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He woke up bitter and alone to the sound of the alarm clock. He sat
up in bed and watched the clock shatter against the wall, making a
mental note to pick up a new one. Gotta quit doing that, he thought
to himself as he headed into the bathroom. His chest tightened up
and he couldn’t decide if it was from the smoking or the over
eating. Oh well, he thought. He’d feel better after a shower and
breakfast.



He went to the kitchen to dig out a coffee cup from his unwashed
dishes. A box of jelly donuts sat on the counter. He pulled one out
and sat down with his coffee and donut. He went over the morning
paper. His eyes widened when he saw the front page. The story, of
course was about the missing Police Commissioner and the plethora
of dead mobsters. Three murders in one night, including the
grandson of Crime boss Rupert Thorne. This made him a little
queasy. Desperate men take desperate measures and Rupert could not
get much more desperate after this. At that time, his phone started
ringing. He walked over and answered it.



“Hello, Bullock here.” He said in tired voice.



“I know what you did and I’m gonna need some favors to keep it
between us.” a raspy voice came over the other end of the line; a
voice that was obviously being disguised.



“Just who the hell—” Bullock was cut off by the sound of a click
and a dial tone on the other end.



“I’ll be damned.” He said looking at the phone.



It rang again and he picked it up, this time angry, “Listen to me
you—” Bullock was cut off again by a voice on the other end of the
line, this time it was not being disguised. It was the mayor.



“Bullock, this is the Mayor. Commissioner Loeb has gone missing,
and your captain is dead, slit throat. I’m personally asking for
you and James Gordon to work this case. I’ve been told you two are
the best. I want you in my office immediately.”



“Y-yes sir, Mr. Mayor.” Bullock hung up the phone and smacked his
hand to his forehead. “Great, I got to play team-up with the
idealist.”

 

 



Yes, Mr. Mayor, I’ll be right there,” James Gordon said as he
placed the phone into its cradle and tried to quietly get out of
bed. “Jim, you promised,” came the voice of his wife, from her
side.



“I have to, Barb. That was the Mayor.”



“And Jimmy is your son! You promised me you’d spend the morning
with him. He hasn’t seen you for more then twenty minutes at a
time, for nearly a month now.”



Jim grabbed his glasses off the nightstand and started to get
dressed, “I know that. Do you think it’s not bothering me? The
Commissioner is missing and we have someone gunning for the Thorne
Family. The entire department is falling apart right now.”



Barbara Gordon rolled away from him and drew the covers up around
herself, “So is everything here, Jim.”



He stopped putting his tie on and stared at her back for a moment.
Her words stung, and for a moment, he considered not going. Then he
finished preparing himself and walked over to her side of the
bed.



Kneeling in front of her he whispered, “I’ll do everything in my
power to find the Commissioner as quick as I can. This isn’t making
me happy either, you know.”



She rolled away from him again, choosing not to look at him, “Yes,
it is. Going out there in the middle of all that chaos always makes
you happy. You’re obviously the only one who doesn’t see it.”



James Gordon got up and left.

 

 



He was falling faster and faster, his arms were straight out behind
his back. His cape was flapping so hard from the wind gust that the
noise it made was remarkably similar to that of the sound of a
winged bat flying high above the trees.



Below him, he could see the staccato flashes of light that he
recognized as gunfire. It was coming from an alley not too far from
the old Monarch Theater. There were four men on the east side of
the alley, three on the west. He could tell there wasn’t any heavy
artillery from the looks of the flashes. A couple of standard
revolvers and the rest were semi-automatics.



As he landed on a rooftop on the east of the alley he whipped two
batarangs across the alley knocking a fire escape lose. The rickety
old ladder hinges sparked from the strike and fell to the ground
below knocking into the three men on the west side of the alley.
The four men on the east side all looked up and erratically fired
their weapons in the direction of the fire escape. They knew he was
here, and they were responding exactly the way he planned.



As they fired their rounds off at nothing Batman slunk to the south
end of the building he had landed on. From behind them, he watched
almost amused as they wasted their ammo on the empty building. He
slowly descended the building and crept his way to the ground
behind them. Still startled from the falling ladder they had
forgotten about the men on the ground they had been battling.
Batman tossed some mesh nets over them and moved on the other four
just as they were firing off the last of their ammo.



