The winds whispered as they blew gently across the golden fields,
their voices as gentle melodies as they spoke of peace and
contentment, which was fitting considering this was Kansas. The good
people here had arisen out of the shackles of depression making their
land prosper as the twenties had drifted away into the thirties, and
the 1930's into the 1940's which though torn by war and the schemes
of a raving dictator, were now no more as it gave way to the peaceful
times of the fifties. The land was timeless, beautiful, and in its
own way a golden empire where the sun flickered off the shards of
wheat that blossomed in the fields and children were able to play in
peace.



Despite the rustic beauty of his surroundings the man in this field
paid no attention to it, and merely bowed his head and sighed.In his
mind the single thought was constantly playing that he wished he
could die. Memories drifted through his mind, painful ones of times
that he would have called happy, friends who at times past would have
stood and enjoyed the view with him but now rotted as the maggots
tore away at their flesh during the day, and haunted him at night
when dreams came in those late hours reminding this man that he could
not save them. He looked about him and as he did he compressed his
eyes tightly, yet despite his Herculean efforts those tears still
came splashing forward and trickled down his sunburnt, rough cheeks,
as he cursed those memories and grit his teeth.

A sound was heard behind him, a soft rustling as something solid
struck the ground and he turned his head for a moment then nearly
started in surprise at the strange sight that met him and for a time
said nothing, merely content to gape. His eyes blinked stupidly for a
moment and as his tongue failed him he scratched his head in a
perplexed motion then grunted. Several times he did this before any
grasp of sentence structures could enter his mind yet even then when
he had a shard of an idea of what to say, all he could say was," What
in Sam's Hill..."



The man was a silver being, humanoid in form but his glistening skin
caught the reflection of the sun, and its light made him blinding for
a moment, then set the surrounding grass around him aflame as the
light struck it, using the being's skin as it would a magnifying
glass. The being growned as it saw this, "Aint this terrific!" he
growled, to which the other man spoke:


"Relax. Got it all under control."


The first man set forth his hand, those gnarled palms where dirt fell
from the sides and partly lay encrusted within that brown hand was
not noticeable due to that single small object that lay upon those
work-worn fingers. A ring. Yet not just any ring. You could tell at
least that much just by looking at it, by a single glance at the way
the sun's beams shot through it like a prism, causing the light to
come out in not a stream of rainbow colors but only green. A deep
green that set it's own reflections across the man's body as a single
ray came out, dissipating the flames that licked around it, and with
a slight hum making it as if the burning never was.


The silver being looked around him for a moment, surprise evident
upon those shining features, and he cleared his pale throat for a
moment before speaking, "Thanks."

"Think nothing of it." The first man turned away looking down the
long rows of meticulously placed grain and walked off, his bare feet
touching the hard crusted ground and flinching as they stepped upon
the cold surface of a patch that still had concealed water from that
morning's rain. He sighed again, yet in a more relaxed tone than he
had before and wished that there was a nearby tree where he could
lean back and sleep beneath its shade while chewing on an a stem. He
hadnt done that since he was a boy, and yet when he was a boy he had
lived in more innocent times.


He heard a cough behind him and he turned and saw the man still
there, a puzzled expression on the man's face as he looked at him,
and those eye brows slanted like thin strips of metal. The rustic man
had forgotten about him and gave him an annoyed look. He really
wanted to be alone.


"Still here, huh?"


The being shuffled his feet nervously. "Yeah."


"Well if you dont mind, I'd like to be alone right now. Got a lot on
my mind."


"I'm sorry." said the silver stranger. "I need to be here. I have an
appointment." He frowned. "Do I know you?"


" I doubt it." said the first man, " I think I'd remember meeting
y.."


" I remember!" said the silver being," I saw your picture in the
papers not long ago, and before that I read about you in school in my
history books. You ... you...Great Scott!"


"Actually," said the first man," You're a little off. My name's
Alan. There's nothing great about me. Now if you dont mind ..."


"You were my hero!" said the being, and the light rippled down his
body as he practically leaped with excitement, and the glare that the
sun produced was nearly blinding. "You're face was everywhere. You
were the best of the best, generals were proud to have met you, the
President counted you as one of his closest freinds, you even had the
Alan Scott fan club of which I was a part. I'll never forget that
time you fought the Weather Wizard. Wow! You sure showed him. I had
you're face on my lunch box, I collected the comics that were
inspired by you, I even named my dog after you! Sir, its an honor."


The rustic shuffled his feet in slight embarrassment, letting this
unadulated praise pass through one ear and go straight out the other.
He laughed nervously, and quietly, and then muttered, "Yep."


"Sir," said the man, " I had wished to model my life after you. The
Green Lantern! You! Golly! Things didnt turn out the way they wanted
too for me, not quite like they did for you, but I'm doing my part.
Fighting for justice, busting bad guys, and doing my best for Truth,
Justice and Apple Pie. I'm ..."


"I know who you are," said the man. His sharp, grey eyes darkened
for a moment, a look of annoyance was visible in that tortured face.
All he had wanted was to be alone, to be in peace in order to do what
was needed to be done. He had heard of this guy, this nut, the person
who had replaced his name as the big news of the national media.
Everyone talked about him from Alan's barber to that annoying kid who
used to deliver the paper. "Captain Atom."


"Actually," the silver being laughed nervously," That's not really
my real name. My name is ..."


"You're the man who was on trial for treason a while back." said
Alan, and his eyes flashed almost angrily," You're the man who should
have gotten the death penalty, but who the American Governmant gave a
second chance. Or was it fate? Fate that didnt see it fit to see to
it that my loved ones made it through the war, and that friends lived
through battling those damned Nazis and their super powered goons.
Fate that thought that all those innocents, who had never done a
wrong under the sun, didnt deserve the chance that you got even
though you're a criminal. Yeah. I know who you are."


