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Today:
He zipped in between energy blasts,
dodging and ducking, avoiding the yellow blasts of energy as they
attempted to separate his head from his shoulders. Adrenaline
rushing through his body, his ring spluttered and splat, begging
for release. Didn’t they know he was the last Green Lantern? With a
ring more powerful than any that had come before? His charge was
full, {Power levels at 124%} and his body was covered in a green
aura. He allowed their fire to be focused on him. Yellow rays of
light ricocheted off, and green beams followed their trajectory
back to gun barrels, disabling the weapons attacking him. He
smiled. Yellow? He had no weakness to yellow! Not anymore! He
laughed, and concentrated. Hundreds of tendrils of light shot out,
and knocked out the attackers. Mercenaries from Sector 2813,
wanting a challenge it would seem? His ring darted over their
fallen bodies, and picked up a matrix chip from inside one of the
attacker’s pouches. His ring translated the words.



“Occupy Hal Jordan.” What? What did that mean?



“Isn’t it obvious, Jordan?” He recognized the voice. He span
around. Sinestro, flanked by Alex Nero, Parallax, Guy Gardner, Dr
Polaris, Star Sapphire, The Tattooed Man, Black Hand and the
Masters of Disaster; all the villains he had faced since he gained
ownership over the ring, flanked by thousands of Manhunters. Where
had they come from? No matter. Just a challenge. Sinestro began to
speak. That arrogant drawl, the snobbish tone, as patronizing and
condescending as ever.

“I wanted you distracted.” A yellow beam of light shot out of the
jewel in the center of Sinestro’s yellow ring, and brought a sphere
of yellow energy out from behind the horde of villains. It floated
in front of Hal, and he clenched his fist, strengthened his
aura.



The sphere burst, and onto the ground fell the Justice League, the
Justice Society. the Teen Titans, The New Outsiders… Every hero he
had ever met, dead. And then, on top of the pile of deceased
heroes, was one face he knew immediately, and he knew fear. Her
eyes were white, her skin pale and taut. Blood dribbled from the
corners of her mouth.



“Mom!”



{Power levels at 0%} The ring went dead. And his enemies descended
on him.



He heard Sinestro’s words echo in his dying ears. “She
suffered.”

 

 



“Guh!” He jerked awake, and gasped for air. A dream. The same one
that had been haunting him for weeks now, since Sinestro revealed
himself as a member of the ‘Society’ of villains working behind the
scenes to manipulate a war between the United States and the
Justice League.



He breathed in deeply, and got his bearings.



Clothes littered the floor. His black trousers were flung over a
chair, his white shirt was lying on the ground with the buttons
torn off. His jacket was somewhere, and he could see his socks
peeking out of the bathroom. Her black dress was in the hall
outside, and her underwear at the foot of the bed. He looked at the
ring in his hand. It had been a long day. A damn long day. Not that
he was complaining by the tail end of it. He smiled, and turned to
her, lying there with the thin sheets covering her perfect body.
She breathed in deeply, and exhaled silently. He could lie there
and listen to that forever, he thought. Her skin was so soft, her
dark hair covering her beautiful face. Her beautiful hazel eyes. He
moved a hand and stroked strands of hair away from them, and smiled
again. They fluttered open, and she smiled.



“Hey,” he whispered.



“Hi.” She smiled.



“You okay?”



“Tired…”



He chuckled. “Yeah.”



“At least you’re smiling again,” she said, stroking his face. There
was a night’s worth of stubble there, and his smile faded as her
fingers touched him. She moved her hand away, and sighed.
“Sorry.”



“It’s okay, Carol,” he replied, getting back into bed, placing his
ring on his finger. She moved into his arms, and nestled her head
against his shoulder. “Tomorrow’s a whole new day.” He sighed, and
closed his eyes. Time for rest.