Two of them ran out at the same time and he took the opportunity to
attack the two who still had guns. Leaping into action from behind
them, he hit them with two tiny pellets of gas and they fell to the
ground dropping their guns. As quickly as they fell, he was on the
other two. The first one he struck with a decisive blow to the back
of the head knocking him out cold. The last one tried to run away,
but he was met with a batarang slicing into his Achilles heel and
he tumbled to the ground. Batman picked him up held him tightly
against a wall with his arms out.



“You work for Thorne. Who’re the other guys?” Batman growled the
question.



“I-I-I-I…” The man stuttered with fear in the face of the
Batman.



Batman tightened his grip and leaned in closer. “Talk.” He demanded
with a voice that curdled the man’s blood. “Don’t make me repeat
myself.” He added.



“F-Falcone’s…m-men. The boss thinks they killed his grandson.” He
replied still shaking and sweating with fear.



“What do you know about a guy with a puppet, a ventriloquist?”
Batman asked then looked down at the ground as the thug lost
control of his bladder.



“Oh, God…some guy…I don’t know he pulled the hit on Mattie Thorne.
Please…”



Batman threw the thug aside and he landed on the ground with a hard
thud. He rubbed the back of his head where Batman had him against
the wall and looked up. Batman was gone along with all of the
firearms the men had dropped earlier.

 

 



Carmine Falcone got into his limo with one of his chief
lieutenants. He was running late for a dinner engagement, but what
had happened to his men earlier that evening needed his full
attention. Rupert Thorne had made a bad call, blaming him for his
grandson’s death. A part of Carmine could not really blame him. If
he were Thorne, he probably would have thought the same thing.
However, he still had a job to do, and he still had to punish
Thorne for the attack. The limo was heading east on Davis Avenue
when it suddenly took a sharp turn to the right entering a desolate
alley.

Falcone’s lieutenant brought out his gun and tapped on the glass
that separated them from the driver. The partition did not come
down and Falcone began to sweat as the limo suddenly stopped. They
both waited, listening for any kind of sound, but there was
nothing.



“You want me to go take a look, boss?”



Falcone sat there for a moment, his mind racing. Then he nodded
slowly, pulling out his own gun.



The lieutenant flipped the switch and unlocked the door, opening it
carefully and putting his head out enough to look down the alley.
Falcone opened his mouth to ask him what he saw, when suddenly his
lieutenant was yanked out by his neck. The door slammed shut and
gunshots were fired… then silence.



The mob boss began to get restless. There wasn’t a sound, not even
a sign of anyone outside anymore; yet, his gut was telling him that
somebody was out there. He grabbed his cell phone and dialed a
number. There were no sounds coming from the small device, either.
He examined it and found it fully charged with a strong signal.
Something was blocking it.



Just as he was about to reach for the phone in the car, the
partition began to lower. Carmine reacted instinctively and began
to fire into the front seat. When the glass was completely down he
saw that no one was there. His eyes then went to the windshield and
to the alley outside. That’s when he saw him. He was standing there
in front of the car, his arms crossed and covering the bat symbol
on his costume. They stared at each other for a moment. Batman then
raised his hand and with one finger, motioned for Falcone to come
to him.



Carmine Falcone opened his door and stepped out of the car. His
nerves were shot, but anger replaced the terror he had just
felt.



“What the hell do you think you’re doing? I ain’t done nothin’, and
you ain’t got a right to assault my employee.”



“Shut up,” Batman growled sharply. Falcone then sat silently as
Batman went on. “I’m here to give you some advice, and you’d be
wise to take it. I’m telling you not to retaliate against Thorne’s
attack. You’re being set up, and who ever is doing it, wants you to
attack. Stay out of this, keep to yourself until I bring in the
real killer.”



“…And if I don’t?”



Batman took a step towards him and Falcone instinctively took a
step back. “Don’t insult your own intelligence. You and I both know
what would happen. You think I make your life miserable now, try
disobeying me.”



Falcone’s face turned red, “Disobey? Who the hell do you think
you’re talking to?”



