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I used to be the one to question authority. Screw taking
information force fed to me by the media and government at face
value, I was my own man and nobody could take that away from me. I
was young, I was on a one man crusade to fix the world, but then I
ran into one problem: I grew up. My realism turned into a naive
existence. I needed to start playing the game of life by the rules
or I wouldn't get anywhere. My old ideals of a world of gray areas
were replaced by a simpler, black and white outlook on life. Maybe
it's my desire for more action in my life, maybe I'm starting to
realize the truths of the world, but I feel that young man in me
breaking through again. It isn't a surprise that it's happening
while I am spending time with Virgil.



Days ago, I turned on the TV to witness the Justice League wanted
by the president. Heroes, colleagues, and friends all wanted by the
law for going against what they themselves set out to uphold.
Virgil had me looking back over the edge into that gray area,
recent events have pushed me over the edge head first.



My name is Jefferson Pierce, the Black Lightning, and I don't know
what to think anymore.

 

 


Virgil Hawkins was still sore from his recent run
in with Hot Streak and the Heat. Jefferson had suggested he take a
few weeks off from crime fighting. Naturally, he did the exact
opposite.



“Now I know Wal-Mart is an evil corporation run by soulless
individuals, but there's probably a better way to get back at
them.” Static joked as he stared down a looter in the medicine
aisle of the convenience store. “How about you put all this stuff
back and we'll talk about this.”



The man struggled to understand the words.



“Put back?” The man pulled out a gun and pointed it at
Static.



“Okay, maybe you didn't understand me that well. I'm not taking you
to the police; I just want to talk to you about this.”



“Police?” The man replied excitedly, gripping the weapon
harder.



“Look, I'm sorry; I don't know Spanish that well. I don't mean any
harm I just… ”



As Static was trying to find a way to communicate with the man, a
child, no older than ten years, emerged from a nearby aisle.



“Whoa, you brought a kid into this?” Static began balling his fists
angrily. “Your chance for me to help you out here just flew out the
window dirt bag.”



Static sprinting forwards, and simultaneously the man began firing
shots off. Static threw an electric shield in front of himself,
though he could still feel strain in using his powers.



As the bullets stopped at the shield, he advanced towards the man.
In the heat of the moment, it almost seemed like one penetrated his
shield and whizzed by his head. No time to dwell on that though, it
was probably in his head he thought. A series of clicks started
sounding off from the gun and Static took that as a sign to start
swinging. With one punch the man dropped his weapon, and he
followed by shoving him into the nearby shelf with a small jolt of
electricity to go along with it. Much to both of there surprise, as
Static backed away from the shelf, the man stayed stuck to it,
unable to move.



“Well, I guess that works.” He shook off the confusion and turned
his attention back to the kid. “Hey man, can you speak English? Why
are you messed up with this guy?”



“He is my father. We are just doing what we need to survive.” The
child responded.



“There are places to help with that. You shouldn't be involved in
stealing at such a young age; you might not be able to shake the
habit. Look, how about while you're pops waits here for the police,
we go down to social services and get you set up there. I'd stay
with him, but me and the po' have kind of a shaky
relationship.”



“Why is it that you fight crime, yet you are a criminal
yourself?”



“I—”



Before he could reply, he heard a thud as the boy's father was all
of a sudden lying on the ground unconscious behind him.



“The hell? Who's there” Static yelled out into the desolate store.
A voice replied from the shadows.



“You should really pay more attention to your surroundings.” The
mysterious person spoke in a low, gritty voice.



“I would've seen him eventually. Now if you don't mind I'd like to
know who you are and what your business here is.”



“Don't worry, I'm a friend.”



“How can I be sure?”



“You can't. I need to speak with Black Lightning. He might be out
patrolling, but when I saw you I figured you might know his
whereabouts.”



“Black who? Listen buddy, I don't know what kind of racist stuff
you're trying to pull here, but I'm the only black dude with
lightning powers that I know of.”