 

 



Yesterday:
The sky was clear, no clouds above
their heads. The sun shone brightly, and Hal stood stoically beside
Carol in the cemetery. She held onto his arm tightly, and his hand
rested on hers. They were surrounded by people. People Hal hadn’t
seen for a long time.



“Hal?” asked Carol, nearly a whisper. “Are you okay?”



Hal nodded. It’d been a long few months recently. Parallax
escaping. Black Hand. Checkmate. The Society. And after all that…
this.



“Why didn’t you tell us, Hal?”



He turned. “Excuse me?”



“Why didn’t you tell us she was sick?”



“Jim.” He looked at his brother, who was red in the face, his fist
shaking. “I didn’t…” He turned to the grave, where the coffin had
just been lowered. “I didn’t… know. Mom…”



“You should have been there, Hal. You should have been there for
her! For us! Not running about chasing tail and flying your stupid
planes like dad!”



“Jim,” came another voice, Hal recognizing it immediately. Jack
Jordan placed his hand on his brother’s shoulder and shook his head
slowly. “Now isn’t the time. This isn’t Hal’s fault.”



Wasn’t it? thought Hal. The dreams had been coming with more
frequency. He had thought them just… nightmares; his subconscious
fears taken shape. But that wasn’t possible, was it? He was Green
Lantern. Last of his kind. Fearless. Fear is weakness in this job,
but what if… He felt his ring, invisible to all those around him,
warm up around his finger. What if his ring… What if his ring was
trying to warn him? Those dreams being some kind of message from
the ring as he wore it in his sleep? Months ago the dreams had
started. Over a year. And then when Parallax had taken over his
body, the fears it had conjured up from the depths of his heart,
his soul… Mom.



“Fine.” Jim turned, and then hesitated. He turned again. “You left
Edwards last year, Hal. Mom knew. We all knew. And you moved back
into the city, and you know what? You’ve seen us less and less. You
haven’t got the air force to use as your excuse anymore.”



Carol looked at Hal uncomfortably. She could see his back teeth
grind together. “Things have… come up…”



“Yeah. I bet they were really important. To not see your family.
Your blood. And you just spent all that time doing something
important while mom wasted away.”



Hal snapped. “Where were you then, Jim? Where? You’re angry, I get
that, but don’t you dare lay all this on me! You get all
self-righteous, but where were you? Don’t you dare pull this crap
when you weren’t there either. Don’t you dare!”



Jim looked at Jack, looking for support, but finding none. Hal
looked at his hand, trembling with anger, and then back up to his
estranged brother. “I’m going to go, alright? Just let me say
goodbye.”



Carol released his arm and smiled, and Hal approached his mother’s
grave. The coffin was visible in the hole, and, as he looked up,
clouds began to darken the sky overhead. Typical. He concentrated
for a moment, his ring becoming visible on his finger. The clouds
cleared, a flicker of emerald light ricocheting through the
gathering of frozen particles and preventing them from showering
down below, and the sun shone once more. He smiled glumly.



“You deserve the best, Mom. Always did.” He grabbed a handful of
dirt and threw it over the lid, and nodded slowly. “I’m sorry I
wasn’t there.”



Cancer. She had been diagnosed a year ago. Chemo didn’t work.
Nothing did. So she died. All this, without telling her boys. He
grimaced. He should have been there. He looked at his ring. The
most powerful tool in the universe. Tool, not weapon. A tool that
can do anything the bearer wills it to. Could it remove cancerous
cells from a body? Should he even think that? He took another
glance at the ring and willed it to vanish. He should have been
there. He walked back over to Carol, and nodded slowly, then turned
to his brothers. “I’m sorry.” Jack nodded and smiled weakly, whilst
Jim didn’t even look at him.



“Are you okay?” Carol asked again. “I don’t… I don’t want to get
involved in something between you and your brothers, I just… I
don’t know. You didn’t deserve that. You’ve saved the world how
many times over, and…”



“I’m fine,” he replied. “I’m fine.” He turned to her, and
attempting a weak smile once more. “Want to grab a coffee?” He
paused, and then his smile turned slightly, into something wry and
sneaky, “I need caffeine, else my system is going to crash
completely.”