Something broke in front of Batman’s feet and he was surrounded by
smoke. Falcone tried desperately to see where he had gone, but it
was too thick. He heard a small popping noise. Then from somewhere
in the middle of the smoke, came the capped crusaders harsh
voice.



“I’m only telling you once, Falcone. This is my city, my rules. You
better learn to follow them.”



There was another sound, a small whizzing noise, and from out of
the top of the smoke, Batman flew upward and towards the rooftop
above him.



“This is not your city, you freak! This is my city! Me! Carmine
Falcone! You understand that?” But he knew that the bat was already
gone.



From behind him, his lieutenant rose from the ground, rubbing his
jaw. “What should we do, boss?”



Carmine chewed on his lower lip, his mind working quickly, looking
at every angle. Finally, he replied. “Call off the hit on Thorne’s
lieutenants. Let’s give that jerk what he wants… this time. Maybe
for once this will work in our favor.”



The lieutenant nodded and turned to go back to the car when Carmine
struck him from behind with the butt of his gun. The lieutenant
fell to the ground, stunned. Carmine kicked him as he shouted at
him.



“And this is for not checking the driver before we got in the car,
you moron. Next time you fall down on the job like that, you ain’t
getting back up! Get it? Now get off the ground and start
driving.”

 

 



Mayor Krol had been fielding calls since the story broke. The best
Captain on the force with his throat slit, the Commissioner gone,
and no Deputy Commissioner due to the fact that the last one had
quit and left town.



The worst phone call, though, was the one he had made to D.A.
Hughes, wanting his opinion on who to put in charge of the case. He
didn’t necessarily need the most seasoned detective, but the most
trustworthy. Hughes’ reply of Bullock was not what he had wanted to
hear. He countered with Gordon, which put Hughes on edge. They
argued for nearly an hour until they agreed to put them both on the
case. Both men had been responsible for saving tons of lives during
the entire zombie fiasco.



The Mayor slumped in his chair as he thought those words – zombie
fiasco. What was wrong with this town, anyway? What had ever made
him want to run for this damned office to begin with! Homicidal
maniacs with green hair and purple tuxedos crazed psychiatrists
dressing up like Scarecrows, and zombies.



There was a commotion outside of his office and without warning his
door flew open. Both Gordon and Bullock stormed in at the same
time, shouting at each other as they did.



“Mr. Mayor, I’ve got some serious problems working with this man,”
Gordon shouted over Bullocks voice.



Bullock shouted an agreement, “Anybody but him! You cannot believe
the stress this guy put me through back during that whole Scarecrow
fiasco. Him and I can’t work together, no way, no how.”



The Mayor slammed his hand down on the desk hard and both
detectives jumped, both instantly became quiet.



“Then you better learn how too, damn it! You two have the entire
force at your disposal, but you will both be working on this case.
And gentlemen, I don’t need to remind you that finding Loeb quickly
is of the utmost importance. Now I’ve got a meeting with the City
Council, so get the hell out of my office.”



They turned to leave when Mayor Krol called for Jim to stay.
Bullock shot a suspicious look back at him before he slammed the
door shut as he left.



The Mayor walked over to Gordon, “Listen, Jim, I just want you to
know that you were my choice on this. Everyone I’ve talked to has
said how good you are. Driven in fact. D.A. Hughes demanded that
Bullock work with you on this. Lieutenant, I cannot stress how
important this is. I’m going to meet with the City Council in a few
minutes, to talk about a contingency plan. If Loeb isn’t found
soon, or God forbid, if he is not found alive, the council is going
to have to appoint a new commissioner. I’m going to recommend you.
I know it’s highly unorthodox, you haven’t even made Captain yet,
but this town needs a good honest man in that seat, and from what
I’ve been hearing, they don’t come anymore honest then you. I also
need you to keep this to yourself for the time being.”



James Gordon was taken aback by this. He nodded dumbly, shook the
Mayor’s hand, and walked out of the room. His mind whirled from
what he had just been told. Bullock had been waiting for him
outside in the hall.



“What the hell was that all about?”



Gordon looked at him for a moment, “He just wanted to let me know
that he’s going to pay me three dollars an hour to baby-sit you.
Come on.”



Bullock swore under his breath, “Where we going?”