Captain Atom paused and for a moment those eyes seemed to verge on
the line between hurt and anger, then he turned away. "That's a
matter of opinion."


"You say you're here for a reason."said Alan," Are you going to be
here long? I absolutely have got to get time to myself."


" Yeah. I guess you do. Well I dont think this will take long?"


" Dont think what will?"


" I dont know."


" Dont know? Dont know about what?"


" I dont know why I'm supposed to be here. It sounds silly, really,
but I'm here because of a dream."


Alan started. "What?"


"It all began this morning." said the good captain," I was asleep
after a hard fight with the Human Corkscrew and was trying to
recuperate when I heard this voice calling to me. It said my name and
it told me several things about my past and what would happen when I
woke up to make me believe that I wasnt crazy."


"Things?" asked Hal, incredulously. "What things?"


"They're personal."

" So," said Alan in an annoyed tone, "You're telling me that the
reason you're here annoying the heck out of me with you're giddy
banter of what a great guy I am, and ruining my time to myself is a
stupid dream?"


The being nodded miserably.


Alan laughed. "You're an ass."


He turned and walked down the road and silently his body shook with
an anger that burned minutely at first and then swelled within him,
his fingers itching with a silent desire to hit this guy who had
disrupted his pity fest. Stupid jerk. If the next big super thug that
came around popped off this guy, Alan would probably dance on his
grave and die laughing. He then paused. He didnt mean that. He
probably came off as rude to the guy and if he was anyone else he
would have gone back then and apologised. Yet over the years Alan had
found himself reluctant to admit a wrong. All he wanted to do right
now was climb within a tree trunk or under a rock somewhere and die.


It was at this moment that another sound was heard, yet this sound
was one that was familiar to Alan's ears. It was a slight sound, as
if the wind had skipped a note in its wild tune and changed octaves
at a greater rate. It was a noise that seemed to practically dance as
it came, and as Alan turned he saw those familiar dark red colors
pacing across the fields at eye blurring speed, before stopping to
rest before him. The Flash.


"Jay?!" Alan started. It had been so long since he had seen the guy.
His comrade in arms. His buddy. One of his dearest friends. "Jay,
what in tarnation are you doing here?"


He ran towards him, his long muscled arms outstretched, and he
caught the man in a tight bear hug, and both laughed as they felt
those long years apart fade and flicker into nothing as they resisted
the urge to dance.It had been such a long time, it felt like a
millenium ago.


"How are ya, buddy?" Alan laughed, "How's life been treating you
these days?"


The tall man with a cap that was forged in the likeness of the greek
god Mercury's own helm, smiled. "Its been long and hard, Alan, but
its been good."

"Glad to see something works out for someone!" Alan said good-
naturedly, in a manner which would have never let you guess that just
a minute ago he had been practically about to have a mental break
down.


"I see you still have the ring," said Jay Garrick. " How are you?"

" Well the ring," said Alan, "It dont work as well as it used to.
The old mind has been under to much pressure to do things. And
also 'cause of other stuff. But never mind that, how come you're
here? I didnt tell anyone where I've been the last few days."


Jay's face darkened. "Because of a dream."





"What?"


"Its kind of silly, really. But I was sleeping this morning after a
fight with the Weather Wizard trying to get in a few hours before
work, and all of a sudden bang! There it is a voice as real as yours
or mine. It scared the hell out of me at first, Alan, I couldnt wake
up even though I tried hard to. But then it told me things. Things
about my past. Things that would happen when I woke up. Things that
made me calm down. I dont know who or what that voice was, but it
made me trust it, at least I want to trust it. And it told me to come
here."


Alan stepped back, his face drained of color as he nearly tripped
over his feet in the mud. He gave a slight groan and put a hand to
his head, nervously scratching the stubble upon his face. This was
akward. "Jay, what the hell..."'


" I know it sounds awful strange, Alan," said Jay, "But if you
could have only heard the voice you would have understood. I feel
that something's up. I can feel it in the air. I can feel it in my
bones. I can feel it in my heart."


"You say a voice told you things," said a voice behind them. "What
kind of things?"


They turned and saw the silver captain standing there, having
obviously witnessed the entire thing and started for a moment. There
was a light in his eyes akin to that of a bird who had broken its
wing and was just staring out there into the wild blue yonder wishing
that it could fly, and that look bothered Alan for he had looked
through that look so many times before, as he had watched the
Guardian back in the streets during the old days, busting up thugs as
he ran around with his wards the Newsboy Legion, and Alan turned away
as he heard Jay say, "Personal things."

" I also had a dream," the Captain started, but then Alan
groaned. Please shut up, he thought. Please oh please oh please shut
up. I don't want to hit you but I will if you don't leave me alone.


"And I also heard a voice."'


Jay started. "You did?"


" It told me everything I'd ever done, and things I'd do
today. And it also told me things which would happen. It told me
personal things. And it told me enough that I decided to come here."


"Something's up," Jay said.


"You betcha."'


"Something's going to happen today."


"Something big."


`" I haven't felt this much like a weathervane since the
day before the accident which made me what I am." He extended his
hand. "Jay Garrick."


"It's an honor, sir. Captain Atom." And they shook.


It was strange. That simple dream which in its own way
wasn't so simple, and their minds went rampant upon possibilities
that could explain all this. And yet they could not grasp one. Yet
there was just something about this that seemed devoid of any ominous
preludes nor any ring of sinister happenings, there was just
something about this that seemed so … They could not place their
finger on it, yet whatever was happening they wanted to be on. It
made them want to smile. They did.


" Has the whole darn world gone crazy!" Alan barked. "
Have you lost your marbles, Jay? After ten years I'd think you'd know
better than to trust a fool dream."


