his friends falling all around him,
what hope has The Flash got?



	


The
Flash #8 (2006)
The Flash: Time Flies, Finale.

Professor Zoom, The Reverse Flash, stands revealed to Barry
Allen and Jay Garrick... Who is he? How is he? And why?



	


The
Flash #9 (2006)
The Flash: Speed Demon.

A malevolent figure appears in Titans Tower, confronting Wally
West AKA Kid Flash, and then vanishes, leaving the young speedster
with a foreboding prophecy that comes true almost as suddenly as he
appeared! With Kid Flash taken over by some mysterious entity, who
you gonna' call?



	


The
Flash #10 (2006)
The Flash: Flashes of Lightning.

Crisis: The Apokolips Imperative, Part 10!

The body count continues to rise!

The hellbores are falling and soon the earth will be remade in the
image of Apokolips! But not if the Flash can help it! It's a battle
to the death as the despicable Desaad and Darkseid's own bastard
son Gravyn plant the doomsday device called the Infernal Machine in
Keystone City. Can the Flash outrace destiny--- or will the Black
Racer be waiting for him at the finish line?



	


The
Flash Annual #1 (2006)
The Flash Annual: Eulogies.

Jay Garrick, the Golden Age Flash, is dead, and two months
later, with the world healing, it's time for his funeral. 'Nuff
Said.



	


The
Question #1 (2006)
The Question: The Devil's Fingers.



	


The
Question #2 (2006)
The Question: See No Evil.

The Question is still heading for Las Vegas when he drives into
the wrong city at the wrong time, where the citizens are gripped
with terror as a new, horrific serial killer is murdering women
left and right with no discernible pattern... Until the right pair
of eyes gaze onto the problem...



	


The
Question Annual #1 (2006)
The Question Annual: Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas.

The Question is in Las Vegas and a mystery has caught up with
him from a friend of the past (is there any other kind?) and two
heroes in his way.



	


The
Question #3 (2006)
The Question: A Night In Their Arms.

The lights of Las Vegas welcome a lone traveler onto its
streets. Yes, after so many months, The Question has arrived. Why
is he here? What is so important to him? What is so important to
the whole DC2? The conspiracy continues here.



	


Powers, Inc.
#6 (2006)
Powers, Inc.: Life During Wartimes.

Steel wakes up a new man in the first part of this story, and in
the second, Prysm discovers her true identity among the stars, and
everything falls apart for her new life as her father is
betrayed!



	


Action
Comics #17 (2007)
Action Comics: The Linear Man Is Our Only Hope.



	


Action
Comics #18 (2007)
Action Comics: Doomsdays, Part 1 (of 3): The Tide



	


Action
Comics #13 (2007)
Action Comics: Convergence, Part 1 (of 2): The Thing That Should
Not Be...

Something's coming to Smallville, leaving a trail of corpses in
its wake! Clark Kent enjoys some down time from his
responsibilities with a game of catch, while Lois Lane has to
babysit a new reporter at the Daily Planet... But what has the DEO
got to do with all this?



	


Action
Comics #14 (2007)
Action Comics: Convergence, Part 2 (of 2): With Teeth!



	


Action
Comics #19 (2007)
Action Comics: Doomsdays, Part 2 (of 3): Shadow On the Sun



	


Action
Comics Annual #2 (2007)
Action Comics: Doomsdays, Part 3 (of 3): Burein Sukuracchi.



	


DC2
Special #2: World's Finest (2007)
DC2 Special: World's Finest.



	


Batman
#14 (2007)
Batman: Instinct.

The topside of Gotham City has been rebuilt over the past year
thanks to Wayne Enterprises and their charitable efforts, but the
sewers are another problem entirely... So when sewage workers are
vanishing into the darkness, who does Batman think is the number
one suspect?



	


Batman
#15 (2007)
Batman: Masks, Part 1 (of 4).

Bruce Wayne is having a good day. Too bad he hasn't been in the
Cave since he got in last night with Vicki Vale. Because when he
gets down there and logs on, he's going to discover the terrible
fate that has befallen James Gordon. And he isn't going to be
happy. Not by a long shot.



	


The
Flash #21 (2007)
The Flash: Ride the Lightning.