“Loeb got a phone call the other day that I happened to walk in on.
It didn’t sound pleasant at all. We’re going to get those records
and find out where that call came from.”

 

 



Gordon and Bullock walked hurriedly through the hallway of the
G.C.P.D both of them with a mission. A young secretary waved Jim
down to tell him he had a phone call from the field.



“Excuse me Harvey I’m gonna take that in my office.” Jim said
walking away from his new partner without waiting for an answer.
Bullock didn’t care or notice as his own cell phone was
ringing.



“Gordon here, what have you got for me?” The police Lieutenant
asked picking up the phone. His eyes squinted in concentration as
the person on the other line gave him his answer.



“You don’t say…a pay phone at the Iceberg Lounge. Thank you,
and…Sara if you could, keep this between us for now?” Gordon hung
the phone up. He felt a draft coming from the window and he knew he
was not alone. He looked out between the blinds at Harvey who was
on his cell phone in the hallway and then made his way to the
window.



“Cobblepot?” Batman asked as Jim leaned out of the window to look
at him. Batman was perched on a fire escape.



“At least that’s where the call came from. A payphone, huh, didn’t
think anyone used those anymore.” Jim said as he causally lit a
cigarette. “We’ll head over there and check it out when it opens
later.”



“We?” Batman inquired.



“Yeah, I got a partner on this case. Harvey Bullock.” Jim said the
name with disgust.



Batman was silent for a moment, thinking about Bullock. “I’ll check
it out before then. I’ll be in touch.” He finally said and leapt
off onto the dark.



Gordon tossed his cigarette to the street below and blew out the
last puff of smoked. “I knew you would.”

 

 



Minutes ago…
Bullock answered his
cell phone as Gordon walked into his office to take his call.



“Hello?” Bullock said uninterested into the phone. His eyes widened
a second later as the voice from earlier began to talk on the other
end.



“Keep Jim Gordon busy or your past comes out.” The voice said.
Bullock felt the sweat bead up on his forehead and ducked into
nearest door he could find. He continued his conversation in a
broom closet.



“What the hell is going on here? What do you know about any of
this?” Bullock asked in a hushed voice as he looked out the crack
in the door.



“Do what you’re told and you may be the next commissioner.” The
voice answered just before the line went dead.



“What? Hello? Hello?” Bullock snapped his phone closed and poked
his head out into the hallway he had come from. Jim Gordon was
coming his way.



"What the…? Were you in the broom closet Harvey?" Jim asked as he
approached his robust partner.



"What? No, I was just… you got a lead yet?" Bullock switched gears
in mid sentence trying to throw Jim off.



“Yeah, let’s go. We got a tip on a payphone at the Iceberg Lounge.
We have a few stops to make then we‘ll check it out later.” Gordon
answered deciding not to pursue his questioning.



“Iceberg Lounge?” Bullock inquired aloud as he tried to place the
name of the club. Realization spread across his face as it hit him.
“Cobblepot’s place.”



“Yeah.” Jim replied not caring very much about his partner’s
response.

 

 



Batman stood on the roof, looking across at the top three floors of
the Spaulding building. The top three floors of the building were
home to the newest and fastest growing nightclub, The Iceberg
Lounge. He examined the windows through his binoculars, looking for
every conceivable way in. He had broken in once, but he knew that
Copplepot was smart enough to figure out how he found his way the
first time, and blocked that entrance. There was always another
way, though…



The com-link in his cowl came on and the voice of his oldest friend
came through the earpiece.



“Are you busy, Sir?”



“Yes,” Batman replied as he examined the dome shaped roof.



“Very good, Sir. Will you be returning at your usual time?”



“Uh huh,” he murmured as he caught site of the glass skylight that
he had bypassed the first time.



“Then I shall prepare a suitable meal for your return.”



“Yes,” he replied absently as he put the binoculars away and
readied his gun, preparing to shoot the line across to the
Iceberg’s roof.



“Then I shall go into town and begin my day as a street mime,” came
the now slightly irritated voice.



“Sounds good,” Batman mumbled as he fired the gun and proceeded to
swing across the man made cavern that gaped between the two
buildings.



He landed without a sound and retracted the line as Alfred spoke
again, this time barley hiding the agitation. “Then I shall go to
the bank and withdraw enough money to fund President Lord’s
re-election campaign.”