" No, Alan, I do know better," said Jay, "But this is no
fool dream. There's too much of significance concerning our dreams,
the fact that Atom and I both had it, which cannot be simply
dismissed."


Alan was angry now. He could feel a red hot rage
practically bite him and rise throughout his body like a black smoke,
and though he barely thought about why, there was no reason for
it. "You two, " he said heavily, " should hear yourselves talk! You'd
think the end of the world was upon us the way you two are talking,
and that its something too look forward too! You're smiling like a
bunch of ninnies!"

" It may be the end of the world," Captain Atom said
quietly.


"You shut up!" Alan howled, "Or I'll sock you one, ya
hear?! I'll beat you to a frazzle you stupid idiot if you talk one
more time. All I wanted was to be alone. All I wanted was to think.
All I wanted, and he pulled a small, dirty brown paper bag out of his
pocket, " All I wanted …" he said angrily, as he pulled his hand into
the paper bag and pulled out what was inside, "Was to do this!'


The paper bag fell from his angry, trembling fingers, and
he lifted forth the object and pointed it towards his head as the
others gasped, seeing the object for what it was. The sun glistened
off it's muzzle, and heat beat down upon it's steel edges as Alan
cocked the gun and prepared to pull back the trigger at a moment's
notice, and his eyes looked about wildly as he dared the other two to
come try and stop him.


"P-put the gun down, Alan," said Captain Atom, and his
voice trembled as he saw the Green Lantern's face darken with rage.


" Alan, listen to him!" Jay said. "Don't be a fool, Alan.
Put the gun down!"

" I'm warning you two," said Alan, "I have had enough of
this world! I miss my family, I miss my friends, I miss all my
loved ones. I miss them so bad I'll do anything to see `em again.
Anything! And you know that once I set my mind upon something I see
it through. You should not that better than anybody, Jay Garrick!"


"Alan," said Jay calmly," Suicide … is it worth it? You
know better than that, Alan. Please. Let's talk. The world needs you
Alan, and your friends need you.'"


"Yeah," said Captain Atom, "Put the gun down and let's go
down to town and talk this out over a beer. I'll buy."


"Think about it Alan," said Jay. "Would God allow beer in
heaven?"


It was a stupid argument and they all knew it but there
was a certain tension in the air that was so thick you could cut it
with a knife, and they could feel it. Alan knew they cared for him,
but he was so sick of things. He wanted it all to end. He gave a
bitter laugh and a single tear fell down his cheek as he
said, "There'll be more of a chance of beer where I'm going."


Jay darted forward. He could hear the very hum of the
bullet as it hurtled through the muzzle. There was no time to think.
No time to worry that if he jerked the gun out of Alan's hand too
fast the fingers would come with it. If that happened he'd find
Doctor Mid-nite. They'd reattach the fingers together if they had too
but he wouldn't let that idiot kill himself.


It all happened so quickly. Alan standing there with a
dull expression in his eyes simply waiting for the end, Captain Atom
standing there stunned, able to do nothing though every limb in his
body cried out for action, and Jay could feel panic rising within his
chest as he realised that at the velocity he was travleing the sheer
shock waves could very well be sufficient to kill Alan. Yet as the
bullet came ever closer to its target something happened.


A glow appeared within the cornfield wreathed of an
unnatural light which spread out in a blinding flash, each piece of
matter in reality seemed to break apart and bind together quickly.
All fell back due to the power of this thing, and Jay felt a scream
rise in his throat as he knew Alan would die, then he saw nothing as
all sight became covered by this glow. Then it dissipated.


Two creatures stood there, each with skin of a green
whose luster seemed to put that of Alan's emerald ring to shame. One
had his hand within the nozzle of the gun, his very molecular
structure seemed bonded with it, skin and metal entwining in a
sickeningly spectacular visual. The other merely stood there with
dark, deep eyes that seemed to pierce and probe the minds of the men
who looked at them dumbfounded, and the creature turned his head to
the one beside Alan and said , " Did you save him?"

"Just in time, my boy." The being beside Alan placed his
hand upon Alan's arm and gently but firmly made him release his grip
upon the gun, and then the creature let his fingers slip in their
hold upon the gun and a tremendous bang occurred as the bullet fired
off and shattered the silence that is so highly valued in those parts.

"Intangibility," he explained. "It is a useful thing to
have around especially in these times. I had made plans to come here
upon this day, and seeing the situation that you were in and that
your friend ( a man who is both loyal and courageous due to what I
just saw), was unable to save you without causing either great harm
to you or speeding your demise, I took it upon myself to save you.
You should not have done that. But …" and that green arm whose skin
over layered with a mass of bulging yet well proportioned muscles,
moved effortlessly as it crushed the gun in its grasp until it was
the size of a ball whose mass would rival that of a bottle cap. "
There is no harm done."


" You …" Alan whispered groggilly, " What the hell are
you?"


"Oh shut up, Alan!" said Jay angrily. "Just shut up. How
about saying thank you for a change?"


" I am J'onzz," said the creature smiling, " And I am a
Martian as is my son J'onn over there. Though I am a religious leader
among my people it seems that my son has no wish to follow in my
footsteps and wishes to become a Man-hunter. Isn't that so my dear
boy?"


The other Martian smiled and then said, " Aye. But I'll
always hold close my religious upbringing and from time to time drop
by the temple for mass."


" You'd better," said his father good-naturedly, "Or even
though you are now a man I will still hunt you down and tan your
hide!"


"I'm sorry," said Captain Atom, still recovering from the
shock." But why did you say you're here?"


The Martian's eyes rose in surprise, and he nearly
gasped, "You don't know?"


"Know what?"


" This is the day! The day for him! The day when he comes
here!"


"When who comes?" Jay asked.


