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Chapter 1

 


Chapter One:
Juxtaposition



She had news, and as he enters the room, soaking wet from the rain,
he knows it without her saying a word. She clutches the test in her
hand, tears in her eyes, a smile on her face, and as she looks up,
it nearly kills him. “Big news, Lyle, I’m pregnant!”



And it feels right this time

On his crash course with the big time!

Pays no mind to the distant thunder,

New day fills his head with wonder, boy…



Says it feels right this time

Turned it 'round and found the right line

“Good day to be alive, Sir

Good day to be alive” he said.

 

 


“We’re making progress. Steady progress.”
Travis Clevenger jots something down on his clipboard and smiles.
“How are you feeling?” he scribbles something else down and looks
up at the bearded man in front of him.



“I feel like hell.” The man scratches his red beard and looks
around. “Where are we?” He rubs his eyes and coughs, watching as
Travis writes down more.



“Arkham Asylum. Like you have been for the last… Six months. You
don’t remember? Who am I talking to?”



“Who else? Victor. Why do you ask?” Vic runs his dirty hands
through his long hair and smiles.



“Because I haven’t seen you for the past half a year.” Travis rubs
his bottom lip with his pen, and then looks on. “Why do you think
you’re here?”



Vic laughs loudly, unsure of the true meaning of the question. “I’m
insane?”



“Maybe…”



“Wait… Clev, if I’ve not been here for the past six months, who
has?” He rubs his ear and then looks up at the psychiatrist.



“Many interesting people.” Clevenger checks his watch and nods to
himself. “Time. I’ll be back same time tomorrow. Try and stick
around this time, Victor.”



Vic scratches his ear again and nods slowly, uncomfortable.
“Whatever…”

 

 


An Interlude from the
past:



The small warehouse is home to a small operation at the hands of
one of the underworlds most feared operatives, a man going by the
name of The Crime Doctor, a consultant and specialist in the
medical branch known as crime, sinner for hire and always looking
for a bit of sadism to get himself excited about. His latest piece
of evil slides open the large metal door, and steps into the dark
warehouse, an uncomfortable look on his face. Matt Thorne shakes
his head, not amused by his patient’s lateness.



“Where have you been?” He pushes his star-shaped glasses up the
bridge of his nose and smiles. “Hope nothing’s up?”



“Can we just get on with this? Put them in. Cut me open and put
those damn things in.”



“When you chose to murder your family, rape your sister and torture
your brother, and then cripple fifteen police officers with your
telekinetic powers you became fair game, Ambrose. So be patient,
take your pills, or papa will spank.”



Ambrose Fletcher looks up and shrugs, remembering the details of
his crimes with relish. He sits down, takes his pills and sighs,
leaning back on his bunk.



“Good boy, now relax. Let the tests begin.” The doctor smiles
beneath his dark glasses and pulls a lever, and electricity shoots
into Fletcher’s body, causing him to convulse as the power courses
through his limbs. “The marker is in his body as we speak, and you
can see how the electricity is stimulating his nerve
centres.”



“Look, doc, I don’t really care… I just want the perfect prison… So
none of these bastards ever gets out again, get me? And if this guy
is able to contain them… Then we have our deal.”



“I get you.” The Crime Doctor smiles, and looks over to his
comrade, a large man in a trench coat, a dark blue mask covering
his features. “We’ll have the operative in place in the prison and
he’ll be there when the time is right…”



“Oh the time is nigh, my amigo…”



End of an Interlude from the past.

 

 


Someone has been planning an escape.
Someone neither in nor out of the asylum, but a prison break none
the less. People have been paid off, guard duty changed, and
everything planned to perfection. They are the unholy, so who are
those whom the unholy kidnap from their cots? The devils, the
demons and the fallen; one such we concentrate on for now and for
always, for he needs the answers. He sleeps with dreams
accompanying him, small dreams that build into a large tapestry of
nightmare, men who steal children’s eyes and place them in jars,
floating from one place to the next, never stopping, never
stalling, never hesitating. Once more, fish out of water, in the
air, birds without wings, in water, not air. Things that should
never be, things that couldn’t be, things that this man dreams of
every night, tortuous membrane of memory that shifts and turns
until… Until… Morning. Where he awakens to relive another day in
hell, not knowing who he will be today.

 

 


“We reach a crisis point in my study of Charles
Szasz, AKA Vic Sage. His personalities are coalescing, but all
these different personas cannot inhabit one mind, it’s impossible
for me to allow him to return to society. He has moments of sheer
clarity that would put people who claim themselves sane to shame,
but other moments…” Travis Clevenger shakes his head. “I met Walter
again, a couple of nights ago, before Victor once more assumed
control… Walter, whom I never expected to hear from again. Walter
whom I think could be a murderer who has committed no sin, or no
sin that I know of. Evidence suggests he suffers from an acute case
of Disassosiative Identity Disorder, his multiple personalities all
unaware of each other unless a trigger occurs. Pain being one,
anger, sadness…” Travis turns off the recorder and takes out the
tape, labels it, and places it in a paper envelope, sealing it and
putting in the post tray. Another volume that is complete, the saga
of Vic Sage’s mind being completed by another piece being sent to
the puzzle pile. “Why do I do this to myself?”



“I don’t know, chief, but you must have some reason, eh?”



Travis turns at the familiar voice and smiles.



“Hey Lyle. Everyone locked up safe and soundly?” Lyle Bolton is a
large man, imposing and with short blonde hair on his head.



“Ha, the revolving door policy has been revoked, mon frere. I’m
back and I’m in charge once more.” He pats his baton, smiling.
“What are you working on?”



“Another case, you know, the usual.”



“Exactly the usual, Travis. That’s Charlie, isn’t it? Charlie
Szasz? You’re always on his case.”



“Because he’s my patient!” Travis laughs at his words, and then
turns from his desk.



“Want me to take your tray up to reception? I’m on my way up there
anyway…”



Travis looks over to his post and then looks back to Lyle.
“Sure.”



Lyle takes the tray and removes the post from it, then passes it
back to the psychiatrist. “I’ll see you later, chief.”



“No problem, Lyle. We going bowling Thursday?”



“Sure as hell we are. My lady wants to meet yours!”



Travis laughs. “Tell her I’ll see what I can do!”

 

 



“You got what I want?” He smiles slightly, and looks at the man
standing opposite him.



“Sure, sure, everything’s here, you know what to do?”



“Of course, the crew is hired, the targets identified… And what
will you be doing?”