Lightning strikes once more in the Twin Cities, and you won't
believe the consequences!



	


Batman
#17 (2007)
Batman: Hizzoner, The Joker!



	


Green
Lantern #8 (2007)
Green Lantern: Brave New World, Part 1.

A threat from the stars descends from the Heavens, searching for
a battery to power the most devastating weapon known to all
existence! Hal Jordan, Green Lantern, is all that stands between
this villain and his target, and you won't believe the
conclusion!



	


The
Question #4 (2007)
The Question: Sneaking Mission.

The conspiracy deepens as a new player enters the game, and the
puppet-master reveals himself to one of the cast! With more from
the Agents of the DEO, and two buddies from another book making an
appearance, you won't want to miss this as this arc continues!



	


The
Question #5 (2007)
The Question: The Double-Edged Sword.

The con is on as The Question and his superfriends infiltrate
"Hell" and search for what they're looking for. But as they delve
deeper and deeper into Area 15... They realize that something is
terribly terribly wrong in this government run complex!



	


The
Question #6 (2007)
The Question: Knocking on Heaven's Door.

Blind, defenseless, lost in the bowels of hell and at the mercy
of a master of torture. The Question meets Dr Moon... And witness
the return of four characters you'd never thought you'd see again,
spinning out of The Question Quarterly...



	


The
Flash #20 (2007)
The Flash: Random Flashes.

In one day, a man's world can be turned upside down. Barry Allen
is about to have one of those days. And you won't believe the
consequences...



	


The
Question #7 (2007)
The Question: Here With Me.

An Extra Sized Finale Issue!

You've seen The Question taken to his lowest by Steel Hand,
you've seen him in Arkham Asylum, you've seen him on the road and
you've seen him tortured at the hands of Dr. Moon. Travis Clevenger
and Bill Nodell find their way to Area 15, only to be confonted by
a very powerful someone who doesn't have The Question's best
intentions in mind, and inside "Hell" itself... People are dying...
But by whose order? And what familiar face makes his "welcome"
return to the world of the DC2? All these questions answered and
more... Including the most important one asked! What is it? Who
asked it? And why?



	


Wonder Woman
#23 (2008)
Wonder Woman: Day of Champions.

Wonder Woman battles a close friend, and then is given another
task by Athena! With the balance of the world at stake, the Greek
Gods aren't the only ones who have noticed, and another champion
joins the battle against the greatest threat to humanity since...
Forever!



	


Nightwing
#26 (2008)
Nightwing: Boy Hostage.

Nightwing is in deep when a confrontation with an old foe goes
awry, and he ends up more than six feet under inside a metal casket
in New York harbor!



	


Action
Comics #28 (2008)
Action Comics: Family is Like...

Superman returns home to find his cousin Kara confused and
bewildered, and she's not the only one! Lois and Clark a couple?
Who is the NEW Clark Kent? Plus another family member finds
Superman, and it's not a happy reunion!



	


Action
Comics #29 (2008)
Action Comics: Sons & Daughters of Krypton.

After the shocking final moments of last issue, Superman faces
the challenge of a lifetime, and a foe he never thought he'd meet
in combat?

It's Father Vs Son across the world, as Jor-El battles his son
for his subjugation of the Planet Earth...! You can probably guess
Lex Luthor has had a hand in this!



	


Green
Lantern Corps: Liberation #1 (2008)
Green Lantern Corps: Liberation: Invasion.

Our intrepid squad of heroes are on their way to Oa for the last
stand against the Manhunters and their mysterious Grandmaster! Who
is underneath the hood of the robotic killing machines master? What
could possibly go wrong if the Green Lanterns go past Rann? What
indeed...



	


Detective
Comics #33 (2008)
Detective Comics: Trial by Fire, Prologue.

A new creative team and a new direction!

Dick Grayson has adopted the mantle of the Bat and has to face
all the evil that comes with it! Seeds are sown for months to come
as Batman is stalked by an unseen foe, battles against the citizens
of Gotham itself, and is targeted by a familiar team! Meanwhile,
Harvey Bullock and the GCPD are drawn into a horrendous murder
mystery, one that shakes Bullock to his very core!