Batman stopped as he was removing the security device of the
skylight, “Alright, Alfred, you have my attention.”



“In that case Sir, I looked into the Spaulding Building like you
asked, and it seems that it had been owned by The Spaulding Family
since its construction fifty-two years ago that is, until last
year. The last remaining member of the Spaulding family sold it to
a private company by the name of Isis Moornam, Inc.”



“And what do we know about this company?”



“Not much now, I’m afraid. They are based in Zurich, and have
holdings all over this country. They seem to be a very private
corporation.”



“Keep digging, Alfred. I’m going to be maintaining radio silence
for a while, Batman out.”



He finished unlocking the skylight and quietly lowered himself in.
Perfect, he thought, right into Oswald’s office. He couldn’t have
asked for better.



Pulling out a penlight he walked carefully around the room. It
seemed clean, excessively clean, hardly anything on the desk, very
few papers in the drawers. The books had to be somewhere in
there.



He walked along the walls, tapping them quietly as he moved. On the
south wall, he came to an extremely large portrait of Cobblepot.
The man was grinning, wearing a top hat and monocle, an
old-fashioned cigarette holder protruding from the corner of his
mouth. Vanity, thy name is evil, the detective thought for a
moment. Then he examined the picture again, and from under his
cowl, an eyebrow arched. Was it that simple?



He took hold of the frame and pulled gently on it, until there was
an audible click and the painting swung open. Leave it to Oswald
Cobblepot to actually put a hidden safe behind a self-portrait.
Well, old money, old ideas.



After taking a glance behind him, all senses straining for any
noise at all, he pulled out a small listening device and placed it
on the safe, bringing the other end onto his mask near his ear. It
was the newest piece of equipment that Kord Industries had to
offer, and Ted had personally delivered it to him right after they
had met. He began to turn the knob, listening closely for the
sounds of the tumblers as they fell into place. It took him less
then two minutes to open it.



Looking through the safe, he found several bundles of American
currency, all of one hundred dollars or higher. He also found two
books, ledgers actually. Putting the pen light into his mouth, he
began to skim over them. The first book was the numbers for the
Iceberg. At a quick glance, it appeared that everything was in
order. He set that book down and opened up the second ledger. This
one, he was surprised to see. It was the numbers for an orphanage
that Oswald had founded. It was obviously a small orphanage by the
looks of things, but there were several entries of very large sums
of cash that were into the account. No name, just the letters
I.M.I.



He made a mental note to check on this orphanage and see just how
this money was being used, if at all. He shut the book and placed
it back in the safe, just as he heard the cocking of several
weapons… automatics. He swore under his breath, he had been so
involved in what he had been reading that he hadn’t noticed anyone
entering, a rookie mistake.



“This is the second time I’ve caught you breaking and entering into
my establishment,” the familiar voice said, followed by another one
of those chortles that sounded disturbingly like a squawk.



Batman swung around to find he was facing down six men, all of them
armed with Heckler & Koch XM8 machine guns, and all of them
aimed right at him.



“I was able to forgive and forget the first time, Batman.
Unfortunately, you have worn out my patience and good manners.
Thank goodness, some of my bodyguards happened to be here when you
broke in and tried to attack me. Goodbye, Batman, it is unfortunate
that we weren’t able to get to know each other better. Gentlemen,”
he said as he turned to his men, a cruel smile forming on his lips,
“Kill him.”



The Penguin’s men took aim and fired…

 

 



To be continued!

 

 

 

 



A special back-up
feature:

“Apollo”

By: Brian Burchette

 

 



“I’m sorry Dad! I’m sorry! I just wanted to do the right
thing.”



“You have no idea what the right thing is, you little piece
of…”



Whack!



“Not in the face! Please, not in his beautiful face,” his mother
cried out while she cowered in the corner of the kitchen.



The man connected with another punch, this one in the stomach. The
ten-year-old boy doubled over and immediately threw up. This caused
another angry growl to come from his father and he grabbed the
child by the back of the neck and forced him down onto the floor;
his face smeared into the mess he had just made.