" The child! Though his feats on Mars are not recorded
within our historical records (though that may change) my son and I
have traveled through time and space to be here for that blessed
event when it occurs. He is known in our legends and our songs. Tales
of the future when he and the last of our race (who ever that may be
for we know not for though Mar's end is prophesied I doubt it will
any time soon) shall far ahead in time stand side by side against
great evils and bring salvation to the universe in its darkest hour!"


" What are you talking about?" asked Alan, who had just
now found his voice, "And if you didn't just travel through space
what time period are you from?"


"Whether from the past or from the present I know not, "
said the Martian, "Saying our years would mean nothing to you because
we date things A.C. Which in our language stands for Aciniius Machna,
which in English means After Creation. Upon our world our ways are
not so different from your own though we have become in our age
peaceful people, and have cast our weapons in the furnace at the core
of our world intent upon abandoning those carnal obsessions that have
spread like a plague across the universe. We desire peace prosperity
and love for the nations of our globe yet is that not also shared by
you humans? We wish to cast down the grip of the shackles of
oppression and one day stand side by side with every kind of being,
from every kind of race, and upon that day know there is no longer
such a thing as fear and doubt and debauchery. Do you know not also
desire the same? To live in a utopia eternally, to build a heaven on
Earth so to speak, where no guns fire in the streets during the day
and no evil comes to linger at night, festering the hearts of all men
with that tempting lure to do malice to each other."

"Of course we do," said Captain Atom. "But what has this
to do with why you're here?"


"The symbol!" J'onzz cried," Him! The one!"


" Well that sure clears everything up," said Alan drily
as he rubbed his hand which had the Martian's hand print upon it,
when the Martian had kept him from killing himself.


" Forgive me if I sound muddled," said the Martian," But
I cannot speak any further until the others have arrived." He
smiled. "And here some of them are!"


Another small light lit upon the golden fields, and like
a fire it grew in size and power until with a mighty bursting of
light and sound it gave a tremendous boom, and the shocks waves that
were exerted in its wake were as such that it knocked aside all in
its path, and the shafts of wheat on either sides were torn out of
the ground sending a rain of dirt within the air. All got up from
where they had fallen, and looked around for the source of this
inexplicable event saw nothing. Then they hear a voice.

"I dig the wheat, man."


"I second that, Seraphin, on New Genesis we're stuck in
Super Town all day long and it gets so annoying after a while. By the
way why are we here?"


"Quiet both of you, there may be danger near by and if
there is we don't want to draw attention to ourselves."


"But, Big Bear …"


"Who the hell are you, kids?!"


It was Alan who had said this last phrase, and the others
turned in the direction in which he was staring and started in
surprise at the sight. Five youths, the eldest no more than twenty,
stood before them, yet they weren't like the typical teenagers of the
time. Their garb seemed to conflict with every standard of repertoire
that was set throughout time and it wasn't possible to look at them
once and then be done with it. They absolutely had to
stare.

One of them was black, yet it wasn't a natural black like the
African Americans in that part of the state; it was a deep onyx which
glistened in the sun with an unnatural beauty like a pearl whose
color though strange, was of a beauty that was inhuman. He had a
smile that spoke of an innocence of which we are bereft and yet there
was a strength about this young man which seemed admirable. In his
hand was carried a silver box in which resounded a hum more akin to
music than the whining of a mechanical device, and yet it seemed to
live. That was disturbing about it in a way and yet it also seemed
naturally fitting to it. It was no mere machine.


Another was garbed in furs that hung heavily about him
like the skin of the Nemean Lion had upon the muscled shoulders of
the mighty Hercules several thousand years ago, yet unlike Hercules
who was renowned for his prowess in war this young man was like a
gentle giant with large hands that could just as easily break a bone
as snap a finger. There was a twinkle in his eye and just looking at
him you could tell he had a sense of humor, yet at the same time a
temper that was best left unaroused. The third was a young man with
clothes right out of the days of the wranglers and rustlers of the
old west, with a large, mischievous grin and quick eyes that ran all
about as if he had a prank coming up his sleeve but wasn't going to
tell anybody what it was until it was too late. He took off that
oversized ten gallon hat and scratched his dusty blond head, then
returned the suspicious gaze Alan had given them.


"Hi."


"Howdy," said Jay good naturedly.


" I am Big Bear, "said the fur covered one, "the guy with
the box is Vykinn the Black, and Clint Eastwood here is Serpahin.
There are two more behind us, Mark Moon-rider, and Beautiful Dreamer,
yet they're not quite ready to talk right now."


Captain Atom saw the two behind them kissing passionately.


"Mother Box took us here at a bad time, you see," said
Big Bear bashfully.


"I see," said Captain Atom.


"So are you here because of this darn kid too?" said Alan.


"Hey!" said Seraphin, "Who are ya callin' a darn kid,
pardner?"


"Not you, the babe." Alan snarled.


"I am unaware of any babe," said Beautiful Dreamer whose
tongue had now become numb, "We're here because of a dream."


Alan swore.


"Let me guess," said Jay," In the dream you heard a voice
and it told you many things. Personal things. It told you what you
did, what you would do, and what would happen when you woke up, and
then it told you to come here."


Big Bear started in surprise. "How did you guess?"


"Just a hunch."


"But it is more than just a hunch," said J'onzz eagerly,"
It is the story of the child. The Star-Child. The last son of a
mighty race within whose hands doth lie power that can shift the path
of worlds! He is the greatest of all the beings who have traversed
the starry depths of mighty outer space, his power is incalculable
surpassed only by his courage and the goodness of his heart. He is
one who shall stand forth one day when the race of Mars is
exstinguished but for one man, and with that man he shall one day
gather to himself different beings of power, one who is as the light
moving at great speeds throughout the night, one whose power is to
shift in sizes from that of atoms to even that of mountains, another
who is of a place that has exiled itself from civilisation, and one
who within exists a tortured countenance of such depth that he shall
constantly be forced to walk that fine line between good and selfish
vengeance!"