Also featuring a back-up feature written by Charlie Wilkins
& Samantha Chapman!



	


Detective
Comics #34 (2008)
Detective Comics: Trial by Fire, Part 1.

Lucius Fox returns to Wayne Manor and Dick Grayson makes a big
decision about Gotham City! The Batman continues his nightly
patrols, only to run into a little trouble, the kind offered by...
The Suicide Squad!

Batman Vs the Suicide Squad! It begins here!



	


Detective
Comics #35 (2008)
Detective Comics: Trial by Fire, Part 2 of 3.

The calm before the storm. The Suicide Squad nearly had him, he
wasn't prepared, and if Bruce was something, he was always
prepared. So with Dick fighting for his life beneath the cowl of
the Bat, he needs to rethink his approach. He needs to draw up
battle plans. But when push comes to shove, will he really be able
to defeat the Suicide Squad, even with a little help from his
friends?



	


Detective
Comics #36 (2008)
Detective Comics: Trial by Fire, Part 3.

Batman, Batwoman, Blue Beetle and Robin vs. the Suicide Squad!
As the Squad launch their attack during a Wayne Enterprises ball,
nobody will come out on top! Be here for the extra-sized finale to
this arc!



	


Wonder Woman
#26 (2008)
Wonder Woman: The Dead-Beat.

In the aftermath of her battle in the Underworld, Wonder Woman
returns home to recuperate, but meanwhile, across the world, danger
rises and chaos looms...



	


Wonder Woman
#22 (2008)
Wonder Woman: Day of the Dead.

Wonder Woman faces the challenge of a lifetime on the first of
three days that will shape her world for the months to come!
Featuring the return of two DC2 villains, Wonder Woman is tasked by
her patron Gods to take down a threat powerful enough to destroy
even them!



	


Wonder Woman
#24 (2008)
Wonder Woman: All Hope...

Wonder Woman descends into the Underworld, and as the world
above waits with baited breath... Down below... Something
rises!



	


Wonder Woman
#25 (2008)
Wonder Woman: Era.

One tiny event can change everything, and for Wonder Woman,
former princess of the Amazons and current defender of the dead
isle of Themyscira, currently situated where New York used to
thrive, that is a fact she knows too well. With the world in ruins
due to something that happened in the world a century ago, during
the modern age of superheroics, Wonder Woman is the last
Amazon.

With a chance to change the world for the better... Will she
take it?



	


Wonder Woman
#27 (2008)
Wonder Woman: The Herald, Part One (of Two). Dreams haunt Wonder
Woman that aren't hers, leading the Queen of the Amazons on a
mission to save a lost soul, and battle a threat that she could
never dream possible!



	


Wonder Woman
#28 (2008)
Wonder Woman: The Herald, Part Two (of Two): Hands Bound.

"She is coming!" he screams, and rightly so too, as Wonder Woman
is hot on the heels of the someone, or something, that haunts the
dreamscape of all of humanity.



	


Wonder Woman
#29 (2008)
Wonder Woman: Twilight.

Twilight over Paradise Island. Beautiful dark blue skies
streaked with orange and yellow, running together like an oil
painting. The majority of the island slept. Doom's Doorway stood
loomed on the outskirts of the city, the imposing mountain silent
in the receding darkness of the coming morning, and the guards
stood as vigilant as ever. None were expecting what would emerge
from the twilight.



	


Wonder Woman
#30 (2008)
Wonder Woman: Potential.

The Cheetah returns, and Wonder Woman must deal with the chaos
rout! President Jeb Stewart visits Themyscira House, and so does
the White King of Checkmate! That's right, Steve Trevor returns
into Queen Diana's life, and the Gods take note!



	


Wonder Woman
#31 (2008)
Wonder Woman: Dystopia, Part One (of Three).

Things start falling apart. Donna Troy is haunted by dreams of
her past, Diana is confronted by a shocking new destiny, Mt.
Olympus suffers a crisis of its own, and Steve Trevor is not left
untouched by the growing evil that spreads across the world. This
is only the beginning...



	


Batman
#34 (2009)
Batman: Don't Say a Word.

