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He was the son of one of
the most ruthless dictators that the world has ever known. He was
considered to be a minor player until his army was able to gain
power over the crumbling monarchy in Kasnia. He was simply known as
the Fuhrer because of his affinity to the fascism of another era
and time… his name was Braslav Savage and he was an imposing figure
that did stand on ceremony nor did he worry about what the world
thought of him. Yes he looked a lot like his father, and some even
mistook him for his father, but Braslav Savage was not his father
he was far more ruthless in some ways than Vandal Savage ever could
be.



He had come to power with the swiftness of a falcon that came down
and struck and brought down the centuries old monarchy in Kasnia.
His revolution was in terms of his surroundings allowed him to
exercise his philosophy of communism and absolute control that a
monarch could during an earlier life he had. He wasn’t exactly sure
that to do with the peasants that were still left, but the truth he
needed them to step on whether their backs broke or not.



The modern world had yielded few challenges to Braslav Savage. He
was a man of tremendous intelligence and prowess. He had nearly
been killed only a handful of times in his life. He had seen the
rise of all Three Reichs in Fatherland. While he had chosen to
emulate a few motifs from the most recent failure, he decided that
bringing the people food and water would allow him to maintain
absolute control without so much as an intervention that could be
done by NATO or the United Nations. He had used the legitimate
rules of combat and made the tiny nation of Kasnia to bend to his
will. Legitimizing his hold on power was just as much as essential
to his power as it was to control those that he controlled.



Savage was standing in the window patio that the king of Kasnia had
enjoyed just days before. He had seen many people that they had put
to death so far, and it felt good to him that the world had
virtually had ignored his coming to the power. With recent crisis
against the Justice League coming to an end, he had used those
events to act quickly to organize the Kasnian army to take absolute
control… To him having done his way was truly the only way it could
be done.



Dangerous! Dangerous!



There were the headlines as people looked at each other that
happened to be there. The problem was that would be the last thing
they would ever see. A giant ball of light lit up the ancient
square as the people who had been there were instantly into dust.
No screams… no cries for help were heard.



The winds shifted as a helicopter sat down three figures descended
from the steps of the copter. It had been completed as they had
been told. The leader of the men looked at the other as the first
step had been completed. “Gentleman, we’ve done it.” The leader
finally spoke with satisfaction. “Purification can begin.”



“Yes, my, Führer.”

 

 


He sat back as he watched the clouds
pass by in the Conservatory. It was a place that he found solace.
It was a place that offered peace to the mind that had seen so
much… Racial discourse.



He shook his head as he read a recent news article that said
Braslav Savage had been making noise in Europe about
"purification."



"Men of hate, never learn." Suddenly there was a brush of wind and
a tinge of darkness that seemed to appear from no where. The demon
spirit of Matthew St. John appeared before the Professor.



"I take it, you've had your full of it, Anthony?" the familiarity
of St. John opened the wounds that seemed to be inherent in all
their conversations.



"Matthew, I don't seem to recall inviting you back to the Mansion."
Matthew Saint John was known only to a few that recall the eternal
battles between good and evil. He could be seen as an agent of evil
by most, but his ethereal nature kept him in purgatory, forever to
watch men of toil and bout to forsake all that they had inherited
for the less of righteous to trodden upon. Saint John was actually
half demon and half man that served the dark lord, Ares. Few knew
this, except those that were well learned in the arts.



"You didn't, Anthony." He smiled with a small curl of his mouth. "I
come and go where I please."



"Many people have paid a price to have some security."



"Faith is security, Old man." Saint John's voice was even and
steady.



He looked up at him. "Is that so?"



“You shouldn’t preach on things that you aren’t fully aware of,
Matthew.” Anthony Templeton stood up as he walked over to him with
something of ire in his voice.



“I know something about it now, Anthony.” The Dark Angel’s voice
was soft and evil as he walked from the conservatory.



“Why did you come here, Matthew?” He called after him.