“Sure.” She laughed, nodding. She knew he was holding it in.
Keeping it all under wraps. He’s a man without fear, didn’t you
know. That’s why she hired him. Twice. Best pilot in the air force
or out. There had been a rush to hire him, to corner the market on
hotshot pilots, and Ferris had secured him with a contract that
only an insane man would want to break. She’d fired him once, but
he was a different man then, literally. Possessed by Black Hand,
twisting his life inside and out and screwing up both Green
Lantern’s work and Hal Jordan’s. But after her own
extra-terrestrial experience at the hands of those aliens who
wanted her to be their queen… she understood. Completely. “Let’s
go.”



“Jordan.” Another voice, not Jim’s or Jack’s, but familiar none the
less. He gritted his teeth, and turned.



“What the HELL are you doing here, Faraday?” He grabbed the man by
the collar of his suit. “You can’t help yourself, can you? You try
and destroy the League, and now you desecrate my mom’s funeral?
You’re a sick £$%^!”



Faraday pushed Hal back. “I just wanted…” He looked at the agents
behind him, and they straightened up and walked away from the two
men. “I wanted to give you my condolences. I’ve lost people. And I
know how it can be.”



“You trying to say you’ve got a heart beneath that gruff exterior?
Do me a favor and leave before I do something I regret.”



“I also wanted to inform you that this is the last time I will,
hopefully, ever see you. Our professional relationship is over. We
will no longer call on you for your services and you’ll no longer
be bailed out of trouble by our agents.”



“What’s brought this on? The realization that we don’t want
anything to do with your ‘DEO’? Oh, wait, wasn’t it ‘Checkmate’ the
last time I checked?”



King Faraday smiled slyly. “‘We’ don’t want anything to do with us?
Ha. I hope I never see you around again, Jordan.” He walked away
slowly, a smile still on his smug face. He turned as he was tapped
on the shoulder.



“The feeling is mutual.”



He hit the ground hard, his jaw ringing after the right cross Hal
Jordan just delivered. Hal saluted him formally, and then returned
back to Carol. Faraday clambered up and his smile reformed.
“Heh.”

 

 



Tomorrow:
The ring buzzed alive as he slept.
Words shot through his nerves and into his mind, and he awoke with
a start, his uniform already forming around his body.



{Extraterrestrial incursion Earth side,} came the words.



Carol stirred slightly, a hand moving over his body, then flinching
backwards, waking her up more so. “Ah!”



“Sorry,” replied Hal, his ring toning down the heat of the green on
his uniform. “It does that sometimes.” He clambered out of
bed.



“What’s wrong?”



“I got sick of things sneaking up on me when I’m not looking, so my
ring scans the planet constantly for aliens taking a pit stop, and
it seems that someone just made the mistake of tripping my alarm.”
A green map formed above his ring, and closed in on America, more
importantly, outside of New York. And moving fast.



“So you have to go?”



“Sorry, but yeah, I need to get on this.” His ring sparked, and a
green aura spread over him, ready for flight. “I’ll be back later
though. I’ll bring Chinese.”



Carol nodded, and got up slightly, kissing his cheek. “I’d like
that.”



“I knew you would.” He lifted off the ground, and drifted out the
window. “That’s why I’m doing it.” She laughed as he vanished into
the night sky, leaving her alone in his bed.

 

 



New York:
He hurtled through the sky, the
light of the stars above reflecting on his strange ornate armor.
Strange pistons wrapped themselves around his limbs, and on his
chest was a glowing furnace, though only dying embers resided
inside. He needed a charge, a boost, a battery to power his next
journey. The sensors in his ancient armor had detected one inside
this human city, and he was ready to take what he needed. No matter
what.



