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"Aw come on, Bruce.”



Dick Grayson stared hard into the back of his mentor’s head. Bruce
Wayne. The Batman.



Bruce didn’t turn his head from the microscope his eye seemed glued
to. There was only the harsh gravel of his voice.



“No.”



“Aw, man,” Dick said, looking down at his costume. The red torso
was cool. Bruce had to admit that at least. He could see Bruce’s
point about the yellow cape. Maybe it was a tad on the bright side.
But the trunks?



“Long pants, Dick. That’s it,” Bruce said, still focused on the
slide under the lens.



“But, Bruce, this is what I wore in the circus,” Dick said, kicking
at the floor with is foot. There was nothing there to actually
kick. No dirt. Not even a pebble. But he kicked just the same. “I’m
comfortable…”



Bruce lifted his eye from the lens and shot a look at Dick and
froze him where he stood.



“Oh ok. Fine….” Dick said. “I’ll go upstairs and change.”



“How many?”



“What?” Dick said turning back to Bruce, who was now standing right
behind him. “Ah! Stop doing that!”



“How many?” Bruce said again.



“How many what?” Dick said, suddenly feeling self conscious in the
Robin suit. “You know, I bet none of the kids at school has their
dad sneak up on them like that….”



The pair just stared at each other for a long, silent heart beat.
Orphans. Partners. Family.



“Um, not that you are…you know….I mean, if you were that’d be…I
dunno…ok,” Dick stammered. Bruce put a heavy hand on the boy’s
shoulder.



“It’s ok, Dick,” he said, the gravel in his voice replaced by a
smooth tenor. “How many stairs are you going to go up?”



“How many…huh?” Dick said. “I dunno. A dozen maybe?”



“A dozen,” Bruce said, smiling down at the boy.



“Um….maybe?” Dick said. This was always the way. Bruce had a point
to make here, but Dick would be damned if he knew what it was.
Figures.



“How many times have you walked up and down these stairs?” Bruce
said, sitting down on one of the cold marble steps. Dick sat down
beside him, flinching a bit from the cold. Maybe long pants were
the way to go.



“Every day….”



“Exactly. And every day you walk up and down 68 steps exactly from
the grandfather clock in the living room,” Bruce said. “The
difference is that you see the stairs, but you don’t
observe.”



Dick stood up and looked up the stone stair case. “Ok…”



“Observe it. Analyze it. Record it in your mind. Do this with
everything,” Bruce said, getting up and slowly walking back to this
lab. “That’s the difference between finding the evidence that puts
a killer in Gordon’s jail and missing the evidence that sets that
killer free.”



“Right. Observe. Analyze. Record,” Dick said. But the stairs didn’t
seem quite right. Too rough. And what was he doing in this old
Robin costume anyway? “Bruce, have we had this conversation
before?”



Dick turned around but he was no longer in the cave. He was
standing on the catwalk at the Gotham Dam. Bruce was still in his
bat suit, sans the cape and cowl, but he looked drawn. Pale. A
shell of himself. Dick looked down at himself. He was no longer
Robin, but in his Nightwing gear.



“What’s going on here, Bruce.”



“Observe. Analyze. Record.”



Dick looked around. He’d been to the dam with Superman only a day
ago, but things were out of place.



“This isn’t right,” he said. “This railing was broken and there was
warning tape here, right where you….”



“Where I what?” Bruce said.



“You could have made it. There is any number of ways you could
have…”



“Dick,” Bruce said, grinning and leaning against the dam. “Is there
any evidence to support any of those ideas. Any at all?”



Dick said nothing. But he knew it was true. The evidence is what
the evidence is, not what we want it to be. He could think of a
dozen ways Bruce might have been able to escape that fall. A dozen
ways and not a shred of evidence for any of them.



“There was warning tape here last night,” Dick said at last.



“So what does that tell you, champ?” Bruce said.



“This isn’t….this isn’t real,” Dick said, staring hard as his
mentor. “Hallucination?”



“For the win!” Bruce said, leaping from the ground and landing
easily on the catwalk railing.