“You’ll find out, Anthony. You all will find out.” He smiled as he
merely disappeared into thin air.



Anthony Templeton had seen several crazy things in his seventy-four
years of life, but he had never seen a man just disappear into thin
air. This was going to take some counseling from a source that was
experienced with dealing with the supernatural.



“Arnie, get me Diana of Themyscira on the phone.” He hit his office
intercom.



“Right away, sir.” Came the voice of his faithful servant who had
been with him for many months.

 

 


“You’re a liar, Cade.” She laughed as
they were walking in the park. Several months had passed by since
the crisis that had tested her faith and her belief in Patriarch’s
World all together. She pushed up her glasses as she smiled at him.
Cade McClellan was a big man for his stature. His auburn hair was
blown up by the gusts as they walked along the Mall in Washington,
D.C.



“Diana Prince, I am no lair.” He play punched her in the arm. They
were just friends in his mind, but Diana had made no attempt to
open any arena for any entertaining of any other form of
relationship he could conjure in his head. “I swear to God, that I
saw him laughing.”



“Batman does not laugh, Cade. The man is a walking bag of doom and
gloom.” She smirked as she crossed her arms. “How would you know
any way?” Then it came to her that the signal from the Justice
League that made her cringe every time.



“Diana, I have a Professor Templeton on-line wanting to speak to
you directly, can I patch him through.” It was the voice of J’onn
J’onzz the Martian that had helped her resolve the Meta-human
crisis months earlier.



“Hold that thought, Cade, I need to take a break.”



Cade laughed. “That’s right run away!”



Diana tossed her hair back and turned around and stuck her tongue
out at him and then she walked across a bridge which was headed to
the public restrooms.



“Go ahead, J’onn.” She spoke again.



“Diana?” It was the voice of Anthony Templeton he was something an
old friend from better times.



“I am here, Doctor Templeton.”



“Oh thank God.” He exclaimed. “Diana, I have a major problem and
you said if I ever needed your help that I could call.”



“I remember, Professor, go on.” She urged him to finish this
conversation quick because there was only so much time that she
could devote to it before Cade would become suspicious.



“I was paid a visit by a dark angel named Saint John.”



“Dark Angel?” She sighed internally she could tell this was going
to get complex.



“Yes, they are a group of radicals that have branched off from
Saint Constantine since the ancient days.”



“I don’t need a history lesson, Dr. Templeton.” She
interrupted.



“Oh right.” He paused. “There was a clear delineation between what
happened a few months ago and what’s happening now, Diana.” He
breathed in and sighed. “I have a lot to tell you, can you please
meet me here in San Francisco?”



“I’ll be there in an hour, Professor.” She confirmed.



“Thank you, Princess.”



“Not a problem, Professor.” She closed the line as she saw Cade
walking over the bridge and he threw his hands up. “What are you
going to live in there or something?”



She shrugs. “I might!” She put on her glasses which of course she
didn’t need, but there were a necessity to maintain her secret
identity of Diana Prince.



“Figures.” He looked at her.



“I am going to need to duck out of her and head for a quick
meeting. Diana prodded him.



He smirks. “Figures.”



“Hey, you’ll be important like me someday.” She grinned and the two
friends shared a chuckle as they walked over the bridge and back to
the Department of Extranormal Operations.

 

 


Diana flew to San Francisco as she set
down near the townhouse that Professor Anthony Templeton made his
home. She knocked on the door. The elderly African American man
opened the door. “Welcome, Diana.” He gestured for her to come
in.



“Thank you Professor.” She walked in as she looked around and saw
all the religious icons and relics he had collected during his
fifty year career. “The last time we spoke you were on a dig in
Egypt.”



“Well fundamentalism being what it is, Diana…”



“Ahh.” She nodded. “I came as soon as I could; I understand that
you had a visit with a Dark Angel?”



“Yes, it was more a warning.” He nodded. “I remember you telling me
about your battles with some of the wayward Olympian Gods like
Ares.”



