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Memory. Memory is where everything begins. Without memory, there’s
only a blank slate, and a blank slate is weak and flimsy and can be
thrown to the wind without a moment’s hesitation. You remember
events, you remember people, and when you do, there are emotions
linked with those. Emotions are connected to physical processes,
laughter is a reaction by the body to stimuli that amuses, you
remember something that makes you laugh. Physical processes are
connected to the body, of course, so yes. Memory is where
everything begins.



“Plato, I think, was the one who said that ideas are from a
different place, a place where all ideas are stored and if you
think of something it is transferred to your head. So we are just
little shells waiting for information to be poured into us. Like
moulds.”



The lab was the largest lab they could build on such short notice.
Dome shaped, a large machine set up in the centre, just below the
very top of the circular roof. He had been building this for years,
and only now, had the ideas and means to get it to work. He thought
that was a calling, from the idea realm. Because he wanted infinite
ideas. The ability to think and process things on a level beyond
anyone else's imagination.



The idea for it came in his sleep.



He studied magic. Ley lines, to be exact. He found one that
intersected with thirteen other streams of magical energy, forming
a nexus of magical energy that had formed beneath the surface of
the world. [such an intersection is called a nexus, or Ley nexus].
The ley lines pooled together beneath this hastily erected lab, and
it was tonight that he was going to begin his grand
experiment.



“There is a pool of magic below us. Magic, is, by definition, a
form of energy to be manipulated, but one that is completely
unknown to us. I see it as a McGuffin, if you will, a form that
will suit a purpose when it needs to be. You’ve all see the
so-called magical superheroes, but are they not just meta-humans
manipulating energy in a different way? Anyway, I digress; below us
is a pool of indescribable energy. A catalyst for change, I
believe.”



The Professor stood before a large group of other scientists and
business men. They had funded his research, not much, but a bit
here and there. It was good to be connected with a few ‘out there’
concepts, because you never know if you’ll create a new superhero,
a new super weapon, or even a new month (October, for instance, was
created in 1812 by Roman Mystics). So yes, they had given him a few
hundred grand here and there, and now this was the result. A 4%
share in insanity.



“You honestly believe that your machine will pull ideas from
another dimension? What then?”



The Professor nodded in understanding, and look over to his
research team, scuttling around the machine like ants. “Oh, well,
we’re going to pull the ideas and fill the mould.” He removed his
glasses, and approached the machine, removing his white lab coat as
he did so. “Me, of course, being the mould.” He loosened his tie
and unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a skin tight body suit, with
sensors covering it.



“Are you sure that’s… wise?”



He laughed. “Wise? Of course it’s wise. I have more Ph.Ds
underneath my belt than you do birthdays, chum.” He stepped into
the machine that appeared to be a massive throne, a large glass
door opening upwards to allow him entry. The door hissed closed,
and the man clicked a button on the inside of the machine. “Sorry
if you can’t hear me, the microphone was a late addition. I think
we were more concerned with, you know, accessing the idea reality,
than talking about it.”



“What now?”



He began to pull levers inside the machine. “You watch. Might want
to pull on your goggles now, unless you don’t value your retinas.”
The machine began to rev up. It began to roar with energy provided
by the thirteen generators that had been drilled into the ground
and then buried along the ley lines that met just below the
generator. “This. Is. Going. To. Be. Glorious.”



Energy sparked as power was sucked up through the ground, science
and magic mixing and bleeding together and then being pushed into
the machine centered on the mystical maelstrom. The gathered group
covered their eyes with their arms, their goggles doing nothing to
stop the glare. The Professor sat, his own eyes wide as information
was relayed from his suit to a computer being analysed by his
research team.



“It’s working,” laughed one of the research team. “I think it is, I
mean, look at his brain activity… It’s like his… Oh, Jesus, that
can’t be right…”



“What is it?” asked another researcher.



“It’s not just his brain activity, look at his molecular make up…
Something is going on, something is—”

 

 



“We're still building then burning down love! Burning down
love! And when I go there… I go there with you! It's all I can
do—”



He thought about his life. It was good. Damn good. He thought about
his responsibilities. He found the balance. He thought about the
fact that this baby handled like a dream and it was like flying
under the power of his Oan Power Ring, albeit inside a massive
metal chassis.