“I don't have time for this Virgil. Do you know where Pierce is or
not?”



“No man. How do you know our names? Can I please keep a secret
identity for more than a week into my career as a superhero?” He
tapped his foot impatiently for an answer, but eventually realized
that they were gone. Before he could get a grip on the situation,
the howling of police sirens echoed through the store.



“Okay, let's go.” He said to the child as he picked him up and
began walking to the back exit.



“Wait, we can't leave my father here.” The kid said to Static. “We
aren't legal.”



Static stopped in his tracks.



“Damn it.”

 

 



Alva Industries
Laboratory

“Why does Alva have us working nights?” Robert Hawkins questioned,
taking a sip out of his styrofoam cup filled with steaming coffee.
He dropped his briefcase onto a table next to one of the many
computers.



“Please don't set that there, this equipment is very delicate.” Dr.
Emerson, the man leading the project for Edwin Alva, replied. “And
don't ask questions. I don't know what Alva sees in you, I could do
this research myself. But since you're here, you can make yourself
useful by not getting in the way and doing what you are
told.”



“I can already tell we're going to get along great Neal.” Robert
took another sip as the two stood there in awkward silence. He
remembers hearing about an accident that occurred last year
involving a Doctor Emerson at the Star Labs in Coast City. He just
couldn't recall at the moment what it was that happened exactly and
he sure as hell wasn't going to ask. It was best to focus on the
work because what ever it was it couldn't have been that important.
“I still don't understand what I'm doing here.”



“We are researching the chemical involved in the Big Bang to help
see how we could… mend the damages done to these teenagers.”



“You sure do have a lot of information on this chemical.” Robert
flipped through some papers. “How did you get all of this?”



“Like I said Mr. Hawkins, don't ask questions.”

 

 



Jefferson Pierce's
Apartment

A lot of the Justice League are my friends, Jeff thought to
himself as he flipped through papers on his desk. But why wouldn't
they just turn themselves in? He threw the papers onto the floor.
Who am I kidding? My mind isn't in this mayoral race right now.
Maybe I need to be out there trying to help this situation.
Jeff walked over to the closet and looked at his Black Lightning
costume.



Just then the door opened and Static walked in with the boy.



“So I think I'm going to be breaking an illegal immigrant out of
jail. You wanna come with?”



“Thanks for knocking, Virgil. And your going to do what?!” Jeff
yelled.



“I caught 'em stealing a little bit ago. I think they were just
doing it to survive though. Where else can they go if they don't
have green cards?”

“How about Mexico? Virgil you can't keep going against the law
here. The Justice League—”



“What about the Justice League? I'm sure there is a perfectly good
explanation for their actions. And in my case, I have a good reason
for breaking this guy out. Seriously, have you seen the police
force in this city, or was it just me that noticed we were punching
out SCPD's finest less than a week ago?”



“Virgil that's different, we… look I'm going to go change into my
costume and then we're going to sort this out.” Jeff walked into
another room holding his costume and shaking his head.



“It's frustrating when you know what you're doing is right yet no
one will stand behind you, isn't it?” A voice said next to Static.
He turned his head and replied.



“Tell me about it Batman.” He did a quick double take and jumped
back. “Aaagh!” Batman stood there, cape wrapped around his body, as
if nothing was wrong. “It was you in the Wal-Mart earlier, wasn't
it?” Batman nodded his head.



“What's all this screaming about in here?” Black Lightning returned
from the other room to see the Dark Knight. “You I hope you came to
let me know that you're turning yourself in.”



“Turning myself… Lightning you don't know what you're talking
about. I came to you because I know you have always been someone to
question authority. I figured you would be ready to fight with us.”
Batman said.



“This guy question authority? Bats you're a few years too late.”
Static replied.



“Shut up Virgil. I don't care if you and the League aren't guilty,
you shouldn't be running like this. Turn yourself in if you have
nothing to hide.” Black Lightning tried to rationalize, but it was
obvious in Batman's eyes that there would be no swaying his
opinion.



