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I arrive at the agreed
meeting place with my nephew and mentor less than six seconds after
Wally- better known to you out there as “Kid Flash”- hangs up the
phone, but he still has a big grin plastered on his face when I
show up beside the main bridge between Keystone and Central, and
behind him, Jay Garrick- that would be the original Flash, for all
you neophytes- is struggling to conceal a smile of his own.



“Aunt Iris says sixty-nine,” Wally opens, and I roll my eyes. My
wife’s running tally of my… pliable relationship with time has been
a source of great mirth to my nephew, and, I suspect, to Jay as
well.



“You were speaking to Iris?” I ask Jay, and he gives a half smile
in response.



“We thought you might have got caught up on an errand with her but
she assured us that when she went out, you were still sleeping
soundly…” Typical. Either of them could probably have run to the
house to get me of course, but Wally would enjoy waking me with the
phone call far more- not that I begrudge him. Much. He must have
been out with the Titans last night, otherwise he’d have been there
to wake me himself anyway…



“Where are Johnny and Quicksilver?” I ask curiously- it’s been a
month or so now since that speedster ran out of somewhere in the
1950s to the present day, and Johnny- who’s as old as Jay- has
taking it on himself to show him the ropes.



“Quicksilver still hasn’t quite got used to the big cities- Johnny
took him out into the countryside,” Wally explains. “So let’s
go, already!” And without another word, he’s off, blasting air
and dust behind him. Jay and I exchange a second’s glance before we
follow. Kids today. Well, it’s unorthodox but not entirely
unexpected- and I haven’t been out of the Twin Cities on anything
but League business for months. I try to smile as we follow, but I
can’t quite make it- not with all the stuff that’s happened with my
parents and my elusive brother and…. And Batman. After that, I’m
not sure any of us will be really smiling for a long time.



Oh, but hey, I’m getting ahead of myself. My name is Barry Allen,
and I’m… a Forensics scientist for the Central City Police. Oh, but
you’ve probably heard of me by my other job- I’m also the
Flash, the Fastest Man Alive.

 

 

 


The man known only as Quicksilver stood
looking out over the land around him and reflected for a moment on
what had been. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, inhaling,
for the first time since he had returned to existence, fresh,
unpolluted air. Ah, he thought to himself. That is
what I remembered. He looked over the gorge below him, noting
the river that wound its way through the bottom, the way the cliffs
fell on either side, the rugged beauty of the landscape. This was
his country. Just standing here brought back memories of so many
years ago, and a well of emotions, of old scabs torn open, of
friends and loves lost, of enemies, battle, pain, and loss…
Sometimes he thought he could barely remember the good days and
wondered if they existed, at others he remembered that they had
been many and long before everything was snatched away. Before he
realised that the spirits were nothing but frauds and lies and
before everything he ever treasured was stolen from him.



“Country air works wonders, I find,” came a wry voice from behind
him, and he half turned to see Johnny standing a few metres away,
letting him have his privacy. “Come out here myself sometimes, when
I need to think… to remember…” Yes, it was all about remembering,
thought Quicksilver, though he wished he did not have to. He had
run away from his past, run far away, to leave the pain behind- and
yet inevitably, it always came full circle. He was always sucked
back in once more.



“Sometimes the past is better off dead,” He said bleakly. Johnny
frowned at that, and Quicksilver knew his old student was worried
about him.



“We had good times, Quickie,” Johnny murmured. “A lot of good
times. You remember the first time I cleared the sound barrier?
When you had to yank me out of the Speed Force before I
hit a….”



“I remember,” Quicksilver cut him off curtly. He had been like this
all month, and he knew Johnny was hurt, which he regretted, but he
was in no mood to speak of what had gone by. His old pupil was a
friend, but Quicksilver had realised that friends seemed to do as
much harm as good. Jay, Johnny… some of his “friends” from the
forties and fifties were still alive, but the rest were long dead…
as was she. And his friends from before that…. None of them were
left, none of them at all. So he breathed not a word of his pain
and his sorrow to his “friend” but stared out over the gulf below,
and not a word was spoken until Jay, Barry and Wally arrived in a
blaze of speed and laughter.


 

 

 


The broad plateau where Doctor Thomas
Emery currently lurked with his newest metal contraption was atop a
mountain overlooking a wide, desolate valley- nothing grew in the
valley, something he suspected was the result of an earlier
ecological catastrophe. Not that he cared- it was far, far away
from the authorities, and that was what mattered. He returned his
attention to the machine beside him with its array of aerials.
Here, out here at least, it had access to the sun, to charge up the
power it needed. And then, that night, he could take it to the Twin
Cities begin his reign of terror! Yes, thought Doctor Emery, better
known to the world as the diabolical Doctor Spectro, tonight he
would perfect it and then the world itself would lie at his
feet!