“Highball, Highball, stop showboating and just run the maneuvers.
No need to drive the engines to their limit.”



“I’ll stop showboating when you tell me where I can get one of
these babies, Ms Ferris! I swear, this is the best way to
travel!”



“Highball, let’s just say you’d have to work here for a few decades
past your inevitable fiery death to pay off the tab on this one. So
no crash landings, thank you, thank you!”



“Sorry, ma’am, bringing her back round. Though if my hands happen
to slip and slowly push her into low orbit, I don’t know, that
would be an awful shame—”



“JORDAN!”



“Right, right, I hear ya’ loud and clear, Ms Ferris. Bringing her
in—”



It was at that moment that every single ounce of magical energy
stored up beneath the dome tore up through the ground, focused
inside the generator that the Professor was sat inside, and belched
up into the sky. It was at that moment that Hal Jordan, Green
Lantern of Sector 2814, of Earth, lost the tail end of his plane.
It was at that moment that Hal Jordan vowed disturbingly violent
revenge on the person or persons that turned his baby into
scrap.



He swore a few times as he realised that the plane had lost any
semblance of flight capability and had in fact become a flaming,
plummeting coffin. He tugged on the ejector seat release. It had
seized up. He was trapped. “Huh. Typical.”



He threw his energies into thinking. He could feel the desert air
rushing in behind him, he could feel the gravity pushing down on
the plane. He could feel… His emerald baby slipping onto his finger
and powering up. The forcefield expanded around him in a blink,
glass and metal tearing as he shot up into the sky. “Ring, scan for
energy discharge. Residual trace on the big metal casket that just
hit the desert floor, if needed.”



The ring didn’t need it, and neither did Hal. The column of magical
energy was still shooting into the sky. It was still there,
crackling and hissing as air molecules burst on impact.
<Unknown energy signature>



“Oh, come on, that’s never a good thing. Is reality going to turn
off or something? Because I am not enjoying that possible
scenario…” He chuckled. “Alright, let’s fly.”



He thanked his lucky stars that his ring was so connected to him
that he could summon it from across the desert where he had left it
in his locker. His emerald baby sang as it responded to his urges,
sent him shooting down into the dome where the thunder strike of
magic had erupted from. He was cautious. His ring sparked slightly,
on edge.



Hal Jordan landed just outside the magical maelstrom that licked at
what was left of the lab. Around him was torn metal, shaped like it
was organic, reaching for something, and charred skeletons. He
shook his head regretfully. “Damn. Life signs?”



<One.>



“Let me guess, in the middle of that thing? In the middle of the
unknown energy source?”



<Affirmative. Tracking. Approaching.>



“Of course it is. Run combat diagnostics, are we ready for whatever
comes this way?”



<Power levels at 129%>



A shape emerged from the column of magical power. Its voice
quivered but was still the loudest, deepest thing that Hal had ever
heard. “Thoughts… Rushing… Inside me… Thoughts and… Ideas…
Ideas… Focus… Got to…”



<Creature is composed of 3000% more neural pathways than
baseline human. Latent metagene detected. Could account for
mutation. Energy still unknown>



“3000%? Jeez-Louise…”



Hal approached cautiously. No need to go in guns blazing, but this
guy may have caused the deaths of… Hal couldn’t count. Bone and
sinew were tangled together, like someone had taken a giant
soldering iron to these peoples anatomy. He went in slow. Hands
raised. He had been in the Air Force, he knew how to deal with
people. He thought. He thought a lot of things. Kind of
distracting, actually.



“Are you ok, man?”



