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The sleigh that came swooping down from the gray afternoon sky was unlike any that had ever been seen before. To begin with, it was made entirely from the green energy that emanated from Green Lantern’s power ring. Hal Jordan wore his grin a mile long as he neared the University of Michigan’s Children Hospital in the college town of Ann Arbor, Michigan. There were already a few inches of snow on the ground, and the weather report called for several more by early evening.
Sitting in the sleigh was a man dressed all in red, a white beard framing his face and falling from his chin. His bushy white eyebrows were furrowed as they made their descent. The man sitting next to him was clad in green, with a blond van dyke that made him instantly recognizable as the archer, Green Arrow. His leg was propped up and his foot was resting on the front of the sleigh.
“Can someone tell me again why I ended up in the Santa suit?”
“Because, Barry my friend, you were stupid enough to bet against an inside straight,” Oliver Queen chuckled. “Anyway, it’s for a good cause.”
Hal was chuckling to himself, “A pair of fours. You bet with a pair of fours.”
“I was sure you were bluffing,” Barry retorted with fake anger. He ended up laughing out loud. “Well it worked the last time.”
“I guess I just learn faster,” Hal replied as he brought the emerald sleigh down onto the roof of the building in time to see the blue and red figure of Superman as he flew by with a bundled up child under each arm. The children were giggling and squealing with joy.
“Never been here before,” Barry was saying as he hoisted the bag of toys over his shoulder. “But I love their football team.”
Ollie nodded in agreement, “The Wolverine’s. You know that would make a pretty cool code name.”
Hal rolled his eyes, “Yeah, Wolverine’s, whatever. Let’s get inside and give these kids a little happiness, guys.”
As they followed him in, Ollie leaned into Barry’s ear, “I wouldn’t expect anything less from a guy who lives in California.”
“Heard that,” Hal called from behind him as he opened the door for the two men who trekked down the steps and onto the children’s ward. At the end of the hall, they saw both Plastic Man and Wonder Woman enjoying the company of several children in wheel chairs. Eel had shaped himself into a basketball while the kids were playing catch between each other and the Amazon.
“Well, the kids seem more active then I expected,” Barry noted.
“This isn’t even a handful of them,” Ollie said grimly.
Moments later they realized what he meant as they began to pass rooms where the most ill still lay in their beds, machines ran quietly and tubes extended into them. The mood of the trio turned noticeably darker for a bit.
“Don’t worry,” Ollie said. “We’ll be visiting every room before we leave. However, the main lounge is where we need to go right now.”
For the kids who could walk or at least wheel themselves into the large gathering area, there was much excitement. Even before they got to the end of the hall, they heard certain children shouting with excitement, “Santa’s coming!”
“See, you’re a hit already,” Hal said.
Barry grinned in spite of himself. “Let’s put some cheer into these kids’ lives.”
The next forty-five minutes were both hectic and uplifting as Barry Allen played his part to the hilt. Each child took their turn, asking Santa for what would make them the happiest. Most went for the obvious, the latest electronic equipment, and the toy of the moment. Several asked for better health, something that Barry worked around with gentleness and reassurance.
As Superman came back in with the last two children he had taken on a quick ride, he joined Wonder Woman and Plastic Man in the back of the room. They sat with a tall man who had been quietly watching the festivities, his face almost emotionless through out all of the festivities.
It was at this moment that the last child walked up. He was nine, and his name was Benjamin. His head, lacked of any hair, told them all why he was there. His face did not show the awe of who he stood in front of, nor did it reveal any sadness. Instead, it showed a hint of anger and his eyes gave away the doubt he had for the man standing before him.
“What can I get you little man?” Barry asked in his huskiest voice.
“Nothing,” he replied, in a nonchalant way. “You’re not real, you can’t get me anything I really want.”
Santa’s grin widened, “Ah, you don’t think I’m real?”
“I know your not. I’m not a kid anymore, you know. I’ve got it all figured out.” Again, he spoke in a matter of fact tone, neither upset nor challenging in his statement.
“If I wasn’t Santa, how would I know that your name is Benjamin Jared Ross, or that your parents name’s are David and Valerie Ross?”
The boy shrugged, “Probably checked my chart, or one of the nurses told you.”
Santa leaned back for a moment, one eye arched. He then leaned forward and brought himself close to the child’s innocent face. “And could your chart or a nurse tell me that when you were seven you took your little sisters Barbie while she was playing at the neighbor’s house and buried it in your back yard, while your mom was busy in the house, dusting the furniture?”
Benjamin Ross’ eyes grew wide for a moment, but then they once again became cynical, obviously doing his best to try and figure out how this man had figured that out.
Santa leaned in even closer, whispering so that only the child could hear, “Or that your only wish is to see the worry and sadness in your parents face, go away?”
The boy’s eyes grew wide again, but this time they glistened with water. His bottom lip began to quiver. “Santa,” he whispered in awe.
Santa opened up his arms and the young man fell into them, crying with joy. “I didn’t want to believe the older kids. They said you weren’t real. That it was all made up.”
Barry’s heart was overcome for a moment and then he clasped the boy hard. “Always believe in me, Benjamin. For even when you grow up to be a young man, you should always know that I am as real as the hope and the love that you have in your heart. And as long as you hold onto that hope and love, I’ll always be with you.”
The boy nodded and smiled through his tears. The room had become quiet. Diana had wrapped her arm around Superman’s, who beamed with pride at his friend and teammate. Hal and Oliver looked at each other and then quickly looked away, both mentioning something about the dust in the air. Even Plastic Man was unusually quiet.
Thank you, J’onn. Barry sent out the telepathic message.
Any time, my friend.
The quiet man in the corner made a slight nod towards Barry Allen, who gave a quick wink in acknowledgement.
