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Robert
Hawkins was frozen. He was in a familiar place, surrounded by
familiar people, but he still felt alone. His vision was blurry,
but one by one the people in the room came into focus. One of the
figures was Jefferson Pierce, a longtime friend, also known as the
superhero Black Lightning.



“Jeff, you gotta help me here. I can't move.” Robert said.



“Sorry pal, but I've got too much going on in my own life right
know.” Jeff responded. “I have no purpose, nothing feels right.
Y'know, if you hadn't abandoned me years ago I might still be
keeping my sanity, but now… I don't know Black Lightning works
without Gear on the team.”



“But you have that new kid, Static.” Robert noticed the young hero
Static appear in front of him as he said this. “You can help me,
right? I've never met you, but if Jeff trusts you, that's enough
for me.”



“You really haven't figured it out yet, have you? Too wrapped in
your high end job to pay attention to what I've been doing.” Static
replied.



“What are you talking about? I don't know you. You do remind me
of—” Robert's vision allowed another person into his vision.
“Virgil! Son, help me out here.”



“Dad, you haven't even been around that much over the past few
weeks. Don't you know that I've had a lot of stress after the Big
Bang? I want to help my friends, they need me.” Virgil said to his
father.

“Virgil, I need you. I've made a big mistake and I need your
help.”



The figures began to blur again and Robert found himself alone
again. Something was still there though. First it’s a voice then a
man, then tables and lab equipment. Robert then realized where he
was in Alva Lab’s.



“I remember what happened.” He whispered to himself as he looked
around and saw that he was tied to a chair.



“Good for you.” The voice responded. In front of him was Dr. Neal
Emerson, or as he referred to himself not long ago, Polaris. The
man let out a chuckle.



“Oh how the mighty have fallen.” He paced back and forth before the
drowsy Robert Hawkins.



“Graduating at the top of your class, and designing for the “hot
superheros” of Star City. Now look at you, a broken shell of a man
who can't even provide for his family. I was informed that your son
was shot during a drive-by. That must have been what led you into a
job that paid more. It's unfortunate that you couldn't keep your
mouth shut long enough to create a good life for you and your loved
ones.”



“I won't let you do this. It could kill so many people, for what a
science experiment?” Robert mumbled.



“Science experiments please give me more credit than that. This
could be revolutionary. What if we could figure a way to
manufacture this chemical? Think of how much could be profited off
of selling superpowers.”



“So it's about the money.”



“For Alva, sure but while I need cash to fund my endeavors, my
interest is in the advancement of science. I could be remembered in
history forever for creating this, this world changing drug. I will
be the catalyst for evolution.”



“You won't get away with this, I've seen things, and before long
someone will find me.”



“Oh Robert haven't you learned anything from dealing with Alva…
?”

 

 


“… It's all politics. No one cares
about the people and the city, its all politics.” Jefferson Pierce
muttered to himself as he walked in the door of his apartment. He
threw the bag containing his Black Lightning costume onto the couch
and approached his desk. He sat down and stared at the piles of
papers in front of him. “Aw who am I kidding?” He said as he pushed
all the papers off. He then reached into his pockets and pulled out
his cell phone. After a few seconds of hesitation, he punched in a
familiar number. As he heard rings, he knew the person on the other
line hesitated in the same way. Eventually, the phone was picked
up.



“Hey, how have you been doing?… .the mayoral race? It's uh, it's
going good. No, I don't need to lie to you, I'm actually thinking
of dropping out. I actually called to talk to our daughter though.
What? Look, don't worry, she's 18, I'm sure she just wants to
experience the world. I can't say I'm not envious of her. Just keep
me updated on it… .Take care.” He shut his phone and noticed a
message on his voice mail from Robert.

 

 


Virgil Hawkins shut yet another
cardboard box and put next to all the rest in the main room of his
house. He had been doing the same task for days as the family
prepared to move out. He looked up to the light fixture and noticed
something.



“Hey mom, we're bringing this guy, right?” He yelled to his mom in
the other room. Jean Hawkins rolled her wheelchair into the
room.



“What are you talking about Virgil?”