“I’ll be in my office, and we’ll talk at the scheduled time. Don’t
deviate from the plan, because if you do… Then it’ll all go to
hell.”



“Precision, my friend, it’s all precision. Temple gave me the
information needed, and he mapped everything out so…
precisely.”

 

 


The security footage spoke for itself. The
Question was a murderer with amped up strength, invulnerability,
and with a bad case of aggression. That’s where it all starts to
fall apart. The Question is none of those things, yet here it is,
the footage, the witness statements, and Clevenger’s own eyewitness
account. The scars from the fall on his back still visible. Travis
turns off the television set and shakes his head. He’s had Vic Sage
in custody for months, and yes, the Question hasn’t been spotted
for that long, but before then, he hadn’t either… And he doesn’t
believe it one bit. Whoever attacked the police station in Hub
City, whoever murdered Aristotle Rodor, it wasn’t Vic Sage. If he
had any real feeling that it could be Vic, he would have gone
public with his alternate identity, that of the faceless vigilante,
but until he can prove Sage’s innocence, the best place for him is
in Arkham Asylum. He looks out over his apartment, food wrappers
everywhere, dirty clothes piled in a corner. He wasn’t settled in
this place. He wasn’t settled in Gotham. He felt an itch, the same
itch that he had when living in Keystone. He can’t stay in one
place for too long, it’s against his nature.

 

 



Jack Ryder sits behind the reinforced plastic screen, a fake smile
plastered across his face. His hair is sleeked back, his skin clear
and his teeth sparkling. Vic sidles up to his seat and looks
through his eyebrows at the reporter.



“Hello, Vic, I’m Jack Ryder-”



“I know who you are, and I know what you want, thing is, why is
that?” He sits up slightly, and scratches his beard.



“You’re very direct, aren’t you Mr Sage..?”



“And you can think on your feet, but I’m not pointing out your
qualities and failures as a person. Tell me why before I leave and
you don’t have your interview.”



Jack’s façade of calm shatters slightly, a crack running along his
face as his eyebrow twitches. “You’re a famous journalist, Sage,
yet you’ve ended up in Arkham Asylum for the Criminally Insane. Any
comment why?”



“Detox. Next question.”



“Uh… Right…” With half his replies ruined by Sage’s, Jack looks up
slowly, a dark glint in his eyes. “What is your view on Aristotle
Rodor’s death at the hands of the Hub City vigilante known as ‘the
Question’?”



Vic twitches this time. The blood drains from his face and he goes
deathly pale. “I…I…I… I…”



Travis Clevenger walks by the two men, and pauses, looking down at
Vic, whose hands are trembling, and beads of sweat falling down his
face.



“Vic? Vic are you - - are you - - Where’s LEVIN?!” He looks around,
and a man walks through the toilet door, pulling up his trousers,
whistling. Travis goes red, and explodes with rage. “Ryder, this
interview is OVER. I gave you a strict list of things you couldn’t
discuss and you blew it! Get out of this asylum NOW, you are never
coming back unless it’s in a STRAIGHTJACKET.” Ryder smiles and
gathers his notebook. He had his story now. Travis and the two
guards usher Sage into a side room, and Travis kneels down in front
of him. “Can you hear me, Victor? Charles?” He looks around, and
grabs Tom Levin. “YOU WERE SUPPOSED TO MONITOR THE CONVERSATION!
YOU WEREN’T SUPPOSED TO TAKE A LEAK BEFORE IT HAD EVEN STARTED!” He
pushes the man away, whose face turns red.



“Where the hell were you then, Clevenger? He’s your case, I was
just babysitting, where the bloody hell were you?!”



“I was taking a break, something I rarely do, and something you do
too many goddam times! GET OUT OF HERE! You’re lucky I don’t get
you FIRED!” Levin stumbles out of the room, his face scarlet, his
hands trembling. Travis grabs Vic’s face. “Can you hear me? Vic?
Vic?”



Lyle hurries into the room and places his hand on Clevenger’s
shoulder. “I heard the hubbub, what’s happening… What’s up with
Charles?”



“I’m losing him again. HELL! I didn’t want him to confront the
death of his father figure, because I knew it would cause him deep
trauma, especially due to the circumstances of the death… and that
bastard Ryder just comes out with it!” Travis clenches his fist.
“Something’s happening in his head, I just don’t know…”



“We’re… busy…. Can’t… talk…”



Travis arches his eyebrow as Vic speaks.



Lyle looks at Clevenger, confused. “What the hell?”



“Oh lord. We need to get him to a secure unit… I think his
personalities are coming together… That bastard Ryder has just
pushed forward my treatment schedule two years…” He looks at Lyle.
“Help me get him to SB1, ok?”



“That’s the closest secure block, sure… Come on…”

 















Chapter 2

 


Chapter Two:
Celebrity



And the mercy seat is waiting,

And I think my head is burning,

And in a way I'm yearning

To be done with all this weighing of the truth…

An eye for an eye,

And a tooth for a tooth,

And anyway I told the truth,

And I'm not afraid to die.

 

 



“What the hell are those damn noises?!” Clevenger turns and looks
at Lyle, who shrugs.



“Extreme Case wing is getting rowdy. Hard enough having Nigma
piping all his riddle nonsense, Amygdala ranting about his
medicine, but if people are getting uppity…”



Travis’ eyes widen. “Riot.”



“Indeed, mes ami. Can you handle him alone?” He motions to the
catatonic man they carry.



“Sure enough. Go! Rally the troops!” Bolton sprints away from
Clevenger, and turns a corner. “Dammit, Vic, you choose a good
enough time to turn veggie on me, eh?”



Vic looks up, his eyes blurry. “…Queeestions…”



Travis rolls his eyes. “Yeah, yeah… We’re nearly there.” Travis
hears a rustle behind him, and then a massive explosion rattled his
fillings. Footsteps fill the corridors, and he readies himself. He
could hear the mutterings, the screams, everything. The inmates
were loose, and they were coming this way. He props Vic against a
wall, and in one swift movement he takes off his black jacket that
has been with him for so many years, and folds it neatly, placing
it next to Vic, and then he stands, silent, fists clenched, ready.
Men and women in pale green uniforms turn the corner and see the
giant of a man. They pause, the men at the front being pushed
forward by those not knowing at the back.



Clevenger shakes his head. “You shouldn’t be out your rooms. Please
return there, we don’t want any trouble.” A few men turn and push
through the crowd, heading back to the cells, disappointed at the
turn of events, but the rest snarl and grit their teeth, then run
at the massively muscled psychiatrist. “Fun.”