The mood began to lighten quite a bit after that. Not too soon after Santa had finished giving out presents and taking requests, he bid them all a fond farewell, noting he had to get ready for work, and was gone. The kids didn’t have to long to be disappointed since less then ten seconds later, The Flash came zooming in, asking if he had missed big red.
After that the children were given small notebooks so that they could get their favorite hero’s autographs. Superman, Wonder Woman, Flash, and Green Lantern were swamped with enthusiastic kids, all begging for the signature.
Sitting at the next table over, Green Arrow and Plastic Man watched.
“Could this get anymore embarrassing?” Plastic Man sighed.
An eight-year-old boy walked up to the stretchable hero, shyly and held out his pen and paper. “Would you sign this for me, Mr. Elongated Man?”
“I stand corrected.” He looked over at the archer who was covering his laugh with his hand. “… And for the record, I’m getting real tired of that joke.”
They sat again in silence for several minutes until a young girl, her eyes wide with excitement, walked up to Ollie. “Mr. Green Arrow?”
He tilted his hat and gave her his most charming grin, “That’s me pretty little lady, what can I do for you?”
“If it’s not too much trouble,” she said as she handed him her paper and pen, already signed by the other hero’s. “Would you please take this for me…?”
“Of course, sweet-heart,” he interrupted as he took her paper and began to sign it.
“No, no!” She exclaimed. “I was hoping you’d take it to Black Canary for me. I read that you two knew each other, and I want to be just like her when I grow up.”
Ollie sat there, staring at the blank page as Eel began to laugh hysterically. Green Arrow took a deep breath and brought out that smile, albeit a little more forced. “Of course I will. And you have a Merry Christmas.”
As the girl walked away, Plastic Man howled even more, “That was worth every lame comparison to Dibney that I’ve ever had! You’re face was priceless.” He stated as he leaned back in his chair, tears rolling down his eyes.
Ollie gave him a blank stare, and then pushed the chair out from under him.
Another half hour and the children were being escorted away by the nurses and aids. The hero’s watched them leave with mixed emotions.
“Now, if you’ll follow me, ladies and gents, a mutual acquaintance of ours has supplied us with a place to have our own little party, before we go our separate ways. And we’ve got a few surprises for you, too.”
They all followed Ollie’s lead and soon found themselves in the center of the college town, in front of a club called The Nectarine Ball Room. Everyone’s face lit up as they were greeted by the voice of Alan Scott as he came strolling down the street, looking spry as his green cape flapped behind him.
Superman was the first to greet him with a firm handshake. “This is a pleasant surprise!”
“Mr. Queen’s message was both mysterious and intriguing, and I’m always up for a little mystery.”
The door to the club opened up and Ted Grant stuck his head out, an unusually wide grin on his face. “Then let me be the one to reveal it to you, old friend, cause you ain’t gonna believe it.”
Alan’s eyes lit up at the site of his old friend. “Ted! Lead on, then.”
The others followed the two members of the Justice Society into the club, where they could hear the sounds of an old fashioned big band, playing. Then Alan heard the voice. It was her voice and it was just as beautiful now as it was back then.
They walked into the main club area to see Dinah Drake Lance, a little older, a touch of gray streaked into her dark hair, doing one of the things she did best… singing.
I’ll be home for Christmas.
You can count on me.
Please have snow and mistletoe
And presents under, the tree.
“Well I’ll be…” Alan whispered in awe.
Ted nodded, “She’s still got it, buddy.”
Barry watched two of the senior members of their exclusive club get a table towards the front of the stage. Dinah’s face lit up as she saw them sit down and winked at them both as the music continued.
He then scanned the club and saw the person he was hoping he would see. Wally West was sitting in a corner table with Donna Troy, both of them talking and laughing and having an apparently good time.
“And what are the two youngest members of our club up to?” He asked as he sat down with them.
Donna was still laughing, trying to catch her breath and Wally grinned sheepishly as he looked at his mentor.
“We were just considering what would happen if we played a practical joke on Mr. Queen, over there.”
“Well, I’ll let you two figure out the wisdom in that. Wally, I’d like to introduce you to a couple of people.”
“Sure, Barry, excuse me for a second, Donna?”
“No problem. I’m going to go say hi to Diana, anyway.”
The band had started playing another song and Dinah began to sing again, her voice carrying through out the hall and the hearts of the hero’s that were gathered there.
Have yourself a merry little Christmas
Let your heart be light
From now on
Our troubles will be out of sight.
“Wally, this is Alan Scott and Ted Grant, Green Lantern and Wildcat from the Justice Society, and very good friends of Jay.”
Alan stood up and shook the young mans hand, Ted nodded in his direction as he tipped the bottle of beer and finished it off.
“Wow, Jay always talked about you guys. He said being with the JSA was one of the best times of his life.” Wally realized he was gushing and began to feel foolish.
Have yourself a merry little Christmas
Make the Yuletide gay
From now on,
Our troubles will be miles away.
Diana Prince opened her arms and embraced Donna. “Hello my little sister and Merry Christmas.”
“Merry Christmas, Diana! It seems like ages since we’ve seen each other. I miss you.” Donna couldn’t help but tear up. Her life with the Titans and Diana’s with the Justice League had taken so much time out of their lives, that they barely had time for a fifteen-minute phone call, anymore.
“… And I, you,” Diana replied with a sad smile.
Here we are as in olden days,
Happy golden days of yore.
Faithful friends who are dear to us
Gather near to us, once more.
Barry and Wally had taken seats with their elders and were quietly reminiscing while the song continued.
“Jay was one of the best,” Alan nodded after Ted had just finished his story about the time Jay had taken out Brainwave on his own, after the others had been brought down.
“He would have enjoyed this, too,” Barry said, feeling a small lump rise in his throat.
Through the years
We all will be together,
If the saints allow.
Hang a shining star upon the highest bow.
And have yourself a merry little Christmas, now.