“Yes, he’s still a problem.”



“I am sorry to bring up sore spots.” He paused as he lit a cigar
and then he saw Diana’s eyes get wide. “Oh right sorry.” He put the
cigar out. “I know this is going to sound like a history lesson but
I need to go into it for a bit so you’ll understand what’s going
on.”



She nodded. “Go on.”



“Forty-five thousand years ago the continent of Atlantis was
thriving with colonies all over the world. Evolution had not
touched them because they were able to keep the magical and
scientific realms in sync.” He saw Diana growing a bit impatient as
he tried to speed up his dictation a bit. “Well, during this time
there was an upheaval of magic and torrents of small factions vying
for the control of the Kingdom of Atlantis.”



“You’ve been talking to Orin, haven’t you?” She raised an
eyebrow.



“A little.” He sighed. “Anyway, there was a great magician known as
Arion who had been granted the title of Lord Protector of Atlantis
and with his direction they had been able to quell the rebellions
enough that Ares had decided to intervene on their behalf. Arion
was the chief sorcerer that had responsibility of trying to protect
the cities from necromancy attacks from other spiritual
realms.”



That caught Diana’s attention. “I never knew of this.” She opened
her eyes as she looked at him.



“Ares was quite the usurper, Diana, according to Atlantean
myth.”



“Changes by him aren’t much it seems.” She mused as she went and
looked at some of the Ancient Atlantean items and pondered what
Orin was up to lately. His kingdom had been so quiet since the
Crisis, she decided she would need to pay him a visit when things
were calm. “I am getting the feeling that you’re going to tell me
that Arion was key in his banishment from Atlantis and that he’s
held a grudge ever since?”



“Umm, yes. Why, have you heard this before?”



“As Superman says, it’s old hat for him, Professor.” She cleared
her throat as she looked at him with some forced manners. “I am
sorry though, please continue.”



“Well during the ages, the power has been protected by various
groups when Atlantis was lost to the surface world… the Knights
Templar finally took control of the relics and it finally fell into
the hands of a rebellious sect known as the Order of Saint John.
The most active of these warriors were known as Σκοτεινοί άγγελοι.”
He spoke those words in perfect Hellenic.



She raised an eyebrow. “Dark Angels?”



“Yes, they were agents to Lord Protector of the Order of Saint John
when he took his place in defense of the Catholic Church.”



“This is venturing into territory that I am not comfortable with,
Professor.” Diana was plain with her statement.



“I know, but what I am trying to tell you that it is a mysticism
involved here and part of this is derived from your own
heritage.”



She nodded. “I gathered that.” She had battled Circe in the past
and it hadn’t been a pleasant experience. “You want me to find out
what’s going on to find out why this Dark Angel is troubling you,
correct?”



“Incorrect. I know why he’s coming here.” He handed her an amulet.
“This is the Seal of Poseidonis… It is the only known mystical item
to ever be found from the former capitol of Atlantis.”



She raised an eyebrow. “Orin let you have this?”



“He… He doesn’t know I have it, Diana.”



“He needs to know you have this, Anthony.” She dispensed with the
formalities.



“I know. But, can you help me first?”



“I’ll do what I can.” She paused. “What do you need
specifically?”



He motioned her to come with him to a drawing table with an ancient
map that had all the ancient sites around the world that had either
been discovered or destroyed over the ages. “You know more than I
do that the world’s greatest treasures are either in museums or
lost from this world forever.” He started as he saw her eyes wander
over the map as she traced where Themyscira was at and then she
looked up at him.



“Yes, of course.”



“The amulet is an aegis of Zeus’ temple in Chimaera….”



“There is no temple in Chimaera, it was burned in volcanic ash a
long time ago.” She added.



“No. That’s what the Themyscirans were told, Diana.” He added
softly. “Zeus doesn’t have any Greek temples remaining, but those
that do remain hold some strange and wondrous powers and mysticism
that is hard for mere mortals to understand.”