"That is far out!" said Seraphin.


"Indeed Seraphin," said the other Martian, "It is far
out. Yet it is also the way of things, and this child shall come upon
this very day.When the Legion of Superheroes come by they shall
explain more."

" I'll tell you what this really is," said Alan
angrily, "And it isnt far out. It's a big load of crap."


He turned around and stomped off, the dirt splattering
everywhere he went, and from time to time he flailed his arms around
angrily pummeling invisible foes with his fists. It had all started
out that he had been alone, that was what he really wanted. To be
alone. He had been looking forward to being alone with time to
himself for a long period, yet now these jerks had ruined it all and
ruined his plan for one literal shot at peace. He came to terms with
the fact that he was no longer the man he was over ten years ago. He
was a hateful, drinking man who didn't know or didn't care what was
going on in the world and didnt think of who needed him. He had given
his life to the stupid public, constantly putting it out on the line
despite his wife having pressed him to take more time for his family.
Now he didn't have a life, only a shell of one, an empty husk which
wasn't worth taking the effort to wake up every morning.


He felt a hand tap his shoulder and turned around, and
Captain Atom stood there looking at him sorrowfully as he said, "What
happened to you, Alan?" and Alan growled:


"That's SIR, to you, kid."


"All right sir, why are you treating everyone with such
vehemence? You were down right rude to those kids back there."


"Let me tell you something, soldier," Alan barked. "
There comes a time when a man starts to die, and its not when he's
lying on his death bed looking the Grim Reaper full in the face and
is hanging on to everything by only a slender thread. It's a time
when he's still up and about and running but there's no reason for
which to be up and about and running. Its when there's no joy to
greet him, only happiness and happiness in and out of itself is
garbage. When a man has no purpose to give him reason to go on and
the only reason he's still alive is `cause the heart keeps tickin'
and the brain keeps thumpin' he relises he's only living on borrowed
time and that aint no reason to go and live by. I have no purpose,
kid. I'm an old man and pretty soon I'm gonna die. I might not look
old, and I might not act old, but I feel old. I'm driving myself into
the grave and the world abounds with guns and bullets and lots of
other things with which I can get that peace I want. Doggnabbit I'm
gonna get it!"



"Alan," said Captain Atom. "Did you have a dream?"



He aimed a fist at the Captain, but the Captain caught
and flipped Alan onto his back and placed his foot on the Green
Lantern's chest, and for a long while they only looked each other in
the eyes with a long, cold stare before the Captain removed his foot
and let Alan up. "You did have one," he said. " You had one in which
that voice came to you and brought up whatever pain you might have
had and whatever failures you've experienced, and when you heard it
you hated it. But you couldn't stay away."


"I don't have to listen to you."


"True, but the only way you can avoid my words are to rip
you're ears off and go deaf, but even then Alan, I doubt it. You cant
ignore you're heart. You have standards Alan, standards you've
abandoned, and I pity you for it. But even so you need to get a grip
and realise that you're wrong. I think you hate the child, who ever
he is."


Alan turned defensively, "What? No I don't."


"Don't give me that, Alan. The child stands for peace,
hope, and love, and that's something you don't have. The kid is going
to one day change the world, but you cant Alan, not until you change
you're world. But I'm warning you Alan, if you go and kill yourself
you'll regret it. The reason why is because when you stand up there
before that Judgement Seat and give an account of all you've ever
done you'll have to explain why those people died who shouldn't have
died, who will die because there is no Alan Scott to save them, and
why those people cried who shouldn't cry, but will cry steady with no
Alan Scott to reach out his hand and turn their tears away. When
that's going to be asked of you, Alan, and you wont be able to
answer. In my opinion it should be enough to send you to hell you
miserable jerk. Now that's all I have to say."


They parted different ways, Captain Atom went back to the
others and Alan went to whatever path Fate would lead him on, and the
day didn't seem so bright as before. J'onnzz continued to gush on
what would happen when the Child came, and paused only for input by
his son J'onn, and after a while Seraphin amused them with capsules
from his ten gallon hat which created different illusions when
wielded correctly. But they soon tired of conversation and of
capsules and waited in silence, awaiting that child whose
significance in this world would mold its course in the future.


The sun began to lower, like a flickering lantern and its
rays dwindled as it sank lower and lower in the night sky, yet still
the group waited hoping that they would soon be able to see this
child. Yet nothing happened. The Martians stood about imaptiently and
then turned their backs to the others and gazed at the sun, and to
Captain Atom the Martians had never looked more different then they
did in the fading light of the setting sun. Jay was on the verge of
suggesting they call it a night and then come back in the morning
when he heard a noise and turned his head, and when they saw him do
this the others turned their heads as well in the sound's direction.


"Do you hear it?" said J'onnzz, and then his excitement
began to get the better of him. "Can you see it? Do you see the light
with black rays shining from its middle as it spreads forward across
the fields? It is it! It is the light of him! The First born son of
Tomorrow! The Man of Steel ! The …"


Then the sound thundered and sent shock waves across the
land, and a wide crater was seen as ear splitting screeches sounded
and all covered their ears in pain. Then as quickly as it came it was
gone, and the sound was lost in the night. The crater however, still
remained.


For a moment all stood there, too frightened to look for
they were in a way reluctant to fulfill these golden dreams of the
future that had risen at the name of this child, afraid that they
would be disappointed and yet afraid not to look.


"Well," said the Martian at last, "Here goes nothing,"
and rising to his feet from the position that he had taken in order
to gaze upon the starry sky, the Martian J'onnz looked into the
gaping maw in front of him. But when he saw the sight he gasped.