As the band last notes faded into the quiet air, Ted raised the bottle of his new beer, “To Jay.”
The others at the table nodded and raised their glasses, “To Jay,” they echoed.
The band began to play Winter Wonderland, while Blue Beetle and Power Girl wandered to the end of the bar, where a young woman in purple and white, a gold cross hanging around her neck, was watching everyone.
“Huntress, right?” Beetle asked.
She nodded, giving them both a quick glance and then continued to watch the others in the ballroom.
“Names Blue Beetle and my teammate here is Power Girl. We’re with Powers Inc.”
Silence.
“Well, it’s been nice talking to you,” Ted Kord continued quickly. “Have a happy holiday.”
“Wait a minute,” Power Girl said as she grabbed Ted who was starting to hurry away. “It’s the holidays, lady. The least you could do is to be civil. Unless of course you’ve got a problem with us?”
Blue Beetle chuckled uncomfortably, “Please excuse my associate, she tends to…”
“Oh shut up,” both women said at the same time and then looked at each other… and broke out laughing.
“Men,” Power Girl said, rolling her eyes.
“Preaching to the choir, wonder bust. Drink?”
“Love too,” Kara said as she sat down next to the Huntress. “By the way, anyone else I would deck for a comment like that, but it’s the holidays.”
Ted began to sit down next to them when they both shot him a look. He missed the bar stool and nearly fell to the floor.
“You know, I’m going to go say hi to big blue over there. Check you ladies out later,” he shot them a small smile and left without turning around. “Women,” he mumbled under his breath.
“I heard that!” Power Girl shouted, and he cringed as he walked away a bit quicker.
The band had finished their song and Ollie jumped up on the stage and took the mic, “Alright, kids. I know some of you have to leave soon, and before you go I think we need a toast made, and who better to make it then our very own boy scout. Superman, if you’d do us the honor.”
The hero’s began to applaud as Superman stepped onto the stage, he gazed around, but before he spoke his eyes came to rest on the front and center table. It was obvious that he should not be the one up there. He raised his hands until there was silence.
“I’m not the one to make this toast. I can tell you that I’m proud to be in the company of all of you; that going around the country helping the less fortunate children like we all did makes you more of hero’s then any fight with Darkseid, but there’s someone here that should be making our Christmas toast. This man has been around longer then most of us and is someone we should all aspire to be more like. Mr. Scott, we would be honored if you made the toast, this year.”
The group applauded even louder this time, and although reluctant, Alan finally stood up and walked up to the stage. The small crowd quieted right down and he took a deep breath.
“I’m also very proud to be part of this day and a part of this fine group of men and women. But I think we also need to remember all the other men and women that are out there in the world, putting their lives on the line every day, for the good of their city and their country. They are just as much, if not more so, heroes that deserve our respect and our gratitude.”
He waited for the next round of applause to die out. “The holiday season means many different things to people, and we must not forget that at this time of year, it is not only Christmas that is celebrated. Nor does the celebration of Christmas mean the same thing to everybody. However, I think that there is one popular saying that we hear a lot during the holidays, and it’s a quote that we can all agree on. So that is what I believe we should raise our glasses too: Ladies, and gentlemen, a toast… to peace on Earth, and goodwill towards men.”
They all raised their glasses in salute and echoed the words that Alan had spoken. Peace on Earth, and good will towards men.
Not too long after, people were beginning to leave, to head towards their family and friends, where they would gather for their own Christmas Eve traditions. Hugs and handshakes were a plenty. Soon only three were left.
Hal and Barry walked up to Ollie, who had just said his goodbyes to Huntress.
“You threw a great party,” Barry said, clapping his friend on the back.
“This wasn’t my doing,” the archer replied. “I told you, it was taken care of by a mutual friend of ours, a Mr. Bruce Wayne.”
Hal nodded, “That figures. Well, it’s been a great day, but I’ve got to be heading back to Coast City.”
“Usual time, next week?” Ollie asked the two of them.
They both nodded and Barry laughed, “But next time I’m not going to bluff with a pair of fours.”
“Don’t make promises you can’t keep,” Hal chuckled. “Take care, guys, and Merry Christmas to you both.”
Oliver Queen watched as he took to the air and soon disappeared, followed quickly by Barry Allen. For a second he saw only the green and red streaks that lay in their wake, then that too was gone.
Ollie sighed and looked up at the darkening sky and the snow that was gently coming down and landing on his face. “… And God bless us all… everyone.”
The End.
Batman and Robin in:
Of Christmas Past
Written by: Charlie Wilkins
A tale of Christmas' been and gone.
The smoke bomb came second, the batarang first, striking their hands and making the guns clatter out of their grasp. The smoke bomb was to add confusion, to make sure they didn’t find their weapons during the fight.
“The element of surprise is always important.” Batman uttered as the duo dove from the sky light. The gray, black and yellow insignia of Batman raced down toward the perpetrators below. The child beside him clad in yellow, green and red, Robin, followed his lead with a glaring smile on his face.
"I am being surprising. But what's more surprising is that we're out tonight… ."
"Unfortunately, I'm not. Even tonight of all nights, the criminal element never rest." He threw the punch hard, harder than he normally would, but he couldn’t allow this creep to get up. He always narrowed the chance of mistakes when Robin was involved. "Always be aware of your surroundings."
Robin somersaulted upwards, using a burly man in front of him as a starting point and then spun, kicking the two formerly armed criminals in the face, causing one to lose a tooth and for the other to fall to the floor. "I am aware of my surroundings."
Batman sighed slightly, picking up his target and hurling him behind the twelve year old, causing a hidden attacker to fall to the floor, his crowbar clanked onto the concrete. "Be more aware."
Robin smiled and leapt behind his mentor, landing on the hand of one of the fallen criminals who was reaching for his gun, about to shoot the Caped Crusader in the back. "Sorry." He tilts his head and kicks the fallen man in the head, knocking him out. "How'd I do?"
