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From the Nara Parat-Khan Manuscript – found in a cave
in the Himalayas, thought to have been written some 50 years after
the death of Xeres The Great. Only fragments of the manuscript
remain, but studies show it to be written in Persian script in a
hand remarkably similar to Xeres own. While most scholars dismiss
this as bizarre happenstance, a few whisper what no one believes:
Xeres was alive a half century after his death in a secluded
Himalayan cave…



I grow weary of life. Endless as it is. I grow tired. How easy it
would be to give up now and let the magic seep from my body. To
allow myself to return to the dust from which I was forged.



But I cannot. The one has no been found. Without the one, without
an apprentice, I am forced to start again.



I was a fool to trust Savage. He could have been the one. Another
ageless immortal with a vision that extends to the reaches of time.
He should have been the one. But Savage is too petty, too small to
realize the great gift he was offered. That he would side with that
loathsome Thuc[missing text]



Note from translator: The rest of this sentence is missing.
Scholars have long debated who “Savage” is with no real progress
ever made. “Thuc” has also along been a mystery. However, those who
believe the author of the NPK Manuscript is Xerxes believe that
Thuc is, in fact, Thucydides – the Athenian general who devised
Xerxes’ great defeat during the Persian-Greco wars. This is, of
course, a claim that has little supporting evidence.



What Savage turned down by betraying me was nothing less than
stewardship of all mankind. No matter. I will find another. Until
then, all that matters is the agenda.

 

 

 

“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god!” Tim Drake was frantic,
inadvertently climbing over Alfred to get a closer view of the
action on the cave’s monitor. “Did that guy with the wings shot
fire at Batman? Fire? Who is that? What’s going? Oh my god!”



“Master Timothy, please!” Alfred said, gently pushing the boy aside
and back into his chair with one arm. “Do sit down and calm
yourself! You aren’t helping!”



The monitor from Batman’s cowl-cam showed the impossible. A man in
a thick nomex suit, gliding through the air on broad metal wings.
His head was covered in oblong shaped shell with large, bulbous
lenses over his heads. In his hands was a fearsome flamethrower
that appeared to have an inexhaustible supply of fuel.



It was Gotham’s most famous arsonist. Firefly.



On the rooftop of the Gotham University communications and telecom
lab building, Batman snarled as he flipped backward away from
another incoming wall of searing plasma. He threw a batarang into
Firefly’s fuel line, slicing it open. The naked fuel splashed onto
Firefly’s suit, erupting into flame. The winged villain cackled and
climbed upward away from Batman’s reach.



“I just can’t catch a break these days,” he said into the mic in
his cowl.



“I am equally dismayed, B,” came Alfred’s voice. “This makes
Gotham’s third Firefly.”



“I don’t think so, A,” Batman said, pulled a zip line from a pouch
on his belt. “This is the original loser back in action.”



“Original? Uh, sir isn’t Mr. Lyons…well, dead, sir?”



“No doubt about it.”



“And yet you are sure he is…”



“Pretty sure,” Batman said, fixing the zip line to a weighted
batarang. “Fighting styles are like fingerprints. Firefly is back
and he's protecting the Jokerz theft of electronics from this
building. And I don’t like it. What’s Nightwing’s ETA?”



“No way he’s getting there fast enough, sir.”



In the cave, Tim Drake was doing all he could to stay in his chair.
“Nightwing? He’s coming too? Cool!”



Alfred rolled his eyes but could not suppress a grin. Tim was
different than either Jason or Dick. Despite recent tragedies, the
serious and darkness that hovered over those two wasn’t clinging to
Tim in the same way. Murder had turned Jason Todd and Dick Grayson
into old souls. But Tim, despite his grief and anger, still had a
boy’s spirit. Containing it was obviously going to take a lot of
work.



“Please, Master Tim. Keep your teeth together and watch,” Alfred
said.



Firefly, his fuel line repaired, swooped down from the sky with the
fury of a dragon. Streams of flame and clouds swirled around his
body as it nose dived toward his target.



“Gonna kill him! Kill him! Roast him! Cook him! BWAHAHAHAH!”
Firefly shouted, letting rip a wall of flame that began to burn the
building’s rooftop. “Good is bad! Bad is good! Gotta set the night
on fire! Boom baby! Roooooast him!”