“Can’t stop thinking things, can’t stop with…
With…” He looked up, his body a mess of glowing blue
energy, flickering and spitting like gushing water. Black eyes
stared at Hal, picking him apart at the seams. “You can
think. Brain like… Brain needs to spread to contain the ideas, need
to plant the seeds, lay the eggs…”



“Oh.” Hal didn’t like the sound of that. But his head was a mess of
memories. His brothers. Hurt. His father. Loss. His mother.
Failure. No. NO. “NO, get out of my head you ba—” His ring
activated on instinct, sending the monstrous creation flying
through the magical energy and to the other side of the wrecked
lab. He collided with a wall and landed in a pile of melted lab
equipment. “Ring, I need psychic defences inserted right now.”
Talking out loud helped him regain focus. Vocalising put his ideas
at the forefront. It also lulled some of his more stupid enemies
into a false sense of security. Disable the vocal cords, disable
the man. Then have whatever weapon your touting shoved up your ass
when you find out that isn’t true.



“Brain hurts, can’t contain it! Can’t contain the ideas and
the thoughts, got to find a release before boil and burn and melt
away…” The creature clambered to its feet, and approached
Hal slowly. The Green Lantern ran battle plans inside his head.
Green images flashed before his left eye whilst his right eye saw
green schematics being constructed. “Why did you hurt me,
don’t want to hurt, want to THINK.”



The creature vomited up concepts. They hit Hal hard. He was left
reeling with thought and ideas. His forcefield analysed the attack.
<Unknown energy signature. Suggest avoiding contact in
future.> Hal smirked at Abin Sur’s sarcastic tone.
Strange. He smirked, even as his head was wracked with knowledge
that shouldn’t be there. His ring sparked and he knew what he had
to do. He had to release his own ideas.



“Ok, so I’m assuming that you’re a villain. I don’t want to, but
you’ve attacked me. You’re a suspect in the deaths, or what I’m
assuming to be murders, of all these people, so I’m going to have
to ask you one last time, step down, or I will take you
down.”



“Your ideas… Vibrant. Thoughts and beliefs pretty. But you
hold… Burden. Of knowledge. Of being the last, for all you know,
and I think, I think I know what that mean. I trapped between…
Place. Funnelled inside flesh cage… Now, want, escape, spread,
share. Reproduce.” The creature again vomited the strange
fluid that he had before, but Hal dodged it. He set his ring
working. Analyse and find a way to neutralise the column that
was up in the sky. He didn’t like it. Reconstruct
schematics on the machinery that had created that thing. He’d
need to send it back somehow. He didn’t know how, but the machinery
would help. Scan the body of that thing. Need to find out
what it’s talking about. And finally, weapon
displays.



“You want some ideas? Have them.” A massive safe constructed out of
green willpower slammed into the goliath, and sent him to his
knees. Restraints formed and held him down. He was tied up like a
birthday present when he looked Hal straight in the eye.



“Beautiful ideas, but you doubt sometimes what you do. You
doubt because of failure. I see ideas and I am ideas and I will
give you more.”



Hal’s head exploded with pain as his psychic barriers were
assaulted by this creature. His constructs dissolved and he fell to
his knees. “Jeeeeesus…” He held on tightly to his skull, fearing it
might fall away, but was able to climb back up to his feet, even
though he couldn’t stop shaking. “God, damn, God, damn,” he
couldn’t form a coherent thought.



“Lay my eggs elsewhere, spread and grow and move like
supposed to. Spread and grow and share and inform and
inspire.”



“N-nuuuuh.” The creature grabbed Hal and pulled him close to it’s
chest, blue energy crackling against the soft forcefield the ring
ran on automatic. “Geeeerrrrooffff….” A last ditch thought, and Hal
sprang up through what was left of the ceiling and into high orbit
before the creature could think. He was gone like a spark, like a
flash, and then the creature stood and thought for a while.



“Ideas. Spread. Ideas.” He looked out across the
desert. “Moulds. To fill. With ideas. Better ideas and more
ideas than they could ever. Conceive.”



Hal Jordan was wracked with memories. He was tortured by memories
of every decision he had made, and then by ideas on how he could
have fixed them when they happened. He was being tortured by the
path not taken. Chloe, and his responsibility. How he hadn’t even
spoken to her about… The baby. Damn. And the Green Lantern Corps.
He should be there, fighting, right now, fighting for his friends,
his colleagues. The League. The Society. Carol. The Air Force.
Everything he had done. Ever. Mom. Her cancer. His dad. The crash.
His brothers, and their complete lack of relationship.
“Fffffocus.”



