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Eleven years ago, Gotham City

Jim Gordon
I should quit. I really should. I
mean, I’m not stupid. I know what this is doing to me. It makes me
smell bad, turns my fingers and teeth yellow and might, just might,
be drilling pot holes into my lung tissue.



And all of that might be matter if every time I lit up a cigarette,
the burning gravel at the back of my throat and rush to my head
didn’t feel so damn good. Besides, it calms my nerves. And working
as a cop in this town, they need all the calming they can
get.



“A bat-signal?”



“Christ!” I say, spinning around to face the massive beacon I’ve
had installed on the roof of headquarters. The arms I had to twist
and brides I had to dish out in order to get this thing up here
will be well worth it. But I don’t think he’s going to see it that
way. Not yet anyway. “Don’t you ever just say hello?”



“What is this Gordon?” Batman says. As always he stays as deep in
the shadow as he can. The light from the signal is casting a glow
he clearly finds uncomfortable. Good. I want him that way. “Shut it
off.”



“Mmm,” I say, lighting a smoke. “You came didn’t you? It’s not like
I just dial up 1-800-MASKED-MYSTERY-MAN, now can I?”



Batman shifts trying to melt further into what shadow there is. “We
can set up a system. Something less…public.”



“Oh I think we should. But the signal isn’t going anywhere.”



Batman shifts again. He’s got nowhere to hide.



“This isn’t how I work, detective.”



“True,” I say. Here it comes. My big push. The one that’s going
make or break this whole insane relationship I have with a
vigilante. “But you’re going start.”



He doesn’t like that. If he calls my bluff and leaves, the game’s
over. But I didn’t spend years in homicide because I can’t read
people. True, the outfit makes it hard to figure this one out. But
despite what he pretends to be, Batman is still just that – a
man.



“Explain yourself,” he says, growling like something predatory and
hungry. It sends a chill down my spine. But he doesn’t leave.



“Here’s the thing Batman. We have something of a problem you and
I,” I say. I’ve rehearsed this in my mind dozens of times. I just
hope to hell my voice doesn’t shake. “Thing is, Batman, you’re both
everything I want to be and everything I’ve sworn to fight.”



He looks at me through the blank eyeballs of that ebony horned mask
of his and pulls his cloak tighter around his body. “I don’t
understand.”



“Well, not to put too fine a point on this, friend, but you’re a
criminal,” I say. “Just to make myself crazy I used to try and
count how many felonies you commit on a given week. Assault. Break
and Enter. Mischief under $5,000. Fraud over $10,000. Theft.
Assault with a deadly weapon. Kidnapping. That’s just last week.
And never mind I’m pretty sure that car of yours is a violation of
the highway traffic act…”



“Of course I’m a criminal, Gordon,” Batman says, his lips pulling
into that sneer that makes it looks as though he’d happily eat you
for breakfast. “I have to be a criminal. I’ve always been a
criminal.”



“I’m not finished,” I say, using my best
drill-sergeant-dressing-down-a-cadet voice. “By any moral and
ethical standards of law enforcement I should have you locked
up.”



“But….?”



“But this city needs you. You work, damn it to hell. Maybe…maybe in
a town this bad, our heroes need to be outlaws,” I say. “But if you
are going to do what you do, and I am going to do what I do, then
we need have to an understanding.”



Batman steps closer to the glow of the signal, which is still
flashing that bat-symbol off the clouds. “Go on.”



“I know what we are up against in Gotham. I’ve seen it, just like
you have. And it’s getting worse. I mean, Jesus, that Joker guy we
just put away? I’ve been carrying a badge and packing a gun a long
time Batman. I’ve stared too often in the dark night of the human
soul. But that guy…” I say, blowing smoke from my nose. “Look, it
hasn’t taken you long to become the city’s boogey man. Criminals
talk about you like you are the damned devil himself. Everyone else
thinks you are a just an urban myth. Hell, even some of my officers
think I created the whole idea of Batman to try and put the fear
into criminals. So I figured, ‘Why not start?’”



Batman walks over to the control panel for the signal, running his
fingers lightly over them.



“The signal is a way to letting them know, Batman. Every time it
goes up, some punk doing something he shouldn’t going to be looking
over his shoulder. Looking for you in the shadows. Always afraid
you’re somewhere, waiting…”



“Striking fear and terror,” Batman says. “It’s the best part of the
job.”