"I'd give you a B." Batman smiled and pressed a button on his utility belt, activating the link to Gordon's phone in the Gotham Police Department Headquarters. "Minus."
"What did you say, Batman?" Gordon's voice sparked to life in his ear, and Batman shook his head slowly, his smile faded but still there.
"Sorry Jim. We just broke up a drug ring in O'Shelleys, there's enough coke here to sell to every dealer in the East End. Robin, don't touch that!" Robin's hand jerked away from the gun on the ground, and looked up, confused. Batman rolled his eyes and shook his head. "Evidence."
"Who's Robin?"
"My partner."
Robin's eyes lit up, and his smile returned. "Partner!"
"I'd be interested to meet your partner, Batman, considering I always thought of you as a Lone Wolf kind of character."
"You'd be surprised, Gordon. Get a patrol down here, there's about seven guys, all unconscious."
"I'll send them down. Barbara told me to be home at nine, silly thing… Merry Christmas Batman."
"Merry Christmas Jim." Batman pressed his belt again and the line went silent, then turned back to Robin, who had his grapnel in hand, ready to leave through the skylight. "Don't ever touch evidence, Robin. You'll get graded down for that." Batman paused for a moment. "And never. Ever. Touch a gun." Batman took out his own grapnel and fired it through the open window, and then tugged it, making sure it was secure.
The dynamic duo sprinted across the rooftops, and Robin smiled as he overtook his mentor, only to turn around and to see him gone. "Batman?"
He turned back around, and then jumped as Bruce smiled in front of him. "Boo."
"Hey! Don't do that…" Robin shakes his head, and then looks up at the sky, as snow begins to fall from the clouds, lightly at first, and then quite heavily, leaving a layer forming on the rooftops. "Snow!"
"First snowfall of the winter." Batman nodded, and then leaned on the ledge overlooking the city. He gazed out over the buildings, and then turned back to Robin, who is somersaulting around the falling snowdrops. What has he done, bringing a child into his crusade for justice? An orphan like him, Dick Grayson, his parents dead, his life without meaning, until he gave it him. Now Grayson was his responsibility, his son to care for. Bruce grimaced for a moment, and then shook his head. Superman, he could take out in five steps, the Amazon Wonder Woman was another problem, but even with her God-gifted skills, seven at the most. But raising a child, in his line of work, he couldn’t measure the total number of steps that particular challenge would take.
"Uh oh…" Bruce turned at his protégé's voice and was hit in the face by a snowball. "Holy Night, Batman!" Bruce wiped the snow off his face and then rolled his eyes again. He seemed to be doing that a lot with this kid.
"Come on, let's head back to the manor. It's the night before Christmas, it's snowing, and besides, you'll catch your death of cold in that costume."
Dick crossed his arms at those words. "I like it."
Bruce laughed. "And Alfred has promised a Christmas Eve supper to rival anyone's…"
Dick immediately uncrossed his arms and then punched the air enthusiastically. "Sounds awesome!"
Bruce pressed another button on his belt and below them in the alley, the Batmobile (as named by Dick on the first night in it) roared to life beneath a layer of snow. Robin dove across the chasm between the two buildings, leapt off the fire escape and propelled himself down, until he rested on the hood of the car. He grinned as Batman watched from above. "Let's see what you've got, Batman!" Bruce smiled and pressed a button next to the last one he pressed, and as the signal was transmitted the door of the car slid back, causing Robin to fall backwards into the snow. "Hey! That's cheating!"
Bruce leapt from the roof and landed on a window ledge, and then jumped from that, using his cape to slow his descent, and he landed in the leather chair of the car. "What are you doing in the snow, Robin? Time to go." Robin brushed himself off and then stepped into the car with his head hung low. "What, so you can give it but not take it?"
"You so cheated…"
"I'm Batman… " Batman smiles and presses down on the accelerator.
End.
For the Miracles and the Wonders
Written by: Ellen Fleischer
Batman didn’t come to Bridwell often. He didn’t usually have to. The largely Jewish neighborhood, situated between Grant Park and Cathedral Square in East-Central Gotham was hardly a criminal ‘hot-spot’. The police were generally more than capable of dealing with an occasional burglary or hate crime, and for the most part, the Dark Knight was content to leave the area in their hands.
There was something about December, though…
He avoided the rooftops. The area was mostly single-story dwellings, and the roofs tended to be fiberglass shingles, slate, or asphalt. Not exactly conducive to stealth. So he stayed on the ground, and did his best to remain inconspicuous in the shadows. That was easier than it should have been at this time of year.
Elsewhere in the city, by the second week of December, the Christmas decorations were out in full force. The displays of colored lights and tinsel, snowmen and Santa’s ran the full gamut from understated to ostentatious. Thinking about it, Batman wondered whether the Great Wall of China was still the only manmade structure visible from space. There were homes in Crest Hill that were currently so brightly lit that extra-terrestrials could almost be excused for mistaking them for landing sites. Here in Bridwell, however, things were more subdued. True ‘Happy Hannukah’ (alternately spelled ‘Hanukah, Channukah, or Chanukah) banners hung below window valences, and paper menorahs and dreidels were mounted on large pieces of construction paper, which were then decorated with paints and glitter and taped to front doors. The homemade signs looked like what they were: elementary school arts-and-crafts projects devoid of the crass consumerism, which seemed to grow worse every year. Even the few gentile homeowners in the area seemed to prefer more low-key, tasteful decorations. Wreaths, a modest amount of lights, perhaps a single Santa on the doorstep or a snowman in a red hat on the lawn—nothing overly showy or gaudy. There was something comforting about the simplicity of the decorations, something that hearkened to a bygone era, that brought back old memories that one tended to suppress.