“Him.” He pointed up to a superhero action figure hanging from the
light on a clear string. “I remember when you first put it up
there; I was convinced he was flying. But then there was that one
day he fell off.”



“You were devastated. Why would you still want to keep it?”



“Even after it fell and you put it back up with that string, I
still convinced myself that it was flying. I always hoped one day
the string would break and it would still be up there. I guess it
was like something that gave me hope that someday I could do
something great like that.”



“Oh Virgil.”



His mother began to tear up a little when Virgil noticed a news
report on the TV.



'… on the Star City bridge, with three bang babies holding the cars
hostage and demanding the other bang baby gang, The Heat… '



“Uh, I almost forgot, I need to be somewhere.” Virgil said.



“Where are you going?”



“I've gotta say goodbye to some friends.”

 

 


Black Lightning stood outside of Alva
Labs. He had listened to Robert's panicked message, and ever since
he felt it was somehow his fault. He should have stood by Robert
and helped him realize that the job wasn't for him. He walked into
the building to see that no one was there and the lights had been
turned off. All of a sudden, a line of lights made a path to the
elevator. He cautiously followed it and entered the elevator.
Before he could push a button, it began moving upwards.



“We figured you would be showing up Black Lightning.” A voice shot
out of the speakers in the elevator.



“Alva.” Black Lightning muttered. “I've been waiting to haul your
ass to jail for way too long.”



“Oh, I don't think that will be happening. Just ask your friend.”
The speaker clicked off and was followed by a ding. The elevator
stopped on its highest floor. The doors opened to another
completely dark room.



“Robert?” He yelled out. His voice was met with muffled screams.
“Where are you?” Just as he spoke, a light appeared over Robert
Hawkins, still tied down to a chair. Black Lightning ran over to
him, though Robert's eyes were wide, as if to tell him—



He felt a fist slam in his jaw from his right side. Then steel
girder came flying towards him and he threw up a shield to deflect
it.



“What the hell?” Black Lightning said, still trying to figure out
what hit him.



“Black Lightning I was hoping I would get to meet you. My name is
Polaris, and I'd like to run a little experiment on the limits of
your powers.

 

 


Static stood on a manhole, hovering
high up in the air. Even from far away he could see the damage
coming from the bridge. As he approached, a car came flying his
way. He quickly grabbed it with a field of electricity and lowered
it to the ground.



Was that Chris? He thought. As much as I hoped that he
wasn't affected by this, or didn't return to his old habits, I had
to figure that he would be at the forefront of this
thing.



He finally made it to the bridge to see the Bangers all causing
destruction and yelling for The Heat. He noticed a familiar face,
Spinner, pointing at objects and creating small whirlwinds. On the
opposite side of the bridge was a large teen, evidently made of
rock or another hard substance, hurling cars and smashing the
ground. In the middle was what he had feared seeing, Chris was
directing the whole operation. He was raising his arms in the air,
an action that was quickly followed by crystal formations piercing
out from under the ground. Static flew towards him.



“Hey!” Spinner spotted him flying and whipped his arms over towards
Static. Static felt a gust push him, almost making him fall off of
the manhole. “Which side are you on?”



“I'm on my own side.” He said, shooting electricity at him. “Go
home Spinner.”



“The name's… Spin Cycle.” He said as he staggered around out of
breath.



While Spinner was recovering he quickly made his way to Chris. The
rock creature saw Static from the other side and began running to
Chris.



“Stand down Igneous.” Chris waved his hand up. “You're Static, that
kid from TV.”



“Chris, it's me—”



“Virgil!” Static was interrupted by Hot Streak. He arrived on the
scene holding the unconscious body of Spinner and accompanied by
Puff and Lickety Split.



“Virgil? You're Static?” Chris said.



“As much as I want to see this reunion, we have some unfinished
business.” Hot Streak threw Spinner's body into a small crowd of
people. “All of us.”



“Chris do not do this.” Static pleaded.



“I'm sorry V, but you need to pick a side or get out of my way.”
Chris responded as he made his way towards Hot Streak. Before he
could get far, Static grabbed him and slammed him into a car.