He always talks like that. Seriously. Like he’s been carved out of
a damned Spillane novel. I can’t tell if this guy is the most
brilliant man I have ever met, or the most insane. Maybe he’s
both.



“So here is the deal. I send the signal up when I want to meet,” I
say, kicking the control lever and shutting the light off. Batman
noticeably relaxes. “You’ll make a reasonable effort to contact me
and work with me to bring down the most serious cases. In exchange,
I’ll continue sharing information with you and I’ll do what I can
to keep the more…problematic elements of the department off your
back.”



“I don’t do well with rules,” he says. “If I refuse?”



“Then this comes to an end. And you go on the most wanted list,” I
say. “But we both don’t want that.”



This is it. This is where I find out just how far Batman is willing
to go. I can’t control him, but I can’t have him running lose all
the time in my city. There has to be a system. And this has to be
it.



“You just said I work,” he says, his voice softening ever so
slightly. “If that’s the case then why mess with what’s not
broken?”



“Frankly, because while you work, you aren’t working well enough,”
I said. I have the advantage. I have to press it now before he
shifts back into ice man mode. “Do you know how many of the punks
you bag end up serving time in prison?”



“I don’t know…”



“No you don’t, do you? You beat these idiots down like they have
never been beat down before. My boys pick them up, send them over
to Gotham General to get their bones casted. And then what?
Nothing, that’s what, Batman. Yeah, stopped a mugging or a drug
deal, but I don’t have any evidence to take to D.A. Most of what
you leave behind can’t be admitted in court. So once they heal up,
they head back on the streets.”



“Back on the streets nice and scared…”



“Sure,” I said, flicking my smoke off the roof. “But sooner or
later they go right back to doing what they did before. Only they
do it better to avoid attracting your attention. Which, by the by,
makes my job harder.”



Batman is silent for a long moment. None of this has occurred to
him before, it’s clear. I know this much about him. He’s obsessed.
I don’t know why or how, although I could guess. Profiling come
easy to me. Someone close to him was a victim. Probably when he was
young. He’d need years to become what he is. But whatever that
initial event was, it’s blinded to him to everything but his war.
And he just didn’t think it all through.



“So what do we do?” he says at last.



“Well there is a new kid working the in the D.A’s office. Harvey
something or other. Assistant to an assistant D.A. But Merkel says
he’s sharp and he’ll help. You bring me what evidence you have on a
case. I’ll take to the kid. He’ll never know it came from you,” I
say. “If he thinks its enough to convict, we’ll bust our
crooks….”



“And if not?”



“Well, then I guess we have a choice. We either collect more
evidence, or you do that thing you do.”



Batman says nothing but walks to the edge of the roof, and throws
his black cape over his shoulders. He turns his head slightly to
look back at me.



“Deal,” he says. “You’re good at this Lieutenant. Better than I
thought.”



“At what?”



“Brinkmanship. Keep this up, Gordon, and you’ll make commissioner
some day.”



“Oh, dear lord,” I say. “Don’t wish that on me.”



Batman grinned. Not that I’m-going-to-eat-your-soul grin. But a
normal, human grin.



“Still, a bat signal?” he says. “That’s not very mature.”



“Says the guy dressed up like Dracula.”



“Touche,” he says, turning to leap from the roof.



“Goodnight Batman.”



“Goodnight….Jim.”

 

 



Fourteen years ago, China, Songshan Mountains

Bruce Wayne
“Just how long have you been
grinning at me?”



She’s propped up on her right arm, staring at me. Talia. My beauty.
My love. My soul. She’s not just a woman. She’sthe
woman.



“I’ve just been watching you sleep, beloved,” she says, leaning in
to whisper in my ear. “But only for the last few minutes.”



It’s a lie. I’ve been awake for more than an hour. But I knew she
was watching me. So I let her have her moment of bliss.



“Do I really seem that different?” I say, closing my eyes and
taking in the smell of her skin. Three days I’ve spent with her.
Naked as jay birds. Three days without training. Without combat.
Without pain. Just three days and her.



“Since you returned from the cave with father? Oh yes,” she says,
tracing along the edge of my chin with her finger. “You
seem….whole.”