In this issue, Commissioner Gordon, Sergeant Bullock, Black
Mask, Wildcat, Hush, Robin, Alfred Pennyworth and even Batman! The
mysterious bandaged man known as Hush strikes in Gotham, but what
is he up to? And why does he have his sights set on James Gordon!
Robin gets some training from one of the elite fighters of the DC2,
and Batman can't catch a break... all that, plus who is the
stranger that stalks the Narrows?



	


Batman
#35 (2009)
Batman: The Big Heat.

Black Mask returns to the streets of Gotham City with a whole
lot of darkness in his heart and a massive wanting to inflict pain
on every single living person that walk the streets. Batman and
Robin come face-to-face with the Grey Ghost, and discover the
murderous vigilante's true identity... a man with ties to Bruce
Wayne's dark past! All this, and The Dark Knight rises as the
scarlet hooded girl and the big bad white wolf with his ruby red
lips stalk the Narrows and circle the mysterious man into what
could be his demise! Intrigued? All this, inside!



	


Batman
#37 (2009)
Batman: When The Man-Bat Flies..."

A murderous villain stalks the Narrows, emulating Jack the
Ripper! Is history repeating itself once more? The Dark Knight
intends to find out, in his own imitable way! And meanwhile, an old
foe resurfaces on a murderous rampage that the Batman will struggle
to stop-- and you won't believe the final scene!



	


Detective
Comics #39 (2009)
Detective Comics: What Are You Afraid Of?

Arkham Asylum has been replaced by a bigger, better institution,
spearheaded by Wayne Enterprises. During the prisoner transfer, an
old enemy escapes-- but in twenty minutes, what can one mad man do?
A lot, it seems, as secrets and horrors from Jonathan Crane's past
haunts Gotham City as a living embodiment of fear runs free!



	


Batman
#39 (2009)
Batman: Surface Tension.

Jason Todd is Batman?! Dick Grayson is missing, presumed
insane?! This issue, Black Mask makes a move against the city,
prompting the new Batman and Robin team to launch an all out
offense on the Gotham Underground, all the while Hush and
Constantine Drakon make their presence known in Gotham City, and
while two "old" players appear on the scene, promising many nights
of mayhem for the city of Gotham!



	


Batman
#40 (2009)
Batman: Confinement.

Dick Grayson fights for his life against the villainous Nicholas
Lucian, the devilish madman who holds him captive, all the while
edging closer and closer to the darkness that consumes the city he
vowed to protect! Batman comes faces-to-face with his arch-foe, and
it's not who you think! Batwoman joins the search for the missing
Dick Grayson, racing against time, unsure if he's even alive!



	


Green
Lantern #20 (2009)
Green Lantern: Secret of the Star Sapphire.

Hal Jordan, Green Lantern of Sector 2814 faces a threat from the
past as the Star Sapphire of the Zamorans barrels down on Earth, to
test the Oan representative of Earth! It all begins here, as a new
era for Green Lantern begins!



	


Batman
#41 (2009)
Batman: Until Death.

Meet The Flesh-Monger. Meet The Prince of Lies, and his loyal
aide-de-campe Milo Vesuvius. Meet the Gun-Moll. Meet Boss Synth.
Meet the new breed of villainy that Gotham City must accept as her
own-- even if she doesn't want to. How will a Batman and Robin team
survive if they can't trust one another? And will Dick Grayson
survive the night?



	


Green
Lantern #21 (2009)
Green Lantern: Infect, Part 1.

In the aftermath of last issue, Hal Jordan is pulled across the
universe for a debriefing by the Guardians of the Universe-- and is
briefed on the secret history of the Zamorans! All this, and Guy
Gardner returns-- and he's not entirely himself...



	


Batman
#42 (2009)
Batman: Fear of the Dark.

Beneath Gotham City, Batwoman, The Dark Knight, Robin and Batman
are at the mercy of Brimstone and his cohorts Charaxes and Killer
Croc! The torture of Dick Grayson comes to a head, Jason Todd and
Barbara Gordon are exposed to a mind-altering substance that shifts
their perceptions from sanity to madness, and all the while, a
greater threat looms over Gotham City as the gangs move toward
war!



	


Green
Lantern #22 (2009)
Green Lantern: Infect, Part 2.