“I can't let you do this again Chr—” Static paused and he was
lifted into the air. When turned around, he was face to face with
Igneous.



“So you are betraying us again Virgil?” It said in a low, gritty
voice.

 

 


“How much can you do? I've seen news
reports, I've read the newspaper, and you can emit electricity. But
are you a battery? What is the source of your power?” Polaris said
as Black Lightning still struggled to figure where he was. “I'm
sure you can light up a controlled area, but could you light up a
whole floor?”



“I've only burned out once, but as far as I know it had nothing to
do with my powers” Black Lightning said, shooting out small jolts
to light up the surrounding area a little at a time. As he shot out
one to the side, he saw a desk flying towards him and quickly
jumped out of the way.



“When I'm done with you I'll have to connect you to some sort of
machine, test some theories out. With these chemicals that we're
developing, think of how powerful you could become.”



“I think I've got more than enough responsibility as it is.” He
closed his eyes and concentrated a larger blast that quickly showed
the location of Polaris. He shot out a stream of energy and heard
Polaris yell out in pain. “Thanks for the offer though.”



Black Lightning pointed his hands up to the ceiling and closed his
eyes.



“You wanna see how much power I have?” He said as he focused an
enormous burst of energy into the light fixtures. For a brief
moment, the entire room was illuminated. He quickly looked around
and figured out the important surroundings. Polaris about 10 feet
away to his right, Robert in between the two, and a window almost
completely blocked out by desks and office furniture.



The outburst had ended, many of the lights shattered. The ones left
began flickering on every few seconds. The lights flickered on.
Polaris and Black Lightning cautiously moved towards each other.
Off. The room went silent except for the flickering. On the two
moved again, narrowing the distance even more. Off then on then off
again.



Not far away from Robert, Polaris pounced onto Black Lightning,
nailing him to the ground. As the lights shut off he was
disoriented, but he freed his left arm to shoot out a jolt of
electricity.



“Hah missed.” Polaris mocked him as the lights switched on. Once
they switched off, there was a loud thud and Polaris stumbled
away.



“Mmph mumph mmph mmph mmph, hh?” A muddled voice said. A hand came
down and helped Black Lightning up. The lights came on and Robert
was standing next to Black Lightning ripping the tape on his mouth
off. “I said it's just like old times, huh?”



“Here, I brought you this.” Black Lightning reached into a pocket
on the side of his boot and pulled out a small gun.



“My buzz gun! I thought I threw this away a few years ago.”



“You've made me angry.” Polaris said from off in the distance. In
the dark his hands began glowing with a blue light. “This
experiment is over. It's time that the mice are put to
sleep.”



“You ready Black Lightning?” Robert said, firing up his
weapon.



“When you are, Gear.”

 

 


I'm upside down. I'm in the
air. I'm falling. Static rubbed his eyes to see that was in
fact falling towards the ground from up in the sky. That's
right; the rock guy threw me up here after swinging me around his
head like I was a shirt. He pointed his hands towards the
bridge, specifically, a car door. With a pulling motion, he ripped
the door off and gradually put it under his body. As he hovered
above, he saw that Igneous had turned his back to him.



“Hey Rocky!” He yelled as he charged towards the creature. “I'm not
done with you.



“Back for more? That's good, I wanna see if I can break my record
and get you into the clouds.” Igneous said, smashing his gigantic
fist into the other hand.



Before Static reached the monster, he pulled up on the door, using
it as a shield, and rammed into him. Igneous was knocked to the
ground with Static on top of him.



“What the—you hurt me!” Igneous said as he looked down to see
molten lava dripping out of crack in his torso.



“Yeah, well, I hurt myself too, I guess we're even.” Static said
rubbing his head. Before Igneous could get up, Static ripped the
hood of a van off and covered him with it. The rock creature was
pinned.



While Igneous stayed trapped in the metal, yelling obscenities and
death threats, Static scanned the area. Chris was fending off Puff
and Hot Streak, while there was no sign of—



“Lickety Split.” Faster than Static could say his name, the
speedster rushed past him and push him onto the ground.



“You remember me? I'm flattered.” Split chuckled.



“I don't have time for you.”



