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Prologue: "Guy
Gardner, Bounty Hunter.”

{Entering Sector 1910.} Not that I give a damn. Sinestro’s
voice talks, I listen, but he ain’t adding anything to the
conversation. He’s been dead a good long time now. I should know, I
killed him. Took his ring for my own and now I’m living the high
life. The way Guy Gardner’s life should be lived.



So, let me fill you in on what’s been goin’ down in my life these
past few years.



I was an air force pilot, and then there was an alien spaceship
crash that nearly killed me and this punk named Hal Jordan. I
barely survived, but that God damned Jordan, who is, by the way, a
total asshole, gets handed a magic green ring. I tried taking him
in to th' authorities, but that went to pot quicker than you can
say Delilah. Jordan was all ‘nu-uh, I have this alien ring thing
that can do anything… I’m gonna be a hero’. Before I can take him
down, this other alien dirt bag shows up (that Sinestro bastard I
was telling you about earlier) and makes a mess of things. Jordan
knocks the aliens ass out, and disappears… I go up to th' alien, to
take him in like I should have done Jordan, but the purple headed
freak wakes up and tried to kill me… so I took him out first. You'd
do the same in my position, I'm sure. Then I notice the sonofabitch
had a ring of his own… so I take it. I put it on my hand and next
thing I know I wake up in the middle of space.



After that, I remember flashes of stuff… Place called Qward, weird
big-eyed aliens with lots a lightning’ bolts. Green Lantern’s like
Jordan… I actually think I duked it out with Jordan too. Things are
a bit fuzzy though… the damn ring was sick. Now it seems OK, but
it’s yellow instead of green. No big deal there… I never been too
fond of green. ‘Cept for my Packers. That’s the only thing I miss
‘bout my life before… football.



Anyway, here I am in space… the yellow ring tells me I’m in sector
1910… And I got some alien dirt bags tryin’ to take pot-shots at me
because I came callin’ to collect.



Yeah, that’s right, I’m a bounty hunter now… pretty sweet, huh? I’m
like the real Boba Fett of the now… just no helmet, tried one, it
kept bangin‘ around givin’ me a headache. I been doin' it for 'bout
a year anna half or so… Someone needs to get some money or
something’ from someone, they call me. It's a life, I guess. I'm
living it, anyways.

 

 


"Back off Warrior! Or you can bring the
Governor's sweet Grignak back to him in small pieces!"



Yeah, that’s right, they call me the Warrior.
Ok, so maybe I named myself, but with my reputation, it stuck
pretty quickly.



Anyway, here I am, trying ta grab a ‘Grignak’ that was stolen from
my client before it can be delivered to th' Galactic Cartel. I
dunno what's so important 'bout the 'Grignak', but my client has
hired just 'bout every bounty hunter he can get his hands on ta get
it back for him. It's made this particular job a little more
interestin' you might say… See us bounty hunters aren't exactly
what you'd call nice dudes. In fact, it's kinda odd when I'm the
one that's got a conscience. Not that I let that stop me doing what
has to be done, if you get my jist.



So, there's only two of us left on the job… but I got some inside
info from one of the members of the Galactic Cartel. Sector 1910,
planet 23B, the Smugglers Moon. That's where the drop off was gonna
be. So that's where I am right now., ring ready.



"Just give me the damn 'Grignak' and I may let you sonsofbitches
walk outta here with all yer limbs attached!" I shout at them
while I stand out in the open… that's the cool thing 'bout having a
ring like this, nothing can touch me unless I get distracted. An'
me? Got the willpower of a freaking zen-ninja.



"Well well well… if it ain't da Warrior!"



Ah crap… a distraction. Maybe you seen him… 7 feet tall, arms
as big as tree trunks, wears white make-up and drives around on a
big space bike. Fancies himself a bad ass, but hangs around with
space fish. Calls himself Lobo. Did I mention the
make-up? He's an embarrassment to the business, but hey, who am I
to complain?