“This was a waste of time.” Batman began walking out when Black
Lightning grabbed his cape.



“You're not going anywhere.” He said while yanking Batman's cape
back. Batman quickly spun around and punched him in the face.
Before Black Lightning could get up, Batman threw a smoke pellet
and the room was completely flooded with smoke.



“Get back here you coward! You can't claim to be the law and run
away from it when it's against you!”



He yelled out, only to realize once the smoke cleared that he was
the only one in the room. “Who am I talking to, Batman or
myself?”

 

 



Fine. If he still wants to live in the dark, that's just
fine. Virgil thought, looking down from a rooftop onto the
Star City police station. He turned to talk to the young boy with
him.



“I'm gonna go get your dad now, alright? I want you to stay in this
spot. The only reason you should move is if I'm in there for way
too long. If that's the case, I want you to use those stairs over
there, knock on someone's door, and tell them to bring you to
Social Services. You got all that?” The boy nodded his head in
agreement and watched as Static flew over to the station's rooftop
on the cover of a trash can.



He dropped into an air duct and silently made his way through. As
he passed by various vents, he heard conversations of the police
passing by.



“… so then I beat his black ass for talking back to me and told him
the next time he gets smart I'll make some charge up for
him.”



“—ing my wife last night and she say’s, get this, 'stop'. Like she
has any say in the matter. I had half a mind not smack her right
there. I'm a damn cop, after all the work I do it's the least she
could do for me… ”



“… glad he ran, that scum gave me an excuse to fire some bullets
off.”



“Don't worry, I looked him up and got his address. He says he won't
talk in court, but maybe we could sway his decision after…”



“Alva offered me a job as a security guard after I was in the
newspaper for breakin' that guy's jaw in public.”



Racism, Womanizing, and Extreme violence whatever the hell Edwin
Alva is up to these days. This is what the people are paying taxes
for. And people wonder why I spoke out against those officers on
the news.



After almost five minutes of crawling, Static heard yelling coming
from the room coming up.



“Please! I didn't mean anything by it!” He recognized the voice as
the boy's father. Static reached the interrogation room that the
man was in and witnessed a cop punch him in the stomach.



“Impulsive… plan it out. Impulsive… .plan it out. Ah what the
heck.” Static zapped the metal and made the bottom of the duct fall
down to the floor below. “Albuquerque?” He said shrugging and
proceeded to punch one of the officers. “I guess I'm just a silly
rabbit. Now that I'm here though, might as well make this a party.”
The other un-holstered his weapon and fired off a shot that
ricocheted off of a shield. Immediately after, a stampede of police
officers could be heard running downstairs.



Static ran over to the cop and slapped the gun out of his
hand.



“I thought up a name for this.” He shot electricity into the cop
and slammed him against the door. “I call it 'Static cling'.
Catchy, huh?” Static looked over at the man in handcuffs, who was
very confused.



“Oh yeah, I'm here to save you. Long story short, your son's out
waiting for us. Now, just stay behind me and we'll get through
this.” Static took apart the handcuffs. “You ready?”



The man looked down at the police officer and kicked him in the
stomach.

“Yes.”



On the other side of the door, over twenty police tried to figure
out a way into the room. Just as an officer was getting ready to
kick the door, Static charged through it and pushed the door along
with the officer attached to it into the crowd. He quickly spread
both arms out and shot waves of electricity down each side of the
corridor, knocking the officers down.



“Follow me!” He yelled to the man and they ran down one end. One
officer grabbed at his leg and Static slammed into the ground. He
shot a jolt through his leg and the cop released. By then, others
had gotten back up. Before Static could get to his feet, five
officers dogpiled onto him.

 

 



Black Lightning ran through the alleyways, looking for trouble. His
patrol had turned up nothing the entire evening. Normally one would
find comfort in knowing that crime was keeping to a minimum, but
Black Lightning knew something was wrong. The silence was a sign of
something. All of a sudden, he heard the sound of flapping metal
wings. As he walked out into the streets, he saw a large helicopter
hovering above the ground. As a platform lowered, a group of
soldiers and a woman walked out onto the streets.