“Oh? Well I've got plenty of time for you. Ever since my feet went
into fast forward, it's been like my life is in slow motion. I have
all the time in the world.”



“Split!” Static pointed his finger at Split. Split readied himself
to dodge an attack.



“Heh you think you can just shoot electricity at me? I'll dodge it.
Easy.” He said, playing off his edginess.



“No. I just wanted to tell you to duck.” Static pulled his arm in
and a car door slammed into Split, knocking him unconscious. “This
is crazy coming from me but, you talk way too much.”



Static flew over to the other end of the bridge as Chris was still
fighting off Puff. Every time she took human form, he quickly form
crystals in her location. Puff dodged and went into gas form,
evading all of his attacks. Hot Streak finally decided to jump
in.



“Okay, this has gone on long enough.” He pushed Puff aside. “Go
home baby, I don't need you here anymore.”



“But—” Puff reached out to him and he shot back a glare. She broke
up into a cloud and drifted away.



“Now there will be no more interruptions just you, and me.” Hot
Streak said in a stare down with Chris.



“You've had this coming a long time Francis.” Chris
responded.



“Speaking of long time.” Static lowered himself down in front of
the two. “That's exactly what both of you are gonna be
doing.”

 

 


Robert fired off shots of energy from
his gun alongside Black Lightning, who was also shooting jolts in
Polaris' direction. Polaris was untouchable though. He had a large
supply of metal office supplies guarding his body, and he was
hurling furniture all over the room.



“Your back hasn't given out yet has it?” Robert joked as he steered
clear of the desks and chairs flying at them.



“Are you kidding? A few desks are nothing compared to when Lynn
used to get mad at me.” Black Lightning laughed.



“Seriously Neal, you throw worse than my man's ex-wife.”



“Is that right?” Polaris stopped. “Why don’t you just take a seat
old man?” Polaris pushed a chair into Robert and began flinging him
around the room.



Black Lightning took the opportunity to rush Polaris, when the
chair started making its way towards the stack of furniture and the
windows behind them. Black Lightning ran towards the chair and
Polaris slowly followed them, laughing. Robert was smashed into the
window and shattered the glass. He found an opening and jumped off
the chair just as Black Lightning reached him.



Polaris approached the two with multiple metal objects hovering by
him.



“I should say something sinister right now, shouldn't I something
witty?” Polaris said.



“That might be fun.” Black Lightning smirked. Robert giggled
back.



“I'm sorry, I'm a scientist. I don't do fun.” He said as he threw a
desk at the two and knocked them out the window.



The two were gripping a small metal ledge.



“Y'know, it's been a while since we've just hung around like this.”
Robert smiled.



“If I die I just want you to know it's your fault.” Black Lightning
responded.



Polaris stuck his head out of the window.



“Even in the face of danger, the jokes keep coming. I guess I
should envy your optimism, but when you're about to die I just
can't understand the comfort in avoiding thoughts about the
inevitable.



“Fine you're right. I think we just need to let go Robert.” Black
Lightning said. He was met with a confused look from Robert. “But
if I'm gonna go out, I want you to do it, old chum.”

“Old chum—what the hell are you—?” Robert questioned. Black
Lightning held his hand out.

“I want you to shoot me. A straight shot should knock at least
knock the wind out of me.”



“But this thing doesn't—” Before Robert could finish, he saw Black
Lightning's eyes widen. “Fine you've just gotta promise to wait for
me up there in superhero heaven though. I'll miss you friend.
You've been like a brother to me, through thick and thin,
through—”



“Just shoot me you idiot!” Black Lightning yelled. Robert fired at
him.



As the shot of energy sank into Black Lightning's chest, his
extended hand shot a concentrated ball of energy and the area
surrounding Polaris was lit up. The three were sent flying off of
the building's top floor.

 

 


“Please Chris; it doesn't have to be
like this!” Static yelled out. Hot Streak was on the ground,
knocked off of his feet seconds ago. Chris was creating large
crystals out of the ground and slamming them into Static, who was
flying around dodging them.