 

 

 


Quicksilver isn’t much company as the
five of us gather at the top of the old gorge he and Johnny were
waiting by. According to Johnny, he hasn’t been for weeks- Jay says
he’s always been quiet, but never this reserved. Which, I
think, is part of the reason he and Johnny are more quiet then
usual themselves, talking in low voices and casting occasional
looks at the sullen Quicksilver…. Who more than has his hands full
with my nephew.



“The 1950s? You don’t even look as old as Jay or Mister Quick…” He
says, eyes shining, and in his eagerness he reminds me of… well, of
himself a few years ago, I guess, when he was even more hyper and
impulsive. “What year were you born in, Mister Quicksilver?” It’s a
good question, but I miss the response because Jay is beckoning to
me.



“Frosty guy,” I mutter, certain that Quicksilver is too distracted
to bother listening in.



“I was hoping Wally would lighten him up,” confesses Johnny,
frowning. “I’ve done everything I can…. And Jesse and the others
have been more than supportive, but he’s just… withdrawn.”



“Have you had a get-together with the JSA yet?” I ask, both they
both shake their heads as one.



“Lord knows we’ve offered, Barry, but he won’t hear any of it. Just
says he’s lost too many friends, better not to have any
more.” I shoot Quicksilver a worried glance, and see Wally’s now
leaning closer than ever. I nearly smile- I wish I could smile –but
the pain of recent days is still a bit too close for that.



“What about… has he shown any interest in fighting crime or…?” Jay
shoots Johnny a glance, and Johnny just shrugs.



“To be honest, Barry, I don’t think…. Quicksilver was never like
us. He always had a purpose, he was always moving, he always had an
aim and something to live for and, well, I’m not sure how he can go
on without them. He needs… an ambition. A purpose, I think.”



“How’s he adjusting to the time slip?” Jay asks, his face
unreadable- this must be hurting him pretty deeply, I know. He knew
Quicksilver, back in the day, and it can’t be easy to see him
withdrawn like this- though not nearly as painful as it clearly is
for Johnny- they were tight, I know.



“Remarkably well. He doesn’t have our customs or anything, but he
has a fierce memory and he accepts any technology I show him- well,
Jesse shows him, really, I’m not much for that… He doesn’t even
seem greatly surprised by it.” As one, we all turn and look around
at Quicksilver, and I have to wonder, as he answers yet another
question from Wally, what he’s hiding from his past. I stop and
listen for just a moment….



“…yes, a little…” He’s saying reluctantly. “I mean, well, Johnny
could have managed without me…..” He paused, considering. “…Well,
no, he would have killed himself without me long ago, run into a
tree or something, but…” He breaks off as he sees the three of us
watching him, and his face is impassive once more. “…I’m still
unclear on the point of this entire exercise…” He tells us sternly,
but as Jay apologizes, my eye is twinkling, just a bit. I know what
I saw on his face for a moment as he talked to Wally, and I’m
determined to bring that smile back. Maybe this isn’t a lost cause
after all. I may not be able to smile myself, but I’ll be damned if
I can’t make the old speedster enjoy himself.

 

 

 


The rain came suddenly, thick and
furious, a storm that seemed conjured up from virtually nowhere and
had scientists and meteorologists shaking their heads- at first
they assumed that evening’s weather had come early, but those storm
clouds had still not burst, so this was something new, and wholly
inexplicable. The unexpected downpour ruined the bright Keystone
day, shrouding the entire city in cloud and drizzle. About an hour
after the torrent began, an apartment door in lower Central slammed
open, and in stepped the drenched form of Mark Mardon, rucksack
over his shoulder.



“Oooh, like magic!” came the mocking voice of James Jesse. He was
wearing his civilian gear, which, for James, meant odd shoes,
bright orange trousers and an ostentatious coat that went out of
fashion somewhere in the early 1970s. “So tell me, Wizard- what
rabbits do you have to pull out of your hat?” Mardon- also known as
the Weather Wizard- scowled at the Trickster, his current partner.
They weren’t exactly the best of friends, but both had betrayed the
Rogues and now he was all Mardon had.



“I got it,” he nodded grudgingly. “Storm gave me cover, but the
plans weren’t even well hidden at the Hall… it was practically a
walk-in job.” Jesse gave a ludicrously over the top laugh and
rubbed his hands in glee.