Batman dove and rolled away from Firefly’s blast. The villain
swooped low, but missed his target and began to climb into the
clouds again. Batman was having none of it. He let the line fly. It
caught Firefly around the neck. The villain made a sickening, wet
gurgle as Batman pulled back hard on the line. Firefly’s body
slammed into the roof, crushing his wings and snapping his helmet
off.



“My word,” Alfred said. “What on earth….”



“I don’t know,” Batman hissed. “I’m going to finish this now. There
will be time to figure it out afterward.”



Garfield Lyons struggled to his feet, coughing up phlegm and blood
while tearing at the line around his throat with his fingers. His
eyes are dark and bloodshot. His pupils dilated to such a degree he
appeared to be on drugs, perhaps a powerful hallucinogenic
substance. His hair was long and ragged with a thick band of white
running from his left temple down the back of his neck.



“Kaff….gotta burn him. Burn him. Gotta…kack….cough…burn baby, burn…
” he muttered.



Batman cracked his knuckles and pounced forward. Deep down inside
him, in places he never tells Alfred about, something laughed. He
was going to enjoy this.



His legs went instantly numb, Batman’s body jerked involuntarily to
the left. He rolled clumsily at the same time his chest and arms
froze over.



With ice.



Batman heard the heavy fall of hydraulically powered boots stomping
across the rooftop. He didn’t need to turn his head to know who was
coming up behind him.



“Freeze,” Batman said, struggling to take a deep breath. “It’s
n-n-not like you to work with s-someone like Fire f-f-fly.”



“True, enough,” Freeze said, stepping over Batman’s body and
walking toward the still struggling Firefly. “But Mr. Lyons is
having some…difficulty adjusting to life among the breathing. He’s
needs a chaperone.”



Freeze grabbed the line around Firefly’s neck. The smaller man
dropped to the ground, spitting and shouting to no one in
particular.



The ice around Batman’s wrist cracked under the heat of a miniature
laser. But before he could get any further, Freeze blasted him with
another shot from his cryogenic gun, encasing the detective in a
solid block of ice from his neck to this feet.



“Enough of that, thank you Batman,” Freeze said, his voice devoid
of any emotion. “This is going far too easy. I will have to talk to
the Joker about why he has had such trouble killing you…”



Batman tried to speak, but the ice was crushing his lungs making it
impossible to breath. He felt his suit beginning to heat up.
Alfred must be activating my Mr. Freeze counter-measures
remotely, he thought.But it’s not going to work fast
enough.



“Normally, I might gloat for a while, Batman. But I’ve learned
folly of monologuing around you,” Freeze said, cocking his gun.
“This will fill your throat and lungs with ice. I’m afraid it will
hurt. Goodbye Ba….”



A high-pitched whistle from the street bellow cut the night air. A
voice that made Batman’s blood run cold shouted up.



“Yo! Fire and ice! Show’s over! Time to make like a tree and get
out of here!”



“Joker! That insufferable…”, Freeze said, activating a loud speaker
on his suit. “I have Batman pinned. I will ensure his death and
we’ll join you afterward.”



“Oh that’s a big negative, Mr. White Christmas. That’s a N-O, no
Mr. Snow, Mr. Ten Below!” the Joker shouted. “Grab fly-boy and get
your tin-can ass back to the you-know- where! There will be plenty
of time but put Batboy on ice! Ha! On ice! I kill me!”



Without another word, Freeze picked up the sputtering Firefly and
threw him over this shoulder. He turned his head toward Batman and
did not move for a long moment. Then Freeze made a slashing motion
across this throat with his hand, before jumping off the side of
the building.



Batman could not see Freeze’s face behind the thick plate glass
visor of his helmet, but could have sworn his old foe was
grinning.



“Sir!” came Alfred’s voice.



“I’m alright. The suit’s thermals are m-melting the ice. I’ll be
free in a few minutes,” Batman said.



“That was a close call, sir,” Alfred said. “I know you are not a
religious man, B, but someone was watching out for you
today.”