“Mmm,” I say. “I’m not a religious man. Then entire concept of a
god seems rather, well, stupid to me. This world is too cruel and
harsh for any theology to make sense….”



“But?”



“But up there in that cave, with your father? It was an experience
I can only describe as….spiritual. It’s made all the difference.
The rage. The guilt. It’s still there. But I control it. It doesn’t
control me.”



I slip from the bed walk to the window and take in the fresh airs.
Recently planted gardens send a scent of Jasmine to our room. Her
scent.



“Something troubles you still, Bruce?”



“Not troubled. Just…curious. So few of the monks have returned to
this temple after we defeated King Snake’s forces. Even with Kirgi
gone I would have expected them to return. This is their
home….”



“I’m sure they will be back,” she says, tossing the blankets off
and stretching out like a cat. Letting her hands slide over her
skin in that way that has me thinking about nothing but her. “Why
let it occupy your thoughts when there far more…pleasurable things
to dwell upon.”



“Even I need some rest Talia,” I say, bending to kiss her forehead.
“It has been three days…”



“You’re out of shape. All that sitting in that cave made you soft,
beloved.”



“Not always…”



Talia rose from the bed, draping the sheets around her like second
skin. “Go then. Father should be in the main hall overseeing the
restoration work. Go talk to him. I will be here when you
arrive…and you had better be rested.”

 

 



Today. Gotham City

Two Face
Half of us wants to kill them all. The
other half merely wants to run them down with a truck. But we know
better. We need them. For now.



Cobblepot. We always hated this one. Fat. Stupid. Slow. Survives in
our city only luck. He is a minor cog that will be removed. When
the time comes, we’ll enjoy it.



Black Mask. Half of us respects him. We suspect he is more like us
than he’ll admit. He commands fear and loyalty. We know something
about that. We’ll kill him, but with some regret.



Batman. We hate him the most. Betrayer. False friend with a false
face. Black Mask might stab us in the back, but we’d at least know
he wants us dead. The Bat plays at being our friend. Always
concerned about poor Harvey. We hate him. We will kill him. Slowly.
The coin said so. But he got us out of prison. So we
listened.



“You three listen up. Because if I have to repeat myself you’ll
wake up in a hospital bed,” he said to us. “Ra’s is still moving
his chess pieces. He won’t risk open fighting until he is ready.
The longer he is allowed to operate in comfort the fewer options we
have.”



“Ok, big boy, so what do we do to unsettle him,” Black Mask said.
He thinks he is in the same league as Batman. The same league as
us. Fool.



“Guerrilla attacks. Keep him off balance while I work to drop to
the hammer on him for good,” Batman said.



“And how are you going to do that, Batman” Cobblepot said.



“Never mind…Penguin,” Batman said. Cobblepot shifts uncomfortably
in his chair. We giggle.



Batman rolls out a map on the table. Points to a warehouse in the
Finger Lane industrial park.



“Ra’s will strike here. His ultimate plan will be more subtle than
a street war, but his troops need weapons to maintain control once
he takes the city. Thanks to Mr. Cobblepot, who has generously
provided us with locations of his weapons stores, we now know where
the most lethal stash in the city can be found,” Batman said.



“Ahem. Well, yes. No trouble at all really,” Cobblepot said.
“Intergang had placed a rather large order of some rather nasty
hardware. Rocket launchers. Explosives. And some kind of STAR labs
design that, frankly, I don’t really know what it does. But from
what I gather it makes a tremendous mess.”



The plan was simple. Each of us had men. Enough together to fight
Ra’s forces. Batman gave us our orders. Protect the warehouse.
Drive off Ra’s and then leave the warehouse to Gordon. No civilian
causalities. No deaths. We always knew Batman was a weakling.



So we waited in the warehouse for the enemy to arrive. Hiding
behind a crate, I watch the main door frost over. Then freeze and
crumble in a heap.



Mr. Freeze. We hate him almost as much as the Bat.



Freeze directs his foot soldiers to start emptying the crates of
weapons. A man named Jones grabs a crow bar. Black Mask steps out
from the darkness first.



“Oh I wouldn’t do that Jonesy,” he says. “I hope you enjoyed your
30 silver pieces, boy!”



“B-boss? Mask? Uh, what are you doing…”



“Never mind him. He is an ant,” Freeze says. “We have our orders,
Jones. Unpack the gear. I will take care of Black Mask
personally.”