The boy couldn’t help but ask himself why. He had been at school.
He had seen a smaller boy being harassed by much larger kids. He
stepped in to stop them. He wanted to do the right thing. He didn’t
mean to hit that bully so hard. In fact he really didn’t even
remember doing it. All he wanted to do was the right thing.



Just take it. He’ll quit eventually and then everything will go
back to normal for a while. It always does, doesn’t it? Just
remember, someday it’ll be our turn.



The boy laid there and wondered who had said that. He could still
hear his father yelling at him, his as his mother cried in the
background. Though they both seemed to be far away now, but that
other voice… it was very close. It drowned out everything else
around him.



“Who are you?” he asked out loud.



His father swore, “Who the hell do you think I am, boy. I’m your
goddamn father and one way or the other I’m going to show you what
happens when you don’t listen to me. I’m tired of telling you not
to fight at school.”



Real smart there, buddy. You don’t have to open your mouth to
talk to me. I’m here… with you, always have been, always will be.
In fact, close your eyes, and relax, let me do the driving for a
while…



The young boy closed his eyes and the world drifted away, into
peaceful darkness. Everything was happening outside of him now. He
was watching it, but it really wasn’t him anymore, not in a way
that really mattered. Even his father shouting his name as he shook
him, was so far away, so remote, that he couldn’t help but smile, a
smile that turned slightly into a sneer. This invoked his father’s
wrath once again, and he was struck upside his head. He fell back
onto the kitchen table, and then slumped to the ground. He was
losing consciousness and was grateful for that.



“Harvey! Harvey!” came from his mother, and it was the last thing
he heard.

 

 



“Harvey? Harvey! You still with me?”



Harvey Dent blinked rapidly and then, as the memory faded away, he
looked across the table at his lunch companion and smiled.



“Sorry about that Bruce,” he said reaching for his crystal glass of
water. “Mind wandered for a second. Now, what did you ask?”



“Just asking about your family. Do you have any parents still
alive? Any brothers or sisters?”



Harvey waved his hand as if brushing away an annoying fly and
smiled, “Small talk, Bruce, meant for another place and another
time. I’ve got two high profile cases on my desk and D.A. Hughes is
pushing me to try and make a deal with that Firefly guy. He’s a nut
job, by the way. Found out he can recite Dante’s Inferno verbatim.
He wasn’t willing to give up any information, but the attack on him
the other night might have changed his mind. What I need from you,
Bruce, is what you know about the local judges. Which ones are in
the pockets of the mob bosses, which one’s aren’t. You go to a lot
of social events in this city. You’ve got to hear things.”



Bruce shrugged his shoulders, “I hear things, I suppose. I know
that Judge Vicula always seems to get assigned the cases with the
mob ties. Who does the assigning, by the way?”



“County Clerk,” Harvey replied. “It’s supposed to be random. Funny
thing is, my boss swears by Vicula, says he’s the best man for the
job.”



Bruce didn’t comment and Harvey began to wonder who exactly was
questioning whom. However, before he could reply, he was patted on
the back and a voice from behind interrupted them.



“Hey there, Apollo.”



Harvey turned to find himself face to face with a fellow co-worker.
“Hey Mike, thought you were working late?”



“I’m heading back right now. Thought I’d take a break and meet the
misses for supper. We haven’t had a lot of time together,
lately.”



Harvey nodded in agreement, “I know, since I’ve moved here, Gilda
says she’s become a widow.”



Mike laughed knowingly, “I hear that. Well, take care and see you
in the office tomorrow.”



Bruce waited until the man was out of earshot before he spoke,
“Apollo?”



Harvey blushed, “That’s what they call me in the office. Something
about my looks. It’s silly, actually.”



There was a beeping noise and both men looked down to check their
pagers. It was Bruce who won.



“Looks like I’m going to have to go Harvey, sorry about that. We’ll
have to do this again sometime.”



“Wait,” Harvey said as he grabbed Bruce’s arm. “One last question,
the one I’ve wanted to ask for the last half hour. Batman. What do
you think of Batman?”



Bruce stood there with a blank expression on his face. Harvey was
just about to ask him if he had heard him when the playboy
answered, “The Batman? Some say he makes Gotham safer, others say
that he being here just makes it worse. Personally, I think they’re
both right.”