In front of him, getting closer every moment, was a strange craft,
long and white with bizarre flaps on each side. Small windows
housed screaming people. He didn’t like the look of it. He raised
his hand, and yellow energy crackled around his gauntlet.



Meanwhile, Hal Jordan shot through the air. But he wasn’t Hal
Jordan anymore, no, he was Green Lantern. And that was all that
mattered. He put aside all that had happened, the death of his
mother, all the events from the past months, and he focused. He
stretched out his hand in front of him, and his Power Battery, his
link to Kyle Rayner, Ion, current embodiment of the Central Power
Battery itself, materialized from the dimensional lock he kept it
in between charges.



The words came easily. They always had done. “In brightest day, in
blackest night, no evil shall escape my sight, let those who
worship evil’s might, beware my power—” The strange visitor came
into view, and he pulled back a fist… “—Green Lantern’s
light!”



{Power levels at 125%} The Ring spoke to Hal, and he could almost
feel it smiling.



Green Lantern multitasked. A baseball glove grabbed the glowing
yellow power gauntlet of his attacker and smothered it, muffling
the blast, and two rockets attached themselves to the back of the
airplane, causing it to shoot out of range of the two people
hanging in the air suspended by whatever their means. A boxing
glove materialized in front of the man, and began to jump from one
side of his face to another, causing him to become confused, and
then it suddenly jerked forward, hitting him in the face. The
individual’s armor shuddered, and then he slumped into the arms of
quickly forming emerald angels.



Hal gritted his teeth. “I was fully prepared to give you the
benefit of the doubt. To not ASSUME you were here to cause trouble.
But then you go and try and blow up a passenger jet?” He shook his
ring finger. “No, sorry. Not going to take that. I’ve had enough of
people like you ruining my day. Tell me why you’re here.”



“The… Battery…” muttered the alien, his tongue grasping the English
language not with ease. “I am here…” His words became clearer. “I
am here for the battery.”



“Battery?”



{Power levels at 87.2%}



The armor pulsated, and Hal could see what looked like fluid begin
to pump through the pistons and into the man’s body. “But your
little trinket will do!”



“Crap!” The creep was absorbing the ring’s charge! Hal pushed the
man away, and aimed his weapon squarely at the man’s chest. “Who
the hell are you?!”



“I am Kavorkian, last sentinel of the library of Avaracknos. I have
so much to do, and so little time to do it. I have traveled the
worlds beyond this one, and need more power to be on my way.”



“A librarian?!” Hal laughed at the man’s title, still trying to
formulate a plan, “Why didn’t you just ask for a charge? I would
have helped you as best I could!”



{Power levels at 68.9%}



“Your planet will make a suitable launching point for my next
endeavor. So much in the cosmos to catalog. So much to
learn.”



“Well now you’re just being mean!” Hal couldn’t make out the man’s
body behind the armor. Glimpses of flesh were visible, but it was
old, almost mummified. Black and gaunt, like the things you see
lifted out of tombs in Egypt. Hal launched an emerald energy beam
at the man, but it was easily swatted away.



“Nuisance! As I steal your power, I steal your words! I understand!
I comprehend! You shall assist me in the cataloging of this place!
Then you shall perish with your people.”



{Power levels at 56.7%}



“I don’t appreciate that sentiment!” howled Hal, launching a
hundred separate beams of power at his attacker. They lashed over
his armor, some swatted away by the villain’s energy gauntlets,
tendrils grabbed and absorbed by the strange armor. But then
others, just as Hal had planned, latched themselves onto the man’s
exposed flesh, and dug in. The villain howled, and his skin
ruptured, black ooze flickering out of the wounds.



{Anti-Matter build-up detected}



“WHAT?!” Hal upped the ante on his attack, and noted his ring’s
charge still being drained away. This guy, whoever he was, had
somehow hacked into his ring, and stolen energy, information, and,
if he wasn’t careful, Hal would fall out of the sky. He didn’t need
that right now.