They come at him like a pack of wolves after the lamb. Mistake.
Travis grabs the first one he can and swings him into the others,
sending a half dozen stumbling into reinforced glass, and then
causing them to fly through the weakened panes when he throws
another inmate at them… And then he goes about doing his work. He
punches one man with his outstretched palm, blood spraying outward,
causing the riot of inmates hesitate for a moment. That’s all he
needs. He kicks forward, sending a couple flying, and then plows
into them, pushing them back, their nails digging into his flesh,
their teeth biting into his skin. He grimaces and flexes, causing
them to fly off his limbs.



“You’re bit part players!” He looks at his skin and shakes his
head, the adrenaline rushing throughout his body. “You WILL go back
to your cells NOW. YOU CAN’T STOP ME.” He flicks a man back, into
the crowd, and then roars with anger, his features red with rage.
His scar tingles uncomfortably, and he wipes the sweat off his
face, and then kicks an inmate into the crowd. The escaped
prisoners stand silently, awaiting Travis Clevenger’s next
move.



Mexican stand off.



Chicken.



Travis clenches his fist, his skin glowing from the sweat; his eyes
narrow, taking in everyone’s position and movement. He takes
everything into consideration, goes through countless scenarios in
his head, and then smiles. “COME ON!”



The masses swell and engulf him, and he feels the hands clawing at
his back. Not good. He spasms, tries to throws the inmates off but
it doesn’t work, they hold on tight, weighing him down, making
every movement heavy, lucid. He can’t get any one, the bodies of
his patients cover his fists, and they’re angry, free and angry. He
slams his hand into the wall, cracking the ribs of one guy, and
then swings forwards, the man on his back flying off into the
crowd.



Then he feels it, beneath his armpit, a burning pain like nothing
before. He runs into the crowd, barging through everyone, then
stumbles into the wall at the end of the corridor, propping himself
up with his free hand. He feels underneath his arm and his eyes
widen, blood covering his white shirt. He looked up at the inmates
who were circling like a pack of hyena, giggling and laughing,
taking in the man’s pain and confusion. He looks at each mad house
patient, seeing that some of the men and women do indeed have shivs
and knives, probably stolen from the kitchen downstairs. He looks
at each glistening blade, each screwdriver, and then sees what he’s
looking for. He sees the red glow of his own blood and then he
slowly smiles, raising his hand from his wound and pointing to the
man holding the weapon that gouged into his side. His smile widens
and then he sprints into the crowd, his foot rising off the floor
and his body flying with unimaginable force into his attacker’s
face, breaking his jaw and nose, and sending them both flying
backwards into the rest of the crowd. He rolls into those behind
his target and is immediately engulfed, the same burning pain
entering his body again and again, sharp pains striking through his
being, and then nothingness, the darkness engulfs him, and then
he’s gone, lost in the black.

 

 



I see everything that is happening, but can’t react to it.
Everything is happening in my head. Bright lights and darkness, all
at once, people floating in and out of my thoughts, people whom
I’ve come to know intimately over my life span. My personalities.
The ones who have come to inhabit my body when I’m away. I
understand what’s happening. I comprehend it all too well. I see
fragments and facets of myself break off, pieces of the others snap
off and orbit a sphere of light in the centre of all the events.
I’m losing myself in this place. Losing pieces of myself… And all
this, all that is happening… All I can think of … Are butterflies…
And the parts of me that are being broken up for spare parts in my
head? We’re in the chrysalis. And when that chrysalis breaks open,
what will emerge? I feel my physical body being dragged downwards,
through hidden doors and loose walls, thrown into a cell and locked
inside. Where was I being taken? Going down…

 















Chapter 3

 


Chapter Three:
Fall apart



I want to crawl inside your soul…

Nestle in your brain.

Stand you on your head.

Crouch you on all fours.



Oh I will walk among your dreams,

When you think you are asleep…

The invitation of your mind

Beckons me to your sin…

 

 


“I am your warden, I am your jailer. You can
call me LOCK UP. And from now till I say, you are in MY asylum,
hidden from the eyes of those who would seek to release you back
onto the world… Ready to hurt more innocents.” The man looks down
at the assorted men and women in the dark cells below him. “You
aren’t going to be leaving this place, because you have been deemed
unworthy of being on society’s streets. You are the disease, the
cancer, which feeds upon the goodness of Gotham City. You are the
cancer. I am the cure.” There is an assortment of small cells, each
containing men or women. Everything is dirty and dusty, the only
light coming from a spotlight that surrounds the burly man in the
mask.



“Excuse me… Lock Up was it?” The man calling himself Lock Up turns
to the small man in the cell closest to him, and nods slowly.
“There is no cure for cancer… I thought you should know…” He
giggles to himself and sits on his bunk.



“Kripke, Jeremiah. Convicted murderer… Has a talent for torture if
I remember? A fan of the classic methods of sadism and mutilation.”
He leaps over the metal railings and lands in front of Kripke’s
cell, and then opens the door. The other inmates try and see what
Lock Up is doing, and gasp as he walks into the cell with the
madman known on the outside as The Surgeon. There’s a loud cracking
noise, and a series of wet thumps, and the men and women can see
blood slowly trail out of the small room. Lock Up walks out of the
room, and leaves the door open, then turns to the other prisoners.
“I will not tolerate bad behaviour. Those of you with Meta power
capabilities, or enhanced abilities, are wearing dampening devices.
You are all equal. Equal to dirt. Arkham and Blackgate can’t hold
you, so we’ve taken it upon ourselves to rehabilitate you.”



“Who are we?” A man with a black beard peers from out between the
bars of his cell, his knuckles covered in scar tissue, his wrists
bound tightly with bandages, a collar wrapped around his
neck.



“Kirk, Paul. Third degree murder. You didn’t mean to kill that man,
did you? Punched him through the brain if I remember rightly from
your file. Bar brawl?”



“He was hassling the owner.” Kirk smiles slightly, and then
scratches his beard. Anyway, it’s a justified question. Who are we?
And why are we here?”



“We. I have a friend in a facility down the hall that will seek to
fix you.”



“Fix? I don’t know about the rest of these people, but I’m not
broken.”



“You’re broken inside, Kirk. And we aim to please, and of course,
you’ll be thanking us in the long run.”



Kirk grips the bars of his cell, his face flushed red with anger.
“Like hell!”