“All the better, Marky-boy! Just a few loose ends left to tie up,
and then we can break into the bastard’s house, steal the info and
in a month it’ll be you, me, your girl, your baby and 200 million
dollars on an island in the Caribbean!” Mark grunted
noncommittally, fetching the paper from his rucksack. Typical of
Gregory Wolfe to have a house with the security of a prison, he
thought. But then, what else was to be expected… from the warden of
Iron Heights?”

 

 

 


Quicksilver wished that the others
would just leave him alone- especially the boy. Could they not see
he wished to be undisturbed? Part of him was tempted to up and run,
to leave his problems behind, but he dismissed the idea. He wasn’t
worried about three of them- the boy was inexperienced, Jay wasn’t
as fast as him and he’d taught Johnny everything he knew, but the
other… He didn’t know all that much about Barry Allen, but he was
clearly the predominant runner of this time, and he had defeated
Quicksilver himself- even if he had been under mind control at the
time- so he was one to be wary of.



“…Yes, it’s true,” He confirmed to Wally. “Savitar was… a twisted,
twisted man with his own ideas about where our powers come from.”
Our powers- he’d slipped, said that by accident. He
vividly remembered meeting Johnny for the first time- the first
time he’d encountered… another like himself. One who ran with the
wind. Of course, Johnny’s story was very different to his own, and
by then he’d already dismissed the old nonsense of the spirits
because of the catastrophe that had occurred, but even so, it had
shaken him. Now, it seemed, he was not so unique anymore- there
were five of them and, he was assured, that was not all.



“And you…?” pressed Wally curiously. “Where do you think our powers
come from?” And that, Quicksilver thought, was the question he had
been seeking to answer for decades. He gave a simple shrug, turning
half away, noting that it was very suddenly beginning to rain
heavily.



“Once? I thought it was the spirits of the sky, I thought they had
chosen me.” Ahwehota… the thought came to him, and the
memory of his dreams, and the tent and… “But I long since learnt
differently,” he said quickly, with not a little bitterness. “There
are no spirits, boy, and if there are, they’re cruel…” He stared
away, lost in memory. “…Cruel as the biting wind…”

 

 

 


Okay, I decide, enough is enough. The
reason for our trip, at least outwardly, is to help Quicksilver. It
was Jay’s idea, really- he thinks belonging is enough. He has the
Justice Society and I have the League and Wally has the Titans, but
more than that, we have each other. We’re a family- and even though
he’s not as close to us and we don’t talk nearly enough, Johnny is
part of that extended family too, if only because of his friendship
with Jay. So, Jay reasons, bring in Quicksilver, give him a place
to belong- and if he won’t go to his old friends, then the Flash
Family is always willing to open its arms. But secretly, I think, a
little bit of it for me is selfish. Iris thinks it’s good for me to
get away, and maybe she’s right, because God knows there’s enough
to want to run away from, and even the Fastest Man Alive can’t keep
up with it all.



There’s conspiracies and brainwashing and attacks on my family… I
combed every telephone book on the western seaboard for my missing
brother- my brother, who I’ve never met, never heard of!- and still
can’t find a trace of him. And there’s Batman. I was never tight
with Batman- we were both scientists, in our ways, but our
personalities never had much in common. So why is it that I can’t
stop thinking about what happened to him? Why is it that I still
feel a hollow ache? Why is it that the stars seem just a little
less bright and the night’s just a little bit darker, even all the
way in Keystone? …Yeah, Iris was right, I really did need a
break.



But this… sitting beside an old chasm and worrying, this isn’t the
break I was looking for, and it’s not helping Quicksilver all that
much either, despite Wally’s best efforts. We need to get his guard
down, to get him to relax, to unclench, and there’s one surefire
way I know that hasn’t failed on a speedster yet. And if it manages
to let me forget about my feelings, put aside my own regrets, my
own fears…. So much the better.



“A race?” I suggest lightly, looking from face to face. “Say,
around the world once going westwards and meet up here?”Jay catches
my drift immediately and smiles, though Johnny frowns, and opens
his mouth to ask if it’s really the time. Quicksilver clearly has
similar thoughts, but before any of them can speak, we’re cut
off.



“Seeyouatthefinishline,” says Wally, as I knew he would, and then
he’s gone. With a half second’s pause, Jay’s after him, and I
strain myself trying to smile as I turn to run as well, knowing
that Johnny will follow Jay, as he promptly does. I don’t run at
max speed, letting them both pass me, waiting to see if Quicksilver
will come… and with a sigh which is lost far behind us, he starts
to run as well. Hasn’t failed yet.