{Alternate vibrational frequency detected}



“Scan his armor, I want weak points, I want Achilles’ heels, I want
anything…” The ring enveloped Kavorkian, and the ring began to
speak in between thoughts, so fast that no one else but Hal could
hear.



{Avaraknos. Long thought dead race of genocidal procurers of
knowledge. ‘Sentinels’ travel from world to world gathering
information and then destroying the source of it. ‘Sentinels’ have
been known to pierce holes, worm holes, through reality to travel
from location to location—}



“That doesn’t sound good…”



“You will be educated.”



“Not by you.” Hal’s power ring slammed Kavorkian upwards, into the
atmosphere, away from New York. “Not by anyone.”



{Alternate vibrational frequency building}



“What does that mean?!” shouted Hal at his ring, the words not
making any sense.



“It means I will soon be on my way,” howled Kavorkian as he
collided with Hal, causing the two to fall earthbound. The
villain’s armor seemed to twist and contort, absorbing more and
more power. Hal could feel it heat up, almost burning him through
his ring aura. He thought words. And his ring replied.



{Armour is powered by outside energy sources, susceptible to
overloading and overheating.}



Hal smiled. “So you want power?”



“Knowledge is all I crave, little Lantern, and through knowledge
power!”



“THEN HAVE IT!” Hal tore his power battery from the dimensional
lock and screamed his oath. Green power bathed into Kavorkian’s
armor, and it shuddered and shook. He couldn’t withdraw any energy
from inside the being, but if he could fill it so it could take no
more, and to an extent where his power cells burst because of the
overabundance of energy… “IN BRIGHTEST DAY!”



“What are you doing?” growled Karvorkian, his pistons burning
against his cold dead flesh.



“IN BLACKEST NIGHT!”



{‘Sentinel’ armor cells at maximum}



{Power levels at 45%}



“NO EVIL SHALL ESCAPE MY SIGHT!” His flesh began to blister as his
ring aura began to decay. He couldn’t falter. He had to push
on.



Around them, the air shook. Around Karvorkian a white blur formed.
“WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!”



He felt pain. He ignored it. “LET THOSE WHO WORSHIP EVIL’S MIGHT
(That’s you, ya dirty creep!)”



“Can you not hear the sound!? Can you not hear the buzzing?!”



“BEWARE MY POWER!” Emerald light bathed both of them.



“SOMETHING IS WRONG!” screamed the villain, as he began to fade
from sight, engulfed by the power charge.



“GREEN LANTERN’S LIGHT!” The sky exploded. Hal felt the burning
cease, and the ring repaired the damaged cells in his body. He
grimaced. It was healing him. His ring was healing him. It could
have healed his mother, couldn‘t it? Damn. He looked around, and
could see no more of the villain who attacked him above the skies.
Where?



{Power levels at 7.4%} Yeah. His ring had channeled his charge
through it and into the armor. Overloaded the systems. But if the
armor had imploded, exploded, disintegrated, something, there would
be energy signatures. Evidence.



He brought himself to a stop in midair, and spoke to his ring.
“Where is he?”



{Subject is no longer on Earth}



“Are we okay then?”



{Subject is no longer inside Sector 2814}



“What?”



{Scanning—}



“Where is he?”



{Unable to locate in sectors 0-3600}



Hal scratched his head. “What happened? Wait… Those ‘sentinels’ can
pierce reality?” he remembered what the ring had told him. “So
he’s… Crap, he’s no longer on this plane of existence? Then…” he
paused, and squinted out to the horizon. Something was approaching
him. Something big. “What the hell is that?”



{Scanning}



It seemed to devour the sky. A wave of something… Something so loud
he could hear it from where he hovered. He held his power battery
in one hand, and pointed his ring at it. It seemed to lack any
depth, and he couldn’t tell if it was solid or otherwise. And it
was white. A white wall of something he could not identify.