“Will you now, Victor? I’m not too sure about that,” Mask says.
“Mr. Dent?”



“Dent?”



We step out from the crate and fire the pistol. Something special
Cobblepot says he got from the Spider. Fires a single, explosive
dart. We shoot for Freeze’s face plate.



The glass cracks and steam pours from his face plate. Freeze’s
howls, clutching at his face, reeling. We laugh.



“Boys?” Black Mask says, and our troops come out of hiding,
surrounding Freeze’s men, weapons cocked. We laugh again.



“Now, we’re under orders not to kill you. But frankly, you
traitorous sacks of crap, our general’s not here. So unless you
drop your collective knees and beg, I’m going to kill every last
one of you just for the shear…”



We hear a laughter coming from the catwalk above us. Only one
creature we know of laughs like that. We know enough to start
looking for a way out.



“Oh I so love a captive audience,” the Joker says.



“Joker? I heard you were working for this Ra’s guy, eh? I got no
problem turning you into fish food!”



“Roman, lend me your ears! It’s too bad you’re not as smart as you
are ugly! I’ve been here for hours!”



We open the nearest crate. “Mask, it’s empty!”



The Joker laughs. Several men, their faces painted like his, step
forward armed to the teeth. The weapons we were supposed to
protect, weapons that could level a city, are in the hands of a man
who makes us look sane.



“Why I’ve never shopped here before, I’ll NEVER know! I mean, I’ve
often wondered where I could get my hands on science-fictiony
weapons. And well, here we are! BWHAHAHAH!”



“Ok, Joker. What do you want?” Black Mask says. “Maybe we can cut a
deal?”



“What we have here, Mr. Mask, is a failure to communicate! Things
have become far too organized in Gotham, Black Mask. I'll take it
all away from him. All of it!! And you are all going to pay for
what happened to me!” Joker says, turning his back on us and
walking away.



“Happened to you? What are you…” Black Mask says.



“It’s hunting season boys! Bring me some trophies!”



We can’t escape. All we can do is shoot back as hell fire rains
upon us from above.

 

 



Fourteen Years ago, Songhan Mountains, China

Bruce Wayne
My comrades have washed away all the
blood. The temple seems like it used to. It almost feels like I
should stay here forever. Almost.



Ra’s isn’t in the main hall. No matter. It feels good to stretch my
legs. I head down into the lower levels to find something to eat in
the food stores. Kirgi always kept the best rices here. Talia would
love it, I’m sure.



There’s a low groan down the hall from the food store room. Then
another. Maybe someone got hurt during the clean up.



Down the hall and around the corner, in an empty room, I find him.
Chained to a wall, beaten and half starved. My mind refuses to
accept what my eyes see.



Master Kirgi.



I rush to his side, trying to pry the shackles open. “Be still!,” I
say. “I’ll have you out! I was told you were dead…”



“No, Wayne. I have been kept here for weeks. I do
not…cough…I do not know how much longer I will be able to
hold out…”



The shackles won’t open. Frantic, I look for a key. But the room is
empty.



“Master… I don’t…what happened?” My mind reels. This makes no
sense. “Moh poisoned you…”



“No….Moh protected me. Protected the temple. King Snake was never
here. The league struck before you arrived. Most of the monks were
killed or fled…”



“No…”



“Ra’s came to me. Offered me a place in the league if I only would
give…..give him the temple and my monks. He seeks to over throw
Beijing and needs skilled warriors…a place to build….”



“No!”



“The demon’s head is not…..Bruce, open your eyes….”



The old man’s body shuddered. He coughed a stream of dark, sticky
blood that splattered across my chest. He was gone.



And just like that, the rage returned. The furnace in my belly
stoked and the creature that dwells in it howled until I was deaf
from the noise of it. Only now it was different. Now I could use
it. Thanks to Ra’s Al Ghul. The Demon’s Head. My master. My
surrogate father.



I take a moment to say goodbye to Kirgi and then head for the
temple armory.

 

 



Today, Gotham City, The Cave

Alfred Pennyworth
This house is haunted. Not in
the literal sense, mind you. I don’t believe in such things anyway.
But the ghosts are here. Master Bruce won’t let them leave. Clocks
set to the very hour his parents were murdered. Their clothes
preserved in the rooms as though they never left.