“Your second question, I believe I answered. Each of you has
committed a crime. Each of you have someone escaped a higher
punishment. Let’s take you for instance, Kirk, Paul. You killed
half a dozen men under the influence of alcohol. And this isn’t the
first time you’ve been charged with such offences, and it seems you
have friends in high places, because according to your record,
witnesses who testified on your behalf include… Bruce Wayne, who it
seems, employed you as a bodyguard for a year… Superman…” Lock Up
pauses momentarily. And then looks back up. “Superman?”



Kirk nods and smiles.



“Well that’s interesting. Superman also testified when you were
sued for damages after you broke one man’s nose, caused permanent
eye damage to another, and broke another’s knee.” Lock Up looks at
Kirk and shakes his head. “Impressive. You have ties into the
highest echelons of human and super human society. Really
impressive. You havesome friends in such high places. You’ll be the
first I guess.” Kirk shakes his head, confused.



“First for what?”



“Electro shock therapy.” Lock Up smiles beneath his mask. “And
then… Ah, our resident celebrity. Then our Mr Sage.” He turns to
another cell, where a man sits silently, locked in his own little
world, things coming together in his mind, confronting events and
facts that he didn’t know he could.

 

 


“I was fine in Blackgate. People wouldn’t
touch me.” Paul Kirk paces his cell, angry. “But noooo. These
freaks have to break me out of there. Have to bring me here. My
sentence is gonna’ get extended. I’m now officially a damned super
villain. Damn it damn it DAMN IT!” He punches a wall, and cracks
shoot out from beneath the brick. “Well… Whadayaknow. Works on
technologically enhanced someones, works on born metas, but not
people like me…” He looks down at his fist and smiles, and then
feels the collar around his neck. “It’s not working.” He punches
the wall again, and the bricks shake and shudder, and then he
repeats the action, again and again, until the brick breaks into
pieces, and a hole is formed between the cells. “Hey… Sage?” He
reaches through the hole and nudges the sitting man, who gently
rocks with the push. “You alive?”



“…Things coming together…”



Kirk shakes his head. “Hrm. Nice, but things’ll be falling apart if
you don’t snap out of whatever voodoo trance you’re in. Didn’t you
hear him? Electro shock therapy! I can surely deal with anything
like that, but look at you…” Vic flinches, and grabs Kirk’s
arm.



“I can look after myself, see? So calm down, all right? We’ll get
out of here. But I need time. Stall for time.”



Kirk nods slowly. “Sure then, boss man. I’ll do that for you.” He
shakes his head and moves his bunk over to where the hole in the
wall lies, and then falls onto the mattress, relaxing. He hadn’t
been electrocuted since that accident in Tibet with his toaster.
This was going to be interesting.

 

 


Bit and pieces, bits and pieces and then nothing.
A void. A darkness that cannot be illuminated. I awake to hear the
gritty deep voice of Paul Kirk in the next cell, the booming vocals
of Lock Up, and then a scratchy noise beneath that, of all the
inmates rustling and chatting, thinking up plans… Manhunter is
talking about his powers, something about how the collars don’t
affect them, and I smile because I know what’s going to happen.
We’re all going to die. But before all that… I want answers.



“Kirk.” I stumble off my bunk, and push the brick out into his
cell. I wait a moment, and then his eye appears, curious.



“What’s up, Sage? You ready to talk to lil’ ol’ me now?” he laughs
slightly.



“You want out, I want out and you’re the only guy who I actually
know in… Wherever this place is. You used to be a hero, am I
right?”



Paul Kirk mumbles something beneath his breath and then nods. “Like
to think I still am, thank you very much, reporter boy. And I’ve
only seen you on TV, how do you know who I am?”



I smile slightly. I met Paul Kirk in a bar brawl way back, but I
was wearing a different kind of mask, and he didn’t have all that
facial hair. ‘The Shadow knows.’” He looks at me, confused. “God
damn, you don’t know the classics. Here’s the plan…”

 

 



Lights flicker in front of his eyes, and he sees flashes of
light and darkness. He’s light-headed, surely from the blood loss,
and as the events before him unravel, he can hear the screams of
terror from the inmates. He pulls himself up, a sticky noise being
emitted from beneath his back as the blood on the cold floor is
pulled up by his flesh. The creeps had dragged him somewhere… And
Travis didn’t know where. He looks up and sees the bars, and
grimaces. His wounds were cold, and he could feel the buzzing
between his flesh. Outside his cell the screams were growing
louder, and as he peered out of the small cell he’d been thrown
into he saw it. A black blur, moving from inmate to inmate,
punching, kicking, knocking out the ones who’d tried to escape. As
the blur reaches Travis he’s become a man, and Clevenger knows who
it is. And the man knows who he is too.



“Mr Clevenger, good to see you again.”



Travis smiles slightly, then collapses into the vigilante’s
arms.



“Lost too much blood for my body to cope, Nightwing.” He coughs
slightly, blood spitting out of his mouth.



“No problem, sir… Let me help you up… The breakout hasn’t been
contained yet but we’re working on it as we speak…”



Travis looks up, his legs weak and shaking like jelly. “Batman here
too?”



“He’s in the Closed Wing, dealing with the ones who escaped in the
chaos.” Nightwing looks up and smiles slightly. “I was sent in for
you.”



“Let’s get moving.” Travis asserts his willpower over his legs and
stands on his own, his wounds still dribbling with blood. “We need
to get out of here before Commissioner Loeb sends in the SWAT and
we get gassed…”



“I’m all for that.” Nightwing supports the psychiatrist as they
make their way forward, Nightwing propping him against walls as he
deals with the odd inmate who escaped his first sweep, then they
press on until the duo make their way to the corridor, away from
the cells, and Travis takes a moment’s break, his wounds slowly
beginning to heal. Nightwing looks at him, his eyes darting over
Clevenger’s body, curious to what is happening to him. “You’re a
meta?”



Clevenger looks up. “Can be. Sometimes.”



Nightwing arches an eyebrow. Travis smiles slightly, remembering
that Batman used to do that when he told the Dark Knight his
theories on Gotham psychotics. “What’s that mean?”



“They kick in an out. So… Sometimes they work sometimes they don’t.
If my healing ability was able to stick around I probably wouldn’t
have this…” He points to the scar over his nose, and cringes.
Nightwing looks at him, confused. “This was deep. Sever your nose
deep. Cutting into your skull deep. It’s healing, sure, but slowly.
Looks like a normal wound nowadays but… Wasn’t like that a while
ago.” He looks at his hands, and at up at the young hero “It’s why
my wife left me.”



Nightwing shakes his head.



“Come on, we’ll be soon out and then we’ll be sorted,
alright?”