"Back off dog-boy! I got here first, the bounty's mine!" I talk
tough, but he's the reason there's only two of us left on the job…
last guy I saw that had an encounter with him literally had his
head shoved up his ass. Wasn't a pleasant sight…



"Hahahahaaaaaa! You're a spunky little bastich, ain't
ya?" He's practically doubled over laughin' at me. I
hate that. I can feel my ring raging to let loose. T' burn the skin
from his bones. I ignore that voice that eggs me on. We play it
like I wanna. "Heard ya had some stones on ya boy!
But, ya see, yer barkin' up the wrong tree Warrior! Notice the
shootin's stopped?"



Come ta think of it… no I hadn't noticed until he just
mentioned it. "Yeah, I noticed, so what of it?"



"Well, the Galactic Cartel pays better than the
Governor!" They do? Damn, how come I'm always pickin'
the wrong side of a fight? "So I'm gonna make sure the
transaction goes withoutta hitch!"



Well, no sense in changin' sides now… 'sides, it'd be bad for
my rep, and health. "So that's it, huh? You & me? Mano y
mano? With the fate of a 'Grignak' on the line? Wouldn't have it
any other… "



Before I can finish my sentence dog-boy pops me a good one
right ta the jaw. My ring takes most of the hit, doesn't mean it
doesn't hurt like an SOB though. I hit a wall so hard that I'm
knocked through it, and I'm left wondering how he moved so damn
fast.



"Ow… " Ow. I quickly pry myself offa the rubble and launch
myself at Lobo, goin' full-speed. I knock the wind outta him when
my shoulder connect with his gut. But he grabs my leg and swings me
around like a baseball bat, and slams me into the building the
Galactic Cartel Scumbags are hidin' in. As soon as I hit he lets go
of me, I'm sailin' through the air again, landin' headfirst inta a
tentacled two headed bad-guy. At least I hit him with my head…
hardest part of my body. He's out cold, but I'm surrounded by a
grip of nasties, all with a mad-on for me and weapons drawn. That's
when I notice the little girl wearin' a pink dress with her blue
hair in pigtails tied ta a chair behind them.



The Grignak is a little girl??? My blood starts ta boil.



I unleash Hell on the bastards with my ring. I fling 'em inta
walls, blast 'em with laser beams, and slam more than a couple of
'em into the ground headfirst.



That's when Dog-boy walks inta the room. He just stands there in
the doorway watchin' as I mop up the last of the Cartel
boys.



"Well, bastitch, now how am I gonna' get
paid?"



"Frankly, Gene Simmons, I don't give a damn." I'm on him again,
swingin' and zappin' him with the ring. I hurt him, but not badly
enough. One thing I hate more than alien scumbags is guys that pick
on kids… especially little girls.



The bastard takes every hit I throw at him and comes right back for
more. One of us is gonna' end up dead from this fight, and I hate
to admit it, but I doubt it's gonna' be him. I'm no good to me or
anyone else dead, and if I fall… then the little Grignak here's
toast.



Waitaminnit… a year ago when I woke up I was in the anti-matter
Universe… This ring got me from there back ta my own with just a
thought. If I can't kill Lobo… I wrap him in a yella bubble which
just pisses him off more. He's screamin' all sorts a stuff he
shouldn't say in front of the little Grignak so I weld a gag over
his mouth.



"Not in fronna the Grignak, wolf-man!" I close my eyes and
think of Qward. The ring fights me at first… I think it knows what
I'm doin' and doesn't approve. It gives in and in a flash, he's
gone. "Hell yes. A job well done. Come on kid, I'm takin' ya
home."

 

 



A few hours later I've got the Grignak back in her… whatever's…
arms. He thanks me a bunch and gives me a big bag of cred's. Not
bad for a couple days work.



In another hour I'm in deep space on my way back ta 'Ralph's Bar'
on Hardcore Station ta spend a bit o my dough on some Cruellian
brews (talk 'bout hair 'o' the dawg… ) when my ring goes all tingly
on me. I'm thinkin' there ain't no way Lobo found his way back that
quickly…



Suddenly I'm surrounded in a green bubble kinda like my own… but,
ya know, green. My ring's freakin' out on me when a little blue
midget wearing black appears in front of me. He's got small Green
Lantern symbols on both his shoulders, and his hands behind his
back. I dunno why, but somethin' tells me, he ain't yer average
GL.