We’re both dashing across the Midwest now, going steadily
westwards- the rain still isn’t abating- and I’m deliberately
holding back to observe Quicksilver, and a few things leap out at
me almost immediately. Firstly, as I suspected in our battle when
he was controlled, he’s not as fast as I am, or Wally for that
matter- closer to Jay, maybe a notch faster. But it doesn’t
matter. When Wally runs, or Jay runs, or Johnny runs, or I
run, we need to serve to avoid objects, radically going to one
side, or else vibrate through them, though that makes them explode.
But Quicksilver? He has a poise and technique which is
breathtaking.



As I watch through the blur that the Speed Force makes of
everything, he leaps over a rock effortlessly, with a jump I
couldn’t possibly execute without having to slow down radically.
He’s almost acrobatic as he moves, weaving his way over objects and
rocks and foliage like parkour, and in no time at all, he’s already
bypassed Johnny. I follow, picking up speed in his slipstream,
curious, and grin at Johnny as I pass him. Not long after that,
we’re past Jay as well- we’re deep in the west now, can’t be that
far from the coast, and I wonder how Wally will feel if the old
hero overtakes him- Hell, I’m faster but needing to go around
obstacles means I can barely keep up… As I put on another burst, he
turns to look at me for a second, and I swear he’s smiling
again….



…And then suddenly, Quicksilver pulls out of the Speed Force
without warning, and I’m barely able to slow down enough to pull
out with him. Johnny and Jay keep running- either they don’t notice
us or they assume we’ve made mistakes and will rejoin them soon
enough.



“What’s the matter?” I ask, jogging up to the old speedster, who’s
standing, looking away, his expression inscrutable. Did he just get
tired of the race, or…? I stop, and take a breath. We’re on a high
mountain, with a flat plateau for a top, almost like a giant table
in the sky, and below us, I can see a huge valley. Cold, desolate,
blackened… there isn’t much life down there. Old, overgrown marsh
and swamp. A few stunted trees, blackened and withered. Around the
marsh, I can see what look like they may have been plains once, but
they’re dry and barren now. The only patch of life I can see at all
is a tiny spot of green, worn away by rain and the elements, where
some grass still grows, where I can see a bird or two nestling in
an old pile of broken wood that might- just might- have once been a
house. A pity, the place looks like it might have been beautiful
once. “What…” I begin, and then I turn to look at Quicksilver again
and to my shock I see that his face is wet, and it isn’t just the
drizzle, which appears to be intensifying.



“I knew…” He whispers, so quietly that I can barely hear him, and I
know it’s not meant for me. “….I knew that this must be what had
become of it but… to see it…after so many years…. ” He trails off,
and he slowly sinks down to his knees. I look out over the valley-
it doesn’t take a genius to figure out he has more than a small
connection to this place. I frown down at the valley- maybe when he
was here back in the 30s and 40s…? But this place looks like it’s
been gone since way before that, though I’m not an expert or
anything. He suddenly whips around to me. “Can you see?” He snaps
intensely, and I’m taken aback. “Can you see the valley?” He
gestures down at it impatiently, and I have no idea what he’s
getting



“Uh… yeah… it’s right there….” I stammer. And for some reason, my
answer depresses him more than ever and he sinks to his
knees.



“….The old magic…. It really is gone…. I lost so much here….” He
murmurs. “…So many friends, and those… those who should have been…
” I think about what Johnny said- that he’s so upset over all the
people he lost, he’s determined not to become attached to anyone
else. To lose the people you love… everyone you love….Your friends,
Heck, even your enemies. And suddenly, I feel a surge of emotion
for him, and I step forwards and put a hand on his shoulder.



“We’ve all lost friends, Quicksilver,” I say quietly, awkwardly- I
was never good with this stuff, this is more Jay’s domain, and I’m
not even fully sure what I’m talking about with him. “I know this
doesn’t mean much but… I know what it’s like… to lose people. Even
the people you thought you didn’t care about as much. Even the
people you didn’t know as well. I know what it’s like to know the
world’s a worse place without them, and to wonder why you were
never friendly with them- why you could never make them laugh…. To
only realise now that they’re gone just how important they were.
How much… how much you miss them. How much they were your
friends.” Quicksilver turns and looks at me, his face unreadable,
and I have no idea if I’m getting through, but this is as much for
me as for him and I force myself to finish. “…But you can’t give
up. Can’t shut yourself away. Because that’s the last thing they
would ever do.” And for the first time in a few days, a half-smile
comes to my face. “….And because if they knew you were even
thinking about letting it overwhelm you, they’d tell you to get a
grip.” There’s a long silence and I wonder if I’ve gone too far as
we both share a glance, but it’s interrupted when I hear a familiar
high-pitched voice behind me.