“Sweep this area. The reports said that a small aircraft in the
shape of a bat had been seen in Star City. I want this city swept
clean until he is found.” The woman barked order to the troops. She
had red hair, and bore a resemblance to, someone. He couldn't put
his finger on who she reminded him of.



“Hello. I'm guessing this has to do with the Justice League.” Black
Lightning said, approaching her.



“That's right. If you're associated with them I'm going to have to
take you in.” The woman replied.



“No. Actually, I'd like to help.”



“I could use some assistance with the troops. I could use someone
who knows the city better.” She smiled. “My name is Pamela Isley.”
She extended her hand and the two shook. Black Lightning felt a
strange connection as they touched.



“I'm Black Lightning, and I think I know where Batman is going to
be.”

 

 



Static could barely breathe. Five out of shape, sweaty, police
officers smothered all of the air from getting to him. Without
oxygen, he couldn't focus on his powers. The fact that his body was
still bruised didn't make it any easier on him. Maybe his powers
were like muscles, overexertion resulted in strain.



“That's right freak, we finally got you. We're gonna show you what
happens to people who think they can uphold the law better than
us.” An officer said.



Racism, womanizing, and extreme violence these are some things that
can push muscles past expectations. Emotions. Adrenaline. He had
those in spades now. Static let out a yell and sprayed out
electricity in every direction.



“I don't think I can uphold the law better than you sorry excuses
for the law… ” He ran over to the father and grabbed him. The two
hugged the wall. “I KNOW I CAN!” He screamed as his electricity
grabbed and slammed the air duct onto the floor, collapsing it onto
the majority of the officers. While most of them were disoriented,
he took off a long panel off the top of the duct and jumped onto it
with the man. He then used his powers to fly out of the
station.

 

 



“So, you know where the Bat will be?”



“He had been following me in hopes that I would be willing to help
them because I used to be one to oppose the government. While he
didn't find that in me, I fear that he might go after someone
else.” He looked over to the soldiers following them. A man on the
street threw a bottle at one and it smashed on its head. The
soldier turned around and grabbed the man, eyes glowing.



“Hey!” Black Lightning shot electricity into it.



“What do you think you're doing?” Isley questioned him.



“What kind of soldiers are these? They're terrorizing these
people.”



“They need to strike fear.” She grabbed Black Lightning and brought
him in close. “But it looks like you need some convincing.” She
leaned in and planted a kiss onto his lips, and body went stiff.
“Now, how about you take us to where you think they'll be.” With a
blank stare, he nodded and began marching like a good soldier.

 

 



Static and the father arrived on the rooftop across from the
station to see the child with Batman. The child ran over to his
father and the two spoke to each other in Spanish.



“I don't agree with how you're doing this.” Batman said.



“Yeah, I've been hearing that a lot lately. If you're here to take
them away… ”



“You misunderstood me. I don't like the methods, but I understand
what you're doing. Right now, I'm in no position to criticize going
against the law for something you believe in. I actually came for
two things. One, I'd like to offer help to them. I rented a room to
a hotel in the city. I also gave them a card to Wayne industries, I
know a man with a high position there. He can provide them with
jobs and help them sort their situation out.” They looked over to
see the boy with the card and key explaining it to his
father.



“Wow. That's… thanks. That must mean a lot to them, considering all
they've been through.”



“I don't want you to keep doing this. I'm doing this because I'm
sure you don't know where to go from here with them. That doesn't
give you a pass to go against the law like this.”



“I'll do my best, uh, sir.” Batman gave Static an approving head
nod and he walked over to the man and his boy.



“Thank you so much.” The man said, almost in tears.



“Don't mention it. If you guys can get out of that life of crime
and into a normal life I'll be happy. Now you guys should probably
get out of here before the police search up here.” The two ran down
the stairs.