In high orbit, a voice broke the silence.



{You made those choices because you had to, son. Because you didn’t
know what else to do. Nobody’s perfect. Not even you, Hal. Yes, you
made mistakes but who hasn’t? You’re only human.}



“Should be better than that, should be better, I’m Green Lantern,
I’m a hero, I’ve got, I’ve got to make the right choices… Right
decisions.” He clenched his teeth, ground his jaw. “I should be
BETTER.”



{You are Hal Jordan. You are Green Lantern. You have done
the best you can do and you have saved millions, dozens of times
over. You saved the multiverse, Hal, you saved it in the face of
Darkseid. Do you not understand that? You are a hero millions of
times over.}



Hal’s mind began to clear. “Focus. Come. On. Focus.” He centred
himself, and then looked at his ring. “What… The hell was
that?”



<Power levels at 118%>



“What was that? Did you just pep talk me? What..?”



<Power levels at 118%>



He stared at his ring for a moment. “Power levels at 118%. Right.
I’m guessing that’s enough to whup this guy’s ass. Tracking?”



<Located. Creature in vicinity of: Coast City. Entering
city limits… … … Now.>



“Oh, crap…” Hal shot down through the vacuum of space within
moments. If he had been in the lower atmosphere, a sonic book would
echo outward but alas no, instead he shot through the atmosphere
and then hit America flying. He was above the ocean, the water
lapped about him as he sped toward the harbour like a flash of
green light.



The city was still. There was the sound of car horns continually
honking as heads lay on steering wheels, of fire hydrants spraying
water upwards after cars had collided with them, and store alarms
blaring as cars had swerved through glass. People were lying on the
ground, lost in thought. “Damn.” Hal landed in the middle of the
city, and looked around. “So this guy works by filling heads with
eggs? Ideas? Thought children…” Hal looked at his ring. “Ring, tell
me, how many modes do you have?”



<Query: Reword question.>



Hal thought. Hal could get his words out better if he thought. The
ring replied in kind, straight into his head.



“Are you serious?”



<Affirmative.>



Hal thought for a minute. “That could work. How dangerous?”



<Running on silent mode can remove higher brain
functions in use—>



“Hell, who cares how dangerous it is, let’s do this. Where is that
monstrosity?”



<Two miles east.>



Hal kissed his ring and smiled. “Let’s go.”

 

 



The creature was touching the head of an unconscious child.
“Imagination, such, such, imagination, beautiful
images.” His large blue hand stroked the boy’s forehead,
and what could be called lips slapped together like a large
insects. “My children, ideas, spread. Spreading. Breeding
and reproducing. Soon fruition reached and ideas move forward and
grow and my head not… Hurt.”



Green Lantern landed opposite him.



“Ideas. Lost to you. Had to. Get you away. Save. Self.
Save. Ideas. You, hurt, risk, imagination.”



Hal approached silently, raising his ring in the creatures
direction.



“You, would hurt, I cannot allow, to this shell. Funnel.
Must funnel and fill and share and create and
inspire.”



He belched onto the Green Lantern, but with a sudden jerk of his
forearm, a forcefield rejected the sickness and ensured that it was
purged out of Hal’s system. The ring sparked, and a beam struck the
creature square in the chest, and began to multiply. The beams cut
into every neural pathway that the creature had built itself out
of. Ideas were cut away, inspiration necrotized and imagination was
surgically removed.



“NeeeeEEeUUUUUUURRRrrrrrr WRONG. Thought processes end 2 +
2 equals wrong can’t think and the words and the ideeeeeeurrrr fade
utt und luz menig cut fig ut wht tu duuuuuu———” The
creature keeled over and landed with a wet thud on the
ground.



Green Lantern twitched as the ring restored Hal Jordan’s mind to
his body. “Uut.” He rubbed his head. “Christ, that was…
Interesting.” He had tried something different. He had turned his
mind on silent mode, unable to be infiltrated by rogue thoughts.
His AI continued with the last command he issued. Take that thing
down by any means possible. If he hadn’t stopped it, his mind would
be wiped out from the storage centres in the ring’s memory. That
would have been… an experience. “Right. So.” He looked at the mess
of brain tissue that was lying in the shape of a man on the
pavement. “Get him in stasis. STAR deserve a look at him. Hey,
ring, supposition… What just happened?”