The holidays could be a lonely time of the year…
Dick would be coming in for a visit next week, and Bruce was definitely looking forward to it. Still, all of the forced gaiety of the season was starting to get to him. With all of the stress on family, and good times, and ‘Christmas cheer’, his thoughts inevitably stretched back to the days when ‘family’ had included his parents. It was all well and good for Alfred to remind him that they were still there, in spirit, but Bruce wanted them there in body.
Batman sighed. It seemed to him that today, people really tended to get carried away, and not for the better. Maybe that was why he came here. There was no reason to believe that the denizens of Gotham’s underworld would forsake the better-lit downtown core, in favor of this neighborhood. He supposed that he came to get away from his memories. It wasn’t working.
His mission wasn’t working as well as he’d planned. He was out there every night, unless he was physically incapacitated, scaring the lowlifes, terrorizing their bosses, helping the police, and there was still no appreciable drop in the crime rate. He knew the statistics: three out of five people taken into police custody were back on the streets within thirty days. Crime wasn’t going away—it was going smarter. It was going crazier. It was going to wear him down and do him in one of these days. He was doing his best, but really, how much good could one man do?
There weren’t many people on the street, right now. It was just about dinnertime. He looked up, directly into a front window. A bearded man wearing a yarmulke was watching as a boy of about ten or so held a lit candle. As he watched, the boy’s lips moved as he recited some words in Hebrew. Then, he extended the candle and touched its flame to the wicks of two more candles, standing in a menorah. That was right. Tonight was the second night—or ‘light’—of Hannukah.
The boy handed the candle to his father, who used it to light the candle that a slightly younger girl held carefully in one hand. He then placed it back in the menorah, in the centre holder, which stood slightly higher than the others. The scene repeated itself with two more children. Then all grouped before the window, lips opened in unison, and they sang as though they expected their voices to carry out to the street.
Batman permitted himself a brief smile. Then he froze. They were looking directly at him. He hadn’t meant to linger—these people were entitled to their privacy—what was he thinking, this was worse than any syrupy holiday special…
The door opened. “Batman?” The father called from the entryway. “Did you… did you want to come in for a moment?”
He hesitated. “I’m… needed elsewhere.” It wasn’t really a lie. Crime didn’t take holiday time off.
“But we’ve got latkas!” One of the smaller boys who couldn’t have been older than six joined the man at the door. Shyness warred with incredulity as he peeked out from behind his father’s leg. “And applesauce!”
The man looked down. “Yaakov, it’s cold. Go back inside.” He looked back at Batman. “We really do have more than enough. Are you sure you can’t?”
He shouldn’t. The city needed him. But he took an involuntary step forward.
“Yehuda!” A woman’s voice called. “Telephone. It’s Rabbi Keces.”
Yehuda nodded. “Please come in,” he repeated. “I’ll never teach the children about hospitality if they never have the chance to see it.”
That settled it. He followed the man into the house.
“Um… have a seat,” Yehuda said, uncertainty stealing into his voice now. “I’ll be right with you. Just make yourself at home.”
The door shut behind them.
The woman cleared her throat. “I’m Devorah Leider. Welcome. Please. Make yourself comfortable.”
Batman sat down awkwardly on the couch. It was a mistake coming here. There was too much light inside. He felt the couch sag and looked down into a pair of wide brown eyes. “Could you read me a story?”
A book was suddenly on his lap.
“It’s the Hannukah story!” Yaakov said helpfully.
“Yaakov, he just walked in the door!” Devorah exclaimed. “Ask Binyamin to read it to you.” She turned to Batman. “I am so sorry.”
“I don’t mind,” he replied, discovering that it wasn’t a lie. Reading would absolve him of the need to make conversation. He opened to the first page.
The couch sagged again. A smaller, curly-haired version of Yaakov sat leaning on his older brother. “This is Ephraim,” Yaakov said.
Batman’s lips turned upwards in a faint smile. He sent a small wave in the younger boy’s direction. Ephraim giggled and buried his face in Yaakov’s sleeve.
“Oh, he always does that,” Yaakov scoffed. “Read the story!”
“Yaakov!” Devorah hissed. “Manners!”
“Please read the story?”
So he did. He knew the reason for the holiday in a general sense, but he’d never bothered with the details before. In the second century before the Common Era, Judea had been under the rule of the Syrian-Greeks. In an effort to force the Jews to assimilate into the prevailing culture, the foreign rulers had forbidden the people to practice their faith. Matters came to a head when soldiers came to the village of Modi’in, and tried to force the elder to eat pork, in direct violation of the Jewish dietary laws. A battle ensued, leaving the Greek soldiers dead and the elder and his sons forced to flee to the hills.
He barely noticed when the two older children also took up seats nearby. He just kept turning the pages.
As he read on, he began to realize exactly what sort of odds this band of zealots, these Macabees had faced. They must have seemed insurmountable. Judea at that time had no standing army, no military training, and their weapons… knives, bows and arrows, had they seriously believed that they could pit those against the most powerful armed forces in the world at that time? A series of successful guerilla attacks had gotten them better arms and equipment, but the Greeks only sent more troops, this time mounted on elephants. The Macabees had to know that the longer they fought the greater the likelihood of failure… this was all starting to strike some very resonant chords…
They had fought on… and they had won. They had managed to recapture the Holy Temple, cleanse it of all traces of pagan idol worship, and rededicate it. But when the time came to light the golden menorah, they had only been able to find one small flask of olive oil that had not been opened and defiled. It would take eight days to procure a new source of oil. The flask had barely enough to last one day. But they had used it, and, miraculously, that small amount of oil had lasted eight days.
“And that’s why we light the menorah for eight nights of Hannukah up ‘til today!” Yaakov said, bringing them all back to the present.
Batman nodded soberly. “Thank-you.”
The small boy blushed. “I’m sorry,” he said. “Batman, thank-you for reading us the story.”