“NO! You dared follow me here? Well, you’re too late, too late, do
you hear?” I turn and see an all too familiar short guy in an
outrageously bright outfit which should be illegal with what
appears to be a giant makeshift machine. Doctor Spectro- I’ve
tangled with this nut before. “You’ll die this time!” He keeps
raving. “And my device is fully prepared!” I snort in derision and
run towards him- I’ve no idea why he’s here, or what he’s doing,
but I’m not going to let…



…and then the world goes white.

 

 

 


Wally West knew something was wrong,
knew it when no burst of red and gold light overtook him part-way
across the Pacific. Youthful pride whispered that maybe he was
finally faster than his uncle, but the more rational part of his
mind told him that wasn’t the case. Instead, feet working furiously
to keep him above the water- something he’d learnt within a year of
getting his powers, child’s play- he waited for someone to catch
up- which first Jay, then Johnny, soon did, both coming out of the
Speed Force when they saw him waiting.



“Something wrong, Wally?” Jay asked, curious- Wally’s expression
was, after all, unmistakeable.



“It’s Uncle Barry… where is he? And where’s Mister Quicksilver?”
Johnny and Jay shared a glance.



“I saw them drop out of the Speed Force, but I thought it was just
Quicksilver having enough or something…” murmured Johnny. “Perhaps
we should go back and check?” Before he’d even finished, Wally was
gone, racing back towards the coast once more.

 

 

 


Quicksilver’s eyes widened as he saw
through the rain Barry give a shout and clutch his own after being
struck by a blast of light from the little man’s contraption. He
had no idea what it was- it didn’t appear to be one of the pieces
of machinery young Ms Quick had shown him- but he had to guess it
wasn’t good. He blinked, trying to push aside his memories and
focus on the now, but God, it was so hard here of all places… He
just kept thinking of Hawk, and the Valley, and the speed and here,
on this very mountain where that French lunatic had made his
attack…. He remembered his friends, and the camp, and the
enchantments and Wise Owl, accursed Wise Owl, and…



“Quicksilver!” shouted Barry suddenly. “Go! Get out of here, before
he gets you!” For a moment, he hesitated, touched by how Barry
immediately thought of him when clearly in pain, but then common
sense prevailed, and he ran, darting off the side of the mountain
to throw himself to the ground at the top of the slope. Focused on
the Flash, the little bright man scarcely noticed him, and he
needed to know what they were facing before he acted.



“Spectro!” came a call, and Quicksilver saw that the kid had
arrived, and was running straight at the man. He felt an urge to
run, to jump out and save the lad, but forced himself to be still-
there was nothing he could do, and an instant later, Kid Flash too
gave a cry and, like his uncle, clutched his eyes. Barry, he saw,
was now shouting something and stumbling around wildly like a blind
man.



“You fools,” taunted the man, who the kid had called Spectro. “You
should know by now that no matter how fast you may be, even you
aren’t quicker than light!”



“Spectro!” came a different call- and now, Quicksilver saw, Johnny
and Jay had arrived, but unlike the other two, they kept their
difference, hanging back to see what they were up against, and
Spectro gave a gloating laugh as Jay shouted. “What did you
do?”



“What I did? Merely reversed nature, my dear man- I wouldn’t expect
one of your lower intellect to understand.” Quicksilver had seen
his like before- all arrogance and gloating, but eager to explain
himself to anyone who would listen so they would appreciate his
ingenuity. “When it strikes your eyes, my ray here reverses the
refraction of your eyes, like the opposite of a prism- so instead
of splitting white light into its composite colours, it turns
everything you see into white light, effectively blinding you- as
these two fools have learnt!” He chuckled. “Utterly ingenious, of
course. I had planned to use it first to hold the Twin
Cities to ransom, but you have forced my hand…”



And before either of the older speedsters could move, a ray of the
energy had struck Jay in the eyes. Johnny ran, trying to evade it,
to turn his head, but the light- defying all laws of physics in the
process- bent to follow him, until even he had to stagger out of
his run, clutching his face. Quicksilver stared on, horrified. His
four companions were all blinded, and at Spectro’s mercy and…. Oh
god, it was happening again. Here, above the valley where he had
gained so much, and lost so much, he would lose everything again….
Jay and Johnny, who he still cared about despite what he said…. And
Barry, Barry who he hardly knew yet who had treated him like
family…whose words had struck a chord with him even as he wallowed
in self-pity… and Wally, inquisitive and curious, who had, though
he was reluctant to admit it, even amused him for the first time in
so long. This was precisely why he hadn’t wanted friends- so he
wouldn’t have to lose them like this. And Barry’s words rose into
his mind, unbidden- would he really want Hawk to see him like this,
cowering while his new…. His new friends were murdered?
That tore it.