Batman flexed his arms, cracking some of the thinning ice around
his chest allowing him to finally take a full breath. “Oh someone
was, A. But I’m not sure I am going to like the answer when we find
out who. Once I’m free I am going to collect forensic samples. Get
the lab ready. Batman out.”



Alfred turned to look at Tim. The boy was sitting in a ball on his
chair, hugging his legs to this chest. His eyes were big as the
moon and he looked as though he was about to explode.



Alfred sighed. “Very well, Master Drake. Let it out…”



“OH MY GOD! That was unbelievable! Did you see that?” Tim said,
bursting from his chair. “That ice guy almost got Batman and then
just walked away! Does this happen all the time? Batman should have
a heat gun or something! Oh, oh! Did you see Batman take down that
fly guy? That was so wicked! He just threw that boomerang out and
ZAM! Got him right around neck….”



Alfred sat back in his chair and rolled his eyes. “This is going to
take a lot of work,” he muttered.

 

 



From the Nara Parat-Khan Manuscript



[missing text] would have defeated them in those narrow straights.
But Savage abandoned by troops the night before and apparently
supplied our enemies with information they needed to turn the
tables on us. One day that [word missing. Best fit appears to be
the word “ape”, although that seems unlikely given the time period
of the documents authorship)-man will pay for his treachery.



Get [missing text] to the pit to restore. [missing text]. Ubu.
[missing text] agenda will bring humanity under my heel once and
for all.

 

 


There are few places more revolting that the old
Gotham underground. Long ago flooded by burst sewer pipes, it’s
fester pool of human refuse and rodents.



“Boss? Boss,” Jacko-Boy Basilone said, trying to hold back
yesterday’s lunch. There is no getting used to this smell. It’s so
thick you can see it. “Boss? Why are you hanging them steaks from
that *ulp* pipe?”



“It’s gonna be feeding time soon, Jacko-Boy,” the man in the trench
coat and wide brimmed hat said. “Gotta make sure the big fella is
fed.”



“Big fella who?” Jacko-Boy said, cringing as his foot oozed into
something soft and sticky in the knee-deep swill that ran through
this part of the old rail lines.



“Killer Croc.”



Jacko-Boy spun in 180-degree circle and pulled his piece.
“Frack.”



“Ya, see, Jacko, if Croc is full he ain’t gonna bother eatin' us,”
the man in the hat said. “And I gotta stay underground for a spell
more.”



“Yo! Jacko!” shouted Two-Gun Tony.



“Tony, shut the hell up!”



“What? What’s goin’ on?



“Boss says Waylon is down here…”



“Croc? Frack!”



“That’s what I said.”



The man in the hat hung another slab of meat and began to walk
through the water and muck in a circle.



“No you shut up!” he said to no one in particular. “No! No! I know
I what I’m doing! I’m not listening to you anymore. Shh!”



“Uh, Jacko,” Tony said, keep a close eye on any ripples in the
water. “Who’s he talkin’ to?”



“I dunno, man. He’s been doin’ that for a while and its gettin’
worse.”



“Well that’s just great. Some mystery man shuts down business, the
Joker takes over half the False Face gang, and we’re stuck in
Killer Croc’s lair with an off his rocker Black Mask. We’re pretty
much screwed aren’t we?”



“Pretty much…what, what was that?”



“Where?”



“There! There! Under the water! Mask look…”



Tony never got the rest of the sentence out.

 

 



From the Nara Parat-Khan Manuscript



The process of [missing text] can shatter the human mind. I’ve seen
it. The weak and feeble minded cannot handle the process. It can
tear their sanity from their souls forever. Even I have felt the
madness creep upon me, but I have always kept it at bay. But the
others? They loose themselves. Still, the process does have the
effect of making useful soldiers. Mad ones, yes, but they are
almost always susceptible to suggestion.



The one will be able to cope with [missing text] pit [missing text]
and take my place.

 

 


For years Batman’s mask has hid his true face,
true heart, from those around him. It protects him and those in his
inner circle, allowing him the freedom to pursue his life’s work.
Few have every seen beneath it.



That mask has a name. It’s called Bruce Wayne, and today he has
little patience for it.