Travis looks up and smiles. “Sure. Let’s get rocking…” He pushes
himself off the wall and begins to move forward, not knowing that
the threat hasn’t left them, and that they are on their way to the
centre of this evil… and then suddenly, they stumble over, a weird
shaking noise emerging from out beneath them… The asylum was
shaking, and dust and brick comes loose above their heads, falling
to the floor below. “What was that..?”

 















Chapter 4

 


Chapter Four:
Truth.



I’m ever so lost,

I can’t find my way,

Been searching, but I have never seen,

A turning, a turning point from deceit.



‘Cause the child roses like,

Try to reveal what I could feel,

I can’t understand myself anymore,

‘Cause I’m still feeling lonely,

Feeling so unholy.

 

 


“Hey, Lock Up!” Paul Kirk pulls on the bars,
knocking against the metal, trying to gain the warden’s attention.
“Yeah, you, with the stupid mask!” He points up where the villain
stands, and smiles. “I wanna’ word!” Lock Up smiles beneath his
mask and takes out his nightstick, then slowly walks down the old
stair well to Manhunter’s cell.



“What’s your problem, Kirk?”



“Yeah, I’ve got a problem. You. You’re just a “#$%ing $#%^ with a
\*$%^ing God complex. Come on, come in here and try and take me
like a man, or are you a #$%^ing $#%^&*%$?”



“Big man now, are you? Sure, let’s dance.” Lock Up smiles and taps
his nightstick on the cell door, and as he does a spark of blue
light races up to the tip of it. He shakes it in midair, spins it
around his finger and then opens up the door, and then Manhunter
gets to work. He dives for his captor and gets hit straight to the
back by the electrified nightstick. With a gasp Paul grabs at Lock
Up’s belt, tears it away and then throws it at his wall, and
through the hole he had punched into Sage’s cell. He’s done his
bit, now it’s time to get serious. He picks up the villainous
warden and throws him into the stonewall, only to get a mouth full
of boot as his enemy kicks back. Lock Up strikes down the stick
onto Kirk’s head, causing electricity to flow into his head. The
other captors scream and shriek as they see what’s happening, and
Lock Up just laughs, until he sees what’s happening to his victim.
The burly man’s skin may be peeling and burning, his jaw may be
locked together, but he’s smiling. Through gritted teeth he’s
smiling. Paul grabs Lock Up’s mask and tears it off.



“Get off me!” Lyle Bolton, warden of Arkham Asylum and the man
known as Lock Up stumbles back, and then presses a button on his
nightstick, and dives for Manhunter. Kirk laughs to himself and
rolls with the attack, then kicks up into Bolton’s chest, causing
him to gasp for breath.



“You’re in my space.” Kirk grabs the man’s shoulders and throws him
into the ceiling, then onto the floor, and looks at his cell door
to see Vic Sage, keys off Bolton’s belt in his hand. “Took your
time, didn’t you?”



“I was enjoying the fight. Come on, he couldn’t have done this
alone…” Vic begins to move out of the cell when he sees something
in the corner of his eyes, and picks it up without anyone seeing.
He hides the sharpness in his pocket, and grimaces.



The duo run out of the cells and as they reach the stair well Vic
spasms, and falls to the floor with a bang. Paul crouches down,
seeing what’s wrong with his new friend. “Hell’s wrong with you
Sage?”

 

 



Oh for the love of God, this is not the time for this kind of
attack. Vic Sage is struck from all sides, his mind on fire, his
brain on fire and his body wracked with pain. He was having another
break, for some unknown reason he was getting worse…



“It’s ready, Vic… Everything’s ready for you to leave…” Charles
smiles in Vic’s mindscape, and then nods to himself. “Bits and
pieces come and gone, and the new model ready…”



“New m-model… What?” Vic struggles to get up, but is pushed down by
Walter, who talks through gritted teeth, spitting in Vic’s
ear.



“New model you, dumb ass. The end is coming, you know that? And
with the end coming rebirth is the only possible answer.”



Vic’s eyes widen, realisation washing over him. All this, all that
was happening, the only reason he was struggling with his sanity…
Was because the men in his head were building something new,
something that would wipe him out?



“N-No… Get off me!” He jerks up, but Walter smiles, shoving his
face into cold floor of this nowhere place.



“You’re not strong enough anymore, idiot… You’ve wasted your time
with plans of escape and schemes of release but we’re going to
recycle your soul, you know that?”



Charles walks up to the struggling man and smiles. “We’re going to
grant you escape. We’re going to use you up and spit you out and
you’ll love us for it because five don’t work in one head. Only
one. Butterflies, my friend. Of all the ugliness, for all the
wrongness, you spin a chrysalis and you escape with wings. Rebirth,
Vic. Rebirth.”



“You… Idiots…” Charlie steps out of the shadows, holding a small
teddy bear, a dark look across his face. “You don’t understand what
you’re doing, do you?”



Vic looks up as the small child grabs Charlie and throws him into
non-existence, and then turns his eyes to him. “What the hell is
this? What the hell is wrong with me?” Vic shakes his head, still
struggling underneath Walter.



“Nothing. Nothing is wrong with you. You’re an extreme.” he pulls
Walter off him, and throws him in the opposite direction as
Charles. “And what is life without extremes?” He helps Vic up, and
smiles. “You saved me Vic. I was an innocent, and you saved
me.”



“What… What do you mean?”



“First thing you did when you emerged from my psyche… You whisked
me away from the orphanage, saved my life. Walter may have been
formed from the anger that I experienced… But did he save me? No.
He kept pent, building up like a bottle rocket ready to explode and
shoot up. You did something for me.” The child smiles and hands Vic
the teddy bear. “You see… What everyone has seemed to forget… I’m
not a fragment of you, not a fragment of this place… I AM this
place. I came first but couldn’t handle life… Remember? I hid away
in the darkness, and I was content. But when all my fragments
united in dragging you down to the depths of insanity… And may I
say I have the worse multiple personalities EVER… When they dragged
you down, I was torn from my happy place, torn from the good and
dragged here.” He motions all around him, to the darkness. “I spent
my worst days here, you know?”



Vic looks down at the teddy bear, and then at the child in front of
him. “Here? Where is here?”



“The cupboard. We never left this place. But I realised something…
I need to do this. I need to allow you to live… Because you’re a
hero…”



“This is your life… I… I don’t understand what all this is… But if
this is your life, what am I doing here?”