With a silent shout of protest, he leapt over the top of the hill,
running, pumping his arms, willing himself to reach the twisted
madman, but Spectro saw him and hit the switch first, and a beam
lanced out to strike him straight in the face, and there was a
moment of searing and blinding pain before the world went white.
Suddenly, all Quicksilver knew was the whiteness, and Spectro’s
mocking laugh. Would it all end here, after all he had endured? Had
he really run out of the past- twice- to die here, where his life
had really, truly began, at the hands of some madman?
Would he even care if he had? And the answer, surprisingly, he
found, was yes. He didn’t want to die, not yet. He didn’t want his
life to end, or those of his friends, and… and….



Spectro gave a shout of horror, and for a split second, the white
was broken- just for a second, and Quicksilver saw a blast of
golden energy, splitting across the side of his vision as thunder
rumbled overhead seconds later, and then the white returned.
Lightning, lightning from the Heavens, but Spectro was making
relieved noises because his machine had not been broken and the
anomaly had failed and now he could kill them.



But Quicksilver found that now he was smiling. The Lightning had
shown him the path- there was only one thing on this mountain that
would be a true lightning rod, for there were no trees-
just one big metal collection of aerials, and turning to where the
light had been, he did not allow himself to think, only to act,
only to run to where he knew the lightning had struck, and to
vibrate his molecules violently as he did so- and sure enough,
after a few seconds, he felt himself connect with something and
move himself right through it. After a moment, there was an
explosion to rival the crack of thunder, and a high pitched wail of
despair, and then suddenly he found he could see again.



“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!” In the next seconds, before Spectro could do
more than register his horror, the others had grabbed him and Barry
whisked him away, to Iron Heights, according to Wally, though he
found himself scarcely listening. After vibrating through the
machine, he had fallen to his knees, and now he stayed there as the
rain continued to pour down, and he looked into the Heavens.
Ahwehota… The lightning, he knew with calm certainty, was
a sign from the spirits. They were there…. They were still there,
and they were not done with him yet. He had found friends, despite
his best efforts, and then he had nearly lost them but the spirits
had protected him, and the lightning had saved them- the lightning,
and his gift- their gift. So he fell on his knees and
smiled as the heavens opened, and tears mingled with the rainwater
as they flowed down his face. He was alive, and he had friends- a
family- and he knew, he knew as the rain washed down Echo Valley,
that he had a purpose once more. The spirits had shown him the way.
He could not run from the past, he could not hide it, because he
was all that was left of it. He could not let Hawk and the others
be forgotten- he must honour their memories, he knew, he must
discover the source of his speed and accept the spirits and be at
peace with… with himself.. He could not fight the past…
.so he might as well embrace it.



“You okay?” asked Wally’s voice from behind him, as he frowned down
at the older man. “…Quicksilver?” And, Quicksilver found as he
turned to the boy, for the first time in a very long while, he was.
He had hidden behind that identity for too long, but he was no
longer the man with a past he could not face- he was a man with a
future he would face, a man who was not ashamed of his
history.



“….Call me Maxwe…. Call me Max,” He said simply. No, Max- that
wouldn’t do at all, he needed another name, didn’t he?
Quicksilver…. That time of his life was gone now, but he didn’t
want to lose it, it should be remembered along with… with…. And the
answer came to him. Quicksilver- of course. How to pay homage to
his past identity and forge a new future- and the latin name for
Quicksilver was also, if he was not much mistaken, the name the
ancient Romans had given their swift messenger God. If that was not
a sign from the spirits, what was? And so with a private smile, he
finished- “….Max Mercury.”

 

 

 


A world away, a beast stirred. It was a
new day, but the beast did not know it, for it was locked away
where it could see no sunlight, where it could see no living
creature, where it was barely conscious. The creature was
restrained in colossal cuffs, not permitted even to move, to turn
its shaggy head from side to side- it was heavily sedated into
insensibility before it was ever fed, and a pulsing disc on its
chest prevented it from ever unleashing its natural talents. But
the beast was not kept in this manner out of cruelty, but out of
necessity- not out of malice by those who lived in the city above
its prison, but for their security. Security about to be brutally
compromised, as with a pulse of golden light, two men materialised
inside the beast’s cell.