{Warning, energy signature matches chronicled recordings of
‘anti-matter’}



“It’s coming in fast. Let’s contain it—”



{Unable to comply. Ring energy would have no effect}



Hal looked at his ring, the thundering sound from the wall getting
louder and louder. “Then what does?”



{Unable to comply}



“Oh, God.” It wasn’t fear. It was awe. It was unlike anything he
had ever seen. He had no time to call the Justice League or the
Justice Society. There were no Corps, he couldn’t contact the
Guardians. This was him. “What’s going to happen?”



{Antimatter wall overlaps section of reality it touches. Replaces
all known organisms and entities}



“So there are people behind that?”



{Unable to comply}



“If it replaces… Then…” He concentrated.



{Power levels at 4.2%}



Above his ring formed a globe of glistening energy. A container of
all the information on what had just happened. The Avaraknos. The
sentinels. The anti-matter wave. All that had happened since he
arrived. He pooled all his willpower, all his inner strength, and
watched as the storm of anti-matter was mere meters away from him.
The sound was deafening.



“GO! FIND—” The words didn’t leave his lips in time. But he knew
what he wanted to say before the wave crashed into him. ‘GO! FIND
SOMEONE WHO CAN STOP THIS! THE GREATEST HERO!’



Silence.



The wall engulfed him. He no longer felt… anything. He didn’t
exist.



The globe hovered in midair. It contained everything. Information
from another universe. Tendrils of energy whipped out, and scanned.
The greatest hero. Who is the greatest hero? It scanned records,
and hacked into something… Something familiar.



{Book of OA connection active}



How was it possible? The globe might theorize if it was sentient.
But the Book of OA was connected to the Central Power Battery.
Where the globe had come from, the CPB had been transformed into an
Ion Battery. A living thing. The connection to the Book of OA was
gone; all Hal Jordan had left was the information stored inside his
ring.



{Greatest hero.}



It searched.



{Greatest Green Lantern.}



It flew through space. It jumped into sub-luminal pathways between
space sectors. It flew as fast as it could. And then it arrived at
its destination. In a far off space sector.



He reached out a thin emerald-ring-covered finger, and touched the
globe. His own ring absorbed all the information, and his eyes
widened.



“What brings you to Sector 1417?” Sinestro, wearing his green
uniform, arched an eyebrow, and rubbed his chin. His own ring
channeled all that was recorded inside the ring into his mind’s
eye, and he projected the route the globe had come. “Who is Hal
Jordan?”



Sinestro of Korugar, greatest Green Lantern known to the Guardians
of the Universe, was confused. “And why did he have access to a
power ring?”

 



To Be Continued…








 

 



Tales of the Green Lantern Corps



Before Darkseid's legions invaded Earth, he knew that the Green
Lantern Corps had to be destroyed first. Through a series of
unfortunate events, the Green Lantern Power battery on OA was
destroyed leaving all but one emerald ring powerless. The
destruction allowed the Manhunters and their new Grand-Master the
opportunity to invade OA. The Guardian Appa Ali Apsa and a handful
of ex-Corpsmen are all that stand between the Manhunters and their
dreams of galactic conquest.



It has been a year since the fall of the Corps… the time for the
Green Lantern Corps to strike back has come.

 

 



'The Gathering' Part 2: "The
Year of the Dog."


Part 1 of 2

Written by Scott Kruger

with interior art by Ramon Villalobos

Edited by Brian Burchette

 

 



Kilowog and Katma Tui, Sector 68, One year ago… (excerpt taken
from Tales of the Green Lantern Corps #9)

“I know I asked this before… but I really, really have no
desire to go to G’newt…”



“Don’t even continue that statement. That’s an order. We have a job
ta do and we’re gonna do it,” Kilowog barked at her. “How many
sprockin’ times are we gonna have this conversation? You’re a
member of the elite for frak’s sake; act like it!”