They weigh upon the man constantly and, though I hate to think such
things, the brooding is like a fuel to him. It's an elixir that
keeps him going. The blood must always seep from his wounds to keep
Batman alive. But there are moments when the ghosts retreat and
Bruce Wayne steps forward and Batman melts into the ether.



It happened when Jason first arrived. And when Master Grayson
walked through the manor’s doors. While Master Bruce will hardly
admit it, not while he is locked in a struggle with his other
father, its happening again. Master Drake is chasing away the
ghosts.



“Um, Alfred….”



“Yes, Master Tim.”



“My arms are killing me.”



“Yes, Master Tim.”



“So…uh…gah…can I get down now…really…I don’t know…how long…”



I glance over at the boy, hanging from the still rings. He’s been
holding the iron cross position for several minutes and his arms
are trembling. He starts to sag and I think he is going to fall
when the rumble of the car drives the bats into frenzy. Batman has
arrived.



Master Tim pulls hard to right his body and hold his
position.



Batman leaps from his car and marches to his bank of computers. He
casts an eye back to Tim and then at me.



“How long?”



“Oh I’d say four minutes, sir.”



“Four?”



“Oh at least, sir. He trains with a particular dedication.”



“Tim, you can get down now,” Batman says, pulling his cowl back.
“Get some water and then practice that meditation I showed you the
other day.”



“Aw, Bruce,” the boy says dropping. “That was nothing. Really. My
arms don’t even hurt.”



“You heard me.”



“Yes sir.”



Bruce punches up a list of communications equipment stolen recently
by the Joker – equipment Bruce believes is destined for the hands
of Ra’s Al Ghul.



“What are you up to Ra’s?” he says under this breath. “Alfred, did
you get that information I wanted.”



“Perhaps the master of the manor would like something to eat or,
dare I say, a shower. I understand you want to play at being a
creature of the night, sir, but there is no need to smell like one.
You have been in that costume for two days,” I say.



“Alfred..”



“Very well, sir. But the water in my eyes are not tears of
happiness I assure you. The data you wanted is on your desk. I
shall join you once I retrieve a nose plug.”



Bruce walked to the desk and opened the file. It didn’t take him
long to read it.



“This is it?”



“Indeed, sir. It would seem the details of the procedure have been
lost or destroyed. However, I though the name of the attending
surgeon would catch your interest.”



“Mmm. It does. Dr. Thomas Elliott,” he says. “This might explain a
great deal. Shortly after we first arrested him, the Joker was
diagnosed with brain cancer. Elliott was called in to
operate.”



“That was so long ago, sir. Surely, Ra’s would not have been
involved…”



“He could have been Alfred. Who knows how long he has had his eye
on this city. It’s possible he was watching me all along and used
Elliott to do something to the Joker’s mind. Maybe the Joker has
been an unwitting sleeper agent all this time,” he says. “It would
explain…Tim! Get away from there!”



Tim was not sitting in front of the screen with the list of stolen
equipment. He hopped out of the chair at the sound of Bruce’s
voice.



“Sorry, but…”



“What did I tell you about using the computers down here?”



“I know but I think this list is….oh never mind,” the boys says and
turns to walk away.



“Tim, I cannot stand sulking. Knock it off. You think what?”



“Well,” Tim says, bouncing back into the chair. “I’m not a
detective or anything. But this kind of stuff is like a hobby for
me, you know? But if you had a big enough transmitter you could,
like, I dunno, hack into everything in the city.”



I stare at the screen trying to look like I know what the boy is
talking about. But I don’t see it. Bruce does.



“I suppose if he…oh dear lord…why didn't I see this sooner?”



“I don’t understand, sir.”



“Tim’s right. This equipment would allow Ra’s to broadcast to most
communications systems in the city, given the proper broadband
transmitter. He could control everything. Computers. Fire. Police.
EMS. All of it. Anything networked.” he says. “He’d be able to
interfere with any attempt to organize an attack against
him.”



“I did good, right?” Tim says.



“Yes, Tim. You did good,” Bruce says.



A red flash on another computer screen draws my attention. “Sir,
Commissioner Gordon is request a meeting.”



“When?



“Now, sir. Something about an out of control fire at the Finger
Lane industrial park…”



“A fire? Damn it,” he says, pulling his cowl back over this face
and running to the car. “I’ll be back when I can, Alfred!”