"Guy Gardner of Earth, Sector 2814," His mouth ain't movin'.
Sonofabitch, he's a freaking telepadic. I hate them. He seems
annoyed that I interrupted his telepadics with my thinkin'.
"It is called telepathy, Guy Gardner. You have shown great
valor and the ability to overcome great fear. The Green Lantern
Corps has need of your abilities… "



"Jordan's outfit? Thanks but no thanks Blue Jeans, I'm not the
joinin' type Now if you'll 'scuse me I got my drunk-on to work on."
He grabs me with somma that green hoo-doo of his and suddenly
my ring is dead. There ain't nuthin' I can do and I'm in the middle
of space… if he makes his bubble disappear I'm dead. I clear my
throat. "OK, Blue Jeans, ya got my attention."



"I thought I might. My name is Appa Ali Apsa, Guy Gardner. I am a
Guardian of the Universe, and you've just been drafted. Welcome to
the resistance."

 

 



"Where the Frag am I?!" Lobo screamed at the top
of his lungs. He looked around, nothing for parsecs but parsecs and
parsecs of nothing. Just a lot of rubble. The remains of a planet.
"Just you wait, Warrior… the minute I get back I'm gonna
rip your limbs off slowly and gorge myself on your entrails, while
I devour your pea-sized brain with a straw through yer
nose!"



"Halt!" Shouted a guy with pink skin and bugged-out eyes, that
popped out of a crater beside a nearby rock. "In the name of the
Weaponers of Qward, I order you to surrender!"



"I think I'll start practicin' now!" Howled Lobo,
as he launched himself at the Qwardian.



"Eep!" was the last thing muttered by the Qwardian.

 



End of Prologue!



———————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————

 


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.

 


“You
Can’t Go Home Again…”

 

 


“No one said anything about goin’ back to
Earth when I joined up with this outfit.” Guy mumbled to himself,
his arms pulled tightly over his chest, and his feet up on the
control console of the cruiser.



Katma Tui had been listening to his incessant complaining since
leaving the others behind on Mogo a week ago. She thought that they
had the army they needed to start fighting back the Manhunters, but
then the orders came down, and just her luck, she was partnered
with the loudmouth with the yellow ring.



“I mean, what do you really need me for anyway? You’re a big girl,
you can… waitaminnit…” Guy’s tone changed slightly causing Katma to
raise an eyebrow. “You asked for ol’ Guy to come along, didn’t
you?”



“Excuse me?” Katma asked turning her full attention to him.



He grinned, “Yeah… that’s it, ain’t it? You liked the way I handled
my ring back there on Tallis Prime when we ran into that nasty
bunch of space merc’s, didn’t ya?”



Katma rolled her eyes back to the control console.



“Yeah… ha! That’s right baby. I showed them L.E.G.I.O.N. bitches
how a real man handles himself and you get all ‘ooh, Mr. Guardian,
please let me take bad-ass ‘Warrior’ on my mission with me.’ You
just can’t wait to meet little Guy, can you?”



An emerald sword pierced the seat between Guy’s legs, just inches
away from his in-seam.



“Because of your showing those 'L.E.G.I.O.N. bitches how a real
man handles himself’ you’ve set us back at least a month in
negotiations with Commissioner Dox. We’re going to need their help
you moron.”



“Ok baby, OK… no need to get your panties in a curl. Now, can you
please move the machete before you do something we’d both
regret?”



The sword moved forward a fraction of an inch (just so she could
see him squirm) before slowly fading away.



“And Gardner, stop calling yourself ‘Warrior’. It’s
pathetic.”



Guy leaned back in his chair, folded his arms tightly across his
chest, flopped his feet back onto the console and started grumbling
once again. "Homeward bound. Friggin' great."

 

 



Coast City, California.