“Vic, look.” Charles places his hand in the journalist, the
vigilante, the hero’s hand. “I can’t cope with the outside.
Everything becomes too much and I leave. My body turns to nothing
and I go to the happy place… YOU are a hero. You saved me when I
was young and you kept forgetting why you existed. It made your
life fall apart all those years ago… With Peter and the crisis of
faith you suffered… You forgot that you live to save lives. To find
the answers to the world's woes and then to administer the cure…
You are here to learn, and to search and to be yourself.”



Vic smiles slightly, and then turns to Charles, who has turned into
a reflection of himself. He gasps, and then nods. “All that’s
happening, all that is and all that will be… It’s all for you. You
are you and I am me and I am content in keeping you safe.”



Charlie nods and smiles “You’re finally getting it.” He turns and
looks at the darkness, and the two watch as the doors to the
cupboard open… and light shines in. “Go then. You’ve got an ass to
kick and I don’t want to hold you up. I’m going back to where I
want to be, and no one will trouble you here again. Peace brother,
peace.”

 

 


“Peace…” Vic looks up and sees Paul Kirk shaking
him. “Whoa there, Kirk, I’m alright, I’m alright… Well… At least I
am now…”



“What the hell is your problem, Sage? You keep going spastic on me
and I don’t like it one bit…”



“Oh ye of little faith. Holy… Are you alright?”



“My skin seems to be melting, Sage. I’m gonna’ need a long nap
after this to deal with the injuries… But I’ll be fine in the mean
time.” Paul is about to smile when he’s struck by something and
thrown down the stairwell and sent crashing down to the stone floor
below.



“PAUL!”



“He can’t hear you, boy…” A man steps out of the shadows, wearing a
black suit and with his hair sleeked back. “I’m back up plan number
two, pleased to meet you.” Vic shakes his head, confused.



Sage shakes his head, and clenches his fist. “What’s back up plan
number one?”



The man smiles slightly, and presses a finger to his head. “I
thought you’d never ask. Papa spank.” The stair well erupts and Vic
is flung forward, hitting the stone wall hard. “The name’s Ambrose
Fletcher.” He takes out a black mask from his pocket and pulls it
on, then raises his hand. “We is gonna’ have some fun, pretty
boy.”

 















Chapter 5

 


Chapter Five:
All Fall Down.



I only get to live one life

I won’t pretend you’re only mine

Where will you go, where will you find the way?

 

 


Pieces of metal fly through the air, nearly
tearing Vic to shreds. He’s a fast learner, he can dodge a pylon of
speeding iron, but fifteen at once? Even he has his doubts. Ambrose
has a pattern though… He sends them in the same direction each
time, leaving a… Let’s say seven-second gap to get to him. Vic
dodges, ducks and weaves, his shirt torn by all the near misses,
his arm missing a chunk of flesh and bleeding profusely. This was
manic. His best bet of dealing with this guy was unconscious at the
base of this little complex and…



What was that? The building rumbles and quakes, and Vic stumbles,
being hit in the ribs by a speeding pylon. He stumbles over, a
metre away from his adversary, and is picked up by some invisible
force, and thrown against the bars a cell, a wet pop filling his
ears as his shoulder dislocates, and then an scream that he
discovers is own. Vic gasps for air, terrified, not knowing what to
do, what to say.



“First I’m going to kill you. I might kill you quick… Stop the
blood flow to your brain… Or I might to do it nice and slow. Savour
it. That could mean any number of things, you should know.
Horrible, nasty, dirty things that your mommy tried to hide from
you… But my Mom… She told me those things. Showed me them. And I
think that it’s my job to do the same for you. Anyways, first
things first…” He motions with his arm, a grin showing from beneath
the tight mask. “Then second… I’m gonna’ find your family. You
strike me as the kind of man who values a family, am I
right?”



“You… Couldn’t be… More wrong…” Vic smiles, spitting blood as he’s
pressed hard against the bars. He hears another snap, and grimaces,
feeling his dodgy rib go once more. He gasps in pain, blood
dribbling down his jaw.



“Oh… A soft spot? I’m betting mommy didn’t love you… Did she? Left
you out in the cold to be picked up by the state, am I
right?”



“You seem so in sync with everything, why don’t you guess!” Vic
laughs loudly, and the man spasms his hand, and Vic falls
forward.



“Second of all, I’m gonna find your mom and I’m gonna skin her
alive and wear her as a raincoat, you hear me? I’m gonna find your
whore mommy and torture her!”



“Mommy loved you, didn’t she, Ambrose?” Vic stumbles up, bleeding
heavily, but a smile on his bloody lips. “Loved you so much she
turned you into a twisted little spoilt brat….” He’s smacked in the
face by an unseen hand, and blood splatters across the floor.
“Yeah, I see where this is all going… Mommy had some issues with
your daddy and took it all out on you, and now look at you, a
little boy trapped in the body of a freak… and all this time,
you’ve become intertwined to become a black little piece of mould
on a sliver of soul… You know how I know all this?” Ambrose roars
in anger, and Vic is pushed back by invisible winds, but he stands
his ground, and pushes on. “Because… I’ve been through a change
like that… But I… Overcame it!” He slips to the floor, and coughs
loudly, blood pouring from his mouth, his wounds open and trickling
red liquid.



“Hh. Hh. Hh. You finished yet, baby?” Vic looks up at Fletcher and
grimaces. His black mask was buzzing with energy. This guy was a
telekinetic… and he’d been trained… But for a guy to have this much
power… He’d been amped up. Vic can see the surgical scar on the
guy’s neck, and he knows that this guy has been upgraded.



Vic spits blood and smiles. “Finished? Hell, I’ve only just—” He
leaps up off the floor and slams his fist into the guys gut,
causing the pylons to drop from the air. “—Yeah, I’ve only just
begun. Where’s you power now, idiot?” He follows through with a
punch to the nose, and then grabs the mask, tearing it off. “You
like this piece of spandex don’t you? Think it’ll protect you
pretty little features, do you?” He slams his elbow into the man’s
face, causing blood to spray from his nose, and then pauses,
digging his fingers into his neck. “The mask… Hrn…” Vic feels his
hair stick up. This guy was playing with static electricity,
probably trying to shock him off him. Not going to work. “Probably
helps you control your power, am I right? Your little upgrades…
Hrrt…” Vic digs his fingers deep into the man’s neck, and hears a
crack, and he smiles. “Your little neck implants probably help you
amp up your strength. Guess what happens when they break?”



Vic is thrown off Ambrose and over the ledge, and Ambrose staggers
up, his eyes bleeding as his powers turn on his own brain.