Katma didn’t respond. He was right, she would have never mouthed
off to Sinestro. Her mind traveled back to him. How she hated his
guts, yet respected him all the same. He didn’t deserve to die on
Earth, though she no longer blamed Hal for that. She let go of her
anger. Jordan had proven himself and one day they’d bring
Sinestro’s killer to justice.



{Trace elements of Oan energy discovered on the planet below} The
voice of Branwilla, Kilowog’s mentor, spoke through his ring.



Both Lanterns stopped in mid-flight, and looked down to the rock
below. The barren world was ashen gray, devoid of water or any form
of life.



Katma glanced over at Kilowog with a hopeful look on her face. He
looked at her, then down at the planet below.



“Fine!” he said irritably, “Go, check it out. You find anything—
and I mean ANYTHING— You report to OA immediately, understood? No
questions, got it?”



“Got it!” she replied with a smile and flew full speed to the
planet surface.



“Sprocking meat… fraggin’ impatient… Daughter of a Pooz…” he
mumbled to himself as he continued the journey toward
G’newt.

 




Sector 68, Planet G'newt.

Kilowog entered G'newtian airspace with no fanfare. The race of
humanoid dog-people were only slightly less-advanced than the
people of Earth, by Bolovaxian standards. For a human, that would
have been an insult… unfortunately for Kilowog there were no humans
present on the planet below him.



He followed a trail of Oan energy to the planet with Katma Tui…
after the Legion Virus fiasco the Green Lantern Corps had begun to
rebuild its numbers. Part of that task was finding missing rings of
fallen Corpsmen. Kilowog, tired of hearing Katma complain about
being bored, let her investigate another trace of Oan energy on a
nearby planet. Honestly he just wanted her to shut the sprock
up…



In mere moments he would regret that decision.



As he approached the Northern most continent of G'newt his power
ring started to surge, spewing massive amounts of emerald
energy.



"Ring, report!" he ordered, but no answer came as his ring suddenly
went dead.



Kilowog's rather strong stomach lurched into his throat as his body
began to plummet over 200 feet to the ground below. The closer he
got to the planet surface the more he began to doubt that he would
survive the impact. His people were very thick-skinned and strong,
but at the speed he was falling… He noticed that the area below him
was thick with Bantaroon trees, native to G'newt; the trees were
thick, incredibly tall, and very leafy. He rolled over onto his
back (naturally, the strongest part of a Bolovaxian's body) and
curled up into a fetal position, tucking his limbs in tightly mere
seconds before the first impact.



With each branch collision he cursed a little louder and in several
languages he'd learned as his tenure as Green Lantern Corps trainer
and drill sergeant. Branches shattered beneath his weight as he
plowed deeper and deeper into the forest, rapidly approaching the
ground below.



“Oh Frak!” he cursed finally as the surface came up to greet him
with a loud thud.

 

 



364 days ago…

Darkness still surrounded Kilowog. He had regained consciousness,
but was unwilling to open his eyes. Every bone and muscle in his
body screamed for the sweet release that only death would bring.
But unfortunately for him, that release would not come. Instead, he
felt the slight tickle of something rubbing his forehead… and the
odd sound of someone or something sniffing. He opened an eye just
as a clear ooze dripped into it.



“Gah!” He lurched up rubbing violently at his eye; his attacker
yelped hopping away and hiding behind the tree that Kilowog had
nearly stripped of branches during his freefall. “Show yerself!”
Kilowog barked angrily holding out his now powerless power
ring.



He tried to create a construct but nothing happened at all. The
ring was completely dead. No trace residue of power at all.
Something bad had happened.



He forgot about the creature that was near him as he stood and
stretched out his limbs. With every movement his body popped and
cracked back into place. He had no broken bones, though his body
was covered in bruises and deep lacerations.