“Godspeed sir,” I say. “And heaven help any criminal downwind from
you.”

 

 



Today, Gotham City

Jim Gordon
The fires still burn. Four hours.
Four damned hours. I can see the flames licking the edges of the
sky from the top of police headquarters The fire chief tells me he
six pumpers and three ladder trucks on scene. And it still burns.
This is getting out of hand.



“Jim….”



I don’t turn. I’m not even startled. After years of this, I’ve
become used to his creature of the night routine. And tonight, I’m
too damned pissed to be impressed.



“This is getting out of hand, Batman.” I say, lighting a smoke.
“We’ll be lucky to live through this.”



“I didn’t say this would be easy, Commissioner. Some damage is
unavoidable. Ra’s won’t just roll over.”



“Some damage? SOME?,” I turn around and wave by hand toward the
inferno blocks away. “Does that look like some to you? Batman,
those fires are direct result of fighting between your new gang and
Ra’s forces….”



“And in doing so stopped Ra’s from obtaining …”



“Damnit Batman,” I say, biting down hard on my smoke, breaking it.
I pull another out and light it. “This is too much. I cannot have
open warfare on the streets. For god sakes, you’re empowering some
of the most dangerous criminals this city has ever seen….”



“To fight an even greater threat, Jim,” Batman says, pulling his
black cloak around his body. “The others I can control.”



Stay cool, Jim. You know how to handle this man.



“Really? Sure you can control Cobblepot. And Two Face? Most mooks
in this town don’t think he is any better than the Joker. But Black
Mask? Even if this works and Ra’s ends up in a nice cell over at
Blackgate, we’ll have set Roman back up as the city’s top mob boss.
And how knows what kind of damage he’ll do then!”



“We don’t know that will happen, Jim,” Batman says, turning to
watch the fires. “Even if it did, better the devil we know.”



“Better no devils all. And you goddamn know that,” I say. “I’m a
cop Batman. My job isn’t to fight fire with fire. It’s to put all
fires out. I can’t have Black Mask restored to his old position of
power. I’m pulling the plug on this. I want those three rounded up
and in jail. We’ll have to come up with a new plan to deal with
your friend Ra’s.”



Batman shifts his feet for a moment and takes a long deep breath.
Through his teeth, like sucking back air was painful. He looks at
the fires, turns his head to look at me, and then stares back out
into the night.



“No.”



“What do you mean, no?”



“Commissioner, Ra’s will seize control of this city. He’ll use it
to wage a campaign against the entire country, and eventually the
world itself. He has to be stopped here. Now. He goes no further,”
he says. “If stopping him means we have to makes deals with devils,
so be it.”



“I don’t think you understand, Batman. I’m. Pulling. The
plug!”



“We’re done here,” he says, and walks to the edge to the
roof.



I’m angry. His arrogance is going to be the death of him. I should
just let him go. Try to deal with him again later. But this is
Gotham city. I’m a Gotham cop. And I’m just not built that way. I
reach to the holster on my hip and grip the handle of the glock. I
start to slide it from the holster.



“Stop!”



Batman freezes and cocks his head slightly. “I wouldn’t.”



Neither one of us move. The glow of the fire in the distance dances
across the deep black of his costume.



“Damn it, Batman. This was never part of our deal.”



“No it wasn’t,” he says. “But events have been put in motion that
you can’t stop. Neither could I, even if I wanted. We have to see
this through to the end, Gordon. We’re committed.”



My heart feels like a jackhammer in my chest. He’s right. Damn him
to hell, but he’s right. He’s right and my city will burn.



I let go of my gun.



“This won’t work if you don’t play your part, Commissioner,” he
says, diving off the roof into the darkness. “Be ready. Wait for my
signal.”

 

 



Today, Gotham City

Batman
Morrison Ave and Miller Street. The old
banker’s district. Now home to desperate. The depraved. And those
who live off their corpses.



It’s also the beating heart of Gotham’s weapon’s trade. Everything
from military grade rifles to imports from Apokolips can be found
here. Given what Roman just did, Ra’s is going to need all the
weapons he can get. Which means the league will be coming here. The
warehouse in the building below me is where the Cobblepot often
stores merchandise. Five gets you ten, Ra’s knows what kind of
hardware is in there.