All-out-war over Coast City's skies as Hal Jordan battles Guy
Gardner, with the safety of the entire universe at stake! Chloe
Sullivan returns, as these two ring-wielders slug it out, and you
won't believe the events that unfold!



	


Green
Lantern #23 (2009)
Green Lantern: Infect, Part 3 (of 3).

One man heads to Oa, triumphant, whilst another finds himself
trapped on Earth -- and the Green Lantern Corps shut down their
home-base and issue a kill-on-sight order to ensure that they do
not fall!



	


Wonder Woman
#32 (2009)
Wonder Woman: Dystopia, Part Two (of Three).

The pieces fall into place as Themyscira is besieged by the
entire world, Donna Troy steps up and Zenobia follows, Athena's
plan begins to unfold and Ares takes the fight to Kronus on
Paradise Island! Diana's fate is revealed and Steve Trevor and
Apollo begin their own counterattack, and below, in the Underworld,
Persephone raises an army of the dead, and begins their march to
the world above!



	


Wonder Woman
#34 (2009)
Wonder Woman: The Good Old Days.

In the future, the world is a different place, all thanks to one
woman. In the past... Wonder Woman faces a blast from the past, a
long forgotten secret from The Apokolips Imperative!



	


Batman
#46 (2010)
Batman: The Way Things Will Be.

Bruce Wayne is back, so what does that mean for Gotham city?
Jason Todd is about to find out.



	


Shazam!
Special #1 (2010)
Shazam!: Sons of their Fathers.



	


Action Comics
#47 (2010)
Action Comics: Heart Of Kryptonite, Soul On Fire.



	


Green
Lantern #27 (2010)
Green Lantern, Love Lost, Part 2.

Hal Jordan takes his daughter and Chloe Sullivan to Rann, where
the ringslinger teams up with Adam Strange to face some demons, and
Chloe shares a heart-to-heart with Alanna. Meanwhile, people close
to Hal Jordan are visited by a strange apparition, and not all of
them make it out intact, and Guy Gardner pays a visit to Carol
Ferris, who is still seeing visions of a dead man as plain as
day!



	


Green
Lantern #24 (2010)
Green Lantern: A Day Like Any Other.

Green Lantern 2814.2, Hank Henshaw, returns to Earth, and takes
on all the duties of his partner, Hal Jordan, in the aftermath of
Infect! But with Mongul prowling on the outer fringes of the solar
system, and Coast City in his sights, how will one of the greatest,
most talented Green Lanterns perform? The ultimate test for Hank
Henshaw begins!



	


Green
Lantern Annual #2 (2010)
Green Lantern Annual: The Rise and Fall of Sinestro.

Sinestro has been a presence since the earliest days of the
DC2-- infected with the LEGION virus, enraptured by Parallax, used
and abused and made a pawn in a game he never wanted to play in.
But what happens when Sinestro is freed from all the possessions
and the mind control? What happens then? What happens when Sinestro
roams the universe once more?



	


Green
Lantern #25 (2010)
Green Lantern: Requiem.

Across the universe, chaos begins to unfurl. Mongul hurtles away
from Earth, hoping to avoid the colossal rage that the Green
Lantern Corps is aiming to unleash, Hal Jordan and Guy Gardner at
the forefront of the tidal wave of emerald might that wants the
yellow-skinned intergalactic terrorist's head! Meanwhile, just
because the world is looking one way, doesn't mean that the rest of
the galaxy stops ticking over-- something is looming on the
horizon, and it means nothing but trouble for the Corps and
beyond!



	


Green
Lantern #26 (2010)
Green Lantern: Love Lost.

Guy Gardner inducts John Stewart into the Green Lantern Corps,
whilst Hal Jordan receives a phone call from an old flame-- Carol
Ferris is back on the scene, and is she seeing things, or is an old
face really back? Will this spell trouble for the burgeoning
relationship between Hal and Chloe Sullivan?



	


Green
Lantern #28 (2011)
Green Lantern: Love Lost, Part Three (of Four).

One year later... and we're back. The story continues.



	


Green
Lantern #29 (2011)
Green Lantern: Love Hurts, Part Four (of Four).

Heroes live, heroes die.
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