He loomed like a titan before them with a scowl that
twisted and contorted his features, he twitched his hooked, aquiline
nose as he sniffed the warm night air and looked up to the face of
the Martian that looked down at him, andthe man grinned a cruel,
vicious, grin more like a vampyre's than anything else. He lifted up
a hand that was burdened with muscle which seemed to burst his dark,
bloated skin, and let those fingers sink into the side of the deep
crater and in that manner hoisted himself up; and in the moonlight
his dark, golden armour gleamed like diamonds and a red glint
momentarily appeared in those feirce pupils. He said, "Is this the
planet Earth?" and for a moment they could only weakly nod.

The being however paid no attention to this and said,"Then there is
still time to make amends. Only HIS blood shall flow and not those of
millions after him!"

"Sir ..." J'onnzz started and then paused as the man looked upon him
with a savage look, and that skull-like helm upon his head with
twisted ram's horns upon it made J'onnzz pause in awe. Then he
continued,"I do not know from whence you came but I bid you welcome.
You have come at a joyous time."

"No," the man said feircely. "I have NOT come at a joyous time. The
reason I have come is to cut in twain the life of one who will kill
millions everywhere if allowed to live. I will kill him because he is
one who will in his evil let die innocents and allow his selfish
feelings to get in the way of what truly matters. Thorugh him you
will all suffer!"

"What man do you speak of?" said J'onnzz quietly, "His name ... what
is it?"

"Oh he is not a man. Not yet anyway!" laughed the man and he waved a
weopen, a staff which gleamed and gave a hellish smoke that hissed as
he twirled it elaborately, "Yet his name is Kal-El and I swear by the
blood of innocents that this young anti-chirst shall die at my
vengeful hands. He shall die by means of a righteous abortion at the
nigh almighty hands of one that can be whipered reverently only by
the name of Gog!"

And they gasped.

For a moment no one spoke and only looked upon his grinning face in
horror, and the sound of a barnyard fowl let off an unmelodious
squawk that sang like a melody compared to the harsh discords of the
situation. They could not speak despite the fact that justice
demanded it, that righteousness would be dishonored if they did stand
for her creed's and tell this man or monster (for which he was they
could not decide) that they would not stand to let die an innocent
baby, and despite the probing of their conscience. There was a
probing of their thoughts, they could feel themselves sifted like
wheat and each brain seemed picked of different things until the
stranger said, "You are all in fear of me," and laughed. And the
situation seemed more dire than ever before in that awquard moment.



"Why?"



"Why? Why you ask Martian? I'll tell you why." The man
took a step closer and on instinct they all stepped back, yet this
simply made Gog grin as he lifted forth his hands in what seemed like
a gesture to sweep the entire world into whatever twisted hell he had
come from, and after a dramatic pause he said slowly, "I am Gog, and
I am a priest, and yet I am also a wounded boy."



He took a step closer and pointed towards the sky
where the stars now seemed hidden, watching from the hiding place to
that very spot where a rocket carrying its precious cargo would come.
And as they looked the being, Gog, said: Look out there and know
this, some where out there in a universe not entirely different from
your own, in a future darkened by this son of the scientist Jor-El of
the accursed world of Krypton exists a small boy who lives not
knowing what will happen one day when his hero abandons his chosen
people, and that that little boy's parents will die a fiery death,
after which they will slip away in ash, scattered by the four winds
out of that grieving little boy's grasp."



He turned around and looked about him, and his eyes
narrowed as he said. "Somewhere around here live my grand parents
counterparts no doubt. If they only knew what would happen then
perhaps there would be a chance, but they don't know. They cant know.
The truth is too fantastic to be believed."



The others looked into his gaze and the one called
Vykinn the Black said, "And what is truth?"



"The truth that an entire state will be torn apart by
a battle that is so deadly it will slay millions, and that in a
matter of decades this place will make Nagasaki look as Eden in
comparion."



"How do we know, you're not lying?" said Big Bear.



"I have nothing to gain by this. Do I seem the type to
go about murdering children?"



Big Bear paused.



"Nevermind," Gog said. "Yet I am merely explaining
what I am about to do so you will not be surprised." Then he sat down
doing and shut his eyes, and nothing more was said.



Birds sounded in the distance and as they twittered
quietly within the darkness the others gathered together and
conversed, each wondering what they would do in the present
situation. "There is darkness afoot, Father," said J'onnn. "I can
feel it."



"Indeed," was the terse reply.



And there was still More silence.



There seemed something so wrong about this, the
thought of these hopes and dreams dashed before their eyes which
seemed almost maddening. They thought of the coming years and the
crime that would be curbed and set down by the new wave of heroes
that had sprung up from across the world. They thought of mothers
singing to their children in safety, and those same mothers then
burning according to the vision Gog had set forth for them, and they
dispelled that notion from their minds. They thought of the pain and
suffering that they had endured as loved ones died and friends went
off never to be seen again and each one thought of their own pasts
and the darkness entwined within each. Finally Seraphin spoke, "I
wish Lightray and Orion would hurry up getting here. They'd help us
decide."



"I already know Orion's answer," said Big Bear. "There
shall be no vile killing this night."



They looked at him.



"I know this," said J'onn. "But what of what this man
has said?"



"What of it?" said Big Bear. "We do not know this man,
but we know the stories. Before J'onzz ever mentioned this child we
knew of him, for Highfather speaks highly of him. We live in a world
that is placed between time and space and have seen him. He is our
ally. We are honored to be here to witness his arrival."



"Yet something seems so wrong about this," said
J'onnz. "I've probed this man and see he speaks the truth. What of
that?"



"There is a time when logic and matters of the heart
conflict," said Jay, "When we have to go by gut instinct rather than
by fact and by word of mouth testimony. We can find out more about
this later, but as for me, I'm not gonna stand by and let that devil
do whatever the hell he wants to a child."



"Then I shall stand by you," said Seraphin.