After last night’s run in with Freeze and Firefly, having to
pretend to be a foppish playboy was grating. Nails on a chalkboard.
He should be in the cave, running the forensics with Alfred,
planning for tonight. Something was changing in Gotham. Something
fundamental. Seismic. And in this city that usually meant only one
thing…



Blood shed.



So wrapped up in his own world, Bruce stumbled blindly into Tess
Hartigan, his assistant.



“Sir!” she said, waving papers in his face. “These are the forms
Mr. Fox sent up for you to sign about the European projects
….”



“Yes, thank you,” Bruce said, mindlessly signing the documents, his
mind elsewhere.



“…and last month’s payroll audit…’



“Yes, thank you.”



“…and this quarter’s variance reports…”



“Yes, thank you.”



“Oh, and a Dr. Thomas Elliott from Dinjin Enterprises is waiting
for you in you office.”



“Yes, thank…what?” Bruce’s snapped to attention.



“I know, I told him to wait in the lobby but he was very insistent.
He said you two were old friends.”



Bruce felt lost for a moment. This was obviously a trap. Elliott
had vanished months ago, his whole life in Central City erased.
Someone had used Clayface to imitate him during the last
confrontation with the Wrath. No trace of his childhood friend
could be found anywhere. Dick didn’t miss anything when he went
looking. This could be a trap. This confirmed something he’d
feared. That whoever or whatever was turning Gotham on its head
knew who he was.



But there was no getting around it. Someone calling themselves
Elliott was in his office. Could be Clayface. And Bruce was
unarmed.



But there was no getting around it.



“Thank you Tess,” Bruce said, striding to his office doors. “Why
don’t you take the rest of the day off.”



He pushed the heavy oaken doors open and braced himself. Elliott
would no doubt be standing there smiling that cocky grin of his
under that mop of red hair. He’d make some stupid inside joke only
they knew. “Stick a needle. Bruce.” And then the real chess match
would start.



But the man sitting behind Bruce’s desk did not have red hair. He
did not have a cocky grin or Thomas’ green eyes. This man had a
neatly trimmed beard, pointed in Spartan style. A thick mane of
black hair spilled over his shoulders with a long streak of white
that ran from his forehead to the back of his neck. His eyes were
dark, almost black and it appeared as though light did not reflect
off of them, but was being absorbed. A primitive, tribal tattoo
rolled up his neck, behind his ear and framed his left eye.



His dark green suit was made the finest Arabian silk and on the
lapel was a golden broach in the shape of a scimitar over a blazing
sun.



This was not Thomas Elliott.



“You appear less battle worn that I should have expected, Bruce,”
the man said. “Given your current…occupation, after all.”



“You’re in my chair,” Bruce said, his leg muscles tight and
shoulders loose and ready. Everything was making sense now. The
appearance of this one man was causing the pieces to fall together
easily.



This one man. The head of the demon. Master of the League of
Shadows.



Ra’s Al Ghul.



“I see it’s all taking shape now for you,” Ra’s said stepping out
from behind Bruce’s desk. Bruce merely nodded and took his
seat.



“I can spare you five minutes Ra’s, if you have anything to
say.”



“Bruce, Bruce, Bruce. Anything I have to say has already crossed
your mind.”



“And my responses have already crossed yours.”



Ra’s paced slowly toward the center of Bruce’s desk, careful to
stay far enough away as not to trigger a physical conflict.



“You stand firm then?” he said.



“Absolutely.”



“You do realize what is being offered to you, Bruce?”



“I do.”



“And yet you will not be moved.”



“I will not be moved.”



Ra’s pulled his mane of hair into a ponytail and then slowly
reached his hand into the breast pocket of his suit. Bruce pushed
himself to his feet while grabbing a batarang fastened to the
bottom of the desk as he rose. Ra’s merely smiled and pulled out a
small date book.



“Well I see your paranoia hasn’t changed, Bruce,” he said, flipping
the pages. “You first interfered in my Gotham operations nine
months ago, cutting off a shipment of experimental weapons.”