Hal Jordan, Green Lantern of sector 2814 landed gently on the steps
before the police station. The large green bubble held aloft behind
him contained the unconscious Abel Tarrant, the ‘Tattooed
Man’.



A few years ago, Tarrant, a lunatic black magic user, tried to
bring about the apocalypse with a pretty wicked spell and a
stone-totem embedded just beneath the skin of his neck that gave
him the ability to manifest his tattoos*. It was Hal’s first real
fight with some training under his belt… And he defeated Tarrants’
tattoo constructs, destroyed the stone-totem and stopped the spell
before Trigon the Terrible could enter our dimension. 
(*Tales of the GLC #6)


How Tarrant was able to escape Blackgate prison and reacquire his
abilities was a bit puzzling. There was no totem, no spell to bring
about the end of the world… just creepy little tattooed Tarrant
trying to rob a bank.



It was Hal’s first repeat offender, not counting Sinestro, and
frankly, he was a bit let down.



“Sergeant Delgadillo.” Hal greeted the officer behind the booking
desk.



“Lantern,” the Sergeant nodded, “who do you have for us
today?”



“This is Mr. Abel Tarrant: the nefarious Tattooed Man.”
Hal said a bit more mockingly than he intended.



Delgadillo looked the unconscious criminal up and down inside the
green bubble he was floating inside. “Is he out cold in
there?”



“Yeah… he resisted arrest,” Hal replied. “Actually, we may have a
problem. I can’t seem to find a source for his power this time
around. As soon as he comes to he’s going to make with the big
serpents and spiders again.”



“Well, with all of the big nasties you’ve been bringing us, Captain
Nichols had some new containment cells put in that should hold him
until he can be transferred back to Blackgate.”



“Excellent, he’s all…” Hal’s ring suddenly flashed a warning. One
that had not happened in quite a while… Kyle Rayner, the living
embodiment of the Oan Power Battery known as Ion was in
danger!

 

 



The cruiser was set down on a rocky plateau, 50 miles Northeast of
San Diego… in the middle of nowhere.



“You could’ve at least put us down near the Gaslamp… there’s a few
good pubs down there.”



“Quiet Gardner.”



{Subject located: 56 mitros Southwest.} Sinestro’s voice spoke
through Katma’s ring.



“That really creeps me out.”



“Why, because you put a bullet in his head*?” Katma asked
venomously. (*Tales of the GLC #4)



“Look, I already apologized for that… he was a friend of yours… my
mistake. I was wrapped up in my little grudge with Jordan and…
Well… " He changed the subject: “What’s a mitro?”



Katma was surprised by this slight confession of wrong doing on
Gardner's part, but didn't press him for anymore. She'd lost a
friend and mentor, but Gardner was on their side now, and starting
a 'little grudge' between them would bring them nothing.
“Korugarian measurement for distance… approximately 43 of your
Earth miles.”



“Let’s get to it then…” Guy said as he shot off in the direction of
the city.



“Gods give me strength not to kill him.” Katma muttered to herself
before following his lead.








“… And with Diana how she is now… After losing Hippolytus*, I don't
think it's right that I leave her for a while. She won't admit it,
but… Well. She's proud, Kyle." (*Wonder Woman
#26)



"Sister like sister then, Donna?" Kyle Rayner smiled as Donna Troy
and he walked the street. There was bustling activity every way
around them, but they ducked into an alley, and continued to talk.
"It's fine. You got see her, stay with her however long you need
to. I'm not going anywhere, am I? And if you need me, call me." He
ran his fingers down her cheek. "I'll be there in a
heartbeat."



She kissed him gently on the lips, and then moved away from him,
her forehead leaning against his. "I don't deserve you."



"Says the immortal Amazon princess to the unemployed artist
wannabe." He kissed her again, and then climbed onto his motorbike,
parked on the side of the road. "Call me though, Donna. If you need
anything, call me."



She waved at him, as she began to lift up into the air under the
cover of an alley. "You know I will."