<Extra-dimensional being pulled into inadequate host
body through experiment with non-standard energy
forms.>



“Not got a match on those energy forms yet then, eh? No idea what
they could have been.”



Abin Sur’s voice replied in its normal borderline sarcastic tone.
<“Magic”?>



“…Right…”

 

 



Epilogue:
Carol Ferris was not pleased as she
and a horde of recovery vehicles found Hal Jordan sitting in his
ejector seat by the gutted remains of their experimental jet.
“Jordan, what the HELL have you done? What did you do?”



“Thing is ma’am, this beam of light came out of the sky and kind
destroyed the wings, so I was kind of left with no choice but to
kind of eject and hope I didn’t die in a fiery plane-shaped casket.
Sorry ma’am, won’t happen again ma’am.”



“Oh, the investors are going to love this.” She shook her head,
nearly pulling her hair out of her skull.



Hal winked at her, as she and her team surveyed the damage. “I’m
sure we can get it replaced, ma’am.”



“How, Hal, how are we replacing a $3 billion dollar, one of a kind,
experimental fighter jet?”



Hal patted his ring. “I think I might know a way…”

 



End.
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Alan Scott, Golden Age Green Lantern

In

Harlequin Romance

Written by Don Walsh

Edited by Samantha Chapman

 

 

 



Molly Maynne loved her new job. And why shouldn't she? At only
twenty-one years of age, she had found a job with steady work in
the fascinating field of radio in the burgeoning (if grimy) city of
Gotham. The people that came to do business were often captivating,
some were even city big shots, and it was up to the young redhead
to decide who got to see her boss and when. And her boss…



Well, to Molly Maynne, Alan Scott was a dreamboat. Plenty rugged
enough to please to her green eyes, and yet the nicest guy she’d
ever worked for. Always polite, always courteous and with such a
soft voice for such a big guy…soft but firm, and it made her heart
leap to hear it. It was a great job, and she felt very lucky to
have it. But she did have one question that wormed away at the back
of her mind.



Why doesn't anyone else see the big green ring on his finger? I
keep wanting to bring it up, but I'm still just his new secretary
and I really need the job, and so I just keep my mouth zipped
tight. But still…



Still, it sat there on his finger, unnoticed and ignored, and she
realized one didn't have to have a love of mystery men like she did
to realize that it was carved in the same lamp symbol as the one on
the Green Lantern's chest. But no one said a single thing about him
wearing it.



He couldn't be… ?



“Good morning, Miss Maynne. How are you doing today?” The voice cut
through her mooning and made her look up into the beautiful baby
blues of Alan Scott. For his part, Alan couldn't fail to notice the
way her smile lit up at his presence.



“Just great, Mr. Scott. And please call me Molly. You doing well
today? Shall I get you your coffee?”



He gave a chuckle as she leapt to her feet and stumbled to the
coffee pot. “Sounds great… Molly. And then bring in the schedule
for today, okay?”



Molly. He called me Molly. She barely suppressed a squeal
as she quickly made up his coffee just the way he liked it. “Yes,
sir.” She snapped up the book and a pen and headed into his office.
Even though she tried to watch his broad shoulders, as she loved to
do, her eyes instead slipped down to the ring. There it was. Bright
green, glittering in the shade-filtered sunlight of morning. Like
it was taunting Molly Maynne.



Are you really the Green Lantern, Mr. Scott?



“Something you want to say, Molly?”



She shook herself from her daydream again and put the coffee cup
and the appointment book in front of him.



“Um… just that… uh, your first appointment is for nine, a man from
the FCC,” she stammered, trying to cover up the way her mind kept
wandering.



I look him in the eyes and it just has to be him. He must be
Green Lantern.



“… to eleven, and fit in a lunch Sasso's with Janetty.”