Big Bear looked at him. "This isnt a Clint Eastwood
movie, kid. Take a look at that guy over there. He could kill you
with a gesture."



"I don't care."



Big Bear sighed, "I'm in too."



"As am I."



"And I."



All joined together and stood up and as they did
J'onnzz shouted to the immobile man, "Open you're eyes, man! We would
speak to you?"



Gog did so slowly as J'onn said, "I do not know from
what hell you have come, or what black spirit has entwined its grip
over your mind to make you wish to do such a thing, but I will not
allow it! The child shall live unmarred and you shall return from
whence you came."



Gog laughed. "You're kidding."



"Am I?" The face of the Martian darkened and Gog
paused.



"All right then. If that's your opinion try and stop
me. We'll decide the matter when the kid arrives."



"We will decide the matter now."



Gog laughed when J'onnzz said this, and those
discolored fingers gripped hard upon his staff as he rose to an
enourmous height that towered over the others. He leered down at them
and the staff glowed red and hissed smoke within his hand, and the
ground seemed to rumble with the anger that festered within Gog's
heart.



"Fine." The blast came towards them and they all
scattered, and an entire section of field churned upwards in the air
splattering everyone with dirt as they covered their eyes to avoid
those specks. J'onn flew forward and swung forth with a tremendous
blow, yet his knuckles were jammed back when they struck the tyrant,
and a crack was heard as blood flowed freely from them. The man
laughed when he say this and shouting, "Fool!" he struck the Martian
knocking him into his father and fired randomly at them all.



Jay leaped towards Gog dodging each blast skillfully
as he used all the expertise and experience gained by years to their
fullest, and vibrating the very molecules around him he hurled back a
blast Gog had fired at him, and the energy struck Gog who fell to the
ground with a hideous scream. Jay stood there unsure of what would
happen next as he looked at Gog's immobile form. Then a finger tapped
his shoulder.



"Hi there."



It was Gog. He slammed his fist into Jay's face and
the sheer force of the blow knocked Jay backwards, and he lay there
stunned as the others leapt towards the armoured villain seeking to
continue the fight. Had Jay not super accelerated his molecules to
make them intangible Gog would have punched Jay's head off, as it was
the vibrations of Gog's punch had ripped apart millions of atoms in
Jay's skull.



"Monster!" Big Bear slammed into the man pouding him
with every thing he had. There existed enough loose atoms in Big Bear
for him to transform his molecular structure into a density that
rivaled that of mountains, yet Gog merely struck him once and Big
Bear fell like a ton of bricks besides the unconcious Jay.



"Two down! Who's up for more?" Gog laughed.



J'onn and J'onnzz flew forward and knocked him off
his feet, their fists continually pummelling the man until he fell
over, while practically screaming battle cries of their civilization
as they struck him. Then Gog reached out his hands and grabbed their
necks and those massive fingers pressed down hard upon their
jugulars and squeezed for all he was worth as they gasped, and the
sound of bone being crushed was heard in their ears.

"Let 'em go, you monster!" screamed Seraphin." Let them go!"

He threw a grenade which burst in brilliant displays of color, yet
though it had no effect upon Gog it caused all others to be
temporarily blinded, a plan that had backfired terribly for Seraphin.

"Fools," Gog growled. "The time has come to die."

One more squeeze he gave but the two made their bodies intangible
and slipped through his grasp, choking as they recovered in time to
have their heads knocked together and then fall dazed. Captain Atom
groaned when he saw this and counted the forces that were left. "All
right everybody," he said. "Hit him with all you've got!"

The phantom fire of Mark Moonrider and the blasts of Captain Atom
struck out to the man and the ground cracked and crumbled with the
force of the blow, and the very air lit up. Still Gog stood smiling,
wading through the beam like a child walking against a summer breeze.

"Vykin!" Mark shouted, "Hurry up with that communicator! Quick!"

"I need more time, " Vykin responded, "Orion just isnt picking up."

"We dont have more time!"

" Yes we do," said Captain Atom. "There's one thing we have'nt tried
yet."

They aimed at the crotch.

"Aaargh!!! Mortal fools! How you will pay! You shall pay deeply!"

The staff glowed and fired. Atom leapt forward in front of Mark and
took it, feeling the energy glowing through his frame and searing his
skin as he struggled to subdue the power to no avail. The blood
rushed to his head, he nearly screamed as he clutched his skull and
fell to his knees before his very frame convulsed painfully and he
lay still. Gog smiled.

"Now you die."

"The hell he will."

An emerald beam shot forwards knocking Gog off his feet, pummeling
him viciously as Alan Scott flew forward with green buzz saws humming
through the air as they hacked away against Gog.

"Where did you come from?!" Gog growled.

"Ma always said I came from heaven," Alan retorted, and he blasted
the ground beneath Gog's feet to get him off balance causing the
armoured giant fell into a deep pit.

"You all right, son?" Alan asked Mark. He nodded.

"Get all the others and get out of here, I'll take care of Big and
Shiny."

"With all due respect sir, I dont think you can."

Alan growled and those eyes which had been so bloodshot several
hours ago now lighted with a fire that had burned in times past. He
turned to Gog and as he did those pupils colored green and he lit
forth a beam against Gog's skull and held it there, channeling into
Gog's mind and turning back Gog's brain waves into his head, so that
every time that brain gave the command to attack Gog struck himself
and this happened again and again until Gog gasped and fell to the
ground.

"Gog," Alan growled as the New Gods dragged the others off into the
distance and as Alan blasted that brain with a blow he visualized
each brain cell in Gog's head popping as Gog writhed in pain upon the
ground. "So that's what your name is, eh? Not a very nice one."

Gog screamed.

"Oh you can do better than that," said Alan,"How about a nice big
one?"

"You think to defeat me in this way, Lantern," Gog gasped,"Yet I am
not so easy to be overcome as you shall find to your chagrine."