He was happy. Happier than he had been for a long time. Everything
was going so well! As soon as he thought that, he wanted to hit
himself in the head. He was a superhero now, and any moment of
perfection would have to be punctuated with some tragedy. He knew
the rules, unwritten as they were. He laughed to himself, and
continued to flit through the traffic. He knew buying the motorbike
was a good investment, and right now—



"Hhh." His stomach churned as a feeling of vertigo gripped him from
the chest out. He had felt this a few times before, whenever the
power inside of him sensed danger, and it was not a feeling he
enjoyed nor welcomed. "You had to tempt fate, didn't you,
Rayner?"



He fought back the feeling of nausea to look over his shoulder. A
large glowing yellow chopper wove soundlessly through the
mid-afternoon traffic.



He knew he had to get off the road quickly to avoid any innocent
getting in the way of the fight he knew was coming. He gunned the
throttle and zoomed through the nearest off ramp. The nausea was
beginning to subside as he pulled into the deserted shipyard. He
hit the brakes sending the motorcycle into a slide, allowing the
power of Ion to fully engulf him.



The yellow chopper pulled up beside his waiting frame. The man
driving was wearing a tattered old leather jacket, old well-worn
camouflage pants, large combat boots and a pair of mirror shades.
His hair had a military cut, though it was apparently growing
out.



“Are you Kyle Rayner?” he asked with a thick accent… he sounded
like Arnold Schwarzenegger.



“…Yeah…” Kyle hesitated at first, how did this guy know his
name?



The rider held his hand out, keeping a stoic look on his ugly face
as he spoke.



“Come vith me if you vant to live.”



“Huh?”



The man's stoic façade shattered, and he laughed long and loud.
“Oh, God, sorry kid, I’ve always wanted to say that.” he turned his
open hand into one offering a handshake. “The name's Gardner, Guy
Garrrr…..”



In a flash of green, the guy was snatched off of his chopper and
into the sky. "GARDNER!"



The feeling of a bare fist slammed into Guy’s gut as he tried to
regain his wits, knocking the wind out of him. Before he could
recover, another knocked him across the jaw. He needed to get a bit
of distance between him and his attacker… fast.



He kicked out with both legs, breaking away and gaining a bit of
distance before another blow could find its mark.



“Today’s just full of surprises.” came a familiar voice.



“Jordan?” Guy stiffened as he asked.



Another swing came at Guys head in response, which he quickly
evaded keeping the distance he’d acquired.



“Honestly, I didn’t think you’d have the balls to come back here
after our last match*.” Jordan growled. (*Tales of the GLC
#8)



“Trust me Highball, this was not my idea.” Guy replied as he ducked
another fist only to get hit with an energy beam. “If this is the
way you wanna play it though… game on, chump!” Guy threw himself at
Jordan, slamming head & shoulder first into his gut, followed
with a quick uppercut to his jaw.



Hal, now on the defensive, created a net ensnaring Guy.



“Think this can hold me? I got the yellow power, pal!” Guy
struggled to break free, but couldn’t budge. “Hey, what
gives?”



“No weakness to yellow… chump.” Jordan replied just before
conjuring a green boxing glove and slamming it into Gardner.



Guy shot through the air splashing into the bay. Hal quickly
followed him down, but was knocked back as Guy rocketed back out of
the water right at him.



“Not caring jackass!” Guy boasted as his ring began
glowing brighter and brighter.



{Energy levels at 70% and falling} Hal’s ring spoke.



“What the Hell?” Hal asked no one in particular just before Guy’s
fist slammed into the bridge of his nose.



{Energy levels at 40% and falling}



Before Hal could retaliate, both he and Guy were wrapped up in
separate green bubbles.



“Are you two through exerting your inner alpha-male?” Katma Tui
asked them both, her energy bubble containing Guy.



“Hey Hal!” Kyle said, his energy bubble holding Hal.

 

 



“What do you mean, it’s not yet time?” Hal accidentally spat at
Katma Tui as Kyle Rayner quietly backed away.



“Appa gave us explicit instruction, Jordan. The boy Rayner comes
with us… we need his power.”