He shook his head. “No. I meant, really. Thank-you. I think,” he hesitated. “I think I needed to read that to you tonight almost as much as you needed to hear it.
The aroma of potato pancakes permeated the room, and he realized his mouth was watering. “Food’s on the table,” Devorah called. “And when it’s gone, that’s IT until tomorrow, because I’m not going to peel any more potatoes!”
A chorus of laughter greeted her remark as Batman followed the Leider children to the table. Soon, too soon, he would have to face the cold and the darkness again. But there was no darkness so impenetrable that it could not be banished… by the light of a candle.
We light these lights
for the miracles and the wonders,
for the redemption and the battles
that you made for our forefathers
in those days at this season,
through your holy priests.
During all eight days of Chanukah
These lights are sacred
And we are not permitted to make
Ordinary use of them,
But only to look at them;
In order to express thanks
And praise to Your great Name
For your miracles, Your wonders
And your salvations.
“Hanerot Hallalu” (Traditional prayer recited after the kindling of the Hannukah lights)
The End.
The Stranger’s Christmas
Written by: Brian Burchette
I was at the celebration that was thrown early this Christmas Eve in the small college town of Ann Arbor. I chose not to be seen. For you see, I am not one of them, not in the truest sense. To them I have been and always shall be… a Stranger! Or more appropriately- The Phantom Stranger. Who gave me that name is no longer important, and is lost in the annals of this world’s history.
I am in this world for many reasons, most of which are known only by myself and the powers that guide me. I am always moving, seeking out that which is unknown, or helping those whose way has been lost. On this Christmas Eve though, I walk among them to observe their customs and their celebration for the greatest of holidays.
The heroes of this world are diverse in their origins, beliefs, and relationships to those closest to them, as well as each other. On no other night is this more apparent then this one. As the evening sky wraps itself around the country, the lights come on, one by one. In homes, on lamp pole’s of small towns, and for those whose belief in this holiday lie in more then just the secular, the churches.
For me, traveling from one side of this land to the other is but several steps and one thought away. For instance, I stepped out of the darkness and am standing in the barn of the greatest hero this world has ever seen. He stands for truth, justice, and the American Way. This evening, as I moved silently towards the home of his youth, I could already smell the aroma of baking pies, and warm cider, the cinnamon strong and inviting. I gazed in from the porch window and watched as the man who came from a distant and long dead planet handed the only mother he ever knew his present. She opened it and I watched her eyes water as she gazed upon the new crystal frame. The picture was simple, for they are a simple family. It is of Jonathan, Martha and a young Clark, dressed in their Sunday best and standing in front of a Christmas tree from years now long gone by.
“Oh Clark, it’s beautiful! I don’t even remember this picture being taken.”
“I found it not long after Dad passed. It was buried under some of the stuff you asked me to go through. Lois helped me touch it up. She said it was just the type of gift she’d expect me to give you.”
“It’s beautiful, Clark. It’s perfect.”
He smiled, happy that she liked it, that it has touched her heart, and she responded by touching his face. They had always been close, but the death of the patriarch had brought them closer then they even realized. Such as it is in many families; however, it was time for me to move on.
A few small steps and a thought later and I was in another small college town and home to Ray Palmer and his fiancé, Jean Loring. They were having their traditional discussion on science versus faith. They did this as they walked with their good friends, the Dibnys, to the church that stood at the end of the street.
“… But you can’t prove everything, Ray. There are too many miracles in this world, to many unexplained events that have to be taken on faith.”
“Like?” Ray asked. He turned and gave a small wink to his friend Ralph who only shook his head in mild amusement.
“Like… us, for instance. How do you explain us? What brought us together? Why did we fall in love with each other? You can’t explain that with science. There’s a higher power, a higher force that moves us in the directions we need to go.”
“Well, actually, I could explain that one, dear, but it would make it so much less romantic for you.”
“I don’t think I want to hear it,” Sue Dibny replied as she wrapped her arm around her husband. She looked up into the night sky. “Look at that, the stars are so bright.”
“As well they should be,” Ralph replied, squeezing her arm as they entered into the church, which was filling to capacity.
I watched from the balcony as the choir stood and the organist began the first few bars of “O Come All Ye Faithful”. The voices of the choir began with a rich and full vibrato that could be heard outside and down the quiet and snowy street. I observed Ray Palmer and I witnessed him clench his teeth together as the choir called forth for believers and non-believers alike to come and adore him, he who is born the king of angels. I knew that there is a small lump in his throat that he swallowed hard. He was a man of science, but he was also a man with a soul, and the desire to want to accept that which the woman he loved accepted without question lies in his heart. This night, this song, brings it to the surface, and by the time the congregation began the second song, declaring there to be joy to the world- for the Lord has come, he found himself lifting his voice with the crowd of believers around him.
I also watched as Jean noticed this lifting of his spirit and proudly put her arm around him. This was the moment that she will always remember, for this will be the moment that she will tell her closest friends, that she knew she was making the right decision; Ray was the man she was meant to love for the rest of her life. She would never question it.
I’m in another city, now. The name is not important, for this man goes wherever the questions lead him. He was, for the first time in months, completely alone. He had always chosen to be alone on this night. Vic Sage has his own tradition on Christmas. For all through his life he’s searched for answers to the questions that are presented before him. They have taken him from one end of the globe to the other, but the answer to the one question that he always asks on this night has always eluded him. It is a question that Jean Loring couldn’t even fathom asking… but he does.
For all he’s seen, for all he’s been through, Vic Sage needed to know if He was really up there. That he truly existed. It was the one question he had never brought up to anyone else, nor has he even asked it out loud.
He will stand there until dawn, gazing up at the sky. He does it every year, and every year he realizes that it is the answer he still hasn’t uncovered.