“Holy… What did that… Kill him… Kill him… Crime… Doctor… Gotta get
out!” He stumbles towards a corridor, and cringes, blood now
trickling from his ears.



Vic holds onto the ledge, his left arm useless, blood pouring from
it. “Get myself… Into the stupidest situations…” He feels his
fingers slip, blood pouring from beneath his nails, his skin worn
and red, and with a glance down to the floor, he knows he can’t
survive a fall from this height. “STUPIDEST.”



“You’re a fool, Sage!” He looks up at the voice and grimaces again,
only to have his slipping arm grabbed by a massive hand. Paul Kirk
smiles, his skin still sizzling, his hair nearly all burnt off, but
alive none the less. “Getting’ yourself into FOOLISH situations,
not stupid ones… Come on… Ht…” He pulls him up, and smiles
slightly.



“How’d you get back up here? He threw you down to the bottom of
this place and then…” Vic shakes his head, holding onto his
bleeding arm.



“Let me help.” Kirk tears off a strip of his uniform and ties it
tightly around Sage’s wound, and then looks around. “I lived in the
jungles for seven yars of my life. You don’t survive like that
without learning how to climb.” He motions to the wall, where
massive gouges have been made by hands. Vic looks at Kirk’s hands,
and sees them black and bruised.



“Man… Come on. Lock Up is in your cell, and we can still stop that
guy who threw you to your death…” Vic smiles and then the duo run
down the corridor, where they come to a branch in the passage.
“How… Clichéd.”



“I’ll take left, you take right?” Kirk smiles and hurries off,
leaving Vic standing still.



“Huh. Sure.”

 

 


“What do you think, Clevenger? What’s the big
idea?” Nightwing follows Travis as he sprints down another
corridor, past the major case wing and into a dark passage with a
black wall at the end. “You thought you’d lead us to a dead end?
Oh, we’re getting gassed for sure…”



“Oh, come on… You think I’m an idiot? Those rumblings… The building
was shaking… And this place is built like a fortress, yes?”



Nightwing examines the solid wall he’s been lead to and nods
slowly. “Yes..?”



“And this place was built by someone who was so obsessed by
rehabilitation, who knows what kind of methods he’d use? Remember…
The original director of this place, the first Arkham of Arkham
Asylum… his family was murdered by one of his patients, and he
became a resident himself…”



“Yes, yes… Come on, gas, remember?”



“… His brother became Director after that, and he wasn’t the kind
of guy to let the freaks run free… In fact, half of the patients
vanished mysteriously one night long ago, and the whole of Gotham
was searched, and you know why they were never found?”



“No, why?”



“They never left the Asylum.” Travis moves his hand over the top
corner of the black wall and presses as hard as he can and the
large barrier moves allowing the duo to enter a secret passage.
“Gotham History Lesson 101. No crime, no matter how well planned or
straight forward is as well planned or as straightforward as it
seems. You think that these guys broke OUT of the Asylum? Too easy…
They broke IN…” Travis smiles at his words.



“Hh.” Nightwing takes out a small flashlight from his belt and
smiles.



“What? Not impressed?” Clevenger raises his arms, the pain in his
body all but gone now.



“Oh, I’m impressed… But you just reminded me of Batman…”



Travis stops walking for a moment and takes a breath. “And that is
not a good thing?”



“Depends. Come on, let’s move!”

 















Chapter 6

 


Chapter Six:
The Below Place



Ambrose is a danger to himself and others, but mostly others. Vic
doesn’t care if he boils his own eyeballs out of the sockets, but
he does care if the guy boils the eyeballs out of innocent
people…It’s all subjective you see. He doesn’t care if people who
harm others harm themselves, all the joy to them, but when a man
who’s harming others doesn’t harm himself… Well then Vic has to
bring the pain himself.



He hears scurrying ahead of him, and silently picks up the pace. He
sees the looming figure of a tall man and leaps at him, only to be
spin kicked out of the air by a man in the shadows.



“Kid Bat!”



Nightwing slowly lowers his leg, and rolls his eyes, then helps Vic
up.



“It’s Nightwing. You know that, Sage. I didn’t recognise you with
all that facial hair… And that face…”



“Knowing who you are doesn’t stop me from enjoying calling you it.”
He laughs loudly. “Travis!”



Clevenger smiles and shakes Sage’s hand. “Sorry we took so long,
amigo… Nightwing here had to listen to one of my history
lessons…”



Vic turns to the young hero and puts his hand on his shoulder,
grinning. “I am SO sorry.”



“HEY!”



The trio spin around as the seen Paul Kirk stumble towards them, a
bloody wound open on his chest. “Holy hell, Kirk, what happened to
you?”



“Lock Up… Rushed me… Got out!” Kirk shakes his head, and Vic’s face
drains of colour. Travis looks to Nightwing and shakes his head
too, not knowing who this Lock Up character was.



“Let’s head to the surface. Where are the inmates?” Nightwing turns
to Vic, who smiles.



“In their cells down there. One dead, maybe some cuts and bruises…
Crime Doctor is unconscious down there and Ambrose…”



Travis arches an eyebrow. “Ambrose?”



Vic shakes his head. “Fltcher. Ambrose Fletcher. He’s down here
too…” Vic shakes his head, and grunts quietly. “Can’t let him get
away.”



“Hell, I’ll keep a look out, but you get out of here. I’m staying,
I’ll take care of the clean up… Gordon’s sending down some men to
move the prisoners to a more secure unit.”



Kirk pats Sage on the back and the three men jog back into the main
building, then out the front door, where they see quite a
scene.

 















Chapter 7

 


Chapter Seven:
For Whom The Bell Tolls… Time Marches On!



Batman stands, his cape flapping in the wind, his fist still, the
man lying at his feet. He’d finished clearing up the major ward and
had made his way out when this guy jumped in. He was big, but all
brawn, no brains, and was no challenge to the experienced
vigilante. He smiles smugly, and vanishes into the shadows.

 

 



Lock Up is rolling on the floor, officers atop him, trying to hold
him down. He lashes out, his fists like lightning, trying
desperately to free himself of the officer’s grips. His mask is
torn off, his eyes frantic, spitting everywhere, until he’s dragged
to the floor, held down with truncheons and gun barrels, held down
before he can hurt anyone else. Travis runs over to the scene, and
looks down at the man whom he considered a friend, and shakes his
head.



“Why’d you do it Lyle? Why’d you kill all these guys?”



Lyle Bolton, Lock Up, looks up and shakes his head.