“Chimaera is a pit of volcanic ash and magma, Professor.”



“Chimaera doesn’t exist in this plane, Diana. It is there though;
you have to trust me in this.”



“How does this tie into the Dark Angels?” She looked at him in some
exasperation.



“The Dark Angels are aiding the ones that are about to bring war to
the world again, Diana. They are responsible for many of the
world’s conflicts that have claimed millions of lives.” He looked
at her at her as he was asking permission to continue.



“Go on.”



"Every major conflict has had a religious background to it on the
world's stage… Think about it. What did Columbus claim to do when
he came to America… bring religion? What was the extermination of
the Jewish people about in World War II? Why did the Catholic
Church and the Greek Orthodox Church excommunicate each other in
the 11th century… There are fundamental truths to everything,
Diana." He looked at her as he waited until she could process what
he was getting at.



“Basically you mean this cult intends on bringing war again on a
massive scale?” She added simply.



“Religious fanaticism still exists and Jihad is easy to provoke if
lies and deception are spread about, Diana.”



“I’ll need to consult with Athena, Professor.” She looked in pale
seriousness. “I need to make sure that I am the right one to help
you.”



“I trust that you are, Princess.” He smiled as he offered his hand
to shake.



She shook his hand as she wasn’t fully convinced of that but she
nonetheless decided to placate the eccentric for the time being.
“Goodbye Professor.” She turned to leave as he said nothing but
maybe he did. She know that things that were said were still fresh
and hot in the political world, but she would need to consult with
some much wiser than she was to give her some guidance.

 

 


“My Lord father.” A peasant from Kasnia
kneeled before him. “Father, my crops have failed and my daughter
has come down with an illness, please can I have permission not pay
my taxes for this month.”



He shook his head as he looked at his Vice-Roy. “Your family
troubles while they are tragic have nothing to do with your
commitment for payment of your taxes, my son.” He gave the execute
sign to a guard as the man was dragged from Savage’s presence and a
scream could be heard and then a bullet shot… then silence.



“I really have no time for this, Sergio.” He stood up. Braslav
Savage was an imposing man as he looked around as the court looked
horrified by his actions. “I have no time for your judgments
either, you either will obey me or you will face the same fate!” He
looked around at the court and then tugged down his tunic as he
looked to his viceroy again. “Let’s go, I have better things to do
right now.” He walked out of the commons area as he walked past the
palace guards and they gave the salute of Hail Führer.



“I am going to need to get an answer from those damned clerics
soon; Sergio or their heads will be placed on pikes.” He growled as
they left the hallway.



“M’lord, it’s only a matter of time until we get the news we need.”
He added simply.



“I am tired of this placation! I need to be challenged!” He looked
around in irritation as he stalked from one side of the room to the
other.



His assistant flanked him so that he couldn’t trample the ground in
stomps of dissatisfaction until he could reason with him. “I know
you do, M’Lord Braslav, but this is a delicate time and of course
you know that timing is everything.”



“I know all about time.” He retorted with a diminutive laugh and
wave of his hand. “There is a time for everything my little man,
and it is time that we announce intentions to the world!” He
exclaimed as he turned to leave the room. “I’ll be in my chambers,
and I will not be disturbed.”



“Hail Father,” Sergio responded as Savage left heavy footed back to
his private chambers. “We will need to get time on all
international news agencies; Lord Savage wants to make his
intentions known.” He had picked up the receiver to the phone and
contacted propaganda ministry which had been created for the sole
purpose of weaving lies and deception about the goals of Savage’s
newfound control… his absolute control.

 

 


Diana had returned to the place where
it had all started as she knelt before the statue of Athena in her
ceremonial robes that befitted the rich heritage that she heralded
from. Her focus was on the burning incense that was meant as a
sacrifice for the Goddess of Wisdom.



The statue had animated into life as she knelt down and touched
Diana’s shoulder, “Rise, Champions of the Amazons.” She spoke in an
ethereal voice that gave her a resonance of spirituality that Diana
had always known. “There is a force that is gathering and you are
seeking my advice, child?”