She forced herself to pay attention and scratched notes into the
book. “I'll get right on that, Mr. Scott. Anything else?”



“Just the correspondence I need typed up, Molly. It should already
be in your in-box.”



She nodded again and walked out of the office, with perhaps a
little too much bounce in her stride, but who could blame her? Alan
Scott made a great catch, and he was a hero, and he was so… well,
who can blame a starry-eyed young woman? She sighed when she turned
to close the office door behind her. Alan Scott wasn't going to
blame her, she realized as she saw him buried in his
paperwork.



He doesn't even notice.



The day passed by, too quickly for Molly, and Alan sent his
secretary home at five on the dot. He was staying late, like
always, but he made sure to send her home on time.



“You're still too young to be cooped up in the office all evening.
Go out and have some fun, Molly. I'll see you in the morning.” He
waved and smiled at her, and her heart raced.



He has no idea, none at all.



He wouldn't be the first boss slightly odd boss that she had. He
might be the first mystery man she worked for, though, she mused.
Of course he's Green Lantern. He has to be Green Lantern, it's
why no one sees the ring. It's making everyone ignore it. That's
the proof in the pudding, right there.



“Now you're just being silly, Molly Maynne,” she said aloud,
attracting the notice of passersby. She blushed, tucked a stray
lock of red hair behind her ear and tried to ignore them.
Chastise yourself quietly, Molly Maynne, she continued to
muse silently, her mind wandering back to her previous jobs.



The Union Street Cab Stand, her first job. Charlie “Chuckie”
Gianni, he was bad people, he and his brother. I don't think they
ever caught on that I figured out what they were doing in the back
rooms, but I sure got out of there fast when I did.



Then she thought of Dr. Nichols. A brilliant Gotham City
psychologist, well-regarded by his peers, well-attended by the hoi
polloi of the city, and a gentle, almost grandfatherly sort to
Molly. She'd come to him rattled after Chuckie, and missing her
large Irish family. He was kind to her and gave her a job, and she
learned a number of important secretarial skills from him. She
thought back also to the amazing artifacts he'd collected regarding
mental health and conditioning. She giggled as she entered the
front door of her boarding house, thinking over his singular
obsession with the human brain.



Such a nice guy, but he really needed a hobby, she thought
as she entered her small room and put her purse onto the side-table
at the door. She glanced over at the small box on the mantle in her
“sitting room” (at least, it was until she unfolded her Murphy
Bed), and smiled. Maybe… maybe that's the answer.



She picked the small box up, admiring the elegant oak wood and the
ornate carvings of symbols she couldn’t understand before opening
the lid. Inside she saw the lenses, and ran a fingertip around the
edges of them. Dr. Nichols told me the legends. How did he put
it? 'Enhancing clarity of the mind's eye'? Yeah. Maybe… maybe these
are why I see the ring. Her smile grew wider, her eyes
glittered with excitement as she picked up one lens and held it up
to look through. They could make other people see things from
the wearer's mind. Hypnotize them, make them believe things the
wearer believed… I believe. The legends made them ancient, he said
he got this from a colleague of his from some New England
university, that they were priceless. Dr. Wingate… something? Who
cares?



She set the box to one side and sat at her small kitchen counter,
putting the two lenses on the counter top. I wonder how Dr.
Nichols is doing? I miss him. She thought of the older man
fondly, and let out a wistful sigh. He had been given a government
job, and it was classified. Poor Molly couldn't get clearance, and
so he had to let her go. Her last job for him had been to put his
Gotham City furnishings into storage as he headed for Washington,
D.C. But she hadn’t been able to bear leaving such amazing
artifacts to gather dust in a cold warehouse.



“They're so beautiful. And now… now I realize… ” she muttered
softly, her blood racing with excitement. “I can join him with
these. I can become Green Lantern's partner, and Mr. Scott will
have to notice me then.”



Only a day later, Molly was busily sewing the lenses into the mask
of her newly-acquired harlequin costume. She had felt twinges of
guilt when she held the lenses to her eyes and convinced the store
owner that she'd paid him, but she planned to save the money up
from her salary and she'd get it to him soon. She grinned as she
watched her work progress through the evening.