“Yeah and that really doesn’t seem much like Bruce, but does seem a
whole lot like…”



“You? Two points for the boy wonder!,” Bruce said, flipping
backward and landing firmly on the balls of his feet on the
railing. “And this tells you what?”



“My breathing is a little shallow. I’m a little dizzy frankly,”
Dick said. “Ugh. My head hurts too….concussion….”



“See, Dick, you don’t need any help,” Bruce said, his body starting
to dissolve into the wind.



“Bruce!” Dick said, trying to run toward him. But a wave of nausea
over came him and he dropped to one knee. “I never got…..never got
to say goodbye….”



Bruce just smiled before vanishing completely.



“BRUCE!” Dick bolted up. He was in the cave on one Alfred’s medical
beds. The butler was gently pushing back on Dick’s shoulder, easing
back to the pillow.



“Now, now Master Richard. You’d sustained quiet a concussion. Just
lay back now,” Alfred said. “Mr. Fox brought you here. You’re
safe….”



Dick tried to speak, but he couldn’t seem to make his mouth work
and the cave went dark.

 

 



“Stop moving!” Bullock hissed.



“I’ll stop AGH! I’ll stop moving when you …DAMN IT BULLOCK!… when
you stop fumbling around like a teenaged boy trying to handle a bra
clasp for the first time.”



“Roman,” Bullock said, trying to pull the ragged scrap of cloth
tight around Black Mask’s leg. No easy task considering he has only
one good arm. “If you don’t shut up, I’ll shoot you right here and
now. Ok, its done. You ready?”



Black Mask looked down in the gloom of Bullock’s flash light at the
jagged stump of wood stuck through his leg. Tying the leg off would
reduce the amount of blood he was about to lose. This would hurt
like hell.



“No sense it putting it off,” he said. “Get it one pull,
Bullock.”



“Shut up.”



The howl Black Mask made would wake the dead. But even the dead
knew enough to stay away from that run down motel. The Black Mask
had used it as a refuge, where he hid from the world alone with his
demons. And when Bullock caught up to him on the roof top, Gotham’s
would be crime lord blew the entire thing to hell. Now they were
both trapped under tons of rubble.



Hot blood splashed across Bullock’s cheek. He didn’t bother to wipe
away. He was too damn tired to bother.



“Ok, now….what?” Black Mask said, pulling himself up and staring
into the nearly impenetrable blackness. “Dig?”



Bullock laughed, sending waves of pain shooting through his body.
He coughed blood. Damn it to hell, he thought. Bad
enough my arm is dislocated and my collar bone broken, but it feels
like I have something wrong my lungs too.



“Shut up, Mask,” Bullock said, coughing. “My arm is useless, you
can barely walk. We ain’t diggin’ outta here. This is your old
stompin’ ground. You lead us out.”



“There might be a way,” Black Mask said. “There is a sewer access
in the basement. If we can get there…”



Bullock pointed his glock at Black Mask. “Lead the way limpy.”

 

 



There were bursts of sound. Voices. Alfred’s for sure. And another.
Older. Dick couldn’t quite place it. They were talking. What about?
Damn it. The ringing in his ears made it hard hear. Something about
a priest? No. A deacon. Why is Alfred talking about a deacon?



The other voice says something about Constantine. That occult guy
Bruce knew? Damn it.



“Frustrating, isn’t it?”



It was Bruce again. Only this time they weren’t on the dam. They
were in that warehouse. Hunting down a lead. Something for
Gordon.



“The Ghost, Dicky,” Bruce said. “You were hunting for the
Ghost.”



“Shut up,” Dick said. Both he and Bruce were dressed in matching
pinstripe suits, standing in the corner of the warehouse. “What’s
going on?”



“How should I know? It’s your hallucination, kid.”



In the middle of the warehouse a man is pulled from under a table,
away from Batman into the darkness. There was a crunch and a low
cackle of harsh laughter. Slowly a figure in a gray cloak and wide
brimmed hat stepped partially into a beam of moon light pouring in
from a window. A pair of glowing red eyes peered out from under the
hat, staring coldly at Batman.