“Yes, Mistress Athena.” She bowed her head. “The reckoning comes.
The battle between Ares and Atlantis has been revealed to
Patriarch’s world.” She said in a simple dissemination of her
knowledge which she knew that the goddess would have already
known.



“Those forces haven’t gathered in many eons, Diana.” The goddess
raised an eyebrow. “I sense that Ares has decided to open those
gates and wrought his furies on Patriarch’s world again.”



A dark tone then emanated from darkest corner of temple as Ares
walked out himself. He wore his battle armour that gave him the
imposing character of a conqueror of men that he had been for ages.
“This time, I am not involved, Athena.” He inclined his head at
Diana. “Welcome Diana. You rarely grace Athena’s advice
anymore.”



“This is true Lord Ares, but I don’t know much about the last ages
of Atlantis to do battle until I am familiar with the trueness of
the claims I have heard…”



Ares raised an eyebrow as he looked at her. “My Lady Athena, may I
interlude for a moment?”



Athena inclined her head in acceptance. “Proceed, Lord Ares.”



“Diana those eons ago Atlantis was the most powerful civilization
to man… and even we Gods were less revered than the magicks that
powerful sorcerers had over the realms. Magicks still do exist,
mind you, but the Protectorates were governed by a council of
elders and sought advice from Arion, the most powerful to the
sorcerers that protected Atlantis.” Ares was uncharacteristically
candid with her.



“What happened?” Diana raised an eyebrow?



“What always happens when Patriarch’s world has too much pride,” he
responded.



“They destroyed themselves.” She muttered as she conceived various
storylines in her mind that could possibly explain the destruction
of Patriarch world’s greatest empire.



“In the end, yes.” Ares looked at her through his helmet. “These
powers if unfurled will wreck havoc on the world and create the
world anew, if you wish to maintain this current world, then it is
essential to stop the darkness.”



“And you are not part of this?” Diana raised an eyebrow.



“Not this time, Diana. In matters like this I would not deceive
you.” Ares took off his helmet as he revealed his battled tested
face but his eyes bore no malevolence against her. “Arion’s spirit
can be tested for further information, but beyond this we cannot
help you.”

Diana looked at Athena to validate Ares’ claim. “If what Ares says
comes to past, Diana, then we cannot intervene. You must do battle
against the darkness.” Athena nodded quietly. “I must affirm Lord
Ares in this.”



“So kind.” Ares smirked sarcastically. “Be warned Diana the
trifling of the little humans are at stake here, and I suggest you
bring yield to them or they will certainly perish.”



“A threat, Ares?” Diana looked at him directly.



“A resolution to the unmet challenges, Diana you’ve been warned.”
He disappeared in a flash of light.



Diana lowered her head and then looked to see that Athena had
returned as well. Once again the Gods had given her instruction but
it wasn’t clear what it was they wanted her to do, in her mind
anyway. She left the temple and lifted off the ground and flew to
Patriarch’s world again. If there was a mystery and battle to
unravel she was going to be the one to be able to decipher what it
all meant, but she would need to try and get more information from
Orin before she went much farther.

 

 


The waves of perdition were crashing
over and over where Atlantis used to sit atop the world. But her
destruction had led the way for other civilizations to rise and
fall all those eons. Orin waited as he saw Diana flew from the air
and land on the agreed spot in Reykjavik, Iceland.



“I sincerely hope you plan to explain why we had to meet in the
coldest city on Earth.” Orin looked at her as she looked at
him.



“Good morning to you too, Orin.” She smirked at him.



“Seriously, I am not Ice-Man you know… They call me Aquaman.” He
shrugged as he completed his usual banter with her.



“What do you know about Arion?” They were walking into the
Icelandic city as were looked at by the people but not really
bothered by them the two Justice Leaguers continued to walk along
the shores of Lake Tjörnin.