The day after that, she was standing in front of the mirror,
turning herself around and glancing at the strange woman she saw
staring back, scandalized by her bare back and arms. “If this
doesn't grab his attention, nothing's going to!” A giggle later,
she was sneaking out the window to her apartment and then
paused.



She looked around as she straddled the windowsill, then on impulse
reached out and grabbed up the antique mandolin from the wall. She
slid the strap over her shoulder and made her way into the Gotham
skyline.



It had never occurred to her that Gotham City was large, and she
was on foot. And she had no way of knowing where and how to find
her beloved Green Lantern, nor how to find a crime in progress. So
she walked the lonely streets of Gotham, the lenses keeping the few
stragglers and late-nighters ignoring her as she searched, the
excited bubbles in her stomach popping and going flat as uncapped
soda as the time dragged on.



“I thought crimes just kind of happened around mystery men,” she
muttered in annoyance, chewing her bottom lip and folding her arms
up in a huff. “Where are the criminals when I need them?” She
muttered, and started back to her apartment.



It was while she slipped through the littered alleys of moonlit
Gotham, back to her home, that she found what she was looking for.
The back entrance of a bank jimmied open, and flashes of light
darting about from the darkened interior. She grinned and moved
quietly forward, preparing to spring on the evil-doers. She crept
into the back room, and saw four men hurriedly filling bags with
money from the vault. Suddenly it occurred to her that in order to
get the Lantern's attention, she'd need him here. With a
mischievous grin, she walked over to the tellers' windows and hit
the alarm button, all the while using her new mask to keep the
criminals from paying her any heed. There'd be time enough for that
later.



“What the hell?” cried out one of the robbers as the sound rang out
through the quiet night. “Who… how'd the alarm go off?”



“Her, boss!” Another one of the robbers pointed toward the
attractive redhead, eyes sweeping over the blue top that seemed to
just barely hold in her breasts, lean legs filling out the
orange-and-black striped tights, her body stretched out casually
against the counter. “And damn, what a tomato!”



A third criminal let out a low wolf whistle. Molly found herself
uncomfortable and blushing at the sudden attention, but she kept
her mind on her lenses and hid the responses from the brutes she
faced. “Now now, gentlemen. Behave yourselves, you're in enough
trouble already.” She pushed herself up off the counter and
sauntered over to the four men, her hand out. “Just hand the money
over, and make it easy on yourselves.”



“Hey!” The gang's leader cried out as he watched the three men nod
and start to hand her their bags of money. “I'm in charge here!
Stop that! She's just some skirt, not one of them
hero-types!”



“I'll say,” Green Lantern declared as landed at the open rear door.
“I'm not sure what… your Harlequin is up to, but let me make it
clear that she's not getting away with any money.”



“For crying out loud!” the leader cursed as he pulled a gun out
from his jacket. “What a way to louse up a great score!”



“Hey! I'm on your side, Green Lantern!” Molly insisted with a huff
as she stepped up toward the mystery man. “Who do you think set off
the alarm?”



“Yeah, she set it off, alright, dizzy dame that she is. She was
talking about wanting to lure you here,” the leader added, thinking
quick on his feet and grinning at his luck.



“I see,” Alan Scott said as green flame flowed from his ring and
lashed up the bank robbers before they could realize it, all the
while eying the young woman in the gaudy costume. “What did you
hope to get away with? I can't picture what would make a young lady
such as yourself a hardened criminal?”



“I'm not a hardened criminal!” Molly was flustered and nearly let
her concentration slip. “I lured you here to get the gang.”



“So you could keep all the loot for yourself, you chiseler?” the
leader cried out again, sounding furious at the double cross.



“I see. Didn't expect me to show up so soon, did you?” Green
Lantern chided her and let more green flame stretch out from his
ring toward Molly.



“Oh! Ohhh! You… you're both such… men!” Harlequin cursed as she
leaped back and slid over the counter, using the wooden structure
as a shield from the Lantern's attack. “I came here to help you!
I'm on your side!”