“So you were the one trying to equip that Intergang cell…”



“Four months ago, you shut down three drug labs. The month after
that another arms shipment. Nine weeks after your encounter with
the Wrath you managed to prevent an attempt to wipe out the GCPD
data base,” Ra’s continued. “And now with your recent interference
with the attempted theft of communications equipment you are
starting to pose a significant threat to my agenda, Bruce.”



“Well,” said Bruce sitting down. “I’m glad I can make an
impression.”



“Do not be too sure of yourself. This is not the case of a former
student defeating his master. The circle will not be complete for
you down that path, Bruce, I assure you,” he said. “If you continue
down your current road I will have no choice but to press the
league into direct action and take extreme measures.”



Bruce smiled and rose from his seat. He walked over to the bar in
his office and opened a bottle of obscenely expensive brandy. He
poured two glasses. Neat. And then handed one to Ra’s before
walking causally to a leather sofa in the office and sitting
back.



“Danger is part of my mission, Ra’s.”



Ra’s took a sip from the brandy, nodded in approval, and then sat
in an adjoining black leather chair.



“Your son said the same thing when I granted him the courtesy of a
warning,” Ra’s said.



“Jason…”



“Indeed. And like you he turned away from the grand offer I make,”
Ra’s said. “He was far too angry to be as a brilliant an apprentice
as you were Bruce, but he is not without his skills. Actually, he
is far more like you than he wants to accept, and so hates himself
even more than he hates you.”



“Whatever else he is, he isn’t going to be anyone’s puppet.”



“Quite so. But like you he poses a potential threat to the agenda
and will be dealt with in due course,” Ra’s said. “In any case,
Bruce, you know this is not mere danger. You will face the full
fury of the league. You do not face one of those pathetic madmen
you keep stored in Arkham. You face utter annihilation.”



“Three minutes, Ra’s,” Bruce said.



Ra’s gaze turned cold. “Do not be foolish, Bruce. Please! You have
only touched the tip of the iceberg. You and your allies face an
organization with a reach and power that you, despite your little
victories and cleverness, do not yet fully realize. Accept my
offer. Stand by my side as you once did, son. Take your mission
beyond this crumbling city.”



Bruce sat unmoved and silent sipped his drink. Ra’s held his gaze
for a long, silent moment, as though he could divine what Bruce was
thinking through his eyes.



“You know, son, I happen to know that Talia would be pleased to see
you again, safe, back in the fold.”



Bruce took a deep breath, and finished his drink. He and Ra’s
stared at each other for another long moment. Ra’s had played his
hand well; dredging up better days, old alliances and past loves.
Grand loves. Epic victories. Perhaps, Bruce thought. Perhaps…



Bruce rose to his feet, setting his glass aside.



“I am afraid in the pleasure of our conversation I am neglecting
important business elsewhere,” he said, motioning to the door with
is eyes.



Ra’s, unable to contain his anger, ground his teeth as he stood up,
flinging his glass against the wall.



“You have only two choices, Mr. Wayne! Either step back into the
fold and keep your blood oath to me, or, while it would pain me
deeply my old student, you will be trampled and left for dead. You,
your allies and this rotten corpse of a city,” he said, walking to
the door. “And do not be under any illusions, detective. If the
Batman is clever enough to bring destruction upon me, I will surely
do the same to him.”



“Your presence here today speaks volumes, old friend, and you have
paid me many complements,” Bruce said. “For that I am grateful. So
let me grant you one in return and say that if I was assured the
former circumstance I would, to protect this city, happily accept
the latter.”



“I can promise you the one,” Ra’s said, his fists shaking in anger
and he stormed from the office. “But not the other!”



For a long moment Bruce stood in his office alone. Unmoving.
Listening to the pounding of his heart in his ears. There was an
odd, cold feeling in the pit of his stomach. Something he didn’t
quiet recognize at first. He had only felt this once. A long time
ago in grimy patch of alley, frantically pressing his hands over
his mother’s breast, trying to stop the bleeding. Each time he
pushed down to keep it from gushing out, it squirted up through his
fingers and ran down his arm.



It was just that night he felt it. Just that one time. Until now.
He swallowed hard and waiting for the feeling to pass, but pieces
of it clung to him for hours afterward.



A cold, dread terror.