“I know that he’s considered to be one of the most powerful
sorcerers of all time, and his spirit still exists in some
beliefs.” Orin just looked around as he saw the lake. It was a
pristine lake of fresh water. “Arion was one of the greatest people
of Atlantean history. Everyone came to him, and everyone trusted
him fully.”



“What happened to him?” Diana looked at him.



“Well there are a lot of things about that era that people don’t
really know about the ‘old ones,’ Diana.” Orin added. “Arion though
is one of the few exceptions but what we know of that time and era
even by my people is sketchy at best.”



“Anything you could tell me would be helpful, Orin.” Diana looked
at him with almost a gesture of acquiesce in her voice.



“Well, I do know there are some magic users that claim if his
spirit can be harnessed that ultimate power can be granted to those
that control it.” Orin looked at her and then Lake Tjörnin
again.



“Could a mortal control it?”



“Not likely, but I suppose it’s not inconceivable that it could
happen.” Orin raised an eyebrow to her. “Why do you think someone
has found his body and is trying to control his spirit?”



“I am not sure what I am trying to prove, Orin.” She sighed. “I do
know that after my meeting with Ares and Athena that there were
more questions than answers about who and what we might be dealing
with this time.



“There’s always something.” They continued to walk past the Althing
building. “Iceland is a dichotomy I have just discovered. It is
extremely cold here, but it doesn’t feel cold.” He finally looked
at her. “Why did we come here anyway?”



Diana pointed to statue of him in the townecentre. “People here
remember what you did for them. This world doesn’t turn its back on
its heroes all the time, Orin. There is still some hope
left.”



“Diana, if you want to argue then pursue this conversation, but it
is inane to me right now.” He turned away. “Iceland… New York..
Bangkok.. they call could be grateful for what we’ve done and I
still would feel less affinity for this world than you do.” He
walked away.



“You remind me of Bruce when you get like this, Orin.”



“We’re a lot alike, Diana. He’s extremely bent on his motivations
and so I am. Bruce hides his face… hides in a mask of darkness and
fear that I do not. I live among my people free.” He raised an
eyebrow. “Maybe we are alike, but Bruce doesn’t respect you like I
do.” He freely admitted that. “We should continue this conversation
another time.” He put his hand to his ear. “I have a meeting with
the Council this evening.”



“Goodbye, Orin.” She smiled at him as they had reached the docks
and he dove into the ocean and disappeared beneath the sea. She did
have a lot more information about the mysterious Arion than she did
before, but it was going to take a lot more than just fielding
questions with an enigmatic world leader like King Orin to get what
she needed. She lifted off the ground and flew back to New York to
do more research.

 

 


Three Days
Later:

Braslav Savage stood on a podium as he addressed the media and
foreign dignitaries that had gathered to view his first real
speech. Savage took a few moments to confer with his speechwriter
and then he addressed the assembled audience and he took a first
few steps into history.



“Many years ago, I was taught that our people cannot be free unless
true knowledge has been given and the world recognizes this as
fact. The truth of it all is that fact is written by the victors.
The last victors of the last great war wrote that people of our
caliber could never rise and lead men.”



He raised his fists in anger as he slammed them down on the podium.
“I am here to tell you that we will rise up and take what was taken
from us! Our place in history has not been written quite yet, my
brethren.” His hands reached towards the heavens as he pleaded with
some unknown God that he worshipped. “I am here to tell you that
Kasnia will be the new Fatherland! Kasnia will defend its honor and
Kasnia will no longer be the lap dogs of capitalistic scum like the
United States of America!



Our righteousness is not born in faith it is wrought by the sweat
of our brow! Or plowshares have long since been silent… our nation
will take it’s rightful place over providence! Will never
succumb!



The color of your skin is not the determiner of your future but
there cannot be any equality with capitalism as the backbone of
economic orthodoxy that enslaves all nations to the great economic
masters like the United States. There is no equality with the
genders! Men shall lead… the women shall follow… and the nations
shall bow before righteousness! The world will remember my name…
.