“First you rat us out, now you're practically on your knees crying.
When are you gonna grow up Virgil?” Chris yelled. He created a wall
and blocked off Static as Hot Streak ran over to him. Hot Streak's
hands burned with fire. Chris slammed his fists into the ground. As
he did this, crystals formed over his hands. When he released them
from the ground, his hands were covered in rock hard shells. Chris
caught Hot Streak off guard with a punch to the gut. Hot Streak's
armor protected him from most of the pain, but he still was taken
back a few steps. Hot Streak shot fire into Chris' fists, but it
was just deflected.



Static showed up from coming around the large structures. He shot
electricity at Hot Streak and Chris at the same time. Chris pulled
up a crystal to block the shot, and Hot Streak dove away from it.
Chris grabbed a car and threw it at Static. Static noticed the
people still inside of it and carefully absorbed most of the
velocity and gently lay the car down.



Hot Streak shot another burst of fire at Chris while he wasn't
looking.



“Chris!” Static yelled out. Alert to the fire, Chris held up his
hands and it was deflected into a car. The car quickly began to
burn.



“Chris, I don't want to fight. Look at all these people on the
bridge. They don't deserve this. Just come in with me, we'll
straighten this all out.” Static pleaded.



“All these years, I knew you were soft. But I thought you'd grow to
be a great man a leader. Someone inspirational, you know? I never
thought you'd be a coward.”



“Chris, I'm a better man than you'll ever be.” Static ripped the
hoods off of two cars and wrapped them around Chris and Hot Streak.
“Now, let's take this to my level and talk.” He flew up in the air
with the two close to him.

 

 


Black Lightning, Robert, and Polaris
were on a quick fall to the ground. The three were all close
together and looking around for options.



“I know you see it Polaris the metal on the building. You could
just carry yourself to safety with it. Go ahead. Do it.” Black
Lightning said.



“I can't move.” Polaris muttered.



“Exactly I learned this little static cling from, uh… ” He
awkwardly looked at Robert, who had no idea what was going on. “… a
friend. Now, either we all fall to the ground, or you can take a
big enough chunk to carry us all. I'm gonna let one of your arms
go.”



Polaris pointed his hand towards the building, ripped off metal
segments, and created a platform. As he gently laid it under them,
they all stopped and hugged the floor.



“Sorry, this is my stop; this will take you to the ground floor
though.” Polaris said as he dropped the metal underneath Robert and
Black Lightning. As the two fell, Robert pointed his gun.



“Should I take the shot?”



“Not yet.” Black Lightning pointed his hand up and shot a jolt of
electricity into the platform. Polaris was taken off of his feet.
As he was trying to get himself back up, Robert fired a shot of
energy and knocked Polaris off of the platform. As he reached Black
Lightning and Robert in his fall, Robert extended his hand.



“Hi. Robert Hawkins. Have we met?”



“Now let's do it right this time.” Black Lightning said as Polaris
squinted his eyes at them.

 

 


With Chris and Hot Streak wrapped up in
metal, Static stood on his manhole high above the bridge.

“Now, are we going to be able to settle down and talk like
this?”



“I have nothing to say to you V. You betrayed me—” Chris said as
Static interrupted him.



“No, I was nothing but loyal to you. You betrayed me by draggin' me
into that gang war. That's what started all of this. This is a
pointless feud.”



“What do you know Virgil? You never saw it from our point of view;
you don't have the same fire running through your veins. You're
soft.” Hot Streak yelled. Static shot a jolt of electricity into
his face and Hot Streak received a small shock.



“That's enough out of you for now.” He returned his attention back
to Chris. “When are you going to realize that nothing good can come
from this violence?”



“When are you going to realize that you can't help me?” Chris
kicked his shoe off into Hot Streak's face. Angered, Hot Streak
began struggling and Static lost control of his hold on Chris.
Chris fell down to the ground and Static flew after him.



Static was closing in on Chris, but he couldn't gain enough speed
to catch him. I could drop Hot Streak and catch him he thought.
But that would kill him as much as this pains me…



Before he hit the ground, a large crystal flew up and engulfed
Chris' body. Static lowered himself and looked all over. There was
no sign of Chris.