He took his cell phone from his pocket and punched in a code to
access a communications relay in the cave. A few moments later, an
encrypted single reached its destination.



“Arthur?” Bruce said. “It’s me. Can me you met at Gotham General?
Eight hours? Good. Room 716.”



How many more, Bruce thought. How many more ghosts
from my past will come crawling back into my life?

 

 


Vicki Vale's breathing was shallow. It hadn’t
changed in weeks. Her skin had lost its glow. At least that is what
Bruce thought.



Every day, he came to sit by her bed for at least an hour. The
woman had been stuck in a coma since the Wrath drugged her. The
toxin remains unknown. Bruce had paid for the best experts money
could buy to treat her, but it wasn’t enough anymore. With Ra’s in
the picture, she was now more than a victim of Batman’s war on
crime. She was a target.



Bruce walked to her bedside and kissed her forehead. He was about
to say something when it smelt it. Brine. No matter where the man
goes, that smell is always with him.



“Hello Arthur,” Bruce said.



“Bruce,” Arthur said walking into the room, quietly for such a big
man. Even more than Superman, there was something alien about
Aquaman. He wasn’t just big. His muscles appeared like solid rock –
an evolved tissue density to survive the ocean bottom. His skin was
all little too pale. His eyes just a little to blue.



“How is she?”



“No change,” Bruce said, walking toward the window.



“Hmm,” Arthur said. “Look, Bruce, I am sorry for what happened to
her…but, we aren’t exactly, you know….friends. If you want a
shoulder to cry on…”



Bruce put up his hand. “You know better than that. I have a favor
to ask.”



“Ok,” Arthur said. “But I’m not signing anything that gives you
control of my mortal soul.”



Bruce said nothing and stared out the window.



“That was a joke, Bruce.”



“I want you to take Vicki to Atlantis. Hide her there.”



“I’m sorry? You want me to what with who now?”



Bruce turned, checked the monitors recording Vicki’s health and
then sat down.



“An old…someone from my past has arrived in Gotham. From the looks
of it, he’s been here for months. Maybe longer, I can’t be sure.
But right under my nose he’s been reorganizing Gotham’s underworld.
He’s taken over most of the major mafia families. Deposed Black
Mask and others. I even suspect he might be behind a change in
behavior in the Joker,” he said. “He intends to take over Gotham
City, use it as a base of operations for an international operation
of terrifying scope.”



“How big?”



“Crisis big.”



“Ok. Ok. Look, if that’s the case then we have time to nip this in
the bud right? Let’s get the league and….”



“No.”



“No what?”



“No JLA.”



“Bruce…”



“My enemy knows everything about me. He knows how I think. How I
fight. How I plan,” Bruce said. “He knows who I am without the,” he
stopped, putting his index fingers on either side of his head to
make ears.



“What? How? There are heroes you work with all the time who
don’t…”



“He trained me.”



Arthur looked hard at Bruce and then sat down in a chair that was
too small for his massive frame.



“Fine. He’s got your number. All the more reason to call in the
JLA.”



Bruce frowned. “You don’t get it. He knows I’m a member of the
league. And he plans like I do.”



Arthur’s eyes opened wide. “Gods. You’re saying he’s planning for
you to call in the league?”



“All that matters to him is his agenda. He moves slowly and
deliberately and he would not have allowed me to learn that he is
here so easily unless he did not fear anything I could throw at
him,” Bruce said. “I did some quick checking before you got here.
This is just rumor and at this point I cannot be sure its even
remotely true. But my enemy is capable of doing it so I have no
choice but to take it seriously.”



“And that is?”



“He’s assembled an ‘on-call’ anti-league headed by Black Adam…
”



“Come on….”



“Again, I do not know for sure if that is true. But what is very
likely true is that Ra’s had made a deal with Black Adam, or
someone of similar power levels, specifically to deal with Clark.
Who knows what the rest of the team looks like, but you and I could
make some good educated guesses,” Bruce said. “If I call in the
league, my foe calls in his team and the conflict in Gotham goes
global instantly. It will be highly destructive and could result in
the deaths of millions.”



Arthur got up and looked down at Vicki. “So what do we do?”