The one city that never seems to glow on this holiday, no matter how many lights are strung, is Gotham. It is a city that seemed to always stay on the verge of continual darkness. Even its self-proclaimed protector appeared to revel in the shadows that kept the city together.
Many believed him to be a loner by choice, but that was more fallacy then truth. Bruce Wayne was, in many ways, forced into that role by two pieces of metal that tore through his heart as surely as it did his parents. In that instant, the child died and the man was born; his body took longer to catch up with him, is all.
It can also appear to some that his drive for justice has made him incapable of even the simplest of relationships. This was also a misleading fact, although, this could have easily been a truth if not for the one consistent role model in his life: Alfred Pennyworth.
He was Bruce Wayne’s major domo, for all outward appearances, but he was much more to the dark knight. He was, and always had been, the surrogate father, the best friend, and in many ways, his most cherished mentor.
As I stand invisible to the naked eye, underneath the mansion that he grew up in, but barley knows, I waited for the tradition that will inevitably take place.
Bruce was partially in costume, only his cowl hung behind him like a young child’s hooded sweatshirt. He was focused on his computer screen. His mind ran several different scenarios for the next great disaster that could befall the city that he believed is his, and his alone.
Then, like clockwork, Alfred entered the cave with a tray full of assorted holiday sweets, and a glass full of eggnog. He stood next to his friend who will purposely try to ignore him, until the butler cleared his throat, loudly.
“Yes, Alfred?” He asked, with a big sigh.
“Master Dick has been waiting for you upstairs, for the last three hours, Sir. It appears that he has a package that seems to be wrapped in some kind of bright colored paper and green and red ribbon. I have no idea what it could possibly mean.”
“Just give me another half hour, Alfred. I’m almost finished with these simulations. If last years Crisis taught me anything, it’s that I’m not completely prepared for every possible disaster that could fall on this city.”
“… And if the last ten years taught me anything, it’s that you will do everything in your power to avoid the next twenty four hours,” came the young voice of his one time partner.
Bruce turned to see Richard Grayson carrying a four-foot tree, already decorated, in one hand, and balancing several packages in the other.
“So we’ll just bring it to you, like we do every year.”
It was very rare when Bruce Wayne was genuinely amused, and to the untrained eye, you would never know when he was, but the brief sparkle in his eyes did not go unnoticed by his two closest companions.
“I said I’d be up in a…”
“Yeah, yeah, we hear it ever year. Now I think you’d better shut that down before Alf goes all Tai Kwon Do on your butt.”
“I see your association with Roy Harper is proving to be a great learning experience for you,” Bruce said, trying to scowl, but not quite able to do it.
Dick threw him a package that he caught easily. “For you, Bruce, Merry Christmas.”
“Thank you. I believe that watch box sized gift is yours.”
“It is,” Alfred said.
“… And this one has your name on it, Alfred,” Dick said as he handed the older man a green envelop.
“What is that?” Bruce asked.
“Your Christmas present to me, Sir. You were very generous this year, if I do say so myself; a two week Alaskan cruise. It really out does last year’s gift, and I am eternally grateful.”
“What did I get you last year?”
“Exactly…”
Bruce looked at them both and broke into a chuckle. “Alright gentlemen, let’s do change this, this year. What do you say we head upstairs and unwrap these, then maybe a midnight snack and maybe even a little late night television? I hear that they occasionally play ‘It’s A Wonderful Life’, this time of year.”
Alfred and Dick gave each other a shocked look before they shrugged and turned, heading back to the mansion’s main floor; Bruce followed right behind.
He was known by many names, and one of the world’s greatest detectives is one of them. On this night, it didn’t take him much to realize that he was not a total loner. He had family, and it was a family that he was very proud of.
Several more stops, several more heroes to observe, and then I went forth towards my final destination. For I, too, had a tradition on this night. There was one person who had no family to speak of, and yet he celebrated this holiday every year. He celebrated because it was what you do on this planet when you want to be a part of it. He was a very spiritual man, if not a believer in the religious customs connected to Christmas.
It was by accident, several years ago, that I happened to run across him in my holiday observances. He was also the only person who ever felt my presence. After a bit of small talk, I found myself strangely drawn to his way of believing in what he thought Christmas represented for mankind. He said to me: “Where I came from, we had a celebration that was like this one, in many ways. It was a time for my people to come together and rejoice in what we had, and to continue our desire for peace on our planet. That is what these Earth people do as well.”
Ever since that night, I have come back to his small place, to spend my evening with the one person who really sees Christmas for what at its barest essence, was all about. Ironic that it was a Martian who recognized it.
“Hello Stranger, you are a bit late this year.”
“I hope I did not keep you waiting, J’onn.”
“No, I was just getting the show ready to go.”
I removed my cloak and sat opposite him on the couch. This was our tradition and I looked forward to it, every year. As the beginning of How the Grinch Stole Christmas began to play, he offered me a small platter with a tall glass of milk and a plate full of Oreo’s. I took it and sat back, relaxed. This was the one night a year where I was not a stranger, but a participant in this holiday celebration… and it felt good.
The End.
*A special thank you to everyone involved with this issue. You are the ones who truly made it special!
Merry Christmas and Season Greetings one and all.
======================================================================================
If you enjoyed these stories, you can find more tales of your favorite DC heroes at DC2 Universe.
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House of Mystery #1 (2006)
Happy Halloween! DC2 Universe presents a collection of ten tales featuring your favorite horror and supernatural characters such as Doctor Occult, The Phantom Stranger and many more!
Detective Comics Annual #1 (2006)
The explosive second year of Bat-titles starts here with three exciting tales written by the new creative teams on Batman & Detective Comics:
"Wings on Fire"
With Gotham City barely recovered from the Crisis, Firefly arrives to burn it down! Who is Firefly? And even more importantly, what is his connection to up and coming crime boss Oswald Cobblepot?