“I know you guys didn't do it.” Static said, turning to
Batman.



“Why?” Batman questioned.



“You're the Justice League.” Batman let out a rarely seen
smile.



“You're definitely Gears son.”



“Who?”



“Nothing. Your father raised you right. You just have some learning
to do. I see potential in you.”



“Does everyone but me know my dad's secret? Seriously.” Static
threw his hands in the air and walked towards the edge of the roof.
“Batman, I think you should look at this.” Batman joined him and
looked down towards the police station. The soldiers were marching
down the street by the police station.



“I knew we'd find both of you here. You've recruited kids before,
why not this one?” Black Lightning said. Batman and Static turned
around to see him with Pamela Isley.



“Ivy.” Batman said in a grim voice. “So you're a part of this
too.”



“Ivy?” Black Lightning said, confused.



“Don't worry about honey. We have bigger problems now.” She said
raising her hand up. All of a sudden a large plant grew from the
ground below and through the building.



“Static, you need to get out of here. We'll meet at the place where
I first spoke with you once this is over.” Batman yelled out.
Static flew over rooftops and Black Lightning looked over at Ivy
for approval.



“Go ahead, I'll handle the bat.”



Static reached a rooftop far away, but eventually Black Lightning
caught up. He knew in such a weak state he couldn't run any longer,
but he couldn't fight him either. He turned around with a
determined look on his face.



“You're still bruised, Virgil.” Black Lightning said, approaching
Static. Right away, Static recognized an alteration in his voice.
He wasn't himself. “Your body, and more importantly your ego
wouldn’t allow you to take down the Heat by yourself, I had to save
you.” Black Lightning shot out electricity and Static absorbed it.
“But you obviously passed out once I found you.”



“What are you talking about?”



Black Lightning punched Static in the face. Hard. He wasn't holding
back.



“I defeated three of them! What makes you think you can even test
me!?” He grabbed Static by his jacket and threw him across the roof
top.



“I'm not even trying to fight you.” Static said, painfully picking
himself up from the gravelly surface. “Just look around. People are
scared to death of these soldier boys.”



“It's necessary to strike fear. It will weaken the League.”



“They're your friends! Why don’t you try talking to them
then?”



Black Lightning punched Static in the stomach, knocking the wind
out of him.



“My friends wouldn't run from the law without an explanation. I
could have helped Batman. Instead, he chose the hard way.”



“Did you stop and think… ” Static still gasped for air. “That
Pamela Isley struck a striking resemblance to Poison Ivy the super
villain?” Black Lightning was taken back by the statement, but
shook the feeling off and grabbed Static by the throat.



“This still hurts, doesn't it? The burn you got from Hot Streak. I
bet you'll get a scar from that.”



“Shut up. You're a coward. Going with what the media and government
tells you, taking it at face value without thinking. What are you
scared of Jeff?”



Black Lightning gripped tighter.



“I'm scared I'll be wrong. That I'll go by my own rules and I'll
end up killing someone under the influence of mind control
again.”



“And how's that different from what's happening now?”



Black Lightning's eyes widened. For a second he gripped even
tighter on Static's throat. Static took off his mask and looked at
him. Black Lightning dropped him to the ground and took off his own
mask.



“You're right Virgil. I can't keep hiding from my emotions and
thoughts.”



“Thanks… for taking… your time… to realize that.” Static said
trying desperately to get air into his lungs.



“Got me talkin' like… Stevie from Malcolm.”



“Who.”



“Malcolm in the… jeez, why'd I get my butt kicked by such an old
man?”



“Alright, alright. I deserve that. We can do this later though, I
need to help Batman.”



“No. We need to go to the Wal-Mart.”



“But—”



“I know you want to help, but there's not much more we could do
against a small army.”



“I suppose. But how can we be sure that he'll make it?”



“What are you dense? He's the goddamn Batman.”