“Pathetic,” sniffed one of the figures- he was dressed in a bizarre
tuxedo-like outfit with a dark cape and a high collar, and twirled
a wand in one hand. “All the restraints and chains and guards in
the world should be useless here,” He gestured to the reinforced
door, outside which several guards lurked- just a few of the dozens
guarding the route to this cell.



“Not while the Adaptation Mine is in place,” retaliated the other
figure, dressed in a simple business suit. “It is the real power
here, Kadabra.” Eobard Thawne- for it was he in the business suit-
gave an appreciative look at the monster. “Let us waste no time.
He’s a wild beast, impossible to restrain or control, but utterly
lethal- and so perfect for our purposes.” The first figure- Abra
Kadabra, magician from the 64th Century, nodded, and gave a simple
twirl of his wand - and the glowing disk on the caged beast’s chest
vanished in a puff of smoke. At once, twin red eyes snapped open,
burning with rage. An impossibly deep voice suddenly sounded in the
room.



“Release me.” But it spoke not to the two
humans, who the creature ignored completely. Indeed, for a moment
it seemed it spoke to no-one, but then the door opened and the two
guards- both large black creatures themselves- entered, huge guns
slung over their shoulders, and as though in a trance, began to
remove shackles from the colossal creature. After some seconds, he
fell to the ground, free, and gave a growl of appreciation.
“Now…. Kill yourselves,” He commanded,
and at once, both of the beasts turned their weapons on themselves.
It was brief and bloody. He stretched his limbs, enjoying his
newfound freedom, and turned on the humans with a wolfish smile.
“I give you this chance only because you aided me- tell
me, humans, one reason I should not now crush your skulls like
eggs.”



“Because, Lord Grodd, we share a common nemesis,” Eobard said
simply. “The Flash stole your city from you and broke you. How
would you like to return the favour?” From above, they could hear
shouts of alarm and roars, and hear the pounding of feet- more
guards were coming, and a great deal of them. Grodd growled in
anticipation and clenched his massive fists, incisors ready,
preparing to taste blood once more.



“First, I shall retake what is mine,” He
told them. “Then… we shall
talk.”

 

 



-THE
END-



Next Issue: What do you get when you cross a compulsive
prankster, a magician who can control the climate, and information
so important that it can and will change the Flash’s world forever?
Here’s a hint- it’s nothing good. At least, not for Barry Allen who
already finds himself besieged as allies old and new are taken from
him and Iris must confront an emergency of her own! The darkness is
gathering, and everything the Flash knows and loves is about to
come under threat. Be there for the final days of The
Flash as you know it in The Flash #28- The Greatest
Trick



=======================================================================
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	Action Comics
#36 (2008)
Action Comics: The Never-Ending Battle.

As the Zero Hour event rages on, Superman isn't unaffected!
Rolling out of the events of Zero Hour #2, Superman finds himself
hurtling through the multiverse! Falling through dozens of
alternate realities, Superman finds himself leaping from life to
life, fighting to put things right that once went wrong, and hoping
each time that his next leap will be the leap home--

--Wait a minute...



	


The
Flash #24 (2008)
The Flash: Who Rides the Wind..., Part 1.

A new era begins for the Fastest Man Alive! An incident in
Keystone City creates trouble for Barry Allen as one of his loved
ones falls into peril! But far more significant is what is
happening elsewhere and elsewhen, as the Rogues make a major
decision, a sinister villain who has been manipulating the Flash
for some time makes his next insidious move…. And a major new
speedster blazes into our hero’s life at gale force speeds!



	


The
Flash #29 (2008)
The Flash: The Once and Future Flash.

For months now, the sinister Eobard Thawne has manipulated Barry
Allen’s life, gathering his allies and scattering his foes, and his
time to strike is nigh. But what is the origin of his hatred for
Barry Allen? What has happened to so bitterly twist him? How did he
lose everything he ever held dear? And why will he never stop until
Barry and everything he loves have been utterly destroyed? The
answers are finally revealed. You cannot miss this prelude to the
most important DC2 Flash story ever told.



	


The
Flash #25 (2008)
The Flash: Who Rides the Wind... ?, Part Two (of Three).
Mysteries race by as Barry Allen, The Flash, battles his mysterious
attacker across the world, and his father reveals a secret from
Barry's childhood that will rock the speedster to the core!