“A,” Batman whispered into his radio. “Remember that thing I said
about an urban legend? Forget it.”



“Oh here we go,” Bruce said.



“I am the Ghost. The Ghost in Grey,” the man in the hat said,
gliding across the floor noiselessly toward Batman. “Stand aside.
Bresi is mine.”



“Can’t do that,” Batman said, bounding toward the Ghost.



The Ghost flashed a foot upward, striking Batman under the chin.
Batman’s body jerked back, falling hard to the floor.



“Oooooh that must have hurt, Dick. Did it hurt? It looked like it
hurt.”



“Shut up Not-Really-Bruce,” Dick said.



“Oooh, look at you. Trying to prove you are out of daddy’s shadow,
Dickie?”



“I said..”



“Shutting up.”



Batman sprung to his feet, throwing three blades at this enemy. The
Ghost dodged them all easily and with a leap he was on Batman.
Every blow Batman threw hit nothing but air. The Ghost ducked a
punch, driving it hard into Batman’s stomach. Dick could hear the
body armour crack under the force of the blow as Batman dropped to
his knees.



“Ok, that hurt,” Dick said.



On his knees, Batman threw a punch at the Ghost’s knee that was
swept aside with ease. A knee cracked Batman’s cowl. A nerve strike
to the chest paralyzed him.



“Man you are taking a pounding, Dick. There isn’t any law against
ducking you know.”



“He was too fast, Bruce. Faster than you.”



“Now you are just being mean.”



The Ghost picked Batman up by the throat, his body limp.



“Pretender. Imposter. You not are him,” the Ghost said. “But
trained by him. Yes. I can see that. Perhaps the rumors are true.
Is the Bat truly gone, acolyte? No matter. He would fair no better
than you.”



Dick tried to speak, but everything went dark again.

 

 



Bullock would have liked to say he’d had worse. In fact, he said
that to Black Mask at least three times in the last hour and they
crawled downward through rubble and dust and rats to the sewer
egress of the ruined hotel.



But it was a lie.



Never mind that his arm was just a sack of meat hanging off his
body. He was coughing more up blood now. And Black Mask was losing
more blood by the moment. And apparently losing his mind.
Constantly talking to his “father” – a person Bullock gathered
Roman didn’t like very much.



“Shut up, Father! I know what I am doing,” Black Mask would say,
sometimes apparently oblivious to Bullock’s presence.



“Get a move on, Mask, “Bullock said, squeezing his elephantine
frame through a small a small opening in a wall. “In case you
haven’t noticed, we ain’t exactly in great shape.”



“Relax, Harvey,” Black Mask said, looking back at Bullock “I think
the sewer is directly beneath us. So just wait until….



Bullock fell through the opening in the wall and collapsed on the
floor. The building let out an exhausted groan and before either
man could move, the floor collapsed into the sewer bellow.

 

 



“Easy, Master Grayson, easy,” Alfred said, helping Dick sit up. He
shone a light into Dick’s eyes and then looked back at Luicus Fox.
“He’ll be ok.”



Dick looked around. The cave. Nothing out of place. Tim was in the
lab studying. Lucius Fox was seated in the leather chair at the
main computer terminal.



“Feeling better, Richard?”



“I think so Lucius,” Dick said, gently sliding off the medical
table and leaning on Alfred. “Your brought me here didn’t
you?



“Hmm. Good. I was concerned you head trauma might have impacted
your memory, making finding whoever it was who beat the living hell
out of you that much harder,” Fox said, getting up help to help
Alfred move Dick to the chair.



“I don’t remember much,” Dick said, sitting down. He looked to his
left and saw the smashed pieces of his Batman body armour and cowl.
“I was attacked by that Ghost person Gordon asked me to find. I
couldn’t lay a glove on him. I remember trying to find the car but
I couldn’t. Staggered to your office….”