“Braslav Savage."



The TV went off as President of the United States looked at that
last image as that had been replayed on the networks and cable
television. “You’re on in just a few minutes, Mr. President.”



Jeb Stuart looked up and nodded. “Thank you, Carrie.” He
straightened his tie as he looked into the mirror. “I guess we have
to fight fascist once a generation?” He looked down and then back
to Carrie Saunders who was his primary intern now.



“Give it to them, Mr. President.” She defiantly said.



“Oh, I plan on it.”



"Ladies and Gentlemen… the President of the United States.” The
announcer said over the television as the President finally came
on.



The Cameras panned in as he took his speech out of his coat pocket
and he started to make his case for war…



"Ladies and Gentlemen we stand on the Precipice of a great
challenge to Freedom… Tyranny was defeated by our military and
allies back in World War II… now it has become full circle with the
ascension of Braslav Savage in Kasnia… currently it is known that
this madman has plans to bring and wreck havoc in Europe and
subjugate and kill people based on creed and religion… Jews,
Gentiles and the like are being singled out because they don't fill
the quota of what an Aryan is supposed to be…



Today, I am asking the Congress for a declaration of war against
Kasnia to prevent them from bringing this horror and chaos again to
our allies in Europe. Already NATO countries have been attacked and
it is our duty to respond in kind."



"We stand on the edge of history and it's our duty to take the
plunge to force this dictator's hand to right the wrongs he has
pledged to bring to our people… and all of the world… we must do
this in the name of justice.. and we must do this in the name of
democracy.. I asked this Congress for a declaration of war to
protect our allies and children so they may enjoy the freedoms that
we all enjoy that have been provided by our forefathers…



Thank you and have a good night, and God Bless the United States of
America.” The President said as the cameras faded to black. When
the President was off the air he turned around and stood up and
looked out of the window of the Oval Office at the Washington
Monument and remarked. “God really does need to bless us.” He said
quietly as he bowed his head in a silent prayer. Only time would
tell if all this bluster of talk of war would make Savage yield.
Only time would tell.

 



Continued in A Savage Place Part II
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Reeling from the events of the last issue, passionate amazons,
namely Donna Troy and Artemis, debate the fate of Diana with Apollo
and Athena...and the possibility of war with Ares! Meanwhile,
Anthony Temptleton teams up with the world's finest when Superman
and Batman try to figure out a way to find and free Diana. But what
evil has been lurking in the shadow waiting to start his own war?
And what long-lost sorceress has returned?



	


Wonder Woman
Annual #2 (2007)
Wonder Woman Annual: Time Heals All Wounds.

Venturia and Aurania: two island civilizations that are part of
the empire of Atlantis. Queen Clea and Ptra: a mother and daughter
who want to tear down the other's nations. With ties to both
Themyscira and the greater Atlantis, Wonder Woman finds herself in
the middle of a war that promises to bleed over the world; unless
she can stop it, that is. Guest starring Aquaman, this story takes
place two months before the Crisis.



	


Wonder Woman
#21 (2008)
Wonder Woman: War of the Gods, Part 2.

The Final battle brews as the Dark Lord makes the move to try
and conquer the world. What can Diana to save the world from this
ancient evil and what will she discover in the very end....

Don't miss this exciting conclusion to War of the Gods part
II!



	


Maximum
Catwoman #5 (2009)
Maximum Catwoman: That Cat Brought it Back, Part One:

'Rumble in Rio'

Rio de Janeiro!

Selina has taken her act on the road in an attempt to revitalize
as the world renown thief she is known as...

What will become of her adventure overseas?



	


Rogues
Gallery #14 (2009)
Rogues Gallery: Morgaine Le Fey.

Hundreds of years ago, at the dawn of civilization, evil took on
a frightful face. Step back with us as we explore one of history's
most misunderstood but villainous enchantresses: Morgaine Le
Fey!

Special Guest Appearances by Jason Blood & Arion the
Immortal!
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