As Bruce went to leave he turned back to his new friend, giving him
a sincere smile, but as he spoke Harvey saw intensity in the
playboy’s eyes that he had not seen before.



“I do know one thing, Harv, you’re a man of strong character. I
felt that the first time we met. If anyone can help clean up this
city, I’m betting it’s you.”



Harvey Dent watched his new friend leave. That last bit was
unexpected, but he leaned back and smiled to himself. Bruce was
right of course, he was the perfect man for the job.

 

 



“Hey, Harvey!” the young man shouted as he grabbed his fraternity
brother by the shoulder and spun him around. “Is this one rockin’
party or what? The best we’ve had all year!”



A twenty one year old Harvey laughed and the beer in his hand
sloshed over the side of his cup. “I’m telling you Chet, this is
one hell of a way to go out… with a bang!”



A sly grin crossed the other man’s face. “You want to go out with a
bang? Come with me my friend.”



Harvey allowed Chet to take him up the stairs of their fraternity
house and into one of the back bedrooms. As the door opened he saw
several of his brothers surrounding the bed of their Vice
President. The sounds emanating from there were a mix of heavy
breathing and soft whimpering; yet above those, were the sounds of
laughter, and the voices of his fellow brothers, cheering on the
Vice President.



His stomach tightened as he realized what he had just walked into.
His fellow fraternity brothers gathered around the bed… line up… as
it were. The inebriated young girl on the bed was no longer
fighting, just lying there, crying softly. His eyes immediately
went to the bruise on her face and her wrists.



Harvey Dent’s blood began to boil. He shoved his way through the
group of young men and grabbed the leader, yanking him off the bed
and onto the floor. The other guys stood shocked for a moment and
then began to swear at him, offended that he had disrupted their
fun.



They were drunk and angry, moving toward him and back him up
against the wall. His anger had not ceased, even with the danger he
was in, it just continued to grow.



“She was enjoying it, Dent!” One of them shouted.



“This is sick!” He shouted back. “Every one of you will be reported
to the Dean and to the authorities.”



The largest guy in their fraternity took the lead, “I don’t think
so. You’re going to keep your mouth shut, or else you’ll get worse
then this.” He said as he swung his fist into Harvey’s face,
knocking out his two front teeth and staggering him back into the
wall.



“You hit me in the face, you son of a bitch!” Harvey bellowed as he
took a swing back. Unfortunately he missed as the other guy
ducked.



The guy came back with an upper cut and Harvey’s head snapped back
and hit the wall hard. The room started to spin, and he began to
feel nauseous. That was when his old friend spoke to him for the
first time in five years.



You ain’t gettin out of this one on your own pretty boy. Time
to relax and let me help.



“… But I don’t want you too,” he cried out with fear in his voice
for the first time.



“Who the hell is he talking too?” Someone asked.



“Who cares, just make sure our brother gets the mess…”



That was all the young man said for four months. When the police
finally were called, his jaw was broken and his mouth was wired
shut. The others faired just as badly.

 

 



His cell phone was ringing in the seat next to him. He shook his
thoughts away and answered it.



The D.A.’s voice came on the line, “Harvey, their bringing Lyons
over from the prison so we can talk to him again, try to get him to
tell us who hired him. They wanted to give him a light sedative,
but I nixed the idea. His attorney will be there of course, and if
we go drugging Firefly before the meeting, that damn attorney will
use it against us.”



“You got it, boss. I’m on my way back now.”



He called his wife, who picked up the phone on the second
ring.



“I know this is you, Harvey, and you’re going back to work for some
reason or another, correct?”



He couldn’t help but grin. She wasn’t angry, he could tell, she was
being playful. “That would be correct, Gilda. I’m sorry baby. I’ll
try and get home early.”



“I’d appreciate that, but I know things are hectic. I suppose it
has to do with Thorne.”



“Not sure, at least it isn’t directly. We’re going to be
interviewing Garfield Lyons again. Wish me luck, the man is nuttier
then a fruit-cake.”



“Luck, but I know you won’t need it. I’ll be keeping your side of
the bed warm… Apollo.”



He sighed, “Not you too.”



“Hey, if the girls in the office can call you that, then I think
the woman you share your life with, has the right.”