“Came crashing through my window was more like it, Richard,” Fox
said. “Nearly gave me a heart attack. What were you hit with
anyway? Judging by the damage to your chest plate, it couldn’t have
been anything else than a wrecking ball. Bruce once took a small
hand held rocket to the….”



“His fist.”



“What?”



“The Ghost. The Grey Ghost. He did that with his fist.”



Fox fell silent and stared blankly at Alfred before muttering,
“Maybe it is him…”



Alfred cut him off. “Master Grayson, you must tell us everything
you remember. Everything.”

 

 



Black Mask never really liked the old hotel. It smelled of the sad
failure of Gotham’s old mob. The dead order of things. Before
organized crime in Gotham went chaotic. The old mob had failed to
keep the Jokers, and Mr. Freezes and Fire Flies and Mad Hatters
from tearing the city apart. His father was right. They were all
miserable failures. But he wouldn’t be. He would rule this
city.



He surely would.



So it seemed fitting that he hid in this dank old building when the
Joker stole his gang out from under him. After all, returning to a
hotel owned by a crime family the Joker had nearly wiped out seemed
ironically just.



And it seemed just as fitting to blow the building sky high was a
way to reintroduce Black Mask to Gotham, He just didn’t count on
being on top of the building when it blew.



Bullock was sitting on a rusted pipe a few feet away. “You should
get yourself out of the sludge, Roman. Before that leg gets
infected.”



“Shut up Bullock, lets get moving before…”



The that howl echoed off the sewer culvert walls followed by a howl
hiss, cut Black Mask off. Bullock hopped down from the pipe and
pulled out his gun. Another howl.



“Ok, that wasn’t good,” he said.



“No Harvey. No it isn’t.”



Another hiss and loud clang in the distance. “Crap. It’s getting
closer. You know what that is?”



“Oh yes.”



“Want to share?”



Black Mask limped forward, and stared into the deep dark down the
culvert. “It’s Waylon.”



“Who?”



“Waylon. He sounds hungry.”



Bullock’s eyes opened as big as dinner plates. “Wait, wait, wait,
Waylon Jones??”



“Yup.”



“Killer Croc?”



“Yup.”



“We are so screwed.”

 

 



Dick ran his fingers over the crown of the deep blue cowl. It’s
designed to withstand high impact explosives and direct concussive
force. Whoever Grey Ghost was, he cracked it with a single blow.
Bruce could punch through solid oak beams, but even he couldn’t
punch hard enough to crack his own armour.



“Master Grayson?”



“Yeah, Al,” Dick said, feeling more clear headed.



They ran through the list of men who could have so easily bested
Dick Grayson in combat. It’s a very short list.



The first two were obvious, Fox suggested. Ra’s Al Ghul and Bruce
Wayne.



“No,” Dick said. “Even if either one of them survived that fall –
which we have no evidence for – I would have known it.”



“How?” Fox said.



“Bruce used to say fighting styles are like finger prints. That guy
does not fight like Bruce at all. And while I’ve never even met
Ra’s, but he trained Bruce extensively, so their fighting styles
would be very similar. Next.”



The rest of the list wasn’t any better. Shiva. (Wasn’t a woman).
Slade Wilson (never would have allowed Dick to escape alive.) The
Wrath (has a definite pattern to his killings, and has never
targeted local criminals.)



One by one the suspects were eliminated. None fitting the bill of
the Grey Ghost. Fox then nodded to Alfred, who sighed and turned to
the computer.



Alfred punched some keys on the computer terminal and two photos
from Bruce Wayne’s criminal dossiers popped one. One was of a tall
blonde man draped in the robes of a monk. The other, a short stalky
man with a Spartan-like beard. Dick didn’t recognize either of
them.



“And they are….”



“The blonde man was called Deacon Blackfire. The other Constantine
Drakon,” Alfred said. “Your description of your attacker suggests
these two might be suspects.”



“Great,” Dick said, slumping back into the chair. “Why have I never
heard of either of them?”



“Because Richard,” Fox said. “Years ago, Bruce, Alfred and I had
them both eliminated”

 



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
#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
#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
#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!









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