I probably should have told Gordon. But he needs time to simmer
down. To cool off and think straight.



Then I see them. Five leaguers. All in black. Moving through the
shadows in the alley behind the warehouse. You’d never see them if
you didn’t know what to look for. At best, you’d think your eyes
are playing tricks on you. They’re that good.



Which is fine. I’m better.



The wind pulls hard against my cape on the way down. I’m aiming for
the big one. Has to be Logan. A born killing machine. Easily one of
the top 10 hand to hand fighters on earth. He also has a bad back.
It’s about to get worse.



My heels dig into his upper spine with all the force my 225 pounds
carry after a 12 storey drop. Logan’s lungs can’t find the air to
scream. He goes down hard. Don’t worry. He heal up.
Eventually.



One down.



The two behind Logan pounce. A direct attack. Arrogant. They’re in
love with their skills. They don’t know me. But they won't forget
me.



One does a leaping kick for my head. I slip it and seize his
partner by the throat, lift him from the ground and slam him into
the side of the warehouse.



“You must be new,” I snarl, before knocking him out. His buddy
rushes again – head long into the treads of my boot. His nose
shatters as he goes down. These two will likely reconsider their
profession.



Three down.



Number four is about three feet away, still hiding in the shadow. I
hear the whistle of the throwing stars before they reach him.
Idiot. I capture them in the cape and dive low, throwing a drug
tipped dart into his groin. He howls like wounded a dog. Music to
my ears. He drops and writhes on the ground. I’ve just pumped him
full of modified Scarecrow toxin. Right now he thinks black widow
spiders are hatching in his eye balls.



God, I love my job. Four down.



The last one drops from the fire escape above me. I flip backward
and hear the crack of a bull whip. I let it hit my arm and snap
around my wrist. Hurts like hell. But I don’t care. The whip is a
tell.



“McGuiver,” I say. “I hope Ra’s is paying your medical insurance,
punk.”



“Still full of anger, eh Wayne?” he says, pulling hard on the whip.
Trying to pull me down. I don’t go anywhere. “You fight a battle
you cannot possibly win. This isn’t your city anymore.”



I grin. He’s still pulling hard, but he’s not strong enough. Not
nearly. He’s scared. But not enough. Not yet.



He will be.



“You were there that day in China, weren’t you Bill? You saw what I
did to Moh. I’ll tell you something no one probably knows, Bill. I
enjoyed every second of it. And you know what? I miss how that
felt.”



I can feel the whip shake and his arms tremble.



“Funny thing, Billy. You’re about the same size of Moh, aren’t you?
I wonder, do will you bleed as much?”



The whip goes slack and I pull back hard. McGuiver loses his
balances and falls forward. I leap up and at him, driving my fist
into the side of his head. His body spins and lands in a heap. He
tries to get up. I let him get to his knees. Let him think he might
have a chance. But he doesn’t see my boot coming in time. His jaw
shatters like glass.



“Now, Billy, its not nap time yet,” I say. He groans as he spits
blood. “Tell him, Billy. Tell Ra’s. I’m coming for him!”



I drive my fist into his face for good measure. Five down.



Then I smell it. Barely there, riding the breeze. But I smell it.
Behind me.



I spin and throw three batarangs into the darkness. The results
should be just shy of lethal. If they hit their marks. Which they
won’t.



The sound of sword cutting the air and my weapons echoes through
the alley. The pieces of my batarangs clang to the ground.



“Really, Bruce. Is that anyway to say hello after all these
years?”



The breeze shifts and I smell it again. Jasmine. Damn it to hell.
It’s her. The woman. More than Vicki. More than Julie. She
owns my heart.



I say nothing as she steps from the darkness into the
moonlight.



“After all, beloved, I think we have lots to talk about,” Talia
says.

 



Be sure to check out Detective Comics #30 to follow the
story.



A Mirror Dark concludes next month in a double sized Batman #30.
Same Bat time, same Bat channel.



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



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
#27 (2008)
Batman: A Mirror, Darkly Part 1.

Gotham City is under assault. Crime has changed and the old
rules of the game no longer apply. Before Batman can even adjust to
his new status quo, a ghost from his past returns threatening
everything the Dark Knight has ever built or cared for. Be prepared
for the DC2 debut of Batman's most lethal enemy.



	


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
#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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