He laughed and promised her he’d be home soon. As he pulled up at
the police station he was startled by the amount of cars that were
there, and even more so at the news trucks. Something was obviously
going on.



He raced up the steps and past the people, he hadn’t gotten very
far when he saw D.A. Daniel Hughes as he walked down the hall
towards him, barking orders at his staff who then scattered after
his commands were given.



“Lyons is dead,” he said flatly when he reached his assistant. “The
car they were transporting him got him with a rocket launcher. A
damn rocket launcher! The driver, the two cops, and Lyons were all
killed instantly.”



Harvey’s jaw dropped. “Did they catch the guy who did it?”



Hughes shook his head. “Not yet, I’ve got Gordon and Bullock
working on it. You and I have to deal with the press. Come
on.”



The press conference was short and sweet, since at the moment there
were not many details to give. Afterwards, Harvey went into his own
office to call Gilda one more time, and then began to confer with
his other associates. Somebody obviously wanted Lyons out of the
way, but no one was any closer on figuring out whom.



He headed towards his bosses office and was about to knock on the
half opened door when he heard the D.A. speak a name that made his
skin crawl.



“Listen Cobblepot, I’m doing my part. Tell your employer that that
was a stupid piece of work he did tonight. I’d already set things
up. Lyons wasn’t going to say a word and I’ve got Dent running
around chasing his tail. Next time, I want to be in on these
decisions since I’m the one who has to clean up the damn
mess.”



Harvey stumbled back, quickly retreating to his office, his breath
was coming in short rasps.

 

 



“Has the jury reached a verdict?”



“Yes, your Honor, we have.”



“Will the foreman please stand and read the verdict to this
court.”



“We the people find all seven defendants, not guilty.”



There was uproar from the viewing box, and the judge began to pound
on his gavel, bellowing an order for silence. The seven college
seniors, who had already been standing, jumped up in the air and
began to hug each other, slapping each other on the back. The crowd
was already leaving, with the reporters in the lead. The judge
finished his job and the men were allowed to leave.



Harvey Dent sat stunned at the outcome. He had been a material
witness! He had seen the whole thing go down. He had the bruises
and the cuts to prove it. As his old college friends began to
filter out, Chet stopped and smirked at Harvey’s dropped jaw.



“I told you pal, my Daddy has enough connections to keep me and the
boys out of prison for the rest of our lives. Too bad you don’t
know what it’s like to have that kind of power, Dent. Maybe then
you would have realized how futile this whole thing was and you
would have dropped it. Oh, and don’t worry, we’ve all decided not
to press assault charges. We know how bad it would hurt your career
as an attorney.”



Harvey watched Chet walk out of the courtroom and the anger came
flooding back into him.



Told you this was a waste of time. You’ve never really listened
to me, though, have you?



“Please go away,” Harvey murmured under his breath.



Okay, but the times coming Harv, when you’re going to realize
that the law just doesn’t work. Hell, you’d probably be better off
working for the other side. It sure seems a lot more fun; and you
win more.



“Please go away,” he practically begged.



Sure, buddy o’ pal. But don’t you worry. The time is going to
come when you really need me. And have no fear, I’ll be there…
waiting.

 

 


Harvey Dent was walking out of the courthouse
when he ran right smack into the person he planned to call in the
morning. Someone else who obviously hadn’t been getting a good
night sleep. Somebody he had heard a lot about, but had only met
once, briefly. He stopped the Lieutenant, who recognized him
instantly.



“Mr. Dent,” he acknowledged.



“Please Lt., call me Harvey.”



“Alright, but only if you call me Jim.”



“It’s a deal. Listen, Jim, this whole thing with Lyons and Thorne
is getting crazy. And I think it’s about to get a lot crazier in
the next few weeks. Somebody is pulling a lot of strings and I’m
afraid we’ve got a leak here. The reason I’m telling you this is
because you’re the only one on the force that constantly gets
glowing remarks. The most trustworthy is what they all say. Even
the most crooked of cops.”



“Well what can I do for you, Harvey?”



“I want you to take me to the signal.”



“The… ?



“The signal, yes, you heard right. I think it’s time I finally met
The Batman.”

 

 



The End!



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