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WAYNE RISES
Heh —Bruce Wayne struggled— Heh-hic — to contain the rhythmic expulsion of
vocalized breath —Heheh— which had always resulted from the chemical excitation of
muscle and respiratory function—hA! — producing the involuntary, spasmodic
responses known as laughter.
“Oh look, The Dark Knight chortles.”
Until today it had always been chemical.
“Ha-heheheh, I’m sorry,” Bruce laughed helplessly, letting his head fall back against
the high-backed chair while Selina, seated on the sofa, affixed him with that look
which, throughout history, cats and women have directed at the men and dogs who
don’t quite get it.
Alfred wasn’t faring much better. There was a smile aching to push through his
butler’s reserve. He was serving tea in the morning room. He shouldn’t appear aware
of the conversation unless and until Master Bruce or Miss Selina included him. He
wouldn’t feel so strongly about it if Wayne Manor operated like other houses of its
kind, if tea in the morning room was part of the daily routine. But it wasn’t. It hadn’t
been for decades. But now, now that the “war” between the Rogues and the mobs had
ended with virtually all theme criminals behind bars and an unprecedented gutting of
organized crime, Master Bruce had permitted a normalcy to return that was a little
hard for Alfred to believe.
“I’m sorry, Kitten,” Bruce sputtered, surrendering at last to the humor of the
situation. “I just knew you would have to say something about it. A major Hollywood
blockbuster—”
“It’s not like I’m saying I didn’t like it,” Selina insisted.
“About a cat burglar, an absolutely gorgeous jewel thief with sort of a cat ears thing
going over her mask—” he said, illustrating ‘cat ears’ in a ridiculous move cupping his
hands over his head.
“I didn’t say two words about her costume—”
“In a city very much like Gotham—”
“You’re the one who said form-fitting head-to-toe black isn’t going to cut it against a
city sky as bright as—”
“Who gets involved with an industrialist very much like Bruce Wayne—”
“And a cute one too when he bothered to shave, but all I said was get the details
right, if she’s a jewel thief—”
“I just never imagined, of all the things you’d decide to nitpick—”
“You don’t steal from people while they’re at a charity fundraiser, that’s all I’m
saying. The charity event is where you shop. It’s where the goods are out on display:
you spot a nice ruby necklace on the dance floor, some diamonds and sapphires at the
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buffet, then you let them go home, put them back in the safe, and you go in next week to
get the goodies when they’re taking little Daphne to her cello lesson.”
“It’s not supposed to be you exactly; it’s not ‘Catwoman.’ So she operates a little
differently—”
“Sherlock Holmes isn’t supposed to be Batman. How many times have I listened to
your diatribe about that Robert Downey movie?”
“That’s completely different. His whole process was wrong. A rational man
devoted to deduction and scientific method—”
“Forty-two.”
“Does not simply accept the supernatural—”
“Forty-two times I’ve heard this, Bruce.”
“When you eliminate the impossible, whatever remains must be true. That means you
reject the supernatural explanation first thing and start looking for what’s really going
on, not the other way around.”
“And if you’re an art thief, it’d be fine to rob Erin Adelsberger when she’s at the
Wayne gala, because her Chagall would still be hanging on her wall. But if you’re a
jewel thief, there is no point in breaking into her penthouse in FiDi, because her best
pieces aren’t in the safe. They’re across town hanging around her neck and dangling
from her wrist…”
Alfred had set down the tray and turned to the wall so neither Bruce nor Selina
could see that he was smiling wider than either of them. The argument was so…
normal, so domestic, so… Despite the Batman and Catwoman trappings, the
sentiments could have been those of Dr. and Mrs. Wayne returning from an outing.
“You should have seen her, Alfred,” Bruce said, his eyes on Selina with a teasing
look that was almost boyish. “My doppelganger was better at banter than I am. Every
time he got off a good line, she pinched my leg and pointed at the screen.”
Normalcy. With the change in routine, an astonishing change had occurred in
Master Bruce himself.
“Yes, but balancing that, you’re much better at holding onto your cars. As trade-offs
go, it’s a better skill to have.”
Batman still patrolled, but Commissioner Muskelli was adamant that he stay clear of
organized crime. The fall of Carmine Falcone created vacancies the Yakuza, Triads,
and Russian mobs would try to fill. Knowing that, the police were poised to take
advantage of the situation and make inroads into all those remaining criminal
enterprises. Being police, they could do it by the book, in such a way that would not
jeopardize the upcoming trials of all those Falcones. Batman raising the specter of
vigilantism could only inspire defense motions and Op Ed pieces, poison jury pools
and generally pull focus from the important business of the day: getting the most
mileage out of this unprecedented win for the good guys.
Patrolling such a relatively peaceful city took less time, and Batman usually returned
home well before three. Alfred wasn’t sure when Catwoman got home, but she was
now getting up at the same time as Master Bruce and accompanying him into the city.
Alfred wasn’t completely clear on how the financial endgame of the war resulted in
Miss Selina controlling sizable amounts of Gotham real estate, but he knew there was a
great deal of what Master Bruce called “sorting out” to be done, which required her
working daily with various offices of the Wayne Foundation.
2

Wayne Rises

It was only on weekends like today that he expected to prepare a midday meal, but
this morning Selina had told him to cancel lunch since Bruce was taking her into town
to see a movie. Maybe they could have some tea when they got back.
“You know that blend he really likes,” Selina had said, her face suddenly appearing
much younger and almost shy, apart from her eyes which reflected something older,
joyous and wise. “Lapsang Souchong and Darjeeling.”
“Yes, miss, I know the one,” Alfred had said, meeting her eye.
It was her favorite too, and Alfred knew why. Specifying that blend, together with
the changes in Master Bruce and the tone and tempo of the day’s conversation since the
couple returned from the city, Alfred couldn’t help but wonder if it was time to raise
an issue openly that he gave up even hinting at years ago.

Norm had been working on the Sub Diego project since the day the Wayne
Foundation got involved. He had begged for the assignment. He was from San Diego
originally, and the news of the earthquake had been devastating. The mall he’d hung
out in: rubble. The hotel where his senior prom was held: submerged. Then there
were the casualty reports—followed by the spine-chilling news that hundreds, perhaps
thousands of those believed dead had been discovered living underwater. A madman
called Anton Geist had tampered with their genetic make-up to turn them into waterbreathers.
Aquaman had found them, mostly living in the resort hotel and navy base that were
the largest structures submerged, and Atlantis had ‘done what they could’ to get things
organized—and didn’t do a very good job of it, as far as Norm was concerned. It tore
him up for days as the Wayne Foundation got involved and he saw more and more
that was just plain wrong. Stupidly wrong, pointlessly wrong. He didn’t even know
how to begin making sense of it.
Then he had the dumb luck to run into Bruce Wayne. Norm still didn’t know what
possessed him, how he ever got the idea that Bruce Name-on-the-Building Wayne
would stand there and listen while this little nerd from a cubicle data-dumped on his
thousand-dollar Italian shoes that way. But before Norm even knew what was
happening, before he even processed how he had overstepped, there was this hand on
the center of his back guiding him back towards his desk and Bruce Name-on-theBuilding Wayne was saying “Let’s go back to your office and talk about it.”
They sat for almost an hour, and as Norm listed the many, many things Atlantis was
screwing up, Bruce’s nods grew more frequent and emphatic.
“That makes sense. Atlantis is a self-contained underwater society. Has been for
millennia. Self-sufficient, independent… isolated. All of their assistance to Sub Diego
is from that mindset.”
Norm stared, suddenly seeing the common thread in all his complaints about
Atlantis.
“They’re not thinking how all of those people are from the land, went to St.
Bartholomew’s and PS-23,” he said. “That they had jobs and friends—still have
friends and families up here.”

3

Cat-Tales

“Right. They don’t want to be ‘independent and isolated,’ they want to still be a part
of the world they were born into. Atlantis is trying to set them up to leave all that
behind, cut all ties. It’s the wrong approach entirely. What does Mr. Anders have you
working on?”
Norm showed him a few things and Bruce took the folder, but after he glanced
through it, he didn’t give it back.
“Forget about this. Why don’t you look into what they’ve got down there in Sub
Diego and see what they can actually do better than we can here on land. They have
access to different resources, different physical conditions, their people are all waterbreathers now. There have to be all kinds of things they could do more efficiently.
Then see what Atlantis is trying to get them doing for themselves that’s just not worth
the trouble. And establish trade. California and Mexico are closest…”
After a few weeks, Bruce came back and asked how it was going. Norm had a
feeling he might and had an idea ready to pitch.
“I know a couple of the guys down there, two from my high school and one just
from the neighborhood. Got me thinking this would be a lot easier if we had an actual
office down there, hire them to staff it. And then they’ve got another source of
income.”
Bruce loved the idea, and before long, the Sub Diego branch office had a staff of
thirty employees. Since then, it had become a routine: About once a month, Bruce
Wayne showed up at Norman’s desk. He’d ask how it was going, Norm would tell
him whatever the new challenges were, and within a few days, the emails would
begin. Norman Nobody @waynefoundation.net was suddenly being CC’d on memos
from Wayne Industries about a robotic exoskeleton they were developing, from the
aerospace division about new materials that would withstand the undersea pressure
levels, and so on.
Bruce’s last visit was more than a week ago and Norm figured the mighty Wayne
Tech Communication Division did not have anything to improve on the jerry-rigged
system Josh and Alvaro had come up with—when he was blind copied on a memo
from wayneenterprises.co on a new extranet architecture that would provide the same
connectivity to the undersea office as he had to his colleagues on the 28th floor.

For Selina, the day began as usual, with an appalling stream of sunlight on her face, a
feral growl beside her, and Bruce rolling into her as he tried to get away from the
demon sunlight. Juice and the morning Times on the breakfast tray. Separate showers
if they were having breakfast downstairs in the dining room. Once or twice a week,
Selina liked to invade Bruce’s shower or else rush her own and wait in his closet,
stretched out naked over the long bureau of his folded shirts. On those occasions, there
was no time for breakfast and they’d each get a coffee from the little cart in Wayne
Plaza before going their separate ways: he to the Wayne Enterprises executive suite on
the 77th floor, she to the Foundation on 61.
From the first day of this NMK business, something about the drive in was preying
on her. Bruce was different. Almost, but not quite, Batman. Batman certainly wasn’t a
problem, it was that side she’d fallen for first. But usually when Bruce gave off the
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Batman vibe out of costume, there was a definite reason. All he was doing now was
driving.
She started off working with Gwen Chatham, the Foundation’s Executive Director.
Selina knew her slightly from various Wayne events, and while she had certainly
formed a high opinion of the woman’s intelligence and education, Selina couldn’t help
but note Bruce’s fingerprints on the plan Gwen was laying out: this person would be
investigating each property by various means, what it was and who owned it on paper,
what it was and who owned it in practice. This person was the go-between with law
enforcement, this one with the city. This was the level of interaction with the Mayor,
the City Council and other official bodies that Selina herself should participate in, this
was the knucklehead stuff that the Foundation would take care of… It’s not that any
executive on Gwen’s level wouldn’t be capable of making and articulating the plan for
a complex, multi-faceted project. It was simply the way it was all being presented, the
little checks and balances, the way this category was broken down into two subs with
two examples given for each. Catwoman had seen enough Batman plans play out over
the years, and Selina had seen the mind-bending mirrors of those plans in Bruce’s daily
life—he had a protocol to take over the grill during a cookout, for Bast’s sake! She
could tell. It wasn’t any specific thing, she could just tell. It felt like him. Gwen may
have laid the groundwork, but Bruce made sure it hit his desk when she was done with
it, and as soon as he got his hands on it, he made all these little adjustments.
Which was rather sweet, Selina decided. She wasn’t sure she actually felt that way,
but it was the way she was deciding to feel. Like the atmosphere in the car on the ride
in, there was something vaguely peculiar going on. Too vague to even be sure it was
there, let alone be sure what ‘it’ was, let alone have definite feelings about it.
After the big picture sessions with Gwen, Selina spent most of her time with Cynthia
Merrithew and Ron Altman on grant proposals that were a match for the properties
they might want to develop on their own, and a Small Business Incubator for those
they didn’t. Like Gwen, Selina had met Cynthia at a number of Wayne events. Ron
was new to the Foundation, and Selina found him a useful touchstone for that reason.
Virtually everyone else in the office knew her from the receiving line at formal parties
standing next to Bruce: vintage Dior, shake hands, ballroom small talk, then move on
quickly because the boss is in demand. Ron had never done that, so he was useful for
comparison. Everyone else was changing gears.
Including Selina herself. She had discovered quite a kindred spirit in Madison
Hargrove, the Development Director. In charge of all fundraising for the Foundation,
Madison was present at every single Wayne Foundation and most Wayne Enterprises
events, big or small, and all the woman had ever talked about with Selina was her
shoes (Manolo?), her handbag (Judith?) or her earrings (Meru?) Selina had been
impressed with the last—the Meru Brothers eclectic shop in the artistic Brera district of
Venice wasn’t widely known—but she had written off Madison as someone who didn’t
take an interest in much more than clothes. Their first meeting at the Foundation
seemed to confirm it.
“Ooo, nice B Bag,” it began.
Selina thanked her, complimented a necklace Madison was wearing in return, and
was surprised to hear it came from the gift shop at the Whitney Museum. That led to a
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discussion of the Yayoi Kasuma exhibition, which they both found overrated, and the
next day when they ran into each other at the coffee machine, a follow up about the
perfectly awful Kasuma in the window at the Phipps Gallery—and a shared loathing of
the short redheaded salesman there who always tried to bully you into buying the
most appalling pieces. They made a date to do the trunk show at Henri Bendel
together, and then drop in at the Phipps to bait him.
Most days, after putting in a few hours of work on the NMK project, Selina took the
elevator up to 77 to meet Bruce for lunch. Today was no exception, nor was the
conversation she walked in on anything out of the ordinary:
“Falstaff again,” Lucius was saying.
“Who is this guy?” Bruce said, a hint of Bat-exasperation at the edge of his eyes. “He
underbids Trump on the Riverfront project, he outbids Drake on the Rothko. He steals
the Fenwick deal out from under Larraby Chemicals, he’s got Malt Industries running
for cover on the Belmont project. I mean, everything he touches turns to—Hi there.”
“Hi,” Selina said. “Don’t let me interrupt.”
All she’d done was flick her eyes from the papers on the desk up to the man standing
behind it. It was innocent and casual, but to one who first encountered those eyes
behind a mask, the subtle move had resonance—and the same effect it used to:
derailing his train of thought.
“This the same Falstaff from the Empire Club?” Selina asked, and Bruce’s eyes grew
dark and menacing.
“Falstaff, Inc.,” said Lucius. “I’ve never seen anything like it. Blows into town, buys
up the First Knickerbocker Tower, adds ten floors—making it six feet taller than the
Wayne Building—and expands into seemingly a dozen industries at a time.”
“While adding as little as possible to the Gotham economy,” Bruce interjected. “If he
could have outsourced the construction jobs to India, he would have.”
“It’s not a ‘he,’ Bruce,” Lucius insisted. “Falstaff, Inc. is a business, not an individual
person.”
“But Gregorian Falstaff is,” Selina said. “It wasn’t a corporation that parked us in at
the Empire Club and spent the afternoon talking trash about the Wayne Foundation.”
“I don’t know when I’ve had such an urge to punch someone in the face,” Bruce said.
It was said without a hint of Bat-subtext, and Selina had a feeling he meant it. You
don’t come into Gotham City, build your building taller than Wayne, park your
Delorean next to his Lamborghini, and go around saying the charitable foundation
built in his parents’ memory blows at least 80-cents on the dollar on administrative
costs with only a pittance making it to people it’s meant to help.
“Well, he may have the manners of an angry mongoose, but he’s a formidable
businessman,” Lucius concluded. “He hasn’t challenged WayneTech or Wayne
Industries, not yet, but I’d say it’s only a matter of time. He’s taking on everyone in
Gotham, and so far, when he throws down that gauntlet, he wins.”
Bruce glared with the willful intensity that was pure Batman, first at Lucius and then
at the edge of a paper on his desk: the two red hexagons with a white letter F in the
negative space that constituted the Falstaff logo.
“I’m looking forward to it,” he graveled.
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One of the more ironic oopses of ‘the movie’ was demonstrating that their cute little
cat burglar was NOKD by having her pronounce Ibiza like someone who’d only read
the name and never heard it. Now, my family wasn’t quite in Bruce’s league, but my
mother did dance with the Gotham Ballet and every third year they performed in
Madrid, Barcelona and Valencia, and then afterwards took a few days to unwind in
Ibiza. It’s my first memory of my mother not being home, she was in Ibiza… I knew
that name before I knew New Jersey. I lisped it before… Yeah. Well.
The line between Bruce’s upbringing and mine is a lot more subtle. It’s not social or
cultural, it’s… zeroes. It’s scale. And it’s rather strange that the first and only time that
difference became apparent was today, right on the heels of “Ibitha.” The advisability
of going all movie-catburglar in head-to-toe black aside, the one thing that flick
completely botched is the Dickensian nonsense. I like Dickens, don’t get me wrong, to
read on a cold winter’s night with a glass of Merlot in front of a roaring fire. But I’m
not A Tale of Two Cities, I’m The Philadelphia Story. “The prettiest sight in this pretty
world is the privileged class enjoying its privileges.”
So it’s really quite strange that not twenty-four hours after “Actually, it’s
pronounced ‘Ibitha,’” I realized Bruce actually had been using a freakishly old money
codeword in a way I didn’t understand. Every time he’s mentioned NMK Holdings
and the properties he acquired to keep Falcone from getting control of them, he said it
would have to be ‘sorted out.’ Lucius would help sort it out. The Foundation would
play a role in sorting it out. I would go down and work with Ms. Merrithew and Mrs.
Chatham sorting it out.
What I didn’t realize at the time is that ‘sorting out’ is WayneSpeak for massive
amounts of money flowing into your pocket. Massive amounts. Not Picassos and
Lamborghinis/we don’t mention the price because it’s tacky. Small countries and space
programs/we don’t mention the price because—see above—we’re The Philadelphia Story
and not A Tale of Two Cities, and we mean to keep it that way.
Pronouncing I-b-i-z-a “Ibitha,” that I knew. Pronouncing “Kitten, if you’re up for
some no-limit Texas Hold’em with Gates, Zuckerberg and a few members of the Saudi
royal family, I got you a seat at the table” as “sorting out,” that one I didn’t know.
Most of it isn’t going to be staying. As soon as we confirm that someplace Carmine
took over started off as a legitimate business, we set about turning it back over to the
people who owned it originally. If they’re no longer around, it goes into the Small
Business Incubator with all the fronts that were owned by Falcone middle men. Then
there are the “abandoned” properties that haven’t officially been anything for a
decade. What’s sold outright funds subprime loans for the incubator. What’s kept, if it
can be rented out to one of the incubator candidates, only charges minimal rent.
Subprime interest on the purchase price of Gotham real estate and minimal rent still
comes to a bit more than a Monet oil on canvas.
I kissed a man in a mask, that’s really all I did.
And he’s become more of a mystery than ever. Riding into town this morning, it felt
like Batman sitting there. He’s always the one who drives when we’re on our own, so
it wasn’t that. And the Porsche is less like the Batmobile than some of the other cars, so
it wasn’t that. Maybe it’s just that when I’m with him in the Batmobile, we’re partners.
Bruce and Selina have always been just ‘Bruce and Selina.’ This going into town
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together, going to the Wayne Tower, having the ungodly responsibility of all these
assets to sort out, it’s… it’s very hard to wrap my head around.
I’m The Philadelphia Story. I took Rembrandts and Picassos and rubies and emeralds.
This is another level. This is another scale. I’m starting to understand the Foundation
as more than a way to avoid A Tale of Two Cities. There are an awful lot of people
whose lives Bruce makes better, with plenty left over for the Rembrandts.
And I think… I think he knows I’m thinking that.
And I think that’s why it felt like Batman sitting there as we drove in together.
And I think that’s why I have the urge to punch him in the face.

The Paris Judicial Police, Gendarmerie and Interpol all had it tagged differently: a
string of burglaries, home invasions, grand thefts, thefts of cultural property…
assaults… murder.
Different neighborhoods throughout Paris. Different stately homes in the provinces.
Paintings cut from the frames. Safes emptied of their jewels. And the violence was
escalating.
The first servant they found on the premises was merely struck on the head.
The second was beaten nearly to death with a fire poker.
The first victims they found at home, they broke the wife’s arms when the husband
refused to open the safe voluntarily.
The second one who resisted had opened her safe; she only wanted to keep her
wedding ring. They cut it off her finger with a bolt cutter, stabbed her in the throat,
and stuffed her body into the emptied safe.
The last one, they’d written “Villon” on the wall in the victim’s blood.