Slowly Gog rose to his feet, and the rays of Green Lantern's ring
seemed to hum and vibrate upon Alan's hand and then popped and
dissipated in a brilliant display of light. Alan gasped.

"Dont be so surprised Green Lantern," said Gog. "I have the powers
of many supermen, and those of gods, and of new gods, and of the
Source. I also have the power of your great battery, Lantern, and as
such I can crush you with merely a gesture. Observe."

The ring upon Alan's hand exploded and each peice dug deep into his
flesh as Alan fell upon the ground gasping, and blood came out of his
mouth as he clutched his chest and then he fell upon the ground as
his arms flailed aimlessly in front of him, as he tried to beat away
the shadows that began to descend upon his vision. He gasped
painfully.

"Do you see, death, Lantern? Do you see its form before you, the
grim reaper with his sickle as he sweeps forth towards you with his
blade getting closer with each sweep? I am the Grim Reaper, oh you
wretched mortal!" Gog laughed and he held out his spear, "And this is
my sickle."

But Alan didnt see death. Instead he saw an alien rocket descending
quickly, colors lighting upon it from light spectrums, and it glowed
a silvery gold within the night sky and illumined the darkness with
its unearthly glory. It was coming. Him. The child. Star-child. Kal-
El was coming to Earth but who would greet him? Who would be there?
Who would reach forward and say, "Welcome, baby. Welcome to your new
home." No one.

Gog lifted up his spear above Alan's head and as he did he saw the
glow of shadows upon the ground and looked up, and a look of awe went
across his face as he fell to his knees in the form of worship. Tears
fell across that twisted face and for a moment there appeared the
mark of innocence upon his brow as the feelings that he had had as a
child washing over him before fading, and he stood up reviled over
what he had done and his spear crackled as he pointed it towards the
ship.

Then came forth the Legion.

Darkness came and then Alan saw nothing more.

******************

"Come into the light."

"Where am I?"

"Where you have been all night, in the field of some family's stead
being nursed back to health by the mother box when you should have
dead. Congratulations you live still."

Alan shot up straight and saw the others beside him, all smiling
with relief as they saw him reach out his hand grab J'onn by his
Martian garb and say, "Tell me quick, where's the kid? If Gog killed
him I swear I'll hunt that devil across the universe if I have too
and kill him!"

"Relax. Gog didnt have a chance, the Legion is here. They came and
drove Gog back across the regions of time and space and thought to
whatever place that had first conceived him. He can do no more harm
here."

"Something's not right about that Gog, J'onn. My ring is telling me
he shouldnt even exist much less be able to come here!"

"Be still," said J'onnz as he came forward. "You have lost too much
blood. "Know that you have saved the child and be happy, the world is
safe as is the future."

The child.

"Where is the kid? Can I hold him?"

Beautiful Dreamer stepped forward and cradled the child within her
arms, and he slept oblivious to all that had happened on his account,
sleeping in peace while the sun began to rise above the horizon
sending the first ergs of power into those little hands which
clencehed into little balls, already capable of crushing a rock into
fine powder. Alan took the child and held him, remembering the last
time he had held a child, his own son, and then held him close and
smiled to no one as he merely looked into the child's face.

"Where will we keep him?" He asked.

"I was thinking of bringing him to New Genesis," said Beautiful
Dreamer. "There he would be safe from all who would wish to harm him."

"Nonsense." said Alan, "He's going straight to the Guardians of the
Universe where I'll train him in every form of martial arts known to
man. I'll teach him about right and wrong, about all forms of
militairy tactics, and he'll become the best darn soldier in the
whole universe."

"No," said Jay, "I think he should stay with me. My wife and I have
no kids and we want one badly, we need him. Please. Let us keep him."

"Actually," said Captain Atom, "Why dont we simply have him become a
ward of the government?"

This nearly caused a riot as the others raised their voices in
argument, and the moment was nearly ruined before J'onnz lifted forth
his hand and said, "There is a better way."

He pointed his finger to the adjacent farm where a truck was
driving slowly down the road, and he said," There is a couple there.
They're aging and have had all the still births and early deaths of
children that one can handle without going mad. Let them have it."

They looked in the direction of the truck, and saw as a man stepped
out of it and came in their direction. He could not see them yet, in
fact they didnt want him to see them. They were not ready to be seen.

Alan clutched to the child and felt a fighting spirit rising within
him. He wanted the kid. He had finally shot his pride to hell and
come back to fight Gog but he wanted the kid. Yet as he looked at the
child he made his choice and the man found the child near the
spaceship with no one around.

" We would have done a great job raising him," Alan growled to
Captain Atom as he watched the man call to his wife and the two came
and looked lovingly at the baby.

"I know," said the good captain. "But they need him."

"Look, Atom, I want to apologise ..." Alan started, but the the
captain raised his hand.

"Forget it. And my name is Nathaneal."

" Well Nate, still I'm ..."

The captain turned away and smiled as he saw the sun rise high in
the morning sky, and heard the sound of birds singing as they
announced a new and glorious morn, and the sound of a truck filled
with rejoicing and laughter and tears as a rusty pick-up drove back
up the sun burned path to the farm in the distance, and the Captain
said, "Tell me,Alan. Tell me what you feel when you feel the the
morning rising and the thoughts of a child who will change the future
and be the final stand against whatever catastrophes head our way in
the days to come. How do you feel?"

Alan looked out across the meadow and as he did a wind brushed
against his face. He smiled slightly as he saw the van stop and the
couple rush into the house, and he heard the baby's cry as they went
in, and grinned boyishly as he said, "Honestly? Hope."

Then calling to Jay all three friends along with the Martians headed
into town while the others went back to where they came. There was a
special on beer down at the pub, and Alan was buying.