“Wherever you are Chris, I'm always gonna try to hold you up.
Someday I'll get you to fly.” Static spoke under his breath. “I
hope you were worth holding onto Francis.” He looked over and saw
that Hot Streak was free.



“You must not have been paying attention Virgil. Listen, you took
out a banger and one of my guys, let's just call it even today and
finish this dance some other time. I think I'm about to burn out.”
Static began to charge him. “Oh, speaking of which.” Hot Streak
shot fire at multiple cars with people in them. “You've got a fire
to put out.”

 

 


The new metal platform was finally
lowered onto the ground and the three safely stepped off. Robert
began laughing.



“What's so funny?” Polaris questioned him.



“'Oh how the mighty have fallen.' Seriously, I was a sidekick. I've
been kidnapped by some nefarious villains. But you know what; they
really knew how to strike fear into me you?” Robert punched Polaris
and knocked him out. “You're a joke.”



As the two got reacquainted with solid ground, Robert's phone
rang.



“I was wondering when you'd call Alva… .no, I won't accept any
payments… .I don't have solid evidence, but words from a well
respected doctor and scientist could really put a dent in your
numbers. Either you shut down all production on this chemical, or
I'm going straight to the press with this. You'd better hope I
never hear about this thing again.” He clicked his phone shut and
looked up at Black Lightning.

 

 


“This is Angela McDonald reporting from
Channel 19 news.” She said frantically holding the microphone while
running towards the bridge. “We're on the scene of a recent Bang
Baby fight on the Star City Bridge. Our helicopters have reported
seeing the teen hero, Static, taking down many of them. Right now
he is carrying the remaining citizens who were in the middle of
this disaster. We have with us a survivor of this terrible
incident.” She handed the mike to a man standing next to her. He
sported burn marks and bruises on his face.



“It was nuts. Here I was in the middle of this battle between three
of them, when this kid picks up my car and throws it.”



“What happened?”



“That Static kid caught me. I saw his face, looked like he was
moving a mountain, but he kept on pushing until I was safe on the
ground. Then after that I—”



“There he is now! Static!” The reporter yelled out as she ran up to
him. Static walked off of the bridge with his coat over his
shoulder. Sweat was pouring down his face, his clothes were torn,
and every time he moved he winced in pain.



“Hey Angela, it's nice to see a pretty face after so much
ugliness.” He smiled, and then rubbed his bruised shoulder.



“That's very nice of you. I'm sure you have a lot to say about
this.”



Static bent over to catch his breath and stood back up.



“Sorry, but I'm just really damn tired, so any other questions are
gonna have to be asked in some sort of private interview. Let me
know when we can have dinner Angie.”



“Ahem.” Angela cleared her throat, blushing. “We'll have to talk
more about that some other time. For now, on behalf of Star City
I'd like to thank you. I know a lot of people are grateful for what
you've done today. It's too bad those bang babies had to destroy
the bridge and the star on top of it that has guided people for so
long.”



“Y'know, that's just the thing.” Static said looking up at the
shattered remains of the Star that once stood on top of the bridge.
“Those guys aren't horrible people, they're just misguided. But if
KRS-ONE and Marley Marl can come together after all these years of
beef, then the bridge is never over. Yes, that's an old school hip
hop reference for all you kids out there listening to the garbage
on TV and the radio today.” The reporter met Static's comment with
a confused look. “Look, I think I can do something about the star.
I can understand the need of something to give you direction and
hope.”



Static flew up to the top of the bridge. He grabbed pieces of
metal, formed a star with them, and set it in place of what had
once been there. He then flew away holding up a peace sign to the
camera.

 

 


Later, Virgil arrived at home. He
walked in the door to see Jefferson sitting on the couch, the one
piece of furniture left in the house.



“Where's my dad?” Virgil asked.



“Upstairs packing y'know, we had a crazy day today.” Jefferson
said.



“Tell me about it.”



“Sorry, your dad's secret.”



“You're going to dangle that in front my nose as much as possible
until I tell my dad, aren't you?”



“Basically I saw you on the news though.” Jefferson stood from the
couch and walked over to Virgil.



“The past few weeks has been a wild ride. I've seen you grow a lot.
I've learned a lot from you myself.”