	


The
Flash #26 (2008)
The Flash: Who Rides the Wind... ? Finale.

Jay Garrick. Johnny Quick. Quicksilver. Savitar. Malcolm Thawne.
All of these men are part of a deadly mystery which is increasingly
consuming the life of the Fastest Man Alive, and at the heart of it
all is an unknown assailant with a hatred of Barry beyond what he
can comprehend. But what is the connection between them? Which of
the Flash’s most lethal foes will form a sinister alliance which
will lead to the darkest saga of his entire life? And with only Jay
by his side against two vastly more experienced speedsters who seem
determined to kill him, can Barry live long enough to find out?



	


The
Flash #28 (2008)
The Flash: Change Gonna' Come.

As Barry Allen grapples with the schemes of the nefarious Doctor
Alchemy, the final pieces of Eobard Thawne’s sinister plan fall
into place - and Iris Allen must deal with two burgeoning crises of
her own as the Flash’s identity falls into the hands of a monster
and the birth of her baby draws ever nearer. But, overlooked and
forgotten by all, it is the remnants of the Rogues who stumble upon
the most deadly secret of all - one with dire repercussions for our
hero. He may not know it, but the Flash’s world is about to be
shattered forever - and this time there will be no going back.



	


The
Flash #30 (2008)
The Flash: Legacy of the Lightning, Part One (of Four).

It's finally here - the biggest Flash story in the history of
the DC2, and everyone's invited. For months, the sinister Eobard
Thawne has been gathering the pieces for his master plan, and now
he unleashes it upon the unsuspecting Twin Cities. Without his
comrades by his side, against more villains than he has ever fought
and with his wife, his children and his cities in the balance, is
this the beginning of the end for the Fastest Man Alive?



	


The
Flash #33 (2009)
The Flash: Shockwaves.

In the aftermath of the Earth-shattering events of 'Legacy of
the Lightning', the Flash's world has been irrevocably broken. Now
watch the beginning of the all-new status quo for the Fastest Man
Alive. A Funeral! A new role for the Rogues! Revelations!
Repurcussions! And twist after shocking twist as the reconstruction
begins! Legacy of the Lightning may be over- but if you think that
means that the Flash is in for a quiet time, you have another thing
coming!



	


The
Flash #34 (2009)
The Flash: Welcome Back, Barry.

After the shocking events of last issue, Barry Allen must
confront, for the first time in his career, two very hostile Twin
Cities. In the aftermath of two intensely personal tragedies, with
his cities overwhelmed by crime and those who hate him now in
control, is there a place for the Fastest Man Alive in this brave
new world?



	


The
Flash #31 (2009)
The Flash: Legacy of the Lightning, Part Two (of Four).

The New Rogues are loose. The Flash's home has been destroyed.
His family have been targeted by vicious murderers. His city is
under siege from the monstrous onslaught of Gorilla Grodd. His
parents are held by the psychotic Savitars. And the Reverse Flash's
plan has barely begun as the biggest Flash story in DC2 history
takes a turn for the even worse for Barry Allen. Is this really the
end for the Fastest Man Alive?



	


The
Flash #32 (2009)
The Flash: Legacy of the Lightning, Part Three (of Four).

The Twin Cities lie in ruins and the end draws near! The largest
status quo change in Flash history is here as tragedy strikes,
battles rage, one of the Flash's oldest foes makes a stunning move-
and most fatally of all.... the REVERSE FLASH finally enters the
fray, with lethal consequences. The most important story ever for
the Fastest Man Alive races on. Who will live? Who will die? and
can anything ever be the same again?



	


The
Flash Annual #2 (2009)
The Flash: Legacy of the Lightning, Part Four (of Four).

His father is dead.

His identity is out.

His family has been torn apart.

His wife and daughter have been kidnapped.

His home has been destroyed.

This is the worst day of Barry Allen's life. And the worst is
yet to come.

Be there in the Earth-shattering conclusion to the most
important Flash story the DC2 has ever witnessed.

Barry Allen

Eobard Thawne

The Final Battle



	


The
Flash #35 (2009)
The Flash: Glory of the Golden Glider.

They're baaaaack! The Golden Glider has returned, now working
with the nefarious Candyman in his bid to bring crime to the
streets of the Twin Cities. But as Barry and Johnny Quick move to
confront her and her twisted partner Chillblaine, they find that
others too take a very keen interest in the returned villain..
like, say, her brother, Captain Cold, or the father of her child
the diabolical Weather Wizard!
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