“My honey, Clarita, she’s pregnant, Trav! PREGNANT, and we live in
Gotham City…” He shakes his head. “I’m sick of the freak’s and
weirdos who think themselves the power in my home… Who think they
can run around on the rooftops with their explosive grins and
larger than life criminal antics? Someone had to make a stand,
someone had to show them that we don’t take their crap…”



Travis shakes his head. “You became what you hated the most, Lyle…
A villain. Every city has its criminals, and you just became
one…”



Lyle’s eyes darken and he stares at the man condemning him. “You
must become what you hate if your are to become the cure…” He’s
dragged up, handcuffed, and moved into the back of a police car,
along with the inmates who survived. Travis shakes his head, and
turns to the look at the Asylum, where smoke rises from the
windows. Two men stand in front of the dark building, and he nods
slowly.



Arkham Asylum has some of the most beautiful grounds in Gotham, a
strange juxtaposition from the gloomy medieval like compound that
contains some of the worse that this part of America has to offer.
The woods behind the gothic complex stretch out until you reach the
Cliffside over looking the city below, and that’s where we end up
now.



“Don’t you realise it? You’ve always tried escape. Never had… The
strength to confront things head on. You created new nuances of
yourself. Personalities to hide in. But no more. All the things
you’ve faced in the past year, all the events that you haven’t been
able to hide from, they’ve strengthened you. What you lacked has
been given to you. In spades!” Clevenger shakes his head.
“Everything has been united. All your fractured personalities, all
your different personalities… They’re now one. You are you, no two
ways around it.”



“I know this. I know… Now… Everything. Everything I need to know
about myself.” Vic turns and looks at his psychiatrist. “But
there’s so much out there, out in the world… I need to get back out
there.”



Clevenger looks at the horizon and then turns to his patient in
surprise. “What?”



“I need to get out of here. If I stay in Arkham… I’ll go insane.
But if I go out, search for answers… Answers to my questions,
answers to all my questions… I can be whole…” He looks down at his
hands, shaking his head.



“What about Hub City?”



He spins around and grabs Clevenger’s arms. “No. Never going back
there. Too many bad things happened there… Tot… Oh lord,
Tot…”



“That wasn’t you… We don’t actually know… Who did that to
him…”



“But I have an idea. I have an idea who. It’s all interlinked you
see. Intergang. Steel Hand. The weapons he was developing from an
unknown source… All linked together. A conspiracy.”



Travis laughs loudly, and then looks down at the grass beneath his
feet, chuckling. “So now you’re a conspiracy nut?” Clevenger thinks
back to Metropolis, to the alien who was beaten to death that
Faraday has such an obsession with. “This does not bode
well.”



“We’ll see. Are you letting me go then?”



“I was only keeping you in Arkham for your own safety. Soon as I
was sure you were healed… You would be free. Go forth. Find the
answers.”



“Find the questions…”



“What?”



Vic looks up and smiles. “Nothing, sorry. Thanks man. What you
gonna’ do now?”



“Well, Arkham was a temporary job…”



“You’ve been here for seven months, Travis…”



“And now you’re safe! I have my priorities. And to be honest… I
just wanted to prove myself better than that lunatic Hugo Strange…
The one who took my job out from under me…”



“What?”



“Never mind! I have a friend who I’ll be meeting for drinks in the
next couple of weeks.”



“Weeks? May I ask who?”



“He’s my old partner from the firm. Bill. Never mind! Heh.” He
drifts off in thought, and then turns to Vic. “Before you go, I
want you to promise me something.”



“What’s that, Travis?”



“Annual check up. Every six months. On the house.” He scribbles
something on a piece of paper, and hands it to Vic. “My cell
number. I’ll be travelling, and by the sound of it, so will you.
But I need you to check up with me every six months. I need to make
sure this whole new sanity gimmick you’ve got going sticks, you
know?”



“Sure, Travis, sure.”



Travis puts his hands in his pockets and rocks forward, whistling
something to himself. Abruptly he stops, and looks out across the
landscape. “So.” The two stand and watch as the sun begins to rise
over the dark city. “It’s a new day.”



“And not to sound cliché, but a new start along with it.”



“Where do you think you’ll head first?”



“Hmm. I’ve always wanted to visit Las Vegas…”

 










Epilogue:




My name is The Question. And I want answers.



You see me, faceless, surrounded by that perpetual mist, and you
ask: “What drives this man? What makes this man do what he does?”
Truth is, I think I finally know.



I want answers.



I use to wander the streets, take in the sights, and wonder… What
awaits me? What terrors and horrors await me in the darkest
recesses of the human mind? I saw it all, and it made me kind of
crazy.



My name is The Question. And I want answers.



I was locked up for so long in my own mind that things avoided me,
the perpetual questions that haunt, the questions that require the
answer, and all in all… The truth was out of my reach.



Until now.



My name is Vic Sage, and you’ve saved me. Redeemed me. Made me
whole.



Yeah, you. You and all your kind, always watching, judging. Like
me. You observe. Don’t think I can’t see you through my featureless
face and gaunt body. You can’t see my eyes but I can see yours. You
watch and you pray and everything came together, every little
detail came together and I know that when everything is done… You
will always be there, always watching.



My name is The Question. And I want answers.



Like I was saying, I’ve seen it all. I’ve seen the puzzle that is
humanity. Some pieces don’t fit. Some do. That’s life. That’s how
you live it. You feel pulled down, dragged under. Everyone has it
at one time. Some times it takes a toll. The loving husband, an
argument too many, snaps, kills his true love. That is life, my
friends. That is life. But you can overcome it… How? You learn, you
listen, and you help each other.



My name is Vic Sage. And after all that has happened… I know that
that is the truth.



I’ve seen wondrous sights. I’ve seen the highest star in the sky,
the lowest recesses of the city below. Everything and nothing, all
through my featureless face. You want to know why I wear that mask?
I hide my face to hide my identity, no two ways about it.



My name is The Question. And the search is on.



What search?



For the truth.

 

 


To be
continued in the new ongoing entitled

THE QUESTION, debuting January 07!



Look out for The Question Issue One, coming out
soon!
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The Flash: Time Flies, Prelude.
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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 #2 (2006)
The Question Quarterly: The Death of Vic Sage, Part 2.

Everything is falling apart in the Hub. Lives are ending, lies
have been revealed and the truth... Is the one thing that keeps one
man, our 'hero', going. But when the truth is at last revealed, and
the implications of that fully understood... The one sane man in
Hub City might conform to the general taste in insanity...



	


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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