"Gotham Nights"
Bruce Wayne and Dick Grayson are invited to the Gotham Hyde Civic Center during it's grand reopening after the Apokolips War.
Bruce is hoping for a quiet evening and a chance to improve his image but when new and old faces alike make an appearance and a deadly threat is uncovered, you know it’s not going down without a hitch!
"For Love and Money"
Get inside the heads of two very different members of the GCPD in this back-up tale featuring James Gordon and Harvey Bullock.
Crisis: The Apokolips Imperative (2006)
This is it! The collected first mega-event to rock the DC2 Universe as the eternal struggle between The New Gods and the forces of Darkseid comes to Earth!
DC2 Showcase #1 (2006)
The classic anthology title that started the silver age makes its DC2 debut. Showcase kicks off DC2’s second sensational year with four brand new tales from every corner of the DC2 universe:
Mechanical Dreams: Part 1 (of 3)
Written by: Legacy:
A familiar character makes their DC2 debut with a tale that reveals his traumatic origin. Find out who it is in part one of a three-part tale.
Batman: Curfew
Written by: Kevin Hill:
When three young boys are caught out after dark, they discover that their only hope of rescue from the horrors of Gotham City lie in the hands of the modern myth, the Batman!
Blue Devil: Hollywood Nights: Part 1 (of 3)
Written by: John Elbe:
A soap star, a reality TV actress wannabe, and a script doctor, all share a house in West Beverly Hills with Daniel Patrick Cassidy, a special effects/stuntman who is about to accept the role that will change his life forever on the new movie, Blue Devil.
Superman: Obituary: Part 1 (of 3)
Written by: Julian Balrup:
After the recent grueling battle that was Crisis, Superman begins to evaluate his life and decides to take it upon himself to write his own Obituary. Writing as Clark Kent, he chronicles key moments in his life that shaped him to become the hero that we know him to be.
DC2 Showcase #2 (2006)
The new DC2 anthology series continues…
Mechanical Dreams: Part 2 (of 3)
Written by: Robert Harding
The DC2 introduction of Victor Stone continues. His life has been turned upside down as the mechanical dream turns into a nightmare!
Rip Hunter Lives!
Written by: Charlie Wilkins
One man travels alone in the time stream, all but lost to the world, until he's dragged into something that even he doesn't understand on the outskirts of eternity itself! Meet the new Rip Hunter as he meets the old Linear Men... Pulp action at it's finest!
Blue Devil: Hollywood Nights: Part 2 (of 3)
Written by: John Elbe
Daniel Cassidy’s life appears to be looking up when he has two beautiful women fighting over him and Blue Devil the movie is back in production. But, a freak accident on the set reveals how far someone is willing to go to get a movie made in Hollywood. Will Cassidy pay for it with his soul?
Superman: Obituary: Part 2 (of 3)
Written by: Julian Balrup
Clark has had a trial by fire, now he has a brush with the skies. Clark begins to decide how he wants to use his powers. He wonders should he use them to be mankind's savior or its ruler...
House of Mystery #2 (2007)
Happy Halloween! DC2 Universe presents a collection of nine tales featuring your favorite horror and supernatural characters such as Doctor Occult, The Shade and many more!
DC2 Special #3: A Very DC2 Christmas (2007)
The staff of DC2 come together again to give you a little taste of the holiday spirit in several stories that run the gamut of emotions. Join us as we give you our Christmas present.
DC2 Showcase #3 (2007)
The conclusion to Showcase volume one is finally here!
Mechanical Dreams: Part 3 (of 3)
Written by: Robert Harding
His life has been turned upside down by those closest to him but now he realizes what he has been made into and what will come next. As a great terror spreads through Vic Stone's life, he must decide what path to take and more critically, whose side will he join. This is the end of the beginning. Welcome Vic Stone, to the DC2.
Blue Devil: Hollywood Nights: Part 3 (of 3)
Written by: John Elbe
After being blasted with supernatural energy Dan Cassidy is trapped in the Blue Devil suit. He is now in the battle of his life on the movie set as the cameras film everything. When it’s over his life will be changed forever. Will he be able to embrace his destiny when he discovers the truth about why he has become Blue Devil?
House of Mystery #3 (2008)
Happy Halloween! DC2 Universe presents a collection of six tales featuring your favorite horror and supernatural characters such as Deadman, The Phantom Stranger and many more!
DC2 Special #4: DC2 Holiday Special (2008)
DC2 Special #4: DC2 Holiday Special.
Spend some time with the both writers and artists of the DC2 & DC3 as they celebrate Christmas with several heartwarming tales... and one tale starring Ambush Bug.
If this doesn't put you in the holiday spirit, then your name must be Scrooge!
House of Mystery #4 (2009)
Happy Halloween! DC2 Universe presents a collection of four tales featuring your favorite horror and supernatural characters such as Man-Bat, The Phantom Stranger and many more!
DC2 Special #5: Another DC2 Christmas Special (2009)
Join the staff of DC2 as we celebrate another year of holiday cheer with several short stories and vignettes that will take you from a certain farm house in Kansas all the way to the very halls of the DC2 offices in New York City.
Weird Western Spectacular #1 (2010)
To commemorate the new Jonah Hex film, a stable of the writers for DC2 joined together to create not just a celebration of everyone's favorite ugly as sin bounty hunter but a plethora of Old West heroes and heroines as well.
DC2 Special #6: The Naughty and Nice List (2010)
DC2 presents our annual holiday special featuring tales that span the DC2 Universe proper as well as our DC3 multiverse and Elseworlds. Enjoy and Happy Holidays!
DC2 Special #7: The Ghosts of Christmases Past (2011)
DC2 Special: The Ghosts of Christmases Past.
Join the writers and artists of the DC2 comics fanfiction community in celebrating the holidays with this collection of superhero tales that explore the joys of the season.