“But he doesn’t really know how to use it…”



“Hey, stop talking about me like I’m not even here.” Kyle injected,
"I‘m twenty years old, and I've got the power source for an
intergalactic police force coursing through my veins. I
know how to use it. I've been practicing. Don't patronize
me Hal, I know you mean well, but I don't deserve it."



“You know what's going on out there Kyle. I told you: A
war. I've fought in wars, and you got to know, you think
it's bad from those hard boiled WW2 flicks you watch? It's nothing
like that. You take them, you multiply it by a hundred, and it's
still worse than you could imagine.” Hal replied, shaking his
head.



Kyle had never seen Hal like this. He put up his hands. "I know,
but it's time."



"That's not the point—"



“Yeah, Hal’s jealous that we get to go off and fight the big bad
without him.” Guy interrupted.



The green fist shot out too fast for Guy to react. He just sat
there on the ground, rubbing his sore jaw.



“I did beat you, but I don’t remember beating your opinion out of
you, Gardner.” Hal glowered at Guy from above. Guy began to
growl…



“Gardner, stand down! This isn’t up for debate Jordan.” Katma said
with a jab of her finger into Hal’s chest. “Appa says we need him
if we’re going to rescue the other Guardians. Whatever power the
boy possesses…”



Hal pulled Katma aside and spoke low out of the earshot of the
others.



“The kid is our central power battery. If something happens to him
out there, it’s over. Done. No more Corps at all. Ever. Get
it?”



Katma looked over Hal’s shoulder at Kyle. He was using his power to
create some kind of armored warrior with an axe to impress
Gardner.



“He’s an artist Katma… not a soldier.”



She looked apologetically back into Hal’s eyes. “Kilowog is with
us… he will finish training the boy. When the time comes for our
final assault on Oa, you will know it. Right now, this planet needs
you… And we need him.”



She walked past him back toward the cruiser. “Gardner, Rayner: time
to go.”



“It’ll be OK Hal. I’ll be fine…” Kyle reassured.



“You have no idea what you’re going up against out there
kid.”



“No offense, but neither do you.”



“That’s my point! None of us do.” Hal placed his hands on Kyle’s
shoulders, and looked him straight in the eyes. Kyle stiffened with
the seriousness in Hal’s tone, “look kid, listen to everything
Kilowog tells you and ignore everything Guy says. You‘ll live a lot
longer up there, got it?”



“Yeah… uh… no. Who’s Kilowatt?” Hal laughed softly, sadly, as Kyle
turned from him, and put his hand to his face, and called Donna
Troy on an emerald telephone. He turned to Katma. “I guess that’s
it then.”



“About damn time… had just about enough ‘a mister self-righteous.”
Guy grumbled as he began to board the ship.



A stop sign formed in front of the former air force pilot. "No.
Guy. You and me, we need to talk."



Katma placed her hand on Hal's shoulder. "Now is not the time for
violence between you."



"I didn't say Guy we need to beat each other in, I said we need
to talk."



Guy stared at Hal for a minute, Katma and Kyle watching them.
"Alright, Highball, you got five minutes." He turned to Katma. "Get
the ship prepped." He turned back to Hal. "Five minutes."



"It's all I need."

 

 



Gardner wordlessly passed Katma after five minutes had passed, and
Hal smiled a reply as Katma looked at him in confusion. "What did
he say?" she asked Guy, as the door began to close.



"Nothin'." He looked at his ring, and then back at Katma. "I'll be
in my bunk."



The repulsor-lift whined loudly as the craft lifted off of the
plateau, blowing sand and stone into the air. The deep grumble of
the crafts main engine vibrated through the ground beneath Hal’s
feet. Suddenly with a burst of heat and light the ship shot forward
and up into the atmosphere. "God speed," whispered the Green
Lantern of Earth.

 



The Beginning.



Be here next month for #1 of this new miniseries, as Rann is
invaded by a legion of Manhunters, the Grandmaster plans his next
move, Ion reveals his true power, and the Green Lantern Corps show
the universe they're not dead yet, and don't intend to go down
without a fight!



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



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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