Selina had spent the morning in Cynthia’s office sifting through grant proposals
tagged as primary matches for the Stevensburg properties.
“I hate to waste the beautiful work this Z outfit has already done,” Cynthia was
saying, “But they turned 323 into a restaurant and 329 into a bar. They’re going to
have to pass inspections before they’re allowed to open for business, and the cosmetic
fix-ups aren’t going to impress a fire marshal. So why don’t we just take the hit and
say ‘since it’s going to have to be redone anyway, let’s gut it and let the dance
ensemble turn 323 into a rehearsal space.’ And the 329 address could become an
artist’s studio. Either the glassblower or the pottery collective could put that wood
burning pizza oven to good use…”
Selina’s lip twitched.
“Cynthia, this is the sixth one—sixth and seventh—of Ron’s turnkey businesses
earmarked for the incubator that you’ve tried to poach. Now, they’re Pre-war
buildings. 323 has a dumbwaiter and an icebox by the window. 329 was a speakeasy;
they’ve got an honest-to-god hidden room in the basement with a secret exit out to the
sewers. We can get the historical society onboard to keep them just as they are: get a
waiver, get the oven grandfathered, no major construction needed.”
“You always fight me when it’s the Z,” Cynthia teased. “Your little pets.”
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“I don’t. We’ve just been down this road enough times, I’m getting a sense for the
ones you’ll go for.”
“Can’t blame a girl for trying,” Cynthia said with a smile, her head tilted at a playful
angle that made Selina oddly uncomfortable.
They broke at 12:30, as usual, and Selina headed to the executive floor for her regular
lunch date with Bruce. On the way to the elevator, Madison called out to her.
“Selina! Just who I wanted to see. Look at this. That movie about you, you know
the trailer where she steals his car…”
She handed over her phone, and Selina took it with the poised smile and ready laugh
that was now an ingrained response. The whole world knew that Bruce Wayne had
bought Selina Kyle one of the limited edition Lamborghini Reventóns. Her movie
double stealing a Lambo belonging to Bruce’s counterpart was the most striking
indicator that their cat burglar was based on Gotham City’s Catwoman.
Selina had seen the TV spot a number of times, so she wasn’t expecting anything
new—until she looked down and saw the YouTube that Madison had cued up on her
phone did not preview anything at all from the movie. It was a tiger in a large, fenced
off pen. Selina glanced up at the other woman, who grinned back impishly. Selina hit
play.
BIG CAT RESCUE PRESENTS… flashed on the screen. BIG CAT TV… and then it
transitioned to the tiger from the preview, a television placed in front of him on the
other side of the fence at face height where he could easily see. Selina laughed as she
heard a few lines from the movie, distorted and garbled on the distant TV screen while
the tiger perked up, apparently interested. Then, after a cut, she saw the TV over the
tiger’s shoulder as the rest of the TV spot played. When it was over, the tiger got up,
walked towards the camera, and growled.
“The Rescue says they do everything they can to make the cats comfortable and keep
them stimulated while living in captivity,” Madison explained. “Part of their
‘enrichment program,’ always trying new things to see how the cats respond. Today’s
experiment: watching TV.”
They chatted for a few minutes about the challenges faced by preserves like this Big
Cat Rescue, the problem of confinement stress in zoos, and the plight of those animals
in the wild. Then the elevator arrived and Selina went on her way.
Arriving at the executive suite, she found Lucius Fox in the vestibule outside Bruce’s
office. It seemed completely serendipitous, but something Selina couldn’t quite put her
finger on said that it wasn’t.
“I’m afraid Bruce had to fly out to the R&D campus,” Lucius said lightly. “I
wondered if you’d like to have lunch with me instead.”
“Sure,” she smiled. “We haven’t had a chance to really talk since the Auto Show.
How did that whole GeoSeek promotion play out?”
He gave her a more detailed version of the Wayne Tech triumph than Bruce had, and
Selina was amused to see that Lucius was modestly glossing over those portions of the
tale that reflected his own genius, the very parts that Bruce had stressed. Lucius was
also stressing Bruce’s contributions, which Bruce had omitted entirely.
Then he said he’d seen “her movie” and enjoyed it quite a lot. Then he asked her to
“come on back to the office for just a minute” while he collected his coat. Selina
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followed, but once again, something seemed just a little… suspect. Particularly once
Lucius closed his door and invited her to sit.
“I really did like the movie,” he said, settling in his own chair and leaning forward
like Eddie did before an opening chess move.
“So did I, but I actually had nothing at all to do with it,” said Selina.
“I did have one scare,” Lucius went on as if she’d said the exact opposite. “That
whole subplot with the data erasure gizmo, at first I thought it might be hitting a little
too close to home. Seeing that a master thief was involved in the story. You see, we’ve
been developing a program to lock down sensitive information about high net worth
individuals, information that could be exploited for criminal purposes—is that a smile I
see, Ms. Kyle?”
It was and it erupted into a full laugh.
“I’m just thinking of all those town halls I sat through, with Bruce playing Walt
Disney and acting the proud papa about all the projects you had in the pipeline. Funny
how he never mentioned this one.”
“Well, this isn’t an item that will ever be openly advertised. But I’d be lying if I said
we hadn’t thought about your involvement with Bruce being a selling point.”
“A selling point? I would’ve thought the opposite.”
“Nobody can make a better lock than a thief, Selina. Having that mindset involved
is a definite plus designing a product of this kind. It’s subliminal, we’d never say it
outright, but the type of person who needs this kind of protection is the same one who
sees you and Bruce at all the parties and openings together. We release this as a Wayne
Tech product, they’ll assume we’ve got the inside track…” He waited for a beat before
adding “It’d be a shame if we didn’t.”
In her mind’s eye, Selina saw herself in costume before an open safe, hearing the
click of a door close behind her, and seeing the scallop of a bat-shaped shadow on the
wall ahead.
“What do you want me to do?” she asked flatly.
In response, Lucius tossed her what first appeared to be a dark file folder—until she
caught it and saw Wayne Executive Dining Room embossed in gold on the cover of red
leather.
“Order some lunch. The sirloin tips are my favorite, the shrimp are also very good,
and the steak sandwich is the easiest to eat while you’re sitting at the computer.
“What I’d like to do is just spend the afternoon going over all the types of
information we’re looking at and what databases they’re stored in, and maybe you can
tell me what would actually be useful to you as a thief researching a target, and what’s
a waste of time.”

Barbara Gordon wheeled slowly and thoughtfully from the hidden back room of the
co-op where she kept her Oracle’s den, through the living room and into the bedroom.
Her husband was still asleep, and she knew she should probably let him be. But
Gotham was quiet, and it’s not like Nightwing had all that much to do. So she picked
up a pillow and flogged him with it.
“Wake up. Dickie, wake up.”
He pawed at it, growled and rolled over to face his attacker.
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“Good morning,” he croaked.
“Good afternoon,” she said. “Wake up, I need Bat-brain.”
His brow fell into a low, venomous, vigilante glare, although the deep gravel that
followed was less the voice of Bat-menace than the simple throatiness that came from
sleeping openmouthed against a pillow and not having brushed his teeth.
“It couldn’t wait?” he asked.
“I’ve been waiting, I don’t know what to do and I want to talk to someone.”
Dick half-sat up against the back of the bed and blinked, which Barbara took as a goahead.
“Bruce has gotten a lot more sophisticated with his shield companies and cover
stories over the years, camouflaging purchases and travel patterns, but the world has
also gotten a lot more sophisticated with its data collection and sifting capabilities. So I
monitor a lot of different ways that any of us could be searched, tracked or monitored.
If anything pops up that’s, you know, ‘related to anything related,’ I’m set up to flood
the data channels with misinformation. If they’re looking into rare coins the M.
Gerard ID bought at auction, he’ll suddenly make a ton of purchases in Etruscan
bronzes and Japanese woodcuts.”
“And a German cartel will have bought twice as many Gold Napoleons as Gerard
did,” Dick said, nodding vigorously.
“Right. Needless to say, Selina’s been on the list since, like, six months before Bruce
moved her into the manor.”
“Wait a minute, she’s out,” Dick said, rubbing his forehead like this was a lot to
dump on a man before he’d even gotten out of bed. “I mean, sure, she’s family, but the
whole world has been playing ‘is she or isn’t she’ since before she and Bruce got
together. Since she did that Cat-Tales show, ‘Selina Kyle probably Catwoman’ isn’t
news to anybody.”
“Yeah, but this is Bruce we’re talking about. Mr. Protector. ‘Stand behind me, Little
Lady.’”
Dick couldn’t suppress a laugh.
“Yes, and doesn’t that make him a terrible person,” he said in sincere defense of his
mentor.
“Point is, I’ve been picking up some unusual searches. There’s a huge spike in
interest in her, naturally, because of that movie. But the movie’s based on that trashy
biography and the garbage in the Gotham Post a few years back. It has nothing to do
with the real Selina, it’s not even in the ballpark. This one cluster of searches is
different. It’s Miss Porters, Baldwin, Bryn Mawr, Smith, Mont Fleuri and Monte Rosa,
some other school in Switzerland…”
“Wait, she didn’t go to Miss Porter or... it was some other—”
“Miss Corinne’s, I know,” Barbara cut him off. “They hadn’t found her—yet. And
now they’re not going to, because I’m just that good. But they were looking in the right
places, Dickie. The Sorbonne, a yacht registry on Lake Como, a polo club that French
count belonged to.”
“François?” Dick said, bolting upright, full awake.
“Was that his name? All I remember was Château de-Something, Joker trashed the
food and wine thing they were hosting at the manor, and my father said it would be a
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cold day in hell before he’d let me marry into the crime and chaos that orbits Bruce
Wayne.”
“It was François de-Something, I know this because there is a button labeled
‘François’ on Zogger that you don’t ever want to push.”
“Bruce has a button on the self-defense trainer in the Batcave labeled with the name of
Selina’s old boyfriend?”
“Barbara, wife of my bosom, I love you, but there are things you simply do not
understand. It is a crime against Man Law that François de-Something was allowed to
leave Gotham un-punched.”
“Man law? You just made my decision. Thank you, you can go back to sleep now.”
“What?”
Barbara was already rolling out the door. Dick looked around at the empty bedroom
and then down at the pillow used to pummel him awake.
“Man Law,” he repeated with a pleased nod.

I was so pissed. I wasn’t going to take it out on Lucius, but it was entirely possible
that when I saw Bruce again, he’d be having a near-death experience to put Batman’s
worst day to shame. Jackass! Scheming, manipulative, son of a…
Lucius had flicked a control on his deck that opened a panel in the wall behind him.
I recognized the configuration of screens from the Batcave. It was Workstation 1 when
Bruce and I first got together. Now it was more like a poor relation of Workstation 3,
which is still about eight years ahead of anyone else’s computer toys. The only real
difference was that in place of the silver bat emblem at the top of the monitor, the
words WAYNE ENTERPRISES were spelled out in beautifully finished pewter. I also
recognized something else, and I realized I could take just a little bit out on Lucius after
all.
“I have the prototype installed on this unit,” he was saying. “It’s an isolated system,
connected to a closed network of dummy databases to simulate the internet, corporate
firewalls, insurance records, bank accounts, feeds from traffic cameras, and so on…”
As he talked, he was going through a start-up routine that caused the screens to
spring to life one at a time. I knew what was coming up on the main one. And as soon
as the password prompt appeared, I pounced.
“Wait!” I said. “Master thief, remember? Allow me.”
He tilted his head like I couldn’t possibly be saying what he thought I was.
“You think you can crack my password?” he said incredulously.
“That’s why I’m here, isn’t it? Teach you how I think? Show you all the ways your
precious data isn’t quite as secure as you think?”
I brushed past him and stood over the console. Looked around his office briefly,
then pointed to the screen.
“Double cipher prompt, it wants two words. This is a prototype, it’s not real data
and your office is already secure, so the password is a formality. It’s the kind of thing
people use their middle name for, sometimes their first name. But that’s not your
style.”
I turned and pointed to his desk, then to his book shelves, then to the groupings of
photos on the wall. Everything was grouped in fives.
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“Five, five, five, five,” I said. “Got a little thing for fives, Lucius. Might be a touch of
OCD, but with your genius, it’s probably a pentagram thing: golden mean, replicating
patterns. Anyway, something obvious and simple, right in front of me, fives…”
I pointed to the words atop the monitor.
“Wayne Enterprises,” I read. “First five letters W-A-Y-N-E,” as I typed them. “Last
five… R-I-S-E-S.”
I hit return, and the system sprang to life.

13

Wayne Rises

ELEMENTS
Alfred hadn’t planned to talk to Bruce that afternoon, and he hadn’t considered how
he would raise the delicate subject. But it was impossible to ignore the opportunity
before him as the WE helicopter landed on the South Lawn and he saw Bruce getting
out and heading for the french doors on the terrace. He was home hours ahead of
schedule, and alone; it was simply too perfect an opening to ignore.
Alfred intercepted him on the way to the study.
“You’re home quite early, sir,” he began.
Bruce didn’t slow his pace, but he gave that abrupt sideways nod as he said
“Research and Development called,” which Alfred knew meant to follow him to the
cave.
“Breakthrough on the work they’re doing with robotics and telecomm,” he said. “I
just got back from looking it over. It’s all related to Sub Diego, so I want to get a
briefing from Arthur before I talk to Lucius again or see anyone else from Wayne
Tech.”
“It’s lucky that the CEO of Wayne Enterprises has a direct line to the King of
Atlantis, sir. I shudder to think what an executive who wasn’t in the Justice League
would do to stay informed of the happenings underwater.”
Bruce ignored the sarcasm and stepped into the costume vault.
“You can joke all you want, Alfred. Sub Diego is the most important responsibility
the Wayne Foundation has outside of Gotham. Giving those people the means to
sustain a decent standard of living, in and of itself, is a worthy goal. And then there’s
Arthur. He’s never come to terms with being the one who found them or with the
knowledge that Geist used his DNA to engineer the mutation.”
Bruce came out in costume, although he hadn’t bothered with the utility belt for a
simple ‘phone call’ to Atlantis. Alfred waited. He listened to the general tone and
timbre of the conversation, and when he heard that shift that indicates ‘wrapping up,’
he began to move toward the main cavern so he was arriving just as the call had ended.
“Not much you’d call news,” Bruce said, removing his cowl. “Each city has set up
an embassy and sent an ambassador to the other. Arthur seems to view it as a great
milestone for Sub Diego, but it’s irrelevant in terms of what Wayne Tech is doing down
there. Now… what’s on your mind, Alfred?”
Alfred glanced at Workstation 3 and then up at Bruce. He really wished he’d had
time to think this through and make a conversational plan of attack. The only idea he
had to introduce the subject seemed quite artless:
“I’ve been thinking of a night that I found you here, sir. It was an hour when
Batman is usually patrolling, so I was quite surprised. I had expected to collect your
clothes from the costume vault, as usual, and leave the kimono for you to change into
when you returned. Instead, I found your clothes weren’t there. You hadn’t gone out.
And you were watching two videos, right here.” He pointed. “The left screen had
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surveillance footage of Catwoman breaking into the Gotham Museum. And the center
showed the feed from the morning room only a few days prior: Miss Selina, sitting at
the desk, sipping coffee.”
“I remember,” Bruce said quietly.
“Looking very ‘mistress of the manor,’ if I might so phrase it, sir.”
“I remember,” Bruce repeated.
He remembered the reason he hadn’t gone out that night, too. He was so agitated,
he’d worked out until he reached muscle failure. He wasn’t capable of swinging on a
batline, and he wouldn’t be for another twelve hours. That reminder of his physical
limitations—of his mortality—gave weight and substance to an idea he had not been
able to put into words, an idea that had been fluttering around at the corners of his
consciousness, vaguely unnerving him from the shadows.
Maybe for me marriage will always mean ‘dead in an alley.’
He had been sickened and shocked by it, by the idea itself but even more by the
savagery of the words he heard himself using to express it. A savagery that had a
name.
“Would it surprise you if I said I’ve been thinking about it too?” he asked.
“No, Master Bruce, it wouldn’t. The way you’ve been acting with Miss Selina these
past few days, I would have been astonished if you claimed that you hadn’t.”
Bruce felt his hand tighten reflexively into a fist, and to combat it, he crossed his
arms and brought the hand to his mouth where two fingers extended thoughtfully to
settle against his lip. He wasn’t sure he wanted to talk about this, with anyone, but The
Savagery had a name. The Savagery was a part of him. And if The Savagery had
chosen those words in order to shock and horrify, to beat and hammer the
unacceptable thought into unexistence, if it… if ‘Batman’ was the one thing keeping
him from taking that step with Selina, then maybe it wasn’t such a bad idea to let
someone else into the conversation. Particularly since Alfred was pushing his way in
whether Bruce invited him or not.
“It was that comedy of errors we went through with the Pelacci/Marcuso wedding,”
he said finally. “The Rogues thinking it was Selina and I getting married, Poison Ivy
coming to me with a warning. It looked so much like an orchestrated attack. Batman’s
deadliest enemies wouldn’t just spontaneously take an interest in Bruce Wayne’s
private life. It had to be a deliberate, orchestrated event, a diversion of some kind. So I
went to check on the enemies who know my identity. I went to see Ra’s—”
He tilted his head towards the viewscreen where he’d been talking to Aquaman a
moment before, and Alfred nodded, knowing that Ra’s al Ghul was currently in a
prison cell in Atlantis.
Bruce’s scowl deepened, and even though he was unmasked, a dark shadow seemed
to settle over his features. He said nothing for a long minute, and Alfred supposed
Bruce was reliving the conversation. When he thought the silence had gone on long
enough, he started to speak, but before he could actually form the words “What did he
say, sir?” Bruce answered the unspoken question.
“He didn’t say anything. He has no contact with the surface, no news from the
outside world. He didn’t know a damn thing.”
“Then…?”
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“It was just the act of going to see him. Do you remember when Ra’s kidnapped
Selina? We hadn’t been together long, and I was still coming to terms with having her
in my life, having a little… normalcy… happiness… We’d gone to the opera. I don’t
really care for Aida, and my mind wandered a lot. I remember thinking of the night
things started to change with Catwoman. I let myself smile at her, and… and the
gaping void of nothingness didn’t rise up like a serpent and swallow me whole.” He
said the last with a wry smirk to emphasize the absurd melodrama of the words. The
smirk almost looked like a masculine echo of Selina’s playful grin—until it disappeared
into Batman’s gravest scowl, and Bruce’s eyes turned dark and menacing. “Thirteen
days and ten hours later, I was flying to Mongolia, knowing that Ra’s had her, that she
could be dead already. That I had allowed myself a happiness I didn’t deserve and the
cosmos was rising like a serpent to swa—”
“A happiness you didn’t deserve, sir?”
“No one ever said feelings are logical, Alfred. If they were, Batman and Catwoman
never would have… That’s how I felt.”
“I see, sir. And then?”
“And then, nothing. Ra’s only took Selina to force a meeting. As usual, he was
smaller than I gave him credit for. Life went on. Until one night, in this cave, I said
something vile. I said that I couldn’t marry her. I said maybe to me, marriage would
always mean…” He stopped, unwilling to repeat the phrase. Then he moistened his
lips and continued. “And then going to Atlantis—going to see Ra’s again because of
Selina, this notion of our getting married so much at the heart of the matter and going
to see that ridiculous hairdo again, I just… I, I realized the whole ‘marriage equals
death,’ the fear of losing her being tied up with… it didn’t come from my parents… It
came from Ra’s. It wasn’t born in Crime Alley, Alfred, it was born on that fucking
flight to Mongolia. And I cannot—I will not—allow Ra’s al Ghul to have that kind of
impact on my life. It’s not going to happen.”
Alfred’s reply was cut off by a chirp on the panel in front of him, indicating that
Bruce Wayne’s cell phone was receiving a call. Rather than sprinting to the costume
vault to retrieve the phone from his jacket, Bruce merely punched a few keys to receive
the call over the cave system. A tiny phonesize icon of Selina appeared, wildly
distorted on the large monitor in front of him and the larger one that loomed over the
cave.
“Hey, Kitten,” Bruce answered, a foppish lightness in his tone that belied the
seriousness of the previous conversation, and Alfred performed a silent backstep to
reduce his perceived presence without actually leaving. “No, I don't,” Bruce went on.
“No, I— There was a development at the R&D camp—not an emergency, just a
breakthr—No, a real one… I had no idea Lucius was going to speak to you… I didn’t
think the project was that far along—I was going to tell you myself when we were
ready for you, but I thought it would be a few weeks ye—Selina—Selina—I… agree… I
agree… Yes, he is… Yes… Well, that’s a matter of opinion, I—Mhm… Mhm… Alright,
well, do you want to bring the Porsche home or stay in town and we’ll rendezvous
tonight? … Dick and Barbara’s? … Okay sure. Yes, I’ll tell him.”
Alfred guessed he was to be the recipient of the final message from Miss Selina by
the way Bruce looked his way on the final ‘I’ll tell him.’ In a rare lapse, Alfred had
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failed to be looking blankly at a random stalactite when Bruce glanced his way, and in
fact, the world’s greatest detective had noted all the signs that his butler was following
the conversation with rapt interest. He acknowledged it with a playfully disapproving
scowl.
“You’ve probably guessed this much: Selina won’t be coming home for dinner. She’s
staying in town, something about a voicemail from Barbara. She’ll eat with them,
prowl from there and bring the Porsche home after.”
“I see, sir,” Alfred said without a hint of subtext.
Another man would have left it at that, but Bruce wasn’t fooled.
“Something you wish to add?” he said with the slightest hint of Bat-gravel.
“On which subject, sir? The ease with which this minor logistical problem with the
car has been resolved, or your prior observation that you cannot allow the influence of
Ra’s al Ghul to prevent your coming to a comfortable domestic arrangement with Miss
Selina?”
“That will be all, Alfred,” Bruce said curtly.