“You inform the league of what I just told you. Tell them to stay
out of Gotham at all costs. Especially Clark. If the big blue boy
scout shows up, my enemy is likely to get an itchy trigger finger,”
Bruce said. “And take Vicki to Atlantis. My enemy will use her
against me. She is way too vulnerable in Gotham. Your city puts her
as far out of reach as possible.”



“There has to be a better solution. Couldn’t you hide her in
Clark’s Fortress?”



“If I could break into the fortress, so can he.”



“You broke into the fortress?”



“A couple of times.”



“Does Clark know?”



Bruce said nothing, but smiled that scary smile of his.



“Ok, we’ll talk about your boundary issues later. I can take her.
But Bruce, the longer she stays down there, the harder it will be
for her to return to the surface.”



“I know.”



The two men said nothing for a long moment. Arthur turned and
opened the door.



“I’ll make the arrangements,” he said, before leaving.

 

 



By the time Bruce returned to the cave, Alfred was asleep in one of
the leather chairs before the communications center.



“Alfred?”



“Mmm? Oh, sorry, sir,” Alfred said. “That boy has more energy…what
is it?”



“Ra’s Al Ghul.”



“Surely not….”



“It is. And he might be behind everything that has been happening
lately. Call Nightwing. Call Gordon. Set up a meeting.”



“Yes sir.”



Bruce pulled off his jacket, and headed into the cave’s
armory.



“Alfred, as of this moment, we are at war.”

 



To Be Continued!



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



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



All characters are (c) DC Comics and no infringement upon their
copyrights is intended. Support DC Comics by buying their monthly
comic books and graphic novels.
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	Lobo: Dirty
Deeds - Done Dirt Cheap (2007)
Hey you! Get yer greasy paws offa my space hog! Naw, I don’t
care that ya didn’t touch it yet. Ya might have later and ain’t but
nobody touches my ride!

Aw, yer a human ain’t ya? No offense, but the Main Man thinks
you ain’t nothing but a pack of naked monkeys. Yes he does. Hell,
‘bout the only thing ya ever done right was AC/DC. Righteous that
is. Cranked up on my space hog whenever I’m on the road….what’s
that? Ya can’t hear hard rock in space? Why not? Cause ya can’t
hear in space? Stupid monkey! Don’t push yer luck!

I’d probably kill ya right here, right now, but I got a
business-type appointment. Can’t figure why a soft skinned chimp
like yerself would dare walk into a place like Vogon’s Cantina. But
I’m in a forgivin’ mood, chimp. So ya can come along and watch the
action. And there’s always action at Vogon’s. Just stay outta my
way and keep yer head down.

My name? Ya better not forget it ya fraggin bastich. It might be
the last name ya ever hear.

Lobo!



	


Batman: City
of Crime #5 (2007)
Batman: City of Crime, Part 5 (of 5): Wrath



	


Batman: City
of Crime #4 (2007)
Batman: City of Crime, Part 4 (of 5): Knight Fall



	


Batman: City
of Crime #3 (2007)
Batman: City of Crime, Part 3 (of 5): Towering Heights.



	


Batman: City
of Crime #1 (2007)
Batman: City of Crime, Part 1 (of 5): Shadows.

Gotham. The city with its soul on fire. A city of victims. A
city of villains. A city of heroes.

For years Gotham Gazette reporter Marv “Mickey” Fynn has allowed
the dark corners of Gotham to ruin him. Once a reporter who rivaled
Lois Lane and Clark Kent, Fynn has become a lost in an alcoholic
haze.

With his job hanging by a thread, the jaded Fynn takes on one
last story. One last chance to see his name on front page. But when
he investigates a murder that would turn even the Joker’s stomach,
Fynn enters a world he never thought he would.

The world of The Batman - a mysterious vigilante that has only
just begun to appear in Gotham City.

Neither Fynn, nor Gotham will ever be the same again.

Set during the first years of Batman's career, Marv “Mickey”
Fynn tries to keep his job by investigating a murder that is
ghastly by even Gotham City’s standards. Convinced he knows the
dead woman, Fynn starts his investigation in the roughest part of
Gotham, in it’s roughest bar. The only person who might keep the
jaded reporter alive is the mysterious underworld figure, Matches
Malone!