“Right. All the people on my side carry sacks of stolen money while
dressed up like a gaudy clown,” Lantern patronized her, and it was
eating at the Irish temper inside the normally demure redhead. He
let the emerald beam reach up over the counter and wrap around
Molly's slender waist, and dragged her back to him.



“Harlequin. Not a clown, Harlequin. And if you'd kindly get your
green mitts off of me now,” Molly said in a stern voice as she
slipped her mandolin over her shoulders. She swept the wooden
instrument through the green fire, and she dropped to her feet as
she broke the connection. “And now, if you're done being so… so…
obstinate!”



“The police can sort it all out when they get here, Harlequin. If
you're truly innocent, you've nothing to worry about,” Lantern
assured her as he let out with more green fire, forming a cage
around her, as sirens started to echo down the late night
street.



Molly felt her blood turn to ice. If they arrested her, they'd
unmask her and she'd lose her job and she'd look like an idiot in
front of this man who she still loved, even if right now he was
driving her up a wall. “On no! Not working that way, Lantern,” she
insisted as she drove the mandolin through the floor of the cage
and rolled away from the emerald prison. “Time to go, but I'll be
back, Lantern. I love you too much to stay away!”



“You're not getting away that… huh? Lo—” Lantern stopped suddenly,
as if hit by a brick wall, first by the odd words from the
Harlequin's mouth, and then by the heavy end of the instrument as
it easily slipped past his green shield and smacked him in the
temple. Stunned, Lantern could barely keep to his feet.



“You're the one that chose to make this an archenemy kind of
relationship. I wanted to be your partner, but hey… I'll take what
I can get. 'Til next time, Green Casanova!” She blew him a kiss and
bolted down the alley, as Lantern staggered after her.



His hand gripped the door jamb and he spun himself out into the
alley to pursue her, but she was gone. He saw nothing at the mouth
of the alley, and the nearby wooden fence that bisected the alley
the other way was much too high for anyone to clamber over easily.
It was obvious, he thought as he stared at it. He shook his head as
he turned back into the bank to add more secure bonds to the
criminals. At least she'd only made off with one bag of cash.



Molly Maynne stood in the alley, shaking nervously as the broad
chest of the Green Lantern came into view, his piercing blue eyes
staring at her, seeking her out. She could feel the tingle of her
glasses as she impressed into the powerful brain of the
ring-slinger that the wooden fence prevented any escape that way.
She saw the disappointed look on his face as he turned away, and
only then did she notice she was holding her breath.



She exhaled slowly, and on shaky legs, turned and headed down the
alley. She noticed the bag in her other hand and opened it up. She
grinned and thought about the night's events. Molly sauntered past
the approaching police officers, her mask forcefully suggesting
that they race directly to the bank and ignore her, and she just
smiled all the wider.



The next day, Molly Maynne sat at her desk, typing away at the
correspondence Alan had left for her the night before.



“Morning, Molly. How are you doing today?” Her employer looked down
at her, giving a wan smile, a hand rubbing his forehead.



“I'm great, Mr. Scott. But are you okay?”



“Yeah, just a… headache. Guess I didn't sleep very well.”



“Well, go into your office, and I'll get your coffee, Mr. Scott,”
she informed him, getting up to her feet and letting him see the
new skirt she'd bought, and the nearly shocking display of her legs
that it offered beneath the thin material. She'd bought it just
that morning, with the money from last night's… proceeds, along
with the dark stockings she wore under it. They seemed to be
popular with mystery men, after all. She sighed when he nodded and
headed to his office without apparently noticing.



Yeah, I guess he made the right choice for you, Molly, she
thought as she made up his coffee, then grabbed up her appointment
book. He never noticed you as his assistant here, he'd never
have noticed an assistant out there. But socking him in the head…
he has to notice me then! She laughed as she
entered the office, and Alan looked up at the mirth on her
face.



“Something funny, Molly? Have a good evening, like I said?”



“Oh yeah, Mr. Scott. Definitely,” she answered. Guess some guys
just need a knock to the ole coconut to get their
attention.



She shook her head, laid down the coffee and sat at her seat.
Men!

 



End.



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



If you enjoyed these stories, 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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