“We're having a 'moment', aren't we?” Virgil smirked.



“You really are Robert's son in every way. I never had a son, but
I'd like to think of you as something like that Virgil. I'm really
proud of you.”



“Hey, you've been in my life almost as much as my parents. You're
family.” The two paused.



“Actually, scratch that. If we're family then that means your
daughter's off limits.”



“Anissa is off limits either way. Don't forget who was doing this
superhero business before you were born.”



“Alright, alright how's she doing by the way?”



“Well, Lynn informed me today that she's been missing for a little
while.”



“Damn, is it serious?”



“I don't think so. She's 18; she wants to live her life. I should
be doing the same. That's actually why I'm here, telling you all
this. I've decided to explore the world a little bit. See what's
all out there for me.”



“Jeff.” Virgil had a disappointed look on his face. “Star City
needs Black Lightning.”



“No. I saw the news. Star City needs Static.”



“You're running away from your problems again.”



“It's not like that Virgil. I have a different perspective on life.
I know that I need to be Black Lightning, but maybe I help in other
areas too. Politics wasn't right for me, too much corruption and
moral sacrifice. I need to be out there making a difference, on a
larger scale. I'm sure I can find others who can help me fulfill my
goals.”



“I guess I should say good luck.”



Jefferson put his hand on Virgil's shoulder.



“I'm staying for dinner so let's leave the goodbyes 'til later.
Right now I need to make a call.”



Jefferson walked outside and dialed a number.



“Ollie, its Jeff… … I'm good, thanks. I called to tell you that I'm
not gonna need funds for a campaign after all… … It just wasn't for
me. I do need one favor though. If you ever come back to Star City,
I want you check up on Static… .Where am I going? I don't know yet.
It's a big world out there. If I'm gonna change it, I think I need
to see more of it.”

 

 


Back inside, Robert walked downstairs
to see Virgil.



“Hey dad it’s been a while since I've seen you.”



“I know Virgil. That's going to change though. I quit that job with
Alva.”



“That's for the best, right? It didn't seem like a good fit for you
anyway. I'll go tell mom to start unpacking.”



“We're still moving. I'm going to get a job at a hospital closer to
our neighborhood, but money's gonna be tight. We might need you to
get a job, and one that will actually make money.”

Virgil opened his eyes wide.



“So you know about—”



“Someday we'll talk about it, but for now I just want you to know
how proud I am of what you're doing. We'll leave it at that for
now.” Virgil embraced his dad in his arms.



“Thanks dad.”

 

 



The next day…

Mayoral candidate Peter Reece went out to grab his morning paper in
his robe as he always did. On the front page he read that the teen
hero Static had saved a bridge full of people from six bang babies.
The picture showed him standing next to a Star constructed from
metal to replace the iconic statue that had been destroyed in the
wake of the battle's destruction. The caption read 'Teen hero here
to guide us.'



He walked back into his house, kicked off his slippers, made his
way back into the kitchen and sat at the breakfast bar. After
taking a sip of his coffee, which had cooled since he had last
sipped it before his trip to get the paper, he opened the paper to
the next pages. Another headline showed that a villain named
Polaris had been taken to jail for the creation of the chemical
involved in the Big Bang. The police found him tied up near Alva
Labs, though Edwin Alva denies any connection.



He flipped to another page to see that Jefferson Pierce had dropped
out of the race for mayor, leaving only him and Edwin Alva. As he
flipped to the next page, he felt a sting in the back of his neck.
He moved his hand to pick up his coffee mug and knocked it over,
spilling coffee all over the paper.



Peter Reece died at 6:38 AM.



As he collapsed on the chair that he sat on, a man in a green
uniform with a cobra design emerged from a nearby closet. He pulled
a cell phone out of his pocket and called a number.



“The job is done Alva, now you can run as mayor unopposed and serve
Kobra.”





The End… for now.



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



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!



	


All-Star
Comics #9 (2007)
All-Star Comics: Deadman: God's Lonely Man, Part 2 (of 2)



	


Black
Lightning and Static #1 (2007)
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 #4 (2007)
Black Lightning and Static: Crossing the Line.
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