“It took the two of you long enough.” Batman said as the two
arrived at the Wal-Mart.



“For the love-a… ” Static jumped. “Cut that out man.”



“What happened with Ivy?” Black Lightning asked.



“I had to run. She had an army on her side; it's not the time to
fight. Not yet.”



The three stood in silence for a solid minute.



“Oh, before I forget, what was the other thing you came by the
rooftop for? You helped those two, but you never told me the other
thing.” Static questioned.



“He wanted to know if you wanted to help the League. The answer is
no.” Black Lightning replied for Batman.



“What?” Static shouted.



“Let the boy speak for himself Pierce.”



“He has the heart, but he's not ready.”



“I'm ready for anything!” Static said anxiously.



“This is what I'm talking about. Virgil, I have complete faith in
you. I know that you are a hero, but this beyond you. Someone with
more experience and less to lose needs to be out there
fighting.”



“Who did you have in mind?” Batman asked.



“Me. As much as I wanted to tell myself I shouldn't, sometimes you
just have to go with your gut feeling. My gut tells me the League
needs my help. You need to stay behind and protect the city.”



“Wow.” Static said.



“Welcome back Jeff.” Batman put his hand on Black Lightning's
shoulder.

 

 



Alva Industries
Laboratory

Robert frantically waited through the rings on the other end of the
phone.



“Come on Jeff, pick up.” He said in a soft voice crouched in a dark
corner of the lab behind a desk. The phone broke into voice mail.
“Jeff, if you're there, you need to come down to Alva labs. There's
proof here that Alva was directly involved in the Big Bang. Even
worse, they're actually planning another one. They are planning an
experiment so large that it will expose hundreds of the cities’
citizens to the bang chemical. If they find out that I'm—” All of a
sudden, the phone floated out of his hands and into the hands of
Dr. Neal Emerson.



“I knew it would be a bad idea to let you on the team.” He whipped
his hand to the side and the desk flew across the room. “I can do
this myself, but Alva had to bring you in. I should've known when
you started asking questions that you wouldn't go along with our
plans.”



“Neal, what the hell is going on here?”



Emerson lifted the desk above his head.



“My name isn't Neal Emerson. He died a long time ago you just
weren't paying attention it seems!" He said as he slammed the desk
towards Robert. “It's Polaris now!”

 



To be concluded!



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



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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	All-Star
Comics #7 (2006)
All-Star Comics: Animal Man.

With newfound animal abilities, Buddy Baker is experiencing a
new connection to animal life – physically and emotionally. When no
one else is willing to investigate the theft of snakes from local
research laboratories, Buddy puts these powers to the test under
the guise of The Animal Man!



	


All-Star
Comics #8 (2007)
All-Star Comics: Deadman: God's Lonely Man, Part 1 (of 2).

Hill's Circus is about to experience its biggest night ever, but
little do the audience and performers know, star acrobat Boston
Brand's performance will land the circus on the front page of the
Daily Planet!
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All-Star Comics: Deadman: God's Lonely Man, Part 2 (of 2)



	


Black
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Black Lightning and Static: Blackout.



	


Black
Lightning and Static #2 (2007)
Black Lightning and Static: 50 Shots.



	


Black
Lightning and Static #3 (2007)
Black Lightning and Static: Out of the Frying Pan.



	


Black
Lightning and Static #5 (2007)
Black Lightning and Static: How the Mighty Have Fallen.

This is it! In this action packed finale, Static is caught in
the middle of a second gang war between the two Bang Baby gangs -
The Heat and The Bangers - while Black Lightning and Robert Hawkins
must fight off Polaris and Edwin Alva from exacting their plan to
perform a science experiment on Star City using the gas that caused
the Big Bang! Robert's secret will be revealed, Black Lightning and
Static will take the next steps in their lives, and by the end of
this issue the mayor of Star City will be revealed...in one way or
another...

THIS IS THE FINAL ISSUE OF BLACK LIGHTNING AND STATIC.
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