	


Batman: City
of Crime #2 (2007)
Batman: City of Crime, Part 2 (of 5): Into the Inferno.

Reporter Mickey Fynn's investigation into the ghastly murder of
Nancy Hartigan takes him to the one place he knows he shouldn't go
- the lair of the Penguin! Oswald Cobblepot might provide a
critical lead on the case...if Fynn lives long enough to hear
it.



	


Batman
#20 (2007)
Batman: Partners.

The Justice League's world is coming down around them, so they
desperately need their key strategist ready for action. Only Batman
hasn't been seen in weeks! Superman is dispatched to find his long
time partner - only to find he is in no mood to help the
League!



	


Batman
#21 (2007)
Batman: Trauma, Part 1.



	


Batman
#22 (2007)
Batman: Trauma, Part 2.

Batman frantically tries to hunt down the Wrath, who has
kidnapped Vicki Vale! Meanwhile, when another Gotham villain turns
up dead, Batman is forced to come face to face with his greatest
failure as a crime fighter.



	


Batman
#23 (2007)
Batman: Trauma, Part 3.

Finally, the fate of Batman's first partner is revealed! What
happened to Jason Todd, aka Redwing, after the events of City of
Crime? Why doesn't Nightwing know who Redwing was?



	


Batman
#24 (2007)
Batman: Trauma, Part 4 (of 5).

In the second to last story in Batman: Trauma, Batman, Nightwing
and Alfred go on the offensive against the Wrath. But in doing so
they find themselves trapped in the cross fire of lethal agendas.
The ultimate fate of Jason Todd is revealed and stakes for Batman
and Gotham are raised.



	


Batman
#25 (2007)
Batman: Trauma, Finale.

The sequel to City of Crime ends here, shaking the foundation of
Batman's world. 'Nuff said.



	


Batman
#26 (2008)
Batman: Agoge.

Things in Gotham are changing. A strange new twist to the
Joker's behavior leaves Batman puzzled, but he isn't the only one
keeping tabs on the homicidal clown. As Batman past and present
collide we learn for the first time how Jason Todd became the Dark
Knight's first partner.



	


Batman
#28 (2008)
Batman: A Mirror, Darkly; Part 2.

The history of Ra's Al Ghul's connection to Bruce Wayne is
revealed while Batman tries to protect Gotham from his former
master. An unlikely alliance is formed under the city streets and
the Joker comes face to face with...himself?



	


Batman
#29 (2008)
Batman: A Mirror, Darkly Part 3.

War! The battle between Batman and Ra's spills onto the streets
of Gotham City, causing Jim Gordon to question the actions of his
long time masked ally in the war on crime. As Ra's makes a hard
final push to take control of the city, Batman's new allies led by
Black Mask strike back. And as if that wasn't enough, the Joker has
decided it's time to go wild.



	


Batman
#30 (2008)
Batman: A Mirror, Darkly Part 4.

It all ends here! The war between Ra's Al Ghul and Batman comes
to a head as Gotham city burns! At stake is nothing less that the
future of Batman and the fate of the city of crime! Nothing will
ever be the same for DC2's Dark Knight after this!



	


Batman
#31 (2008)
Batman: My Kingdom for a Horse.

During the climax of Ra's Al Ghul's attack on Gotham City,
Batman's criminal allies led by Black Mask, Two Face and the
Penguin were tasked with defending City Hall from the League of
Shadows.



	


Batman
#32 (2008)
Batman: The Grey Ghost.

Gotham's new Batman is determined to follow in his mentor's
footsteps....if he survives. Dick Grayson is about the learn to the
cost of wearing the cape and cowl as he faces his most lethal enemy
while being chased by the ghosts of Bruce Wayne's past.

Meanwhile Black Mask and Harvey Bullock are forced to come face
to face with their own demons....and each other.



	


Batman
#33 (2009)
Batman: Sins of the Father.

As the Grey Ghost continues his assault on the criminal element
of Gotham City, Dick Grayson learns about the price to be paid for
wearing the cape and cowl. Meanwhile, on the run from Killer Croc,
Black Mask and Bullock come face to with a new player in
Gotham!
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