He looked around and saw no trace of the creature that had been
sniffing him. Had to be a G’newtian. Kilowog groaned, suddenly
wishing he had gone with Katma…

{“Honey, honey! You’ll never believe what I found in the forest!”}
G’nort of G’newt yelped to his wife as he skittered into their
home.

 

 



G’nort’s wife, G’nancy, just rolled her eyes, neglecting to respond
to her husband. Her father warned her that G’nort would never
amount to anything… if he were still alive, he’d probably beam with
satisfaction at just how right he was. Not only did G’nort amount
to nothing, G’nort amounted to less than nothing. He couldn’t hold
a job longer than a day… he couldn’t hold one for an hour.



{“Honey, I found a giant pig in the forest!”}



{“Uh-huh”}



{“No, really, a giant pig! Bigger than the great hydrant!”}



{“Uh-huh”}



{“This tall!”} G’nort stood on his tip toes his hand stretched high
above his head.



{“Then why don’t you make yourself useful for once! Go kill it and
bring it home for us to eat!”}



{“Well… I can’t do that… he wasn’t a normal pig… he was wearing a
suit”}

 

 



360 Days ago…

Kilowog was not wandering the forest aimlessly, so to speak. He had
his bearing, he knew which way was North vs. South… and he knew the
missing ring was due East. Somewhere. As Hal would say, talk about
a needle in a haystack. But duty above all.



He had attempted several times to will his power battery to him,
but nothing ever happened. He knew there had to be a problem…
because his will was rock solid. He hoped.



He suddenly heard the sound of rustling leaves. He stopped,
readying himself for an attack. He wasn’t sure what kind of beasts
hunted in the woods, but he refused to be anyone or anything’s
prey. The creature came closer and closer; he could hear its
panting breath. Branches parted and out walked a G’newtian carrying
a stick with a bag on the end of it. The bag was filled with
foul-smelling food and at least two green shirts.



{“Oh, hello! My name is G’nort… ”}



Though the creature attempted to speak to him, all that came out
was: “Yip, Ruff! Grrr, ralp snort Bark!”



Without his ring active Kilowog couldn’t understand a word the
creature said.



“Go away, Poozer. Git! I ain’t got time to deal with you… ” Kilowog
shouted before turning away.



{“Wait, giant Pig-man!”} G’nort rushed in front of him hopping up
and down animatedly.



“Look, little critter, I’m on an important mission… ” He pointed at
his chest and then at his ring. “I’m a Green Lantern, I’m on a
mission to find another one of these.” He pointed to his eyes then
to the forest to emphasize that he was searching for something in
the woods.



All that G’nort heard was” “blah blah blah, wah wah wah… etc.” But
he did understand that he was looking for a shiny green
thing.



{“Oooh! Ooh! I can help you!”} G’nort yiped. {“Follow me!”} G’nort
headed out in the direction Kilowog pointed.



“Great… ” Kilowog held his head in his hands feeling a headache
come on. “Well, I’m not getting anywhere on my own.”








120 Days ago…

The muzzle had helped.



After two more days of the yelping and yapping, Kilowog decided it
was either him or the mutt. While the creature slept (at Kilowog’s
feet, of course), he began to fashion a muzzle out of twine, twigs,
sticks and leaves. When the critter woke up Kilowog strapped it on.
G’nort didn’t seem to mind though; he liked the way it made his
voice echo to his ultra-sensitive dog-senses. Kilowog would only
take it off when G’nort ate and drank.



Kilowog tried and tried to get G’nort to leave him be, but he
refused to.

 

 



110 Days ago…

The muzzle lasted 10 days… after that G’nort discovered that he
could use his hands to remove it. Again, Kilowog contemplated
murder…

 

 



To Be Continued!



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



If you enjoyed this story, you can find more tales of your favorite
DC heroes at DC2
Universe.



All characters are (c) DC Comics and no infringement upon their
copyrights is intended. Support DC Comics by buying their monthly
comic books and graphic novels.
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