The Elemental Fete was to be a revolution on the Gotham social scene. It began with
Frank Endicott’s perfectly valid observation that in Gotham City, people expect
something exceptional when the Wayne name is involved. Bunny Wigglesworth
agreed. The Wayne Foundation simply had to do better than the run of the mill black
tie benefits that everyone else did. Mrs. Ashton-Larraby, eager to redeem herself after
the disastrous “Gotham Post” party, had come up with the novel idea of an Elements
Ball, taking all four ballrooms at the Robinson Plaza and decking each out in its own
theme to represent water, earth, air and fire. Mrs. Layne half-listened to the Event
Committee’s excited brainstorming on the subject while she mentally began sorting
through her closet, then the Bergdorf’s windows of the past few months, and finally the
Monique Lhuillier runway and that strapless chiffon which would be just perfect for
her since she lost the weight from the twins but still had the benefits of an ample
bosom to show off—if she went with the red, of course. Red for fire. There was a blue
Oscar de la Renta she had her eye on that would be just perfect for water. However
would she choose? It’s not like the ideal ballgown body she had now was going to
last. Perhaps she should decide if she wanted to wear the rubies or the sapphires first,
and let that determine which dress… “Oh my!” she gasped as the idea presented itself
whole and fully formed. Not four ballrooms but four balls. On four consecutive
nights: A Fire Ball, a Water Ball, an Earth Ball and an Air Ball. Four ballrooms on one
ticket helped no one but the hotel. But four events gave everyone four chances to dress
up. It would mean four times the ticket sales, four auctions and it would let them
spotlight a different area of Foundation programs on each night.
It was the last consideration that sold Bruce on the idea. He normally rejected the
Event Committee’s first blue-sky proposals out of habit, but this year he was still
seething from Gregorian Falstaff’s remarks at the Empire Club. The idea that the
Foundation might be perceived as not doing as much as it claimed for Gotham made
his blood boil. The idea of four separate events to each benefit and showcase a
different type of outreach, that would be a very effective and very public way to
demonstrate how diverse and extensive the Foundation’s projects were. To attempt it
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on four consecutive nights was utterly insane, but one a week would keep the
Foundation front and center, raising awareness of their philanthropic efforts for an
entire month. So there. (Grunt)
The first event was to have been the Air Ball to benefit Art & Cultural Organizations,
but Selina put a stop to that when she spotted the proposal on his desk. She’d come up
to the office for their regular lunch date, and Bruce told her to wait while he checked
on something with Lucius. When he walked back in the door, he saw she was standing
over his desk with the proposal in her hand, reading it with the condescending smile
that followed some rooftop zinger (“Why Batman, how hard do you want it to get?”)
when he was unable to answer in kind.
“Something in there you don’t approve of?” he asked, a hint of Bat-gravel creeping
into his voice without his realizing.
“It’s just cute. Frank Endicott. Lucius. You. You’re all such men sometimes. I don’t
mean that in the judgmental Ivy way. I mean that you just… don’t get it sometimes.
You don’t know how to look at certain things: what means what, what’s significant and
what ultimately doesn’t matter. And so you get it wrong.”
“Explain.”
“Okay, I can see the wheels turning here. A string of gala fundraisers, and it’s a
progression. Air is your first theme and fire is last. That’s because air is light and
wimpy but fire is powerful and destructive, right?”
“It’s last because it’s the most colorful and dramatic, yes,” Bruce admitted.
“But see, fire is red. A lot of the guests will be wearing rubies. It’s a flashy gem,
bumps into garish when there’s too many of them. So a lot of the time, you don’t want
to wear the spectacular ruby necklace, especially to the old money foundation stuff like
a Wayne fundraiser; it looks nouveau. But a Fire Ball, that’s the one event where you
can absolutely get those rubies out of the vault and wear them to a Wayne affair
without giving it a second thought. Water is sapphire and maybe some blue topaz,
aquamarine and even turquoise. Less valuable pieces, farther down the food chain, but
that doesn’t matter. It’s a water ball; you want the blue. Earth could go in a lot of
different directions, but Air, air is clear. My darlin’, air is when the diamonds come
out, in this series of balls where they’re mostly wearing other things. Air will be the
night the diamonds come out. Air is the night they’re feeling the richest and most
elegant—and have the most to live up to. The silent auction will do twice as well that
night as at any of the other events, and if it’s also the last ball of the four, if it’s your big
finale, it will probably do better than the other three combined.”
Bruce grunted. Then he asked if there was a reason none of the women on the subcommittee shared these insights, and the playful cat-smile softened into a very
different one.
“Because they don’t know what you’re up to,” she said with a purr of forbidden
knowledge in her voice that sent a sizzle up his spine, around his neck, across his
shoulder and straight down his chest into his core. Their eyes met, and the admiration
Bruce saw there was not the tender affection of a lover but the frank appraisal of a
worthy foe. They have no idea what a conniving bastard you are, she seemed to be saying.
But I see your real agenda.
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“That being the case, you won’t want to waste the grand finale of an Air Ball on ‘Arts
and Cultural Organizations.’ As it is, your committee members think this order is
random. A for Air, A for Art; not like it matters. But it matters to you.” She stopped
and pointed to the line reading ‘Health and Human Services’ in such a way that her
finger touched the name Thomas at the top of the letterhead. “You want the medical
projects to get the most money and attention, you take it off the Fire Gala but leave it
right here on Night Four to be the showpiece at the Air Ball… and even though
Falstaff’s logo is red and has a big ‘F’ and he’ll want to make his big showing at the Fire
Ball, we’ll figure out some way to rub his nose in it.”
“I love you,” Bruce said sincerely, kissing her cheek.
“Say it with sushi, handsome. I’m starving,” she answered, grabbing her purse.
And that was how it was determined that the first night of the Thomas and Martha
Wayne Memorial Foundation Elemental Fete would be the Earth Ball, benefiting
Education & Youth Programs.

A Foundation fundraiser was never a night of frivolity for Bruce Wayne. After the
receiving line, there were informal chats with individual board members about all the
people they’d just shaken hands with, duty dances and extended stops at the tables of
all the big donors, and special attention to those who had been friends with his
parents—and that was just at events that were exactly what they seemed and not
camouflage for some bait Batman was dangling in front of the villain du jour.
Tonight at least there were no covert sitreps at the buffet, no clandestine chats with
Dick and Barbara about rogue infiltration or Tim and Cassie briefing him on the
security around a 220-pound gold coin. That’s not to say the conversation at the pastry
table wasn’t trying:
“I don’t believe you didn’t tell me,” Dick was laughing.
“Stop it,” Bruce hissed.
“A little warning next time, that’s all I’m saying.”
“Dick, I brought you up better than this. Be polite.”
“He can’t hear.”
“Alfred brought you up better. You two have been laughing like when you were
kids.”
“It’s a party, Bruce,” Barbara said, poking at him with a crab puff on the end of a
toothpick. “A little laughter isn’t all that suspect, and like Dick said, it’s not like he can
hear what we’re laughing about.”
Bruce silenced her with the death glare he used to direct at Batgirl when she
encouraged Robin this way: You’re older, act it, it said.
“Dick’s right, you know, you could have warned us,” she demurred. “You’ve talked
about this Gregorian Falstaff a couple times now. You didn’t think to mention he’s a
dead ringer for Oswald Cobblepot?”
“Well, not ‘a dead ringer,’” Dick corrected. “A 15-years younger, redheaded,
goateed, slightly taller and considerably more pear-shaped Oswald Cobblepot.”
“Kwak,” Barbara said, meaning ‘yes’.
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“I mentioned what was relevant,” Bruce said evenly. “He’s made a lot of waves
since he hit town; he bought three tables for each ball, so you were sure to be meeting
him; he’s been critical of the Foundation and—”
“And he looks like a younger-redhead-goateed-Oswald,” Barbara murmured as if it
was one long word.
Bruce shook his head and left them, heading towards the bar where Selina was
waiting. He’d sent her on a similar mission to chastise Tim and Cassie… who were
now a picture of youthful decorum as they headed together towards the dance floor.
“It seems you were more successful than I was,” he noted, picking up a glass of
mineral water the bartender knew to have waiting for him.
“Benefit of a notorious past like mine, threats are taken very seriously. ‘Drake
generations yet unborn’ have no desire to see a return of ‘the whip thing,’” she
declared, taking the glass from his hand and placing it back on the bar with a smile.
“Dance with me,” she ordered in a low, insistent tone, like a cornered spy looking for
cover to pass on stolen microfilm.
After a few turns, she got down to business:
“Your sidekick is in need of a little training, Bruce—no, not that kind. You’ve got a
‘notorious past’ of your own: Playboy of the Western World. And that boy needs some
coaching. Look at what Cassie is wearing tonight, and he hasn’t even told her how
pretty she looks. ‘Is it Falstaff’s eyes or is it his nose that makes him look so much like
Oswald,’ that’s his ballroom chitchat.”
“I’ll speak to him,” Bruce said, then he glanced a second time at Tim and Cassie.
“What is she wearing? That… that looks like one of the dresses you bought in Paris.”
“It is. I had it altered for her. It’s a long story.”
“We have time,” Bruce said, pressing tighter into the small of her back and turning
her unexpectedly.
“Yes, we do,” Selina laughed. Then she assumed a lightly foreboding tone as if
beginning a ghost story as she said “It’s actually kind of creepy. A couple weeks ago,
Barbara called me to come over and see her. Turns out—”
“Excuse me, may I cut in?” a smooth, oddly-accented voice interrupted. Bruce and
Selina paused their dance and parted slightly to face the speaker, both hiding their
disgust in a pair of perfectly matched party smiles as they turned to regard a younger,
redheaded, goateed, taller and pear-shaped facsimile of Oswald Cobblepot.
“Disgraceful of you to monopolize such a ravishing creature, Wayne. You get to look
at her every day, after all. The rest of us only have these rare opportunities.”
“I apologize for my bad manners,” Bruce said, stepping aside with that glint in his
eye that the deadliest thugs in Gotham associate with pain.
As Falstaff foxtrotted off with Selina, Bruce saw Lucius was waiting at the edge of
the dance floor, and since Tim and Cassie were still fully occupied with their dance,
Bruce went over to join to him.
“He really does look a little bit like that Penguin fellow in the ads for that Iceberg
Lounge,” Lucius offered, guessing Bruce’s mood and opting for a light-hearted shot at
Falstaff that didn’t actually criticize a major donor in a meaningful way.
“He’s chest-thumping,” Bruce said dismissively, turning away from the dance floor
and leading Lucius back towards the bar as if eager to introduce him to someone.
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“And I’m not going to give him the satisfaction of watching while he dances with
Selina. I’m sure that’s what he wanted—Richard! You remember Lucius Fox, of
course.”
Unfortunately, Richard Flay had been following Falstaff’s movements through the
room and, having witnessed the cut-in, he was eager to introduce the very subject
Bruce wanted to change.
“Blasted fellow, that Falstaff,” he huffed. “Do you know he bought that
Goldscheider Aphrodite I had my heart set on at the Crispin auction, and then the
Edgar Brandt mirror and the fire screen. All three, can you believe it? To come away
from the auction without a single one of the pieces I had my eye on, well, some years
that’s just how it goes—but to lose them all to the same man! You’d think the upstart
had peeked in my catalogue and identified the very pieces I meant to have.”
They chatted for a few minutes. Mrs. Ashton-Larraby joined them, seeing Richard
Flay’s indignant manner and guessing the subject under discussion.
“Horrible man,” she fumed. “So fitting that he looks so much like that Penguin
character, because he is nothing but a gangster. Both of you, come look at this!”
She marched them to a line of table displays spotlighting the various educational
programs sponsored by the Wayne Foundation. She pointed with an air of dramatic
foreboding, like the herald in a Greek tragedy. Bruce, Lucius and Richard Flay all
looked at the arrangement of enlarged photographs, the central one depicting the
Hudson University campus: the oldest part, where the only two original buildings
flanked a tree-lined mall leading up to the newer Wayne Library. The low wooden
signs reading Ashton Hall and Flay Hall as well as the stone attribution plate on the
front of the library had been covered in decals advertising a campus event sponsored
by Falstaff Inc. The details of the event weren’t visible, but the distinctive red hexagon
and white F of the Falstaff logo was instantly recognizable.
“Well, the picture is just to represent Hudson,” Bruce said, making the best of it.
“It’s the scholarships and research grants from the past year that we’re trumpeting.”
“And the new chemistry chair,” Lucius added. “It’s not actually about the library.
Which, of course, was a very old project.”
“It’s an old campus,” Mrs. Ashton-Larraby said archly. “Founded in 1754 as King’s
College by royal charter…”
Always aware of his surroundings, Bruce noted when the music stopped, and while
Gladys Ashton-Larraby lectured Lucius about George II, he subconsciously began
expecting a hint of Selina’s perfume as she arrived at his side. It was only when it
didn’t happen that he found himself glancing towards the dance floor… and saw she
was leaving the ballroom with Falstaff. He didn’t spot her again for over an hour, and
since she seemed quite engrossed in her chat with Madison Hargrove, he decided to let
her be. The rest of the night whenever they were together, there were always other
people around, so he didn’t get to speak freely until the ride home.
“Falstaff must employ some kind of zero-sum principle when it comes to charm,” he
said dryly. “Goes around town being as obnoxious as possible, offends just about
everyone he’s come in contact with, then turns into an enchanting dance partner.”
“I thought I felt the beady eyes of a crimefighter watching us,” Selina said with a
teasing smile—which produced a hint of a scowl—which produced a hint of a purr
before the tone changed. “Stand down, Dark Knight. Falstaff’s ‘charm’ gets as far as
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‘My dear, you really must call me Gregor’ and then makes a sharp right turn into
referencing stuff that happened years ago, like it marks him out as some great
aficionado of Gotham history. I mean: you read some old newspapers. What am I
supposed to say to that, ‘Yay, literacy’? Most people use those things to wrap fish.”
“So, if he didn’t impress you, why did you go off with him?” Bruce asked.
“To empty his wallet,” Selina smirked.
“Very funny.”
“Been a long time since I had the fun of stealing right under Batman’s nose. Let’s
face it, most of what I’ve done since we got together was with your blessing. This
was—”
“You better be joking.”
“Not completely. See, he spent most of our dance pumping me for details about the
silent auctions. He heard a rumor that Atlantis donated something for the Water Ball.
Said he didn’t want to ‘blow his lunch money’ on tonight’s offerings if you were
‘following the ways of tradesmen.’ Holding the good stuff in reserve until you’d
unloaded the rest ‘on the gullible who are forever incapable of distinguishing quality
from cost.’”
“Insulting me, the item donor, and the other guests in one line, that’s impressive,”
Bruce noted.
“So I made him pay for it. Took him down to tonight’s auctions and made him place
a big fat bid for every hint I gave him about what was coming up.”
“That’s it?”
“After he wrote down his bids, a few of his 1s may have become 4s.”

Catwoman hadn’t planned on prowling after the Wayne gala, but after Bruce did
nothing but chuckle at her ‘prank’ changing Falstaff’s bids—adding that
“Whatshername Gretta” had done the same thing to him once at an Aids Benefit—
Kitty felt the need to assert herself. She was trying to beat her old record at the Sterling
Trust when she noticed the Bat-Signal. Another night, it might have been fun. She’d
go to her favorite gargoyle near One Police Plaza, watch and wait, and as soon as
Batman was finished, she’d break in on the OraCom and ask about it without
preliminaries. But tonight she really wasn’t in the mood for *cough*fighting, so she
went back to finessing the Sterling locks when her own OraCom buzzed.
“Catwoman’s House of Pain,” she answered.
There was a pause. Then:
..:: Not all jewel thieves share your verdict on that movie,::.. came a familiar gravel. ..:: The
Beauforts’ townhouse was broken into while they were at the Wayne Ball. I’m going to the
crime scene now, if you want to come have a look.::..

In the years he fought Catwoman, a seldom acknowledged wish-dream formed that
one day they could be something more than adversaries. The dream took various
forms, the most wildly improbable being the partnership they now enjoyed. Unlike the
more personal and intimate variations, ‘crimefighting’ was never a clearly defined
23

Cat-Tales

dream. Just a vague notion of her standing at his side before swinging into battle
together, or perhaps sifting through data in the cave, tackling the finer points of some
baffling mystery with their combined areas of expertise. He never considered that
she’d be bringing the most frustrating aspects of Catwoman-the-criminal’s behavior
into the mission with her. He never figured on the same blinders and rationalizations
that let her blithely pretend stealing wasn’t wrong. He never figured on feline logic—
or feline stubbornness, digging in like a wildcat and refusing to admit she was wrong.
Maybe—just maybe—Selina in the car driving into the city would be more
reasonable than Catwoman at the crime scene had been.
“About that—” “No.” he began and she answered.
A half mile later, he tried again.
“They got away with—” “Doesn’t matter.”
And once more turning onto the bridge.
“Even though she was wearing th—” “Still morons.”
“But you said—” “Not the point.”
“But y—” “I stand by it.”
“B—” “Because I’m right.”
“Why can’t you just admit that despite not doing it your way, they made it work.”
“Because it didn’t work.”
“Okay, this is an aspect of the criminal mind I don’t understand. Explain it to me,
please: They go into the house, nobody is home, they open the safe, they take out all
the jewelry Sophia didn’t wear to the party, they leave. How is that not making it
work?”
“Not only was Sophia Beaufort wearing the to-die-for necklace, earrings and bracelet
you save for a Wayne-worthy occasion, she got home and went to put them back in the
safe not two hours after your burglar had left. ‘Hey look, honey, we’ve been robbed.’
Your burglar had Batman standing there making pensive faces over his handiwork less
than ninety minutes after he’d gone. That is not ‘making it work.’ You do it my way,
the Beauforts don’t find out they’ve been hit for hours yet. The Gotham Times will have
the story before you hear about it, and by the time you get there tonight, the GPD, a
couple insurance buffoons and, knowing Dwight Beaufort, the FBI will have had a
pissing contest all over your crime scene.
“Bruce, unless I want you involved, unless I want my monster sapphire with a Batfun chaser, my plane is touching down in Zurich right now, while you’re sitting here in
your day face driving into work. I’m ready to pop that thing into my safe deposit box,
and you don’t even know there’s been a crime yet. And that’s why I’m a free kitty
when everybody else that tries something like that in this town is singing the Blackgate
Blues. This moron? He is only running two hours ahead of you. At a time when the
Rogues Gallery is all up the river and Batman is bored. Yeah, that’s really ‘making it
work,’ McCavity. Good luck with that.”
Bruce grunted.
On the one hand, she was stubbornly refusing to admit she was wrong. She was
rigidly insisting her way was the only way—but it was hard to find that infuriating
when her reason was that she saw the criminals’ failure as a foregone conclusion. The
fact that they had the gems was irrelevant. The fact that he didn’t know who they were
was irrelevant. They had not delayed Batman’s involvement sufficiently, so now they
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were doomed to fail. Not only did Selina—not only did Catwoman—believe that, she
was argumentative about it. She was mad at him for not seeing it. She was irate,
impatient and exasperated, as if he didn’t understand something as basic as gravity.
She was truly an impossible woman, but today, it was hard to find that infuriating.

Despite Selina’s confidence, neither the police nor Batman had any suspects on the
Beaufort robbery by the night of the Fire Ball. While the Times had mentioned the
incident in its police blotter, a lone burglary without any theme criminal overtones was
not particularly newsworthy. Gotham, as a whole, hadn’t noticed, but those who knew
the Beauforts personally were aware. It was discussed lightly in the first hour of the
ball; Sophia Beaufort usually brought it up herself. It was something interesting to talk
about, it made her the center of a drama, and of course, everything was insured. In
fact, it was the quick payout that allowed her to buy the magnificent fire opal she wore
tonight.
Gregorian Falstaff took a particular interest in the gem, praising its color. He was a
great connoisseur of reds, he said, having made of a study of it in order to select the
perfect shade for his logo. You didn’t want something that looked orange in a certain
light, or that would bleach into an insipid pink. Since Falstaff Inc. was a sponsor of the
event, his logo was included on the sign just outside the ballroom entrance. He
escorted Sophia there to see what he meant, and compare the color to that of her opal,
and the photographer stationed there was quick to snap their picture: Gregorian
Falstaff, the Falstaff logo, the sign reading Fire Ball, and his arm stretched out to Mrs.
Beaufort to conveniently block the words “Thomas and Martha Wayne Foundation”
above. Sophia, oblivious to the photo being staged, naturally complimented Falstaff’s
generosity as a sponsor and asked what aspects of the event his company had paid for.
A few minutes later, Bruce stalked through the ballroom with the slow, quietly
menacing gait of a hungry lion. He spotted Selina chatting with Ted Layne and Bunny
Wigglesworth, touched her elbow without acknowledging them, and when she turned,
he graveled “Dance with me” in the same this-is-not-a-request tone she had used the
week before.
After sixteen bars of punctilious Miss Townsend’s Dancing School turns around the
dance floor in absolute silence, he pulled her in much closer and whispered “I may
need you to slip out of here, get into costume and meet me on the roof for a few.”
“Got a lead on our cat burglar?” she asked.
“No. But if I don’t get to take a few swings at someone who can block, it’s entirely
possible I’m going to put my fist right through Falstaff’s skull.”
Selina pulled back just far enough to look into his eyes, then settled back into the
dancing embrace and whispered “You’re serious. Bruce, get a hold of yourself.
Whatever he’s done now, he’s baiting you, and it’s not supposed to be this easy. Much
uglier men than Gregorian Falstaff have tried and failed.”
“I know, but it keeps getting worse. ‘Whatever he’s done now?’ Do you want to
know?”
“Probably not, unless you want to risk both of us going after him.”
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Another sixteen bars of silent and assiduous dancing followed, and Bruce decided to
tell her anyway. Sophia Beaufort had just come up to him. They had dated for a brief
time before her marriage, and she’d enjoyed the benefits of the fop’s extravagance as
much as any of the bimbos. Maybe that’s why she was so outraged on his behalf.
Apparently Falstaff Inc. was ‘happy to do their bit’ paying for all the printing and
promotional costs of tonight’s gala, because you couldn’t expect a foppish dilettante to
grasp that all those press kits sent out—‘Look what we’re doing; aren’t we grand!’—
cost money.
He had stood right in front of a photographer from the Daily News, turned to the
display table with a ‘let’s see what we have here among the beneficiaries’ routine and
picked out the Gotham Dance Ensemble. The Foundation had sponsored a guest artist
for two productions and provided salary for a director’s assistant for one season.
Falstaff had pointed his chubby finger at the director’s assistant and said that was the
cost of the postage right there. The postage Wayne spent sending out press kits for this
shindig tonight, that would have eaten up that girl’s salary if Falstaff hadn’t stepped in.
“That’s why events like this have corporate sponsors,” Bruce said through clenched
teeth. “It’s all underwritten, discounted and donated so the funds raised go to the
beneficiary organizations. Everybody knows that, that’s why you’ve got a dozen logos
behind you on the red carpet. And I don’t even take up space crediting Wayne
Enterprises or Wayne Tech on that stuff, because his name is already all over—their
name—names, my par—the parent company is all…”
He drifted into silence, and Selina didn’t speak.
“Thank you for not saying it,” he murmured.
It was one thing to allow himself to be seen as a foppish playboy, but he had always,
always kept those antics far from the Foundation for this very reason. Yet the thought
haunted him: had he done enough? Was this somehow his fault? The good works
done in his parents’ name, the good works that were his parents’ legacy, for them to be
sullied that way. It made him ill just thinking about it. The Thomas and Martha Wayne
Foundation. He had done all a man could to make their names mean something good
and positive and… and he failed them. This idea was out there now. For anyone to
stumble across and maybe believe. He had failed them. And he had a responsibility to
make it right.
“Hey,” Selina whispered, nudging the tight embrace of their dance open a little and
pressing gently against his lead to make him turn to the right. “Looks like Tim got the
message.”
On the edge of the dance floor, Cassie Cain stood with Tim Drake. Her hair was up,
parted in the center, with a single tendril hanging loose in the front, framing her face
on each side. The slightest hint of light gray eye shadow, the slightest hint of pale
peach lipstick... She would have looked as young and pretty as she had ever been—
except that whatever Tim just said had produced a shy, blushing smile that catapulted
‘pretty’ to breathtaking.
“I guess he did,” Bruce admitted. He watched for minute, the pair of them looking
so young and awkward and innocent—the shy smile had erupted into an embarrassed
laugh—which in turn produced a dazzled blushing smile from Tim—it was hard to
reconcile it with their nighttime personas. Then detective’s instinct engaged and
Batman remembered an open question that had not been answered.
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“You never told me why Cassie was wearing your dress last week at the Earth Ball.”
“Oh, that’s right,” Selina breathed. She was glad for the change of subject. The
Falstaff storm had passed, for now, and Bruce seemed his old self again. But the new
topic wasn’t one she relished going into.
“You said it had something to do with Barbara,” Bruce prompted. “The day I’d
flown out to the R&D campus, you went to see her.”
“Yeah, there was kind of a weird thing going on with people poking around for
information about me. Some of it pretty close to home, literally in one case, like the
pensione where I lived in Florence that one summer. And the same IP that was looking
around that street on Google Earth then started searching near this spot outside Cahors
where I used to go with Francois, Mas-de-Poitard. Which will get them nowhere, by
the way. Google, maps, sign posts—just try to finding the turn to Mas-de-Poitard
without a native driving, you won’t do it.”
Bruce’s lip twitched, which Selina attributed to the new song the band was playing,
not the creepy cyber-stalking of her past in Europe.
“It seems like they were poking at everything from Junior High up through next
Friday. Again, I’m being quite literal. Barbara says they were looking through the
collections from the runways I attended at last year’s Fashion Week and the couture
houses I went to when we were in Paris, and judging by the pages they spent the most
time on and the pictures they downloaded, they had correctly ID’d the Elle Saab you
saw Cassie wearing last week and the Valentino I was going to wear tonight.”
“I see,” Bruce smiled. “So you changed your plans. Gave the one dress to Cassie
and tonight’s Valentino—?”
“Why do you think Dick and Barbara were late. Red on a redhead, I’m surprised she
got him out of the house at all.”
Bruce smiled again, which Selina enjoyed for a minute. He had such a handsome
smile, and the genuine ones were a rarity—which is what made this one so peculiar.
“I don’t get it, you’re the biggest control freak ever. Why aren’t you having seizures
about this?”
“Because I’ve been expecting it. I’m actually surprised it took so long to happen.”
“Wh…?” was all Selina could manage.
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DEJA VU ALL OVER AGAIN—AGAIN
Lucius Fox had been quite sincere when he told Selina he liked “her movie.” That
was before he spent an afternoon with her learning how to think like a super-thief and
the rest of the month outsmarting himself as he maneuvered his way around all the
systems he himself had designed. Nothing feeds a brilliant mind like discovering a
new way of thinking, and long after the high of his first ‘heist’ had run its course, he
was still intoxicated by this practice. He decided he didn’t like the movie much after
all and opted to rent more traditional heist films rather than seeing it a second time.
Whoever made that cat burglar so angry and bitter didn’t grasp what the real
Catwoman did, how good she was at it, and how much fun it was to bob and weave
around the tiny limited minds that make up the systems meant to keep you out. They
certainly didn’t grasp how gratifying it was to be so very good at what you do, or how
hard it would be to maintain a good mad-on if you were the kind of person who has
that much fun on a regular basis.
Not a great movie-watcher, none of this was the sort of thing Lucius would normally
think about, but in this case, he had an ulterior motive. He wanted another master
class with Selina now that he had the Data-Lock Process 2.0 ready for testing, and he
wanted to sit down with her and go over all the WayneTech internal system security.
He had learned a lot in that one afternoon, but he certainly didn’t feel ready to ‘fly
solo.’ He needed Selina’s continued involvement, and a few pithy words about the
movie would make an ideal icebreaker.
He hadn’t wanted to interrupt when she was occupied with board members and
donors, and he hated the idea of big-footing when she was chatting with Foundation
employees, so he waited until she was dancing with Bruce.
“Wh…?” Selina had said just as Lucius came up to them.
“Evening,” he smiled. “Selina, you’re looking lovely. Bruce, do you think I might
borrow her for a minute?”
“Absolutely,” Bruce smiled, taking a half-step back but holding onto Selina’s right
hand just long enough to lift it to his lips. “This isn’t the best place to talk anyway,” he
said, grazing her fingers with a gentle kiss and meeting her astonished eyes with a
penetrating Bat-stare. “It’s a starry night out, we’ll finish up later.”
Lucius was delighted that he didn’t have to use any of his prepared material. Selina
came right out and asked how he had been getting on since the thieving-tutorial, so it
was easy to book her for another afternoon to ‘check his homework,’ as he put it, and
he even got her tentative agreement to meet for a series of working lunches to go over
the rest of the Wayne Tech systems. At the conclusion of their dance, however, as he
looked around to turn her back over to Bruce, it seemed that his boss had disappeared.
“He does that,” Selina noted wryly.
“You’re noticed that too?” Lucius grinned.
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“It’s a starry night out.”
There was no question what it meant. Virtually the last thing he’d said to her as
Batman was to “Stay away from that Van Gogh.” The Museum of Modern Art had
announced they were moving their entire collection out to Queens to be displayed in a
temporary facility while the midtown building underwent a massive renovation.
Catwoman was on the roof above to keep an eye on the art, Batman was there to keep
an eye on her… and the roles that had been subtly but insistently evolving since the
Cat-Tales show suddenly evaporated completely. Without either intending to make a
personal revelation, it was suddenly out there that she didn’t care that much for Monet
and they both preferred the Van Gogh. More intimate exchanges followed, which were
followed in turn by a hasty and determined retreat into their old adversarial roles:
“When they reopen down there, it’s going to be a banquet” and “Stay away from that
Van Gogh.”
By the time the renovation was completed, Bruce and Selina were a couple. They
were a fixture on the social scene, invited to the reopening as a set. Yet the Bat/Cat
history was so present and the associations with the MoMA so pronounced… “When
they reopen, it’s going to be a banquet. They’ll have a huge party, crème de la crème
decked out in their best jewels and all the new security will be suspect…” The idea of
dressing for that party in the same room was unthinkable. The idea of him coming up
behind her and fastening the jewels she would be wearing… So they parted for a night,
arrived separately, and after putting down the kind of criminal uproar that leaves so
many Gotham events of that kind in a shambles, they rendezvoused hours later in a
dark, empty and war torn gallery in front of Vincent Van Gogh’s Starry Night.
The only question was whether “a starry night out” meant to meet in the gallery in
front of the painting or on the roof of the original encounter. Selina assumed the latter,
but she popped inside first to leave a miniature camera on the bench in front of the Van
Gogh, just in case. She got as far as the third floor panel to disable the second floor
cameras when she caught the shadow shifting in her peripheral vision.
“You’ve already done this, I take it?” she asked just loud enough to be heard by a
looming crimefighter.
“I meant to meet on the roof,” he said. “Came down here to keep an eye on that
panel in case you misunderstood.”
“The roof was my guess,” she smirked. “I was going to plant a camera downstairs,
just in case.”
Batman’s lip twitched. She took a step towards him, and his lip twitched again as
she touched the emblem on the center of his chest, delicately tracing over the scallops
of the right batwing as her own lips curled into a smile.
“You’ve started to think in contingencies,” said Batman.
“I always did, just not the same kind as you.” Another slow, silent scallop-trace, and
then… “Roof? It is a starry night out, I’m told.”
A few minutes later, Batman walked the perimeter of the block glass roof, assuring
himself there was no suspicious activity in the area that required his attention.
Catwoman double-checked the sightlines, and then met him in the southeast corner on
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a favorite spot, where they could look through the clear floor, down into a row of
Warhols and Lichtensteins.
“So,” she said.
“So,” he answered.
She looked confused. She waited for a minute, but the only response was another lip
twitch.
“It’s your meeting,” she reminded him. “We left off at ‘you’ve been expecting it.’”
“Of course. You don’t have any idea at all what’s going on, not even a theory or a
guess?” She knew the tone from their first ‘date night’ team-ups. He had this way
about him when he tried to coax her into being a detective. “Think about when it
started, this ‘poking around’ in your past. The timing of it.”
“It’s not the movie; Barbara and I eliminated that first thing. The stuff they’re
looking at is all wrong for that.”
“Agreed. So what are they looking at: France, Italy, fashion. What does that imply
about the person or persons doing the searching?”
“They know how to pronounce Ibiza, so what?”
“They know you know how to pronounce Ibiza. They know you, Selina. It’s not
‘fashion’ in general they’re looking at, but Fashion Week, the specific tents you went to.
Given their ability to pinpoint actual dresses, I’d say they watched video from the
runways where the audience was visible and noted which numbers you jotted down.
That’s how I’d go about it.”
“Bruce, I get that you’ve got that whole Sherlock thing going where you,
obnoxiously and presumptuously, treat me like a Watson-Robin that you’re training to
think like a detective. Got news for you. Three pages before all that deduction stuff in
the Detective’s Handbook is a technique I happen to know is a personal favorite of
yours: Ask somebody who knows. And if they’re evasive, you make a fist and ask agai—”
“You’re being profiled.”
She blinked. Then:
“… Uhlhm… Come again?”
“You’re on the list. Have been since—You’re right, it has nothing to do with the
movie, that’s not what I meant by timing—Selina, think about when this started, and
then look at where they’re looking. You used the phrase yourself about Florence; you
said it hit close to home.”
“So who do you figure the leak is? Alfred? Whiskers? You?”
“It’s you, Kitten.”
“…”
“Tonight alone I heard you talking to Richard Flay about a Della Robbia something
in the Bargello. That’s not a museum that many tourists find, and you’ve been there
often enough to know the same obscure pieces as Flay who lectured at I Tatti for a
year. Couple minutes later, you’re telling me about some spot near Cahors, ‘without a
native driving you’ll never find the turn.’ You’ve got earrings from this obscure shop
in Venice that nobody’s ever heard of—”
“Madison has,” Selina cut in, feeling defensive but unsure why.
“Madison is the second-best detective in the city. That’s why I hired her.”
“…”
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“Have you two made a lunch date yet?” he asked in a Bat-gravel that eerily echoed
the timing and cadence of the Fop.
“Not… lunch...” Selina said, reeling from this second occasion on this roof when the
man in the mask had spoken in a voice she’d never heard before. The first was the
night of the Van Gogh revelation, and the unexpected voice she heard was Bruce.
Tonight it was… uh, Batfop? While she regained her equilibrium from that, her mouth
continued on auto-pilot until her brain could catch up. “We were going to do the next
trunk show at Bendel together and then go see… Wait a minute. Time out. Your
Development Director is the one stalking me with more energy and initiative than that
insane Egyptologist who wanted me to be his Nefertiti reincarnate?”
“No, the searches Barbara uncovered wouldn’t have been Madison; they would have
been her counterparts at other charities trying to catch up. They know Madison has a
head start, having daily access to you at the Foundation. Selina, don’t you see, the
moment you signed off on that first NMK property becoming a thrift store for the
Cancer Society, you became a whale for the professional fundraiser.”
“…”
“And the non-professionals who are simply board members for this cause or that.
They’ll have reclassified you too, but they’ll be a lot more circumspect. They won’t
want to risk offending Bruce Wayne or alienating the Foundation, so they won’t just
ask you to write a check. There will always be some slant, some reason that makes you
the perfect person to go to for this, so it doesn’t seem like poaching. If it’s for an animal
sanctuary or saving the snow leopards, that’s easy, but if it’s ‘landmines’ or ‘cleft
palate’ they’ll have to get creative. Maybe the event is a wine tasting, and of course
they know you’re so knowledgeable about wine. Or there’s a jazz artist performing at
the event who they know you’re fond of, or maybe they’re auctioning off this
wonderful book on the Art of Florence, so of course they thought of you.”
“Doesn’t it strike you as just a little hypocritical that you've got Wayne Tech trying to
lock down exactly the kind of things the Wayne Foundation is digging up on people?”
“World of difference between you researching someone to find out what they have
that’s worth stealing and Madison—”
“Researching me to steal the 21st Street lot for the Foundation when it’s already
earmarked for the Junior League? It’s not all that different, Stud. If it was, my respect
for Madison would have gone down just now instead of up.”
“Impossible woman,” Batman muttered.
“Whatever. But why not tell me?! If you knew this was coming, why not give a girl
a little advanced warning instead of—”
“If Oracle had brought this to me like she should have, maybe I would’ve, but—”
“Whoa! ‘Maybe you would have,’ we’ll do later. And the original question of why
you didn’t tell me when you were expecting it absent any word from ‘Oracle,’ we’ll also
postpone for later. Barbara brought this to me, I’m guessing because she has this crazy
idea that since it’s my life and not yours, I’m the interested party here. What part of that
isn’t making it through the graphite headgear?”
“Oracle works for me. Monitoring queries about you is an operation she undertook
at my—”
“Because you’re a presumptuous controlling jackass. We all know it, it’s a cost of
doing business within a country mile of you, but you do not—”
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“—own protection, not to mention long range—”
“—thinking you can treat people like a computer program with—”
“—out any regard for what it would mean to the people who care about you—”
“—and actually going to say ‘It’s Selina’s life but she isn’t the one who initiated the
query at the c-prompt, so I can’t disclose—”
“—the stock dropping a quarter point just be—”
“—cause she’s a person not an ATM that will only spit out—”
“—wedding invitations instead of diamond cat—”
“—pin code is the only way to get it—”
“—after all we accomplished with the town halls, it’s a gift!”
“—pon yourself to dictate how my life’s going to be, I’ll thank you not to screw up
quite so spectacula—Wait. The what of the what now?”
“It’s a gift,” he repeated, his arm out, palm up, with an ‘isn’t it obvious’ gesture.
“After all we went through with the town halls to make the stockholders see your
relationship with Bruce Wayne in the proper light, to now have you seen as the white
whale on the charity circuit…”
“Would you please stop using that word? Literary allusion or casino slang, I do not
like being referred to as a whale that many times in one conversation.”
“A lion then,” Batman replied patronizingly. “A social and philanthropic lion equal
to Bruce Wayne himself. Selina, you can walk into Cartier tomorrow singing ‘An Old
Fashioned Wedding’ and the market won’t even blink.”
“Ohhh,” Selina said, a long, low breath of recognition drawing the simple word out
for three syllables. “You… controlling, manipulative, son of a… protocol.” The last
word could have been shouted, instead it was barely above a whisper. “You planned
this. You scheming bastard. You planned this from the beginning. You didn’t take
just any shield company that was handy to grab up all those Falcone properties, you
did this deliberately as...what, as Town Hall 2.0!? You don’t even want to marry me,
you’re just too much of a control freak to stomach the market having an opinion on the
idea.”
“I w—”
“The autocrat that won’t let Superman second guess his judgment is going to teach
Saul Drescher of the Financial Times a lesson.”
“I won’t pretend I’m not capable of—”
“And Lucius’s thing—I BELIEVED YOU! You told me you didn’t plan that setup,
and I actually believed… But you were just packaging ‘Selina’s a jewel thief’ as a
WayneTech asset for the fucking stockholders!?”
“NOT CAPABLE,” Bruce repeated the last words to regain the floor over her
interruption, “of planning and executing a protocol ten times as complicated as the one
you’ve laid out, nor will I apologize for that ability as if it’s a character flaw, nor will I
pretend I don’t consider this to be a desirable outcome, nor will I apologize for that
opinion. I will just—”
“Deny that you did it.”
“I didn’t,” he graveled with I’m-Batman finality.
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Selina paused, cocked her hip at particular angle that harkened back to long ago
rooftops. Her head tilted to match it, and the voice, when she spoke, was the taunting
purr of old Bat/Cat confrontations.
“You don’t think that voice makes it more credible, do you?” she said mockingly.
“Considering everything you used to deny in that tone. Do I need to remind you?”
“Could we stay on the original subject, please? I have told you that I did not put
your name on NMK Holdings or use that company for the Falcone acquisitions as part
of a protocol.”
“And I don’t believe you,” Catwoman answered.
“I can’t help that; it’s the truth. That’s what exists whether you believe in it or not.
Perhaps you’re thinking of Tinkerbell.”
A sputtered laugh escaped her, and Selina hastily brought her hand to her mouth to
cover it. Another convulsive giggle followed. Then she got control of herself, and
looked up at him. She was still murderously angry, and his deadpan scowl made her
angrier. But the markedly unBatmany expression that had just popped out of Batman
was… funny.
“Tinkerbell?” she managed. Batman’s deadliest death-glare was the only answer,
and Selina took a deep breath. She glanced down into the Pop Art gallery, and
happened to see a Warhol-style silkscreen of Batman scowling in four different color
palettes. “Okay,” she said wearily. “Let’s say … strictly for the sake of not putting a
cat-scratch on Batman’s cheek that Bruce would find hard to explain tomorrow… that I
believe you. How long does this unplanned and non-protocol-induced gift being
profiled and cyber-stalked by the PLUs continue?”
“Right now, you’re fresh meat,” Batman said in Bruce’s everyday non-fop tone.
“The intrusive searches, the aggressive contacts, that will all subside after a month or
two. Then it will surge like it does for everybody in November, drop off in January,
hiccup briefly in May, July and September.”
“Okay, well, thanks for the advance warning, jackass.”
Batman grunted.
“There is one more thing I wanted to talk about,” he said. “So much has happened
with the Pelacci wedding and Bane and the Rogue War, I barely had a chance to think
it through myself, let alone mention it to you. I realize it’s not ideal timing, but since
you brought it up and… we’re here…”

I found myself thinking about Jervis. I’ve only been hatted once, and I don’t
remember a second of it. As soon as the headpiece brushed against my temple,
everything frizzled into white nothingness. That’s the typical experience, but I
understand there are variations. He has different devices inducing different mental
states, depending on what he needs you to do. One of those states can, allegedly,
produce fantastically detailed dream worlds based on fantastically implausible
premises. I really hoped this wasn’t one, but I was starting to wonder. It seemed the
only explanation for the waves of nonsense buffeting me since Bruce grabbed me for
that dance.
Or maybe I did hope that was the explanation. I knew it wasn’t; Jervis was in
Arkham. But as a way to make sense of it all, it seemed, I don’t know, so much simpler.
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“Since you brought it up,” Batman was saying.
I had no idea what. I certainly hadn’t ‘brought up’ anything connected to the Pelacci
wedding, Bane or the Rogue war. Or anything connected to the MoMA roof and its
special significance in our past.
“I had a bit of an epiphany when I went to Atlantis,” came next. And before I
could even add ‘Or Atlantis’ to my thought, he’d gone on to Mongolia. “That time Ra’s
kidnapped you just to, to get my attention…”
“Well nobody ever said he wasn’t a dick,” I murmured, but all I could think was
‘Mongolia now!?’
“…Aida has never been one of my favorite opera and my mind wandered…”
So, let’s take it down: the MoMA roof, the Pelacci-Marcuso wedding, Bane, the
Rogue War, Atlantis, Mongolia and Aida. I think I can be excused for wondering if
rascally little Jervis hadn’t got himself an early release from Arkham, snuck up behind
me, and given me a hard shove through the looking glass.
And I was still furious with him—with Bruce or Batman or Bat-Fop or whatever the
hell he was turning into now—which made it all quite hard to process:
“I remember thinking about that night at the other museum, when it started. That
first burglary after Cat-Tales, in the Egyptian wing. You were so… beautiful and
exciting—and funny—I let myself smile at something you said and…”
And that sounds like I was down the rabbit hole, doesn’t it?! That’s just not the kind
of thing Batman says on a museum rooftop, even that one.
“Then years later, there we were, sitting in front of that Van Gogh and… talking
about marriage. It was all so tied up with… mortality, the fear of losing you on that
flight to Mongolia, the muscle failure that night in the cave, and then the mindwipe
and hell month and…”
“Bruce, you said that you didn’t have a chance to ‘think this though’ yourself, so
maybe you should just wait and go do that, because whatever it is you’re trying to say
to me, it’s just not coming through—”
“I was wrong. The… sick dread I felt at the vaguest allusion to marriage, I thought
it came—Selina, don’t you see, I thought it was tied up with ideas of death because
of Crime Alley. And it wasn’t. It came from Ra’s.”
“Bruce, you’re talking about a guy whose best idea in the last ten years was to steal a
bunch of yours. You can’t honestly think he’s capable of that kind of mindfuck.”
“No, not intentionally. But these associations were formed in the course of that
kidnap plot of his, and I simply cannot allow Ra’s al Ghul to have that kind of
influence over my life.”
I nodded, because he obviously felt very strongly about all this, and because getting
the idea out at all seemed up there with passing a kidney stone.
“Well, good then,” I said, nodding again.
“Good then,” he echoed.
That was followed by a strained silence.
Anywhere else it would have felt like he was waiting for something, but on a
museum roof, it felt like the old tension. Back then, in the split second when his arm
would start to move, I could feel it: there was a battle raging in there, whether that
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hand would go to the belt and reach for the batcuffs or stretch out to wrap around my
waist and take me into his arms. It was a thrilling tension, then.
Tonight, it felt like vertigo.
Then it peaked into absolutely nothing.
“We should tell Alfred first,” he said. “Then have the kids over. And right after
that, I’ll tell Clark, because he’ll know the second he sees—”
I’m not sure how it happened, but I had my fingers curled around the whip handle
before I caught myself. Bruce’s voice faded into sort of a head cold kind of pressure
pushing outward, and my heartbeat was thumping uncomfortably loud and heavy,
considering I wasn’t doing anything physical.
“Stop right there,” I breathed against that really uncomfortable chest tension. “I am
going to ask you nicely to stop right there, because if you don’t, you will be cut off by a
whipcrack, is that clear?”
“What’s wr—”
“IS THAT CLEAR?”
“Selina, get a hold of yourse—”
-WhipcrackAnd I’m not sorry.
I did warn him.
He glared.
He was obviously pissed. But he made that hand-raise gesture, so I knew I had the
floor.
“Sorry,” I said, putting the whip away with an equally exaggerated but conciliatory
gesture, because I really did feel we better get the temperature down quickly. Also, my
heartbeat was still too thumpy and my breathing too heavy to want to get into a full
scratch-off with Batman. “Are you… under the impression—I don’t believe I’m even
asking this—Bruce, are you under the impression that you just proposed?”
“I said that I had an epiphany—”
“Y-yes, that you hadn’t had a chance to mention to me. And then you started a story
about Ra’s. Now, I realize that we are not the most conventional couple in the world,
and I’m really not the kind of woman who needs a gazebo and a red rose and the
whole down-on-one-knee thing. But ‘I can’t allow Ra’s al Ghul to have that kind of
influence over my life’?! Really? Ra’s al Ghul, that’s a name you think belongs in this
conversation?”
“I SAID that I hadn’t thought through exactly how to broach—”
“Right! You have protocols for Poison Ivy attacking the Beatrice Inn with bamboo
and King Snake smuggling credit card blanks into Chinatown inside fake Gucci bags,
but you decide to just mention to me that your views on marriage have changed, since I
brought it up and we’re here! Not like it’s anything important. You’ll wing it. ‘Bane.
Ra’s. The Rogue War.’ You’ve already got the fix in with the stockholders and the
social register. Telling me is just a formality after all.”
“Well uhy—” I heard, and I could see it. I could see it. He was going to say ‘Uh, yes.’
I don’t know when I’ve felt so, so… cheap.
He did stop himself from actually saying it out loud.
Un-valued.
But we have a long history of knowing each other’s thoughts.
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Disrespected.
Some of it happened right on this roof, in fact.
And most of all: taken for granted.
“So you figured, what, that I’d be flattered by this? You ‘changed your mind’ so it’s
Christmas morning for Kitty.”
“I thought it’s what you wanted. You said—”
“That night, yes. In a weak moment, downstairs by the Van Gogh, I did want it—for
all the wrong reasons. You said it yourself: it was about mortality. For me too. It was
fear. It was the mindwipe, I was feeling vulnerable—that you were vulnerable and we
were—and maybe getting married was a way to, I don’t know, make it feel more…
solid, permanent… something.
“And okay maybe that’s not the healthiest reason in the world to want to be man and
wife, but it’s a damn sight better than ‘Ra’s al Ghul cannot be allowed to have that kind
of influence in my life.’”
“Fine, I shouldn’t have mentioned Ra’s,” he said—with all the piercing insight of ‘I
don’t think those jewels belong to you.’
“I salute you, World’s Greatest Detective,” I spat reflexively.
“I’m sorry I asked,” he spat back.
“You didn’t,” I pointed out.
And he hadn’t.
Maybe it was all the talk about my past. My roommate at Miss Corinne’s loved Pride
and Prejudice. She had the entire text of Eliza Bennet’s refusal to Mr. Darcy
memorized. I wished I remembered more of it. All I could recall right then was that
the pompous jackass “spoke of apprehension and anxiety but his countenance
expressed real security.” i.e. He was the catch of the county, he knew it, and there
wasn’t a chance in the world of any semi-lucid woman saying no. But even he went
through the motions. It’s the rudest proposal in English Literature, and even he
bothered to ask the question and pretend he was anxious about the answer.
I would have mentioned it, but even though I didn’t hear him fire the line, I knew
there was only empty roof behind me.
He had gone.

The “apartment” the Colemans had bought from Sweetzer Platt’s widow in 1988
was, in fact, three full floors of a Yorke Street high-rise, consisting of forty-one rooms.
Geoff Coleman had ingeniously converted the bottom floors into studios and onebedroom flats, resold them, and recouped the entire purchase price with enough left
over to furnish the remaining rooms in regal style. In Bruce Wayne’s circle, however, it
was still called “Justine Platt’s apartment.” To the insurance company, it was simply
called “The Nightmare.” Ninety windows altogether. Thirty on the top floor where
the Colemans’ palatial residence was protected by the first-rate security of Foster and
Forsythe. Sixty identical windows below where the affluent residents weren’t quite in
that league. Sixty windows where a skilled would-be thief might practice.
In the hours before dawn, as Geoff and Lily Coleman were sleeping off the Tattinger
from the Wayne Foundation Fire Ball, one of those windows was breached. A silent
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figure moved through the rooms with the instincts of an accomplished thief. In less
than three minutes, the Colemans’ safe was located. In less than fifteen it was cracked.
And in less than twenty the figure was gone, along with $175,000 in jewelry, $196,000
in bearer bonds, and a miniature of “The Spice Merchant’s Wife” that had hung low
over the table inside the foyer where the invitation to the next Wayne gala sat in the
mail tray.

38

Wayne Rises

UMA THURMAN
In the first months after Cassandra Cain came to the attention of the Bat Family, she
lived with Barbara Gordon. Barbara was open, patient and chatty, and while Cassie
still preferred listening to talking, Barbara soon decided the girl was ready to resume
living on her own. Bruce-Sensei gave her one of the identikit apartments he kept
around the city as a safe house and emergency changing station, and Dick made
several covert visits to help her ‘fix it up’ with personal touches. He often used these
secret flats as a teen, he said, and Cassie could tell by his body language that he
actually believed Bruce-Sensei didn’t know. That seemed very odd. It should be
anyone’s first assumption that Batman knows whatever it is they’re trying to hide, and
Dick’s tells were the easiest to read of anyone in the Bat Family. Cassie confirmed her
guess when Bruce came to inspect her use of the place, which he called a visit. His eyes
shifted around the room as they would around a crime scene, and lingered on the
pillow and mug Dick had brought the way they would linger on evidence that had
some inference to be drawn from it. The bean bag and milk crate from Stephanie his
eyes merely passed over as items of no importance.
After the third of these inspections, Cassie detected disapproval. Bruce had that
slight tension around his mouth that was familiar to her from training. Some
correction would always follow: an adjustment to her battle stance, a note to keep her
arm high during a follow-through or to shift her weight for an offensive thrust... But
when Bruce inspected her apartment, no correction ever came. Cassie didn’t think it
was proper to ask for instruction, and the one time she tried, she didn’t have the words
to make herself clear. Bruce-Sensei just told her what she already knew: that all the
furnishings were bought in bulk as complete rooms from a corporate supplier, and she
should feel free to make the place more “her own.” She thanked him, just as she would
for teaching her a new block or a high kick, but that only brought a different version of
the disapproving tension, the one that moved slightly down the right side of his neck
and so was only visible when he was unmasked. Bruce said he wanted Cassie to think
of the apartment as her home (and once again she thanked him) and not just a place he
was allowing her to stay. Cassie thanked Bruce-Sensei a third time, but she could tell
by the new tension under his ear that this wasn’t what was expected, so she let it go.
Now she understood. Bruce seldom visited anymore, but Cassie knew he would be
pleased at the way she had finally made the apartment “her own.” The personal
touches borrowed from Dick and Stephanie had been replaced, one by one, as Cassie
found interests of her own. The poster of Viggo Mortensen as Aragorn had first given
way to a poster of Buffy the Vampire Slayer, and then to a more solid and stylized
black and white image of Uma Thurman from Kill Bill.
It was that she slept under now. Selina-Sensei taught that it was every girl’s right to
sleep in the morning of a ball, and that is exactly what Cassie did. Then she got up,
stretched, and performed the ritual Selina-Sensei had taught her, rinsing off her face
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with icy cold water. She could skip washing her hair today, since tonight was the ball
and she would be going to Antonio’s in a few hours to have her hair done—with
ribbons and rubrum lilies to match her new dress.
Cassie was both excited and skeptical about that. The whole ‘Vine’ episode with
Poison Ivy was long ago, but not forgotten. Still, it was unseemly to question one’s
sensei, and Selina said it was time to get over ‘the flower thing.’ Like all teenage girls,
Cassie had lovely shoulders, Selina-Sensei said, and tonight’s strapless gown, with her
hair drawn up, a splash of color from the lilies to catch the eye and tendrils of ribbon to
lead the eye down, would show them off to purr-fection. Tim would be dazzled,
absolutely dazzled, and Cassie would see that—even in a town where every third
woman had a grudge against Queen Chlorophyll—flowers could still be your friend.
So Cassie didn’t have to wash her hair, and that meant she had time to run down to
Petite Abeille for breakfast. The daily visits there to unnerve The Riddler on
Catwoman’s behalf were long over, but the memory of almond croissants, spice tea
and baguettes with nutella kept her going back. Today she opted to sit down rather
than take out, and that meant she could get a waffle or those mini pancakes whose
name she could never pronounce. There was a newspaper on her table, a Gotham
Observer the last person had left behind, so she glanced through it while she ate. There
was another story on the cat burglar. Not another robbery, just a rehashing of the
previous ones and noting that, in both cases, the victims had been guests at a Wayne
party. The paper didn’t go on to speculate if tonight’s event might produce a third
victim, but running the story the day of the third Wayne ball certainly left the idea out
there. Cassie took the paper with her and hurried back to her apartment, wondering
on the walk home if she should tell Selina-Sensei she had been to the crime scene
herself.
Not having the coverage of a tuxedo or Selina’s experience stowing the means to
change in the elegant minimalism of a woman’s eveningwear, Cassie had to return
home after the Fire Ball to get into costume before starting patrol as Batgirl. Tim had
offered to escort her home, but that meant he would be changing into Robin at her
place. They would both be changing there, together. Taking their party clothes off
before putting costumes on, and that made her feel... squicky. So she said she’d meet
him at their usual rooftop, but by the time she reached it, Oracle had sent him on a
surveillance tag in Chelsea. She could have followed, but just then the Bat-Signal was
lit, so she thought she’d check it out instead. She arrived at One Police Plaza just as
Batman was leaving, and he said she should come along. She needed experience with
cat burglar crime scenes. So Batgirl had walked the physical space with BatmanSensei, listened to his observations and analysis, and answered to the best of her ability
whenever he posited a question. She harvested no forensic evidence, however.
Instead, she watched Batman and was to write up her own analysis of the samples he
collected. The next day, she was to consult his log on the physical evidence and
compare their conclusions.
Cassie had noticed Batman’s manner was strained at several points walking through
the crime scene, but she never thought to connect it to the fact that they were
investigating a cat burglar. It was only when she went into the log and saw the
personal lockouts on ten different paragraphs and subsections that she made the
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connection. All but the brief portion dealing with the physical evidence was sealed
with Batman’s personal password.
It didn’t seem like something she should keep from Sensei Selina. It didn’t seem like
something she should reveal about Sensei Bruce. For nearly a week she had wrestled
with the problem. Now she had this article in the Gotham Observer. It might be a way
to trick Selina into giving her some cue. She didn’t like that word though. One should
not try to trick one’s sensei. They always knew, and that led to hours of deadlifts and
overhead squats. But it might be a way to nudge Selina into giving her some idea about
the cat burglar: if it was okay to talk about, if Batman’s investigation was something to
talk about. So, as soon as Cassie got home, she unfolded the Gotham Observer, opened
it to the page with the cat burglar story, and refolded it so it couldn’t be missed. Now
she just needed to find the right place to put it…
The bean bag she’d gotten rid of and replaced with a low, rotating, red and white
table that matched the shelves and cupboards she already had. It was the last of
Stephanie’s stamp on the decorating, but Cassie had added three mementos, two of
Stephanie and one of Spoiler, to the shelf above her stereo. Displayed on the rotating,
red and white table was a pretty iron tea pot and cups from the Chinatown Cultural
Center where Jai had taken her. About once a month it sat there by itself, looking very
pretty and decorative, like a picture in a magazine, like someone was coming over for
tea ceremony. Then the accumulations of living would begin to clutter up the table
again. The current clutter included a dinner card and centerpiece from the Fire Ball, a
dry cleaning ticket for her dress, the earrings Selina-Sensei had lent her, and a page
torn from Teen Vogue with a picture of the way she wanted her nails done for tonight.
She wanted to run that past Selina-Sensei, because sometimes the ideas from Teen
Vogue were good ones, but sometimes they were “too downtown,” “too brash,” “too
old,” “too young,” and sometimes it would be fine for another occasion but tonight it
would draw attention from some part of her appearance that “should have center
stage.” So that was perfect. It was just like hiding a weapon for easy retrieval once the
target was in sight: Cassie rearranged the clutter so the borrowed earrings were
sandwiched between the Gotham Observer and the page from Teen Vogue. She would
have to move the newspaper to pick up the earrings or to show Selina the magazine.
Just like hiding a weapon… except not to kill, to get advice on how to paint her nails
for the ball. And find out if it was okay to talk about the cat burglar.
She rearranged the order, placing the magazine on top and the newspaper on the
bottom.
Then changed them back.
Twice.
And might have done so again if Selina hadn’t knocked on the door right then.
Cassie knew it had to be Selina because everyone else used the buzzer on the front
stoop—unless they were in costume and came in through the fire escape. Only Selina
let herself in the front entrance without buzzing and knocked only when she reached
Cassie’s door.
Cassie let her in and, though her conversation was as awkward as ever, her props
handling was that of a master assassin. She handed off the newspaper to Selina in
order to get the earrings, returned those with a polite thank you but immediately
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turned away so Selina couldn’t hand the newspaper back, forcing her to tuck it under
her arm while she put the earrings into her purse. Selina went on holding the
newspaper as she walked through the tiny apartment. It would only be a matter of
time before she noticed…
Except Cassie noticed something first. Selina had that same little stretch of tension
on the side of her neck as Sensei-Bruce in those first inspections. Something in the
apartment displeased her, and as with Bruce-Sensei, she didn’t offer any corrections.
Cassie asked, but Selina smiled and said the apartment was very nice. Cassie asked
again, and noting Selina’s eyes, guessed it had something to do with the picture of
Uma Thurman over the bed. Again, Selina said everything was very nice.
“Selina lie,” Cassie announced petulantly. “Is try to be polite. But polite no good
from sensei. If battle stance weak, is no good to say is fine. If not know what wrong,
no can fix. Get knocked on butt.”
“Yes, that’s very true,” Selina admitted. “And if I thought there was anything at all
in your combat training that was amiss, I’d tell you. But we both know that’s not too
likely, because I am in no position to be giving you notes on your fighting skills. And
this is your home, Cass, you can’t do anything wrong and there’s no chance of getting
knocked on your butt, okay?”
“Selina is sensei,” Cassie said stubbornly. “Not with fighting but with Tim. With
earrings and makeup and how to be kick ass but still be soft and girl and fun.
Something with picture is not right. Sensei look at picture and make little tense around
mouth, look again and make little tense around neck. Something with picture is not
right. Sensei have wisdom no want to share. Say is not Selina place to give notes, but
Selina is sensei. Is place to give correction, is place to share wisdom. Not have to.
Humble student no can tell Sensei what must do. If no want teach, no can make teach.
But humble student begs instruction. Want correction. Want know what wrong with
Kill Bill Uma Thurman picture.”
Selina smiled kindly, laughed kindly, and led Cassie back to the low red and white
table that denoted the living area of the tiny studio. They sat casually on the floor, and
Selina looked around thinking how to begin.
“Remember when we talked about Lady Shiva?” she said finally.
Cassie nodded. “Great fighter. Not much else,” she said, repeating her words from
that earlier conversation.
“The ones who duke it out for that ‘best fighter in the universe’ tag never are,” Selina
agreed. “Maybe that’s why they put so much into pursuing it, because if they’re not
that, what are they?”
“Selina think Kill Bill Bride like that?”
“Maybe a little. It’s her defining characteristic anyway, the fighting. I wouldn’t
want you to think it’s yours.”
Cassie said nothing but nervously tucked her hair behind her ear.
“‘Has breasts and kicks ass’ is fine if that’s all you can do,” Selina said. “But you
have got so much more going for you than that, Cassie. So if you want to put a goal up
there, a role model or something to aspire to you, I’d like to see you shoot a little higher
than somebody known for wiping out the Crazy Eighty—ohmy—” The last word was
cut off by Cassie launching herself from her seated position and wrapping her arms
around Selina in a tight hug. “—Eight,” she concluded with a laugh and a back pat.
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Another day, the next half-hour might have been spent talking about those
alternative goals and role models, but the day of a ball is no time for such frivolous
pursuits. Instead, Cassie produced her page from Teen Vogue and Selina pronounced
her judgment: the wavy blue nail design was ideal for the Water Ball, as long as Cassie
was not going to wear any rings, and it would work especially well with a bracelet.
Cassie said she didn’t have a bracelet, and Selina opened her purse and produced a
beautiful rope of silver links, like the most delicate band of chainmail for a particularly
elegant warrior princess.
Cassie reached for it, but Selina yanked it back.
“Not that easy. Gotta earn it,” she winked. “First, read what it says engraved into
the clasp, right there.” She pointed, and as Cassie carefully read “O. P. Orlandini,”
Selina mouthed the syllables with her. She repeated it so Cassie knew she had
pronounced correctly, then nodded and pointed to the laptop on Cassie’s desk. “Look
‘im up. I want a full report,” she ordered.
Fifteen minutes later, a full report is exactly what she heard: the artist himself, his
atelier in a converted 14th century convent in the Chianti hills, and the details of his
hammering and shaping techniques that dated back to medieval armor-making.
Satisfied, Selina rummaged in her purse again and pulled out a black box with a digital
lock.
“Here you go,” she said, shutting the bracelet inside and handing it to Cassie. “Get it
open and she’s all yours to wear tonight.”
Cassie squealed with delight and went to work on the lock, and Selina left her to it.
Cassie was too absorbed to see the Gotham Observer she left on the floor, or to care that
Selina never even noticed the article about the cat burglar.

Nine holes at the North Hudson Golf Course. It was a tradition for Dick and Tim on
the day of a black tie event they both had to attend. Any subject related to the event
was verboten, and today’s holes one to three were spent on sports: hopes for the
Rogues first round draft pick and the Joker-level insanity of trading Ward to
Cleveland. Holes four to six dwelled on transportation: Dick’s love affair with the
Pagani Huayra since the Auto Show, and Tim’s desire for a motorcycle. Holes seven to
nine compared the charms of Stana Katic and Yvonne Strahovski, and the walk back to
the pro shop debated a slice at Famous Original Ray’s or Original Authentic Ray’s on
the way to collect their respective dry cleaning.
Tuxedo pickup accomplished, Tim returned to the dorm to observe Single Guy
Ritual, otherwise known as putting off getting ready to the last possible minute. Dick,
the poor bastard, was now a married man and rushing home to shower, apply hair gel,
dig out cufflinks, buff scuff marks off his shoes and descend to other unmanly
indignities. Tim returned to the dorm, played an hour of Mass Effect 2 (decided Dick
was out of his mind about Yvonne Strahovski who voiced Miranda) and read the
astronomy assignment for Monday.
He checked the time, debated running to the student union for some cheese fries, but
decided there’d be plenty to eat at the ball. So he got dressed, despite it being a good
fifteen minutes before he had to, and headed to The Robinson Plaza. He passed a
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florist on the way, familiar to him from his senior year when he escorted debutantes to
this kind of party every third night in December. He briefly considered stopping as he
had then and getting a corsage for Cassie. It was the kind of thing girls went crazy
over, and he did have a few extra dollars not spent on cheese fries. Unfortunately,
what Tim didn’t realize was the year he had been an escort he was enjoying the
unofficial deb season discount offered to instill the habit in the upcoming generation.
The regular price of a regulation wrist corsage was roughly four times what he
imagined, and he wasn’t about to give up cheese fries for a month! Cassie was a
sensible girl anyway, he decided, and would certainly appreciate a post-patrol burger
at Nick’s more than a wrist-weed that would only get in the way when they danced.
Not being one for the red carpet, Tim took his usual detour around the park and
came out near the little alley between the Gret Café and Sarabeth’s loading dock. From
there, he took the service entrance into the hotel and was twisting and turning through
the kitchen, where he always hurried lest he be mistaken for a waiter, when he ran
smack into…
into…
“Oh wow,” Tim breathed.
He blinked.
There was a muffled thumping in his chest from where he bumped into the girl at
full speed.
Muffled thumping that should have subsided after the slap of impact, but wasn’t.
A weird frost seemed to be spreading up his brainstem, too.
Kind of like being hatted… if the hat was about two feet in front of his face instead of
sitting on top of his head. Floating in front of his face and seeping in through his eyes,
covering his whole brain in—
“Stupid Tim,” Cassie said.
“Yeah, stupid Tim,” he managed to agree. “I mean, SORRY, Cassie, hi. Hi Cassie.
Boy you look, wow, you look really—wow. Didn’t see you there. You look… really
wow. Really, really wow. I mean… Hi.”
Cassie giggled.
“Is okay. Tim funny. And no crush too bad,” she said, re-fluffing the scallops of
fabric at the top of her—uh, top. Tim tried—with the force of will of a man actually
hatted and trying to break free, Tim tried to fight the magnetic pull and focus his eyes
anywhere but on the delicate blue-wavy-painted fingers deftly fluttering around…
breasts…
He swallowed.
The breasts of a girl who knew at least thirty ways to kill him.
Right here, right now.
Without crushing those gauzy silky pips on the top of her evening gown.
Tim was saved from imminent death when a waiter pushed gruffly between them
and jostled him back to reality. The next minutes were spent hurriedly making their
way to the ballroom, where he spied Madison Hargrove talking to a waiter—the same
one from the kitchen?—and with a flash of inspiration that only comes to seasoned
crimefighters who have weathered multiple mind-control episodes, he slipped away
from Cassie and ran up to Madison.
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“Blue centerpieces are Sponsor tables, white ones are Angel tables,” she was saying.
“So you want to make sure when you’re passing out the programs—”
“Hi,” Tim said, desperately pulling cash from his pockets. “Tim Drake, remember
me? No, you won’t remember me. I was an intern at Wayne Enterprises a few years
back. I have sort of a… corsage emergency you could call it. I will give you every
dollar I have on me and volunteer for the rest of my life if you can give me a flower.”
Madison stifled her laugh; the waiter didn’t even try. Then both smiles faded as they
looked behind him and became serious a split second before Tim felt a hand on his
shoulder.
“I’ve got this,” Bruce said, steering Tim firmly away from the group. Then he
shoved a piece of plastic into Tim’s hand as if covertly passing him a batarang. “Go
downstairs to the lobby. The gift shop will still be open. Pale peach or lilac should go
with what she’s wearing. Next time, come prepared.”
Tim started to squeak out a thank you, when the words froze on his lips as Robin
instinct kicked in. Bruce’s eyes had refocused on something across the room, and Tim
was suddenly on hyper-alert before he consciously realized why. He shifted his neck
imperceptibly, glanced, and let his peripheral vision pick out what Bruce was looking
at: Gregorian Falstaff making his entrance.
“Pass him on your way out,” Bruce ordered without taking his eye from the pudgy
figure that looked so much like Oswald Cobblepot. “If you’re able to hear without
dawdling or being conspicuous, find out what tonight’s flavor of Wayne-bashing is
going to be. But don’t worry if you can’t manage it discreetly. He can’t do any real
harm. He’s just… extremely annoying.”
“I know,” Tim said. “Last week Dick was saying he wished Penguin was still active
‘cause it’d feel really good to punch that face a few dozen times.”
“What did he do to Dick?” Bruce asked sharply.
“Selina didn’t tell you?” Tim said. “Oh man, well… She lent Barbara some dress for
the Fire Ball last week, and I guess there was a lot of ruffled fru-fru around the bottom
or something, to be, like ‘flames.’ And Randy’s mom heard Falstaff saying to Mrs.
Wigglesworth that the gown was ‘made for the dance floor’ and it was a shame to see it
‘wasted’ on somebody in a wheelchair.”
Bruce’s lower jaw stiffened the way Tim had seen at the Bat-Signal when there was
news about Joker.
“I see,” he said darkly.
“So now Mrs. Wigglesworth thinks Falstaff must have something to do with politics
or cable news or something, ‘cause nobody can be that offensive except on purpose.”

Cassie knew without checking that she would be seated at Table Two, next to Dick
and Barbara. For her, the first kick of a formal event was the way the men already
sitting at a table were supposed to stand up whenever a woman came to join them.
The little tells right before their bodies started to move were so cute! Tim, for example,
was usually late, only remembering he was supposed to stand once he saw the others
start to move. He would get that little pucker in the center-right of his chin, just like
when he played Phoenix Ninja and he realized his avatar was about to die again. He
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would catch up by only rising an inch or two out of his seat and joining the other men
on the way down.
Dick and Barbara were both seated at the otherwise empty Table Two when Cassie
arrived. As usual, Dick was in motion almost instantly, his move telegraphed by a
fleeting crinkle above his eyebrows that looked so much like Alfred Pennyworth.
They talked for a few minutes. Barbara noticed the bracelet at once, guessed that it
came from Selina, and asked if Cassie knew anything. She hissed the last words in a
strange way, and Cassie shook her head, confused. Barbara tried again. When Selina
gave Cassie the bracelet… and here Cassie interrupted to explain that Selina hadn’t
exactly “given” it to her but had locked it in a box as part of a training exercise… and
Barbara waved impatiently as if shooing a fly.
“But you saw her,” she whispered hoarsely. “You saw her in person. Did you get
anything?”
“Get bracelet,” Cassie said, repeating the obvious.
“Body language, Cassie. Did you pick up anything from Selina’s body language or
any of the other stuff you see? Do you have any idea what’s going on with her and B?”
“Their comm channel has been offline all week,” Dick explained. “Babs tried to run
a diagnostic and ran into a bunch of new lockouts.”
Cassie remembered the sealed paragraphs in Batman’s log and that she never got
anywhere feeling out Selina with that article in the Gotham Observer. Still, Cassie had
been trying to decide if she should keep one sensei’s secrets from another. Telling a
third party like Barbara was something else entirely. Luckily, because of the way
Barbara was asking, Cassie didn’t have to lie.
“Not see anything in Selina body language,” she said, and changed the subject to the
band setting up, which looked like the same one as the Earth Ball that she liked so
much, and the funny Falstaff man who looked so much like Penguin going round to all
the tables as if he and not Bruce was the head of the foundation hosting the event.

Since Bruce said Falstaff’s posturing couldn’t do any real harm, Tim hadn’t figured
on hurrying back with a report. He’d find Cassie, present her corsage and give Bruce
the sitrep when he returned the credit card. That was before he heard what Falstaff
was saying. Tim couldn’t get the first snatch of conversation out of his head the whole
time he was in the gift shop staring at the rotating cooler of pre-made corsages. He
didn’t even register whatever the clerk said to him as he paid, and all he could think
about on his way back to the ballroom was finding Falstaff and hearing more of
tonight’s talking points before reporting back to Bruce. Cassie’s corsage was forgotten
until he physically handed back the credit card and remembered what it was for.
Then he met his mentor’s eyes and gave a full report on Gregorian Falstaff’s talking
points for the evening. It was quite a switch. He didn’t have a word to say against
Bruce or the Foundation this time around, and he was full of praise for Wayne
Enterprises. He had been waiting all week to see the items Atlantis had donated for
the silent auction—an alliance they all knew had sprung from the marvelous work
Wayne was doing with Sub Diego. The robotics alone would have represented the
most significant advances in a decade; the communication matrices alone deserved
nothing less than a Nobel Prize. And the integration of those cutting edge robotics with
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state of the art communication nets was, quite simply, the most important dual-world
achievement in a generation. Not since the undersea kingdom made itself known to us
had there been such an inspiring initiative to show Atlantis what the surface world was
capable of. Unquestionably, Wayne has risen to represent us to that advanced culture
in a way that did honor to Gotham.
“I see,” Bruce said in the same tone he’d acknowledged Falstaff’s earlier outrage
about Barbara.
“Bruce, what’s it mean?” Tim whispered.
“I have no idea,” Bruce admitted.
“So you didn’t, like, buy him off?”
Bruce glared hatefully.
“Selina didn’t borrow a mind control chip from Tetch or something?”
Bruce raised an eyebrow.
“Yeah. Okay. Took a shot. Thanks for the, uh,” Tim said, holding up the corsage
helplessly. “I better go find Cass.”

Cassie could tell as Tim approached the table that he had something hidden in his
jacket. At first, she didn’t think it was a present for her, because it was Dick and
Barbara that he was hiding it from… No, just Dick, she decided by the angle Tim stood
at when he reached the table. So if it was a surprise, her first guess would have been
that it was a surprise for Dick—but it was her that Tim asked to see outside.
She smiled like when he asked her to dance, took her purse and left her napkin on
the chair in one fluid move like Selina-Sensei had taught her, and led Tim to the little
alcove she’d found behind the bandstand that had the most privacy. There was a blind
spot where a couple couldn’t be seen from anywhere except this one little cubby hole.
Going to check if that observation point was clear, Cassie saw that while it was empty,
the blind spot it overlooked was already occupied.
“Ruh-roh,” Tim said, looking down on Bruce and Selina huddled in tense
conversation.
Remembering Barbara’s words, Cassie took the opportunity to study Selina’s body
language. She had a Catwoman posture. Defiant. Aggressive defiance. Confident in
her defiance. Not defensive. Defiance as her birthright… Confident. Strong.
Unafraid. Is who she is. Don’t like it, go elsewhere. Cassie gave a quick, curt nod,
liking the way that sounded. She unconsciously tilted her head and set her mouth,
sampling the idea like a taste of ice cream on those tiny plastic spoons. Is who she is.
Don’t like it? Go find what you like. Oh, she liked the way it felt and gave another very
slight nod. Then she turned her attention to Bruce.
The top layer was Batman, trying to conceal everything going on underneath. Like
he always did with Catwoman. It never worked. Still he tried. Under the Bat layer
was surprise. Something was unexpected. Couldn’t be defiance. Surprise at defiance
in Catwoman was like surprise at rain when the clouds were dark. So it must be
something else that was surprising—Got it!
“Hey!” Tim said as Cassie pinched his arm excitedly.
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“Bruce start it,” she explained in a thrilled whisper. “Selina react. Bruce surprised
by the way Selina react. Maybe say is feline logic. Selina defiant because Bruce no
have right be surprised. Maybe say is jackass.”
“Well, I guess we were overdue for some fireworks,” Tim sighed.

Whatever was going on between Bruce and Selina, they kept it concealed with the
practiced skill of Gotham night people whose lives depend on keeping a secret identity
secret. Not a hint of tension could be seen by anyone but Cassie, and even she
wouldn’t have noticed if she had only their public demeanor to go by. It was only
those few moments of conversation glimpsed in the private alcove that told her where
to look.
She thought about it during dinner, wondering if those sealed passages in Batman’s
log and the silent channel on the OraCom were related. She also sensed that Barbara
would press her for information again if she got the chance, so she turned the other
way and spent the whole dinner listening to Tim. She didn’t follow much of what he
was saying about his classes at Hudson, but she was glad he said the Falstaffsponsored concert was over and all the signs and decals advertising it were taken
down.
“I just wish they’d caught it in time and Photoshopped it out of all those pictures on
display at the Earth Ball,” he said with that little inhale that pulled his upper lip back
from his teeth and meant a joke was coming next. “I mean, that was the week
benefiting Education & Youth Programs, right? And you’ve got Falstaff’s logo all over
the Hudson campus: big, block letter ‘F’ inside that great big red hexagon. It’s like the
international symbol for ‘I'm Flunking Algebra.’”
Cassie joined in the table-wide laughter although she had no idea what was
supposed to be funny. After dessert, Tim wanted to go down to see the silent auction
and Cassie said she would meet him. She went to the powder room and took out the
little vial of Visine Selina-Sensei told her to always carry in her purse. She applied the
eye drops to forestall any redness, then a fresh layer of light peach lip gloss, and finally
she went into a stall to make a few adjustments to her pantyhose. It was then that the
door opened and two women entered with sensei’s name on their lips.
“…always thought Catwoman overlooked the stature of the Littleton jewels, that’s all
I’m saying. I mean really, Matilda Markel’s little baubles might be canary diamonds,
but so what? There’s no law, surely, that says Catwoman can only steal jewels with a
cat tie-in. Matilda’s canaries were nothing special, only a present from Chester when
she found out he had a mistress. There’s no history to them. This ring was made by
Frederick Mew of Cartier in 1952 at the same time he was working on the Williamson
brooch for Queen Elizabeth!”
“Perhaps you should mention that to Selina,” a second voice said quietly.
“I have,” the first said firmly.
“What did she say?”
“Oh, something about a controversy if it was the Williamson pink diamond or some
Persian thing that was the inspiration for the Pink Panther. As if she herself hadn’t
tried to steal the Williamson twice. I mean really, all the way over in England, when
the Littleton jewels are right here in Gotham, year round. If she can’t recognize that
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kind of an opportunity, I certainly hope she hasn’t gone back to it. If this cat burglar is
someone new, perhaps they will recognize quality.”
“Well I hope it’s her. That will be the end of her and Bruce, she can go back to
Batman and my Annie can have another crack at becoming Mrs. Wayne.”
“Bite your tongue. Don’t you remember what he was like before? RSVPs to a dinner
party, then calls an hour before and cancels—or doesn’t show up at all. Or brings two
Swedish models with him who don’t speak a word of English and spend the entire
meal pouting and pushing their food around the plate. If I had a dollar for every time
that man threw my seating arrangements into chaos. Since Selina, an RSVP means—”
“Means you get to remind Clive who reminds Perkins not to serve Château de
Poulignac because there’s some mysterious history between Selina and the Count de
Poulignac, and that would be so awkward for Bruce.”
Both women erupted into peals of laughter, and Cassie pushed open the stall door
like a pugnacious gunslinger entering the saloon. She looked both women up and
down as if sizing up a fellow assassin. Then she primly extracted the tube of pale
peach lip gloss from her bag, even though she’d already touched up.
“Law says no steal with or with-out cat tie in,” she said, her odd speech pattern
covered by the dabbing of lip gloss. “Pink Panther based on Darya-ye Noor. Is
Persian. Pink diamond. Part of. Iran’s. Crown jewels. I think. And is tacky making
private club around who knows about Selina and French count.”
With that, she dropped the lip gloss in her purse and snapped it shut, then pointed
to the first woman’s finger and said “Is nice ring” before she left.

Atlantis and Sub Diego were indeed the centerpieces of the silent auctions. Other
balls had the usual selection of golf weekends, autographed footballs, shopping sprees
and spa treatments donated by Gotham businesses and Wayne Foundation
supporters. The Water Ball was different. Only nine items were offered for sale, nine
items whose exotic rarity was underlined by the small number. Where previously
auctions had the items arranged on long tables with a clipboard set beside each for
patrons to record their bids throughout the evening, tonight’s auction room featured
six round tables with vivid aqua blue cloths, their items glistening in a column of light
streaming from a trio of tinted lamps positioned directly overhead, showing off each
piece like an individual jewel.
Atlantis had donated three pieces: a painting, a carved bowl, and a pair of glass orbs,
which each stood alone on their own table. The orbs were the subject of the most
conversation. Stacked one over the other in a gold and crystal encasement, they were
said to be a time piece, functioning something like an hourglass underwater, but none
of the guests were quite sure how. Tim was pretty sure it had something to do with
sea pressure, but he wasn’t stopping to figure it out. He was more interested in the
items from Sub Diego. Each of their tables featured two items, and each of those
reflected the city’s closer ties to surface culture. The most popular by far was a highdef photo of the submerged Grand Del Mar resort signed by dozens of Sub Diego
residents.
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Tim was thinking there might be a sociology paper in it. The Atlantean stuff was
more refined, the aesthetic like something from the fairy forest in a fantasy novel.
They’d probably see the Sub Diego efforts as barbaric and crass. Items carved not from
native undersea materials but from bed posts and belt buckles that had started off on
land and were submerged with them. ‘How tacky, how macabre, how perverse,’ the
Atlanteans might say. But the people of Sub Diego were all born and raised in the
continental U.S. They knew the power of celebrity, the link between celebrity and
news, what the relics of a disaster would be bring… Yeah, that would work. Find a
quote or two about stuff salvaged from the Titanic, that would give him a couple print
sources for the bibliography. Everything else was timely, so no trip to the library for
quotes from some stuffy Max Weber lectures. No notecards, YAY! Any paper Tim
could write in his head, on patrol, without time-consuming research cutting into his
out-of-costume time was always welcome.
He looked around the room, wondering who to hit up for a quote. He saw Lucius
Fox, figured that was a good place to start, and lucked out more than he could have
imagined. Mr. Fox walked him over to a Mr. Anders who was huddled with a guy
closer to Tim’s age, called Norm. Turned out, Norm was the point man for all the
Wayne Foundation’s interaction with Sub Diego, and after the introductions, Lucius
told Norm to ‘show him the gizmo.’ Norm turned over the tablet-sized object he and
Anders had been huddled around. For a split-second, Tim thought it was a bad videofeed from a bar with some weird blue lighting, then he realized it was amazingly good
video of people in a room under water.
“These are my buddies from high school, Juan and Alan,” Norm said. “Juan’s girl
Cara and Alan’s partner Scott. All residents of Sub Diego. Guys, this is Tim Drake.”
All but Cara waved when Norm said their name, so Tim knew who was who, and they
all chorused “Hi Tim” with another round of waves and smiles when Norm was
through. Tim noted that all were dressed for a formal party, and Cara had her hair up
in a style similar the one Cassie wore, topped with a tiara made of some kind of shells.
Their voices were all remarkably clear, considering they were under water. Tim had to
assume it had something to do with a jellybean-size pellet of silica each had clipped to
their lower lip.
“Juan and Alan were the first employees of the Sub Diego office,” Norm concluded.
“They’re able to attend tonight thanks to the communication system Wayne Tech
recently deployed down there.”
“That’s the public relations spiel he feels compelled to give while I’m standing here,”
Lucius said with a grin. “So I’ll just be on my way and leave you young people to
enjoy yourselves.”
The tablet began giggling once Lucius was gone, Scott grabbing the tiara from Cara’s
head and wearing it himself. Alan and Cara both producing oblong orbs that looked
like gelatinous balloons that Tim could tell by the way they held them were the Sub
Diego equivalent of beer bottles.
Tim mentioned the auction items and was thrilled to learn that Scott had come up
with most of the ideas and Juan had put it all together. He was talking to the best
people possible to help him with his paper, but as soon as he started fishing for a
quote, they waved him off. This was a party, and they were here tonight to enjoy
themselves. But they would be happy to help him out. They’d be open for business
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Monday and Tim should “come see them at the office.” Norm explained that the tablet
he held was just a tiny piece of the complex Wayne Tech system. It wasn’t mobile
outside the Wayne Tower yet, and he had improvised so the Sub Diegans could attend
the ball and see the auction first hand.
“Yes, Norm is our date!” Juan called out, and all four cheered as Norm held the
tablet out to the side and posed as if for a prom picture.
Technically, Tim realized, he was going to be doing as much time-consuming out-ofcostume research on this as he would at the library working on a more traditional
paper—but it was going to be incredibly cool research. Probably cooler than anything
he’d be doing as Robin in that time. He asked if he needed to make an appointment for
this meeting, but got a confusing response. As Juan shook his head with a flippant
‘come in any time’ gesture, Norm was nodding yes. Juan and Scott’s time might not be
strictly regimented in their office, he said, but their “Land Doubles” were on a
restricted access floor of the Wayne Tower. (Scott made an exaggerated ‘la-di-da’
gesture at that) Norm said he would put Tim’s name on the list at the front desk so he
could get a visitor’s badge first thing Monday morning. (Scott then began humming
the James Bond theme while Cara and Alan posed back-to-back with finger-pistols.)
Tim laughed—and then spotted Cassie. She was at the table displaying the bowl
from Atlantis, walking around it slowly with a thoughtful frown, giving a very
convincing performance of a serious art scholar scrutinizing a new work. Tim guessed
what she was really doing was keeping an eye on him, waiting for him to be alone, so
he went to join her.
“You can always come over and join me when I’m in a group like that,” he reminded
her.
“Is awkward when see Tim laughing in group. Too often not get joke.”
“You do fine, Cassie. When you don’t get the joke, it’s just like when you’re quiet.
Most people won’t even notice, and if they do, most won’t think anything of it, and if
they do, they’re just going to think you haven’t been here that long.”
“Woof,” Cassie said.
“Woof?” Tim laughed.
“No say it right?”
“You said it perfectly,” Tim assured her.

Once again, Cassie refused Tim’s offer to see her home, but this time, he was ready.
He’d talked to Dick about the way the last two balls had ended, and Dick helped come
up with a plan that neither wanted to call a protocol:
Leaving a formal party like the Wayne Gala alone was not the typical experience,
Tim said. Most people came and went to events like that as a couple. If Cassie wanted
to build up more experiences like normal people have—not just for the sake of her ID
but so she’d have more to talk about in social situations, get more of the jokes and so
on—she owed it to herself not to be going home alone all the time, kicking her shoes
under the bed and tossing her purse into the nightstand in an empty apartment. She
should finish off the evening just like any young woman who wasn’t Batgirl. Say
goodnight to her date as if he wasn’t Robin and she would not be seeing him again on
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the rooftops. And only then, once Cassie Cain’s night was over, once the door had
closed behind Tim Drake, should she change into costume and begin the night as
Batgirl.
Cassie knew it was a crock, but it was a clever crock, and Tim delivered it very well.
She also liked what Barbara had said about ‘a snog’ at the end of the evening being the
best part of getting all dressed up. So she let Tim take her home.
As they left by a side door, Tim pointed to the front circle where Alfred stood
formally beside the Wayne Bentley. Bruce and Selina were coming out the revolving
door, party smiles in place. A final air kiss to Bunny Wigglesworth, a manly wave to
Ted Endicott, and they both climbed into the back of the car.
“Think they patched it up?” Tim asked, meaning ‘What can you see?’
Cassie pursed her lips and studied Bruce’s jaw as the car door began to shut. In the
split-second before he vanished behind the tinted window, she saw the little pull that
indicated his expression was about to change.
“Happy performance over,” she said, shaking her head. “Get ready to have new face
soon as door shut. No can tell why. Might be pretending happy to hide he is mad at
Selina. Might be pretending happy because is party and supposed to be happy.”
“Yeah, hard to tell with Bruce. Maybe you should have watched her instead.”
Cassie directed a slow burn at Tim, who quickly changed the subject, reiterating how
pretty Cassie had looked tonight. It was enough to save his invitation inside when
they reached her front stoop. The invitation was for a cup of herbal tea that was never
brewed. Instead, Tim left fifteen minutes later with his tie in his pocket, two shirt studs
hanging loose in their holes, and a love bite on his neck that Robin’s costume wouldn’t
conceal.
There was a subway stop at the end of Cassie’s block that made a convenient place to
change, and he was halfway to the rendezvous out of habit when he remembered the
new spot. He kicked himself for not reminding Cass and could only hope that she
would remember. Their old roof in NoHo had been a great place to meet up until
“Nite Fry” opened down the street. Robin was normally a big fan of any restaurant,
food truck or diner staying open past 4 am, and a late night pizza parlor opening in the
same block as his favorite rooftop hangout should have been the jackpot. A late night
pizza parlor that deep-fried the pies should have been the powerball of late night troughs
for the growing vigilante with a healthy appetite—which was kind of the problem.
Nite Fry smelled 10 kinds of wonderful. The whole block had this ebb and flow of
aromas. First you got a noseful of flash-fried salami piccante sizzling in sunflower oil,
and then, before that delicious odor became familiar so you stopped noticing, it was
wiped out by aromatic waves of baking rosemary bread. Not something you could
ignore. So, in the interests of actually starting patrol and not spending the first hour
obsessing on the nosh they weren’t having, Robin and Batgirl now met on the
Southernmost steeple of St. Paul’s.
Luckily Cassie did remember and Batgirl was waiting for him—with the first project
for tonight’s patrol already picked out. She had discovered a pattern of suspicious
activity down the street from an open air parking lot and was sure either guns or drugs
were being exchanged, but she couldn’t figure out how. So Robin went to watch with
her. First, a car appeared and parked on an adjacent street. After a few minutes, the
driver got out, walked to the parking lot and returned a few minutes later in a different
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car. She parked Car 2 next to Car 1, got out, went back to her original car and drove
off. A few minutes later, she was back, parked in the original spot, walked back to the
other car and drove off again… Robin agreed something strange was going on. A
quick check on the license plates turned up nothing, and rather than try more
sophisticated searches through the limited Batcomputer interface in his belt, he had
Oracle tackle it.
“Sounds like Dick took the night off,” he noted, hearing a murmured voice in the
background.
That was confirmed by Barbara specifying “No tea, sweetums, just water. I’m
parched from all that—aw crap, they changed the passwords again—champagne. Just
a big glass of water with lots of ice, please.”
Tim thought the Dick-murmur was saying something about liking it when she was
‘bubbling on bubbly,’ but when open communication resumed, Oracle had a very
different message to relay.
“Dick wants to know how are there two empty parking spaces right next to each
other on that street. That doesn’t just happen. And it’s going to take a few to run the
makes and models against stolen car reports and scan for any patterns, so while you’re
waiting, maybe check around to see if there’s some kind of gang signs or even a
vagrant that could tell you if anybody’s been around to intimidate the neighborhood
about parking there.”
It was a good plan, and Batgirl immediately dropped to street level while Robin took
up a position down the block. “Hey Ron!” he called out. It wasn’t terrifically loud, it
wasn’t dramatic, and it wasn’t meant to make everyone involved in the car swaps stop
and look around wondering “Gee, what was that.” It was nothing but a momentary
sound to pull just that much focus for a fraction of a second while Batgirl moved into
the observation zone. He had a car alarm and siren sound effects too, if anything
happened that required a more serious diversion. He squinted into the dark patch
where he last saw her, looking for some sign of movement so he could provide another
shout out to camouflage her return… when he saw the pointy-eared shadow fall on the
patch of fire escape under his left foot.
“No need ‘Hey Ron,’” she said.
Robin said he knew that, but he was trying to help. Batgirl said she knew that, and
there were symbols for the Jade-Five Triad chalked onto the curb and pavement of both
parking spaces. They relayed that to Oracle, who said she would notify the GPD.
“I hate this,” Robin said, meaning the police operations in place to monitor the
various organized crime outfits trying to fill the vacuum left by Falcone. Batman had
been clear: with so many undercover operations underway, no action was to be taken
in cases like this unless lives were in danger.
“Me too,” said Batgirl, flipping a batarang between her fingers like a pianist’s warmup exercise.
“Know what’s always good for some action?” Robin asked with a grin.
“Muggers in park,” Batgirl answered, her voice revealing the smile that her full-face
mask concealed.
They fired their lines in tandem and traveled uptown towards the park. At 59th
Street, the plan changed.
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“Is that Catwoman?” Robin gaped.
“Salute you world’s greatest detective,” Batgirl said flatly.
“Should we go and say hi?”
“Sure, more fun than muggers.”
She was perched on a gargoyle on one of the mid-size buildings, lying on her back,
legs scissoring in a slow, thoughtful rhythm. By the time Robin and Batgirl reached
her, however, she was back on her stomach, legs bent at the knees. She had a trio of
gadgets positioned around her, a central tablet linked to two phone-size devices. The
tablet flicked slowly through a slideshow of spectacular jewelry. When each new ruby
necklace or set of teardrop earrings appeared, the gadget on the left displayed a record
from a database, the gadget on the right, a satellite map.
“Hey guys,” Catwoman said with a wave. “Bored with the Russians? Or was it
yakuza?”
Boredom was admitted, but when Robin said it was one of the Triads behind their
drug case, Catwoman shook her head.
“Nah, that’s the Russians. They’ve got a poker game in Chinatown. Jade-Five boys
lost big a few weeks ago. Working off their debt.”
“O-kay,” Robin said quietly.
“No, I am not channeling Batman,” Selina said, noting his reaction and guessing it
was the kind of behind-the-scenes crimefighter detail he’d toss out when a sidekick
had less than up-to-the-minute information. “It’s just that I had fifteen go-rounds with
the Batcomputer getting all this set up,” she said, pointing to the tablet. “Every reboot,
it starts up on that same Daily Blotter for the GPD. I can also tell you that the raids on
Canal Street knockoffs have been suspended for the week because they need the extra
bodies around the U.N. and twenty lots of counterfeit Blu-Rays were slated to be
destroyed at the 9th Street Impound at 4 o’clock. Robert Wittman, formerly of the FBI’s
Art Crime unit, was scheduled to give a lecture at One-PP but Hudson University
cancelled the event he was really coming into town for, so the whole thing’s been
postponed. Also the last of the Feds vetting Muskelli for that appointment to the
Justice Department have officially ‘left the building’ and boy is the front office happy to
see the back of them.”
While she chattered, Robin and Batgirl both squatted down and repositioned to get a
better look at the screens. Tim had a hacker’s interest in the uplink she established
with the Batcomputer. Cassie had a personal interest in the ruby and diamond
necklace currently being displayed.
“Synchronized tri-tier uplink with an encrypted self-modulating pulse, integrated
with the Foundation mainframe and WayneTech satellite” she told Tim. “Harry
Winston, two baguette and brilliant-cut diamond rows suspending a fringe of oval and
cushion-shaped rubies, mounted in platinum,” she told Cassie.
“Cool,” they said in unison.
“At first, I had this cat burglar pegged as an idiot,” Catwoman said
conversationally. “I told Bruce after we saw that movie: if you’re a jewel thief, there is
just no point in breaking into the Brewster townhouse while they’re attending the
Wayne gala, because the best pieces—in this case, that little piece of Piaget on the
screen right now—are across town hanging around Mrs. Brewster’s neck.”
“Sure, makes perfect sense,” Tim agreed. Cassie nodded, and Selina smiled.
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“Well that’s a breath of fresh air. A little recognition of Kitty’s expertise, thank you
very much. All he did was argue. But this time, he was right. There could be a point in
hitting the Brewsters or the Lowells or the Auchinclosses when they’re at the Wayne
gala. To embarrass the Foundation or Bruce personally.”
“Whoa,” said Tim. “Ya think? Really?”
“It’s early to say. We’ll know more if there’s another one tonight. That’s why I made
up this database: all the best jewelry owned by Foundation donors, linked to their
dossiers and the location of their primary residence in Gotham. Now we wait. If
someone’s getting hit strictly because they were attending a Wayne event, it would
have happened already, during the ball. But when they’ll discover it is anybody’s
guess.”
“And there’s too many to check beforehand, right?” Robin asked.
“Not a productive use of my time—grunt,” Selina said in her imitation of the batgravel. “I did pick the three I thought were most desirable—the pieces I would go for
that were worn at one of last two balls so presumably would be back in the safe tonight
while the owners wore something else. He checked them but… nothing.”
Tim let out a low whistle as Selina touched the corner of the tablet and the three
items she had selected came up on the screen while the map refocused to show a
greater portion of the city and all three locations blinked with tiny purple dots.
“You put a lot of work into this,” Tim noted.
Selina shrugged.
“He asked for my help,” she said lightly. Then her eyes darkened and the corner of
her mouth dipped into an injured scowl. “This he asked me,” she growled.
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INTERLUDE AT THE BATHROOM MIRROR
Selina stood naked before the bathroom mirror. It had been a while since “Mirror
Bitch” played a regular part in her morning routine. As Batman became a bigger part
of her waking life, his significance in her dreams diminished. He was still there, but
his presence was no longer a battlefield for warring parts of her psyche. Once, he was
a secret pleasure, and if she allowed herself to remember that secret when she woke,
something terrible would happen. But Mirror Bitch remembered, and the little glow on
her cheek when Selina first glimpsed her reflection seemed to taunt her with
something—something that could be hers if she wasn’t such a ‘fraidy cat.
Now Batman was Bruce, and to dream of him had no power. When the flesh and
blood man rested his hand on the curve of her ass as they slept, a clandestine embrace
on a dreamscape rooftop was nothing to hide from. Selina barely noticed when she
started remembering her dreams, nor was she aware that Mirror Bitch had gradually
faded from her world as there ceased to be anything in the mirror in those first seconds
of the day to start her mind wandering down certain paths while she washed her face,
showered and dressed.
Today’s early morning stumble into the bathroom therefore brought a sense of déjà
vu: a dying ember of something in her eye, which, the second she glimpsed it, brought a
flash of something else. Judgment? Annoyance? Judgmental annoyance… merged
with defensiveness and dread… creating a vague sense that it was a bad morning and
she didn’t feel well. Catlike, Selina responded to the idea by yawning. She considered
going back to bed but decided exercise would do her more good. She yawned again,
but this time stuck a ready toothbrush into her mouth before it closed. –brush, brush– –
brush, brush– And then as she saw her face in the mirror again, recognition hit: Mirror
Bitch.
–brush, brush–
Okay, yes, maybe a certain –brush, brush– covert layer had formed under her
relationship with Batman.
–brush, brush–
Denial was back. Or… not really “denial,” but… he always had a tendency to focus
on the work when the personal stuff got too complicated.
–brush, brush–
She knew the database was a peace offering. Asking her to put her criminal
expertise to work for him was Batman’s way of smoothing it over. And it’s not like she
didn’t enjoy it –brush, brush– making a comprehensive, annotated database of all the
loot worth taking among Foundation insiders. Not just ‘thinking like a cat burglar’
again, but doing it so openly: writing out the analysis of each piece, why it was worth
taking and special things to keep in mind planning out each heist –brush, brush–
knowing he would read it. –brush, brush– Batman would. Knowing it was opening
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up that most special and felonious part of her—to him, for him. –brush, brush– And
using all the BatTech systems to do it. It was… it was…
–brush, brush–
Intimate.
–brush, brush–
It was sexual and intimate in a completely new way.
–brush, brush– –spit–
And it changed the subject. It filled the space that might have otherwise been left by
“I cannot allow Ra’s al Ghul to have that kind of influence over my life.” Selina poured a
little mouthwash into her glass, swished and spat. “I had an epiphany when I went to
Atlantis.” –swish, swish– What did she expect, really?
“We can do this the easy way or the hard way, Catwoman.” “Why Batman, how
hard do you want it to get?” “This isn’t a game.”
What did she expect? –swish, swish– What could she expect? He was a jackass, he’d
always been a jackass. He was quite romantic and incredibly loving in his way, but His
Way had always been –swish, swish– the way of a man who devoted his life to a
mission, who gave it his mind and body, his fortune and his industry, even his
identity.
So his idea of a proposal didn’t exactly dwell on her. So there was more Crime Alley
than ‘I can’t imagine my life without you.’ So it was “that flight to Mongolia” and not
‘I want to grow old with you and give you children.’ That was Bruce. “I simply cannot
allow Ra’s al Ghul to have that kind of influence over my life” was quintessentially
Bruce. –spit–
‘I had an epiphany. My views have changed. (So now we’re getting married, done deal.)’
That was Bruce at his most Brucian. He invented Batman because the way society was
set up to fight crime didn’t suit him. –gargle– What did she expect in a proposal: ‘Make
me the happiest man in the world’? –spit–
Selina splashed off her face, but decided to postpone the rest until after her exercise.
Then she stopped at the bed on her way to her suite. Bruce was still asleep, turned
away from the window whose curtains Alfred would soon open to rouse him. His arm
bent over his face with a bit of the black bedsheet pulled up to shield him further, he
actually looked like a bat preemptively shielding himself from the intrusive light to
come, and as usual, Selina’s pique with Batman wavered when faced with the man
under the mask being particularly adorable. She blew a kiss, then left the room.
By the time she crossed the hall into her suite, however, pique had returned. It was
that thought of Alfred opening the curtains.
“We should tell Alfred first.”
She lay back on her Bowflex and grabbed onto the handles like she had a grudge
against them.
“We should tell Alfred first.”
She slid into position to maximize tension on the rods and began a sequence of
punishing line crunches.
I had an epiphany. My views have changed. We should tell Alfred first, then the
kids and then Clark. –crunch– In her mind’s ear, she amended the thought to his
imagined inner monologue a few days before: I had an epiphany, my views have
changed. I should tell Selina first, then Alfred and the kids and the League. –crunch–
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The rest of the crunches were spent, for no particular reason, translating the phrase
‘Psychobat jackassery’ into every language she spoke. This was followed by a round of
resistance kicks conjugating the verb ‘to whip,’ and finally cross stretches devoted to a
rapid-fire multi-linguistic rhapsody on I-She-He-You-They whipping my-her-their
Psychobat adversary for his-your-their epic jackassery.
So there.
Woof.

Alfred believed in tradition. That was his thought as he saw his reflection in an
antique, mahogany shaving mirror that rested on a low tallboy in his modest but wellfurnished room. He gave the bottom edge of his hair a critical look as he set down his
comb, deciding he was overdue for a trim. He was no Luddite. He welcomed
technology and particularly the labor-saving devices that allowed him to manage
Master Bruce’s affairs without a full, permanent staff. But he did not believe in
gadgetry for its own sake, and he vehemently disapproved of any innovation that
displaced long-standing systems that worked. It was an issue at the forefront of his
thoughts these days, standing in front of this mirror and combing his hair as he
considered the first tasks of the day before him.
Butlers had been running a hot iron over their employer’s morning newspaper for
more than a hundred years. And men of Bruce Wayne’s stature in the world—the men
who built and ran empires—had begun each day by taking those pristine, uncreased
newspapers from the little basket on the side of their breakfast trays made for that very
purpose, or alternately by picking them up from beside their plate if breakfast was
served in the dining room, and using those minutes over juice and coffee to acquaint
themselves with happenings in the world. It worked. And Alfred did not trust the idea
of news alerts pinging throughout the day on laptops and phones as a substitute for
that time-honored ritual.
He did recognize that the news on those printed pages was no longer the most
current available, and he had noted that when Master Bruce and Miss Selina
breakfasted in the dining room, their conversation often referenced the website of this
newspaper or that one which they had obviously consulted on their own before
coming downstairs. He saw the need to bring the morning newspaper up to date, but
he had not yet perfected a way to do so while preserving its essential function in the
daily routine. He had been experimenting with one of the new Wayne Tech tablets,
equipped with its revolutionary smart chip, which he had set up to pull news from The
Gotham Times, Wall Street Journal and The Daily Planet, along with headlines from a
variety of other sources that might be pertinent to Batman. He had been refining these
searches for nearly six weeks, perusing the results himself and making what
adjustments he thought best to keep the end product most like the existing newspaper,
but more timely. Most often these adjustments reduced the “pertinent to Batman”
content, for Alfred felt sure that presenting Master Bruce with too much crime-related
material at such an early hour would have an adverse affect on his office time at
Wayne Enterprises. For the past several days, however, there were no adjustments.
He made a token one yesterday, but he was quite aware he was only doing so to delay
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the inevitable. If today’s digital edition was as suitable as its recent predecessors,
Alfred would be forced to conclude that the tablet was ready to make its debut on the
breakfast tray.
Unless he cheated and put it off one more day. Again. That would be the decision
before him as he decanted orange juice and heated croissants. The idea was a good
one, it was only that once Master Bruce saw the innovation, Alfred knew there was no
going back. His enthusiasm for technology would overrule any other consideration,
and if a flaw were found that Alfred had not anticipated, getting Master Bruce to
acknowledge it and return to the old ways would be all but impossible.

Selina had finished her workout and was crossing the hall to return to the bedroom
when Alfred was coming up the stairs with the breakfast tray. Rather than a typical
“Good morning” or “You’re up early today, miss” there was only a silent tilt of the
head and a hint of surprise and uncertainty in his eye—two emotions that were all but
unheard of in Alfred Pennyworth.
“Good morning, Alfred,” she offered.
“A word, miss,” he answered, signaling a change in course with a head-tilt and
heading, tray and all, back into her suite rather than continuing into the master
bedroom.
“Something wrong, Alfred?” Selina asked as he set down the tray on her coffee table,
took a leather book from the side basket that usually held a newspaper, and handed it
to her. Taking it, she saw that it wasn’t a book but a sleek computer tablet in a leather
cover.
“The day’s news, miss,” Alfred said grimly. “There is a letter to the editor in the
Times and an Op Ed in the Gotham Observer which, I fear, may be somewhat
distressing.”
“Okay,” Selina nodded taking a breath and hitting the button to light the screen.
“Thanks for the… warning,” she managed as she began to read, then her words trailed
off as her eyes darted and flickered around the screen. When she finished, she paused
for a few seconds more, then looked up at Alfred. “Okay,” she repeated. “I’ll tell him.
And um, will try to keep breakages to a minimum.”
She took a moment to collect herself before crossing the hall and then padded back
into the bedroom with all the silent caution she would have used if Catwoman was
there on business. She crept into the bed with equal care, and only once she was fully
in position did she risk a move that might wake him. She let a single fingertip trace
lightly along Bruce’s jaw, moving up ever so gently to where the edge of the mask
would cut across his cheek.
“Don’t even think it,” he murmured, reaching up to grab her wrist.
“Wake up, handsome,” she said softly, but it was the beguiling softness of a
villainess coaxing him awake, not the tender whisper of a lover. “You’ve got bigger
problems than a curious kitty pawing at your mask.”
“What’s up?” he said, sliding into a seated position, his hand reaching up reflexively
to ‘check’ the mask that wasn’t there. “Did the cat burglar strike again?”
“Yeah. Matter of fact, he hit the Brodland townhouse, but—”
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“That was the Bvlgari emeralds, right? Thermal imaging camera on the north wall?”
“Van Cleef and Arpels broach and Harry Winston garnet drop, SVB-54 camera with
infrared, but that’s really not—”
“I’m loving the database, Selina. It’s great reading. The analysis of each target, what
makes it appealing, how you’d—”
“Thanks. Look, you’re not awake yet, but please try to foc—”
“I’m awake enough to get started,” Bruce said with a stretch. “You can brief me on
whatever’s happened over coffee an—”
“No! Bruce, you’re not driving, so shut up and stop trying to take the wheel. You
don’t get coffee yet because it’s a silver pot full of scalding liquid and the cups are
breakable.”
His eyes narrowed, and Selina felt the slightest of density shifts. She knew there
would be no more Morning-Bruce trying to smooth over the proposal with chatty
compliments. When he spoke again, it would be a minimalist Bat-gravel.
“What’s happened?”
“Falstaff made his move,” she answered. “The cat burglar might be the headline, but
the real story is playing out on the inside pages. He’s got this letter to the editor
printed in the Times, practically a love letter to Wayne Tech: the smart chip, aerogel,
robotics and communication systems…”
“The kind of thing he was saying last night about our work with Sub Diego.”
“Right. It’s in the print edition, so it was obviously written days ago and slated for
publication today. The day’s headline just happens to be the cat burglar, now three for
three hitting people while they were at a Wayne event, and that purely coincidental
happenstance seems to have inspired a columnist at the Gotham Observer to write an
Op Ed, fresh off the cyber press in the online edition…”
“Meaning Falstaff got lucky or he played a hunch. If another Wayne guest was hit
during the Water Ball, then his letter would have more traction outside the relatively
small readership of the letters column.”
“Played a hunch or he’s actually in league with the cat. My two-bit opinion is
nobody put that Op Ed together in ten minutes after reading today’s Times. It was
ready for Falstaff’s letter and the cat burglar news to hit at the same time.”
“What’s the gist?”
“Falstaff is a visionary. As an outsider, he’s able to see the significance and potential
of Wayne Tech which Gotham in general is blind to, and the reason for our collective
lack of understanding is that we’re all following your lead.”
“Wait a minute, this is one of the Observer’s regular contributors or someone new?”
“Bruce, look where we are. Is this a cave briefing or a meeting at the Watchtower? I
haven’t dug into this; I haven’t even had my shower yet.”
He grunted.
“Fine. Falstaff writes a fulsome letter to the Times praising Wayne Tech, and ‘John
Smith’ who we’ll assume is a newcomer and Falstaff’s unacknowledged mouthpiece at
the Gotham Observer responds saying he’s a visionary. Go on.”
“None of us see the potential in Wayne Tech the way Falstaff does because we’re
following your lead. You personally, as the glib and good-natured simpleton who
doesn’t really understand anything about the company but parrots whatever the PR
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department tells you. Being a bunch of soulless salesmen, they can’t be expected to
have the vision and insight of a Gregorian Falstaff.”
“I get the idea. Let’s skip the rest of the intro and get to the part that would lead to
my throwing coffee.”
“Rather than recognizing Falstaff’s worth and thanking our lucky stars that such a
man has come to enlighten us, we shunned him. He’s a pariah among Gotham’s elite.
The same elite that welcomes an admitted thief shuns Falstaff…”
She trailed off, feeling Bruce’s eyes bore into her.
“Go on,” he graveled.
Rather than say it out loud, Selina took the tablet from behind her back and handed
it over. Bruce took it and, after a final attempt to meet her eyes, he looked down and
started to read.
“…for the crime of not being the last scion of a founding family,” he murmured as he
skimmed. “Lucky enough to escape the current climate of suspicion towards the
privileged class thanks to the romantic patina of a family tragedy… Gotham’s poor little
rich boy, gilding his excesses and his philanthropy alike in… WHAT THE HELL?!”
Selina braced for the sound of a tablet hurled with the force of a batarang into a
Regency mirror, but no such outburst came. Instead, Bruce was staring into the
distance, those waves of willful intensity that were pure Batman pulsing and pounding
around him.
After a minute, his head lifted slightly as he took in a sharp breath through his
nostrils. His eyes flickered sharply across the room in the way Selina had seen when
he was putting himself into the mind of his opponent. Then he let his fingers open
limply and the tablet toppled head first into the folds of the bedsheets, like the Titanic
prior to sinking.
“Go,” he said finally.
Selina stared for a moment before managing a bewildered “W-what?”
“The only thing I have to say on this, you do not want to hear. Go off somewhere.
Tell Alfred to forget breakfast and dinner. I’ll grab something at the penthouse and
leave on patrol from there.”
“Bruce, you—”
“I’m out of here in about five minutes, so if you want to ride into town together,
dress fast.”
“Oh,” Selina breathed. “Oh.”
“Problem?”
“No,” she said, rising slowly from the bed and moving towards the door. “I’ll get
myself into town. Psychobat driving is never much fun. The thought of him stuck in
morning rush hour without being able to floor it is absolutely horrifying.”

The 16th Floor was one of the most secure in the Wayne Tower. To the outside world,
it was the HQ for Wayne Tech R&D. To an outside thief, it rivaled Information
Technologies on 38, Aerospace on 41, the executive suites on 75 and 76; senior
management and the board room on 77. To an inside thief like Selina who knew all of
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the building’s secrets, the 16th Floor could even boast a few features shared only by the
private elevator to Bruce’s penthouse.
Since the Foundation launched its extranet to connect the Foundation office in Sub
Diego with the one in the Wayne Tower, the 16th Floor had sacrificed a supply closet
and a handicapped washroom to become the Sub Diego Meta-Comm Facility. Within
this dark, long and narrow space, a row of what Norm had called “land doubles” stood
along the wall like toy soldiers. In their dormant state, the units looked like iPads
mounted on streamlined Segways—until someone in the Sub Diego office logged in.
Then the tablet which constituted the head would flash a Wayne Tech logo and flicker
through a series of start up and sync screens that revealed a far more sophisticated
mechanism. While the tablet-head booted, a black disc at the bottom of the “Segway”
would erupt into a star pattern of thin red beams, like a cluster of lasers fanning out in
all directions. Once the surroundings were mapped and the start up routines
completed, the face of the Sub Diego operator would appear on the screen and the unit
would begin to move. It had become a familiar sight in the WT offices: one or two land
doubles rolling down the hall, calling the elevator with a Bluetooth signal and saying
“Good morning” if someone was already in the car.
Most Sub Diegans kept California time, but Juan and Alan preferred to get up early
and check in with Norm at the start of the East Coast work day. Today they had an
added incentive: a meeting with Tim Drake to prep for. Juan absolutely LOVED the
high tech meeting room they could interface with in the Foundation office. It looked
like a room out of Star Trek, with a level of tech toys he would never have gotten to
see, let alone operate, if it hadn’t been for the bizarre twist of fate that made him a
water-breather. In front of each seat at the long conference table there was a small,
tilted screen half-recessed into the table-top. They looked like clear glass, until the
presenter started showing slides or video, then they mirrored whatever he showed on
the huge projection screen at the front of the table and the two HD screens on each side
wall. Best of all was the back wall, clear glass, cool as can be!
Juan relished the idea of using it—of being the STAR OF THE SHOW using it—
whenever Wayne showed off the Sub Diego operation to press and universities.
Today’s meeting with Tim Drake was sort of a dry run. He was happy to help the kid,
sure, but he really wanted experience showing off the system to surfacers. His land
double went straight to Norm’s cubicle and, after a few good mornings and hopes
Norm wasn’t too hung over from partying all night after the ball (Quoth the Normster:
“As if.”), Norm unlocked the conference room and four lights sprang to life on the top
of Juan’s tablet. One solid blue… synced… One solid green… synced… The second blue
flickered with the intermittent sending and receiving of data... The last solid blue…
synced…
“Looks like you’re set,” Norm said happily. “Where’s Alan. He sleeping in?”
..:: No, he’s here,::.. Juan’s image replied from the tablet screen. ..::He wanted to stop off
in Gwen Chatham’s office. Says Selina Kyle starts the day there whenever she’s in the office
and he wants to thank her for the party last night. You know what he’s like with all that Miss
Manners stuff.::..
Norm thought it was a nice idea, but he wasn’t sure Selina would be in today. He
started to brief Juan on the developments in the morning news, when Juan skipped
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ahead. Making use of his uplink with the company intranet that could access the
Wayne systems faster than people right in the corporate HQ, he pulled Falstaff’s letter
and the Op Ed from the PR department's clipping service and was skimming as Norm
talked until:
..:: Oh NOT COOL!::.. he exploded.
“Uh, what?” Norm asked.
..:: Here, look at this,::.. said Juan, sending his data to the conference room screens. ..::
This is the original Op Ed when it was clipped. See that light, that means there’s been a change
on the website, so I went to look, and here.::..
“You could just tell me,” Norm pointed out as Juan split the image on the viewscreen
to put the live internet site next to the memo from PR department.
..:: You’re no fun. Here, okay, this is what’s changed. Some asshat posted a comment on the
Op Ed saying it’s obvious Selina Kyle is the cat burglar and Wayne is paying off the cops to
ignore it. Somebody else says how she’s kind of got an alibi, being at the party and all, and
asshat calls them a retard. Then he goes on to say how Wayne is ‘flouting’ her—I think
flaunting is what they mean—by y’know, having her continue as his date and kind of the
hostess at all these events. ‘Flouting’ her in front of the donors is just another sign of how far
above everyone he believes himself to be. If any of them brought her to Ball Number Three after
Burglary One and Two, they would have been ruined. Or at least decently embarrassed. But
when he does it, it’s a sign of his untouchable stature. Like a Roman emperor.::.
“A Roman emperor?” Norm sputtered.
..::I’m guessing on that part,::.. Juan said. ..::Their actual word was Calibulla.::..
“Calibu—I’m calling Calibullshit on that one, man.”
..:: It’s an anonymous comment on an Op Ed, it’s a net troll, what do you expect?::..
“History Channel just did a special on Caligula; they’ve been advertising it all week.
It keeps dancing in the corner of the screen while you’re trying to watch something
else. A real troll with nothing better to do but sitting around watching American
Pickers would know how to spell it. ‘Calibulla’ is somebody that knows exactly what
they’re doing, trying to look like a barely literate internet asshat.”

Selina had never worried much about cops. From Interpol to Scotland Yard, they
never came close to coming close to coming close to being dangerous. Initially, she
chafed when tabloids floated the idea that anyone less than Batman was capable of
catching Catwoman, but as the years passed, she came to see the insults brought a few
perks. The police had no idea how far they were from being effective, and these knownothing nobodies in the press simply fed their ignorance on that point. The police
would never improve their approach if they weren’t aware of its shortcomings, and
that left her free to play with the more amusing adversary.
Then he ceased to be an adversary, she ceased to be a thief, and the whole issue
became moot until Detectives Reed and Rowanski came to the manor to question her.
And they’d come, not about any crime of Catwoman’s, but about an explosion that
nearly blew her up. Bruce took the opportunity to demonstrate what the Wayne
money could do to shield her, and sidestepping those protections, Selina found she
could finesse the detectives as neatly as she always imagined. Apart from Reed’s (or
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maybe it was Rowanski’s) final assessment that if Bruce wasn’t a total moron he should
marry that woman, the interview was a triumph.
So police simply weren’t something she worried about, even now that she arrived at
the Foundation to see Detective Rowanski camped outside Gwen Chatham’s door.
Men whose suits, shoes and demeanor marked them as his colleagues hovered around
the offices of Madison Hargrove and Cynthia Merithew, but Selina ignored them—as
well as a jolt in the pit of her stomach that she’d never felt in the wake of any crime she
actually committed—and sashayed boldly through the reception area.
“Detective,” she said, greeting Rowanski with all the poise and assurance of a jewel
thief whose billionaire boyfriend had just been falsely accused of bribing him. “I could
have sworn that, when we met last, you said you weren’t in Major Case and didn’t
investigate ‘art thefts or burglaries involving safes and vaults.’”
“That’s right, ma’am. I’m still assigned to the Arson Squad, but given the delicate
nature of today’s business, it was suggested that I come along and supervise.”
“Because we got along so well last time?” Selina said with a cynically raised eyebrow
undercutting the flirtatious lilt in her tone. “You may not find me as charming as a
suspect as I was as a victim.”
“Due respect, Miss Kyle, you’re not a suspect, and I’m not here to question you.
Quite the opposite. You have an alibi, you were in a ballroom with a couple hundred
of the most important people in the city during each one of the robberies. For me to
ignore that and investigate you anyway would be a pretty obvious response to that
nonsense on the Internet this morning. The Chief is adamant we don’t give that
impression, so…”
“So you’re here to not talk to me,” Selina affirmed in the tone she used to humor
Whiskers.
“That’s right. While we investigate whatever the connection is between the Wayne
Foundation and the robberies, because there certainly is one.”
“Absolutely cannot permit this!” was heard from inside Madison’s office.
Another raised voice answered, male and not quite as distinct, but including the
words ‘last resort’ ‘one phone call’ and ‘subpoena.’
Selina and Rowanski’s eyes met and, after a silent beat, they paced each other to
Madison’s door. A momentary ‘after you’ delay when they got there ended in Selina
being the one who actually turned the doorknob to find Madison standing in front of
her desk with her arms outstretched as if forming a human shield between her files and
an encroaching army. Knowing the detailed dossiers Madison kept on the biggest
names and deepest pockets in the city, Selina could understand why.
“There is no such thing as Charity-Donor privilege,” said the plain-clothes detective
who, though angry, did not resemble an army. What he did resemble was the cynical,
dog-faced, wise-cracking senior partner from a ‘ripped from the headlines’ police
procedural—the one who would say anything to anybody, political consequences be
damned. Which, Selina guessed, is why Rowanski had been assigned to hold his leash.
“Everybody count to ten,” he ordered—not a moment too soon, as Madison
performed that intake of breath which signals a heated and lengthy retort is about to
begin.
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“Madison Hargrove, our development director,” Selina said by way of introduction.
“This is Detective Rowanski, reasonable human being. And… I don’t know who you
are,” she added, with a pleasant smile for the plain-clothes detective (who would have
found it infinitely less pleasant if he knew it was the same smile she gave Killer Croc
when he was on a tirade at the Iceberg.)
“Schmidt,” he said grudgingly. “I am trying to impress on your ‘development
director’ that these fundraisers you’ve been having are the only link between the
victims of these robberies and we need to see the guest list.”
“And I am trying to convey to Detective Schmidt that the ‘guest list’ is the donor list,
and while I’m happy to give you the public list that goes in the annual report, those
who give to the Foundation on the condition of anonymity will remain anonymous.”
“Then we’ll get a court order and seize your files,” Schmidt barked.
“I bet you miss arson,” Selina whispered to Rowanski.
“When you pry them from my cold dead fingers,” Madison hissed.
“Time!” Selina called. “Reality check. Detective Schmidt, if you think any judge in
this town will sign that search warrant, you obviously don’t have a clue what kind of
people are on that list. Madison,” she paused and delivered the rest with a girlish
wink. “I think if the gentlemen ask nicely, there’s a way we can help them without
betraying any confidences.”
“Ask nicely?!” Schmidt rasped—which Selina expected. Outrage from a blowhard
cop was absolutely expected. It was Madison’s reaction that interested Selina. If
Madison was the woman she hoped, one capable of researching Gotham’s upper crust
with the same acquisitive instincts as Selina herself, she should be tickled at the idea.
“Naturally, the Foundation wants to do all it can to assist the police in this
unfortunate matter,” she said in a warm, honeyed voice which curled her lip into the
slightest hint of a coy smile. “If you actually have a proposal that wouldn’t
compromise our position with the anonymous donors…”
She trailed off and looked expectantly at Selina. Selina smiled and looked
expectantly at Detective Schmidt. Rowanski scratched his nose and then left his hand
over his mouth to cover a grin.
“Uh, yeah, that’d be great, if you’ve got an idea,” Schmidt said haltingly.
Selina and Madison exchanged patronizing looks, agreeing that it was probably as
close to ‘asking nicely’ as the poor ass could do without practice.
“Okay, it’s not the people who wrote a check that you care about,” Selina said
gamely. “Anonymously or not, that’s just not the issue. It’s the people who actually
came to the parties, right? And there are, like, four hundred cameras at the door
photographing the red carpet. It’s been over twelve hours since last night’s gala, I
guarantee there are ten thousand pictures on the internet by now.”
“That’s true,” Madison admitted.
“Yeah! Picture of Mrs. Neiderbaum wearing Halston on the Internet, it can’t be
against the rules to tell us she was there, right?” Schmidt said petulantly.
“You’re welcome,” Selina mouthed to no one in particular.
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Despite the relatively peaceful resolution of the standoff in Madison’s office, a new
link was posted in the comments thread of the Op Ed, purporting to be video of GPD
officers leaving the Wayne Tower with boxes of files seized from the Wayne
Foundation.
Lucius watched the footage with a stoic frown, then he called Bruce to his office and
they watched it together, then he watched it a third time while Bruce was on the phone
with Gwen, confirming that the incident had not, in fact, occurred.
“Two men in blue windbreakers carrying a mail bin heaped with binders and a box
of file folders,” Lucius said wryly. “Do people really think that’s what our files would
look like? Records for the last eight years fit on a single thumb drive.”
“Yes, but a man in an ordinary-looking business suit leaving the building with a
piece of plastic no larger than a stick of gum, that’s not a visual for the evening news,”
Bruce noted.
“Well, if Falstaff’s plan was to set off a panic sell of Wayne stock as the prelude to a
takeover, it backfired. Trading is heavy, but it’s likely we’re going to be up a point by
the closing bell.”
“No, the stock price isn’t his target,” Bruce said with a headshake. “He’s been
talking up Wayne Tech, the unrecognized potential, blah-blah-blah. Best advertising
we could hope for. So when a scandal breaks and does scare an investor into selling,
there are three buyers waiting to grab his shares. Price goes up, not down. If he
wanted to buy as much as he could for a takeover, he’d want to sink the price, not raise
it.”
“Maybe he didn’t realize,” Lucius said. “Truth is, there are corners of the market
that miss the old you, Bruce.”
“The old me?”
“Pre-Selina, the Billionaire Bad Boy who’d make a spectacle of himself on a regular
basis. These are smart people, Bruce. They know what this company is worth, long
term. You do something crazy in the press that makes the stock drop for a few hours,
they say ‘That item’s on sale.’”
“I don’t think the return of ‘the billionaire bad boy’ is what Falstaff is after,” Bruce
said.
“Maybe not, but his attacks do seem to focus on you personally. Like you said, he
has nothing but praise for Wayne Tech, Wayne Industries, parent company Wayne
Enterprises. All the vitriol is pointed at you.”
And Selina, Bruce thought. If you figure in the cat burglar.
As if in response, there was the quick rap on the side of the open door that
announces someone who knows they’re free to enter without knocking, followed by
Selina’s voice actually saying the words:
“Knock, knock! Lucius, I wanted to pop up and make sure—Oh, you’re here too.”
Bruce tried to take it as the casual remark of someone who’d come into Lucius Fox’s
office with the intention of seeing Lucius Fox and simply didn’t expect anyone else to
be there. He tried to ignore that it was delivered with the same twisty frown that
Catwoman reserved for sidekicks who showed up when she expected to have Batman
to herself.
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“It just occurred to me, in light of the day’s shit storm,” she went on, “that it
wouldn’t be good news if anyone found out what I’ve been teaching you. Between the
Data-Lock and our other project, you’re two of the ten most formidable thieves in the
country at this point.”
“Not to worry, my work is all proprietary,” Lucius answered. “Covered by trade
secrets protections. Technically, I shouldn’t even tell Bruce what we’ve been working
on.”
“Okay. Well, maybe mothball it anyway for the duration,” Selina suggested.
“You’re probably too busy to bother with it right now anyway, with all that’s going on
out there. Must be DefCon 4 up here.”
Lucius agreed to the mothballing, but explained that the stock was healthy as ever
and, while he and Bruce were staying on top of the situation, ‘Defcon’ didn’t enter into
the matter.
“Well that’s good. Still, for the time being, I have one less ‘student,’” she said with a
wink.
“One less student?” Bruce asked.
“We’ll talk later,” she said pointedly.
His eyes narrowed with rooftop menace, and hers answered with rooftop defiance.
‘It has nothing to do with Batman, don’t be a jackass’ they said so clearly that Bruce
unconsciously let out a grunt.
“Actually, I was just heading back to my office,” he said lightly, though a surge of
Bat-intensity belied the casual tone. “If you don’t have to rush back downstairs, maybe
you could come with,” he concluded with the same fierce glare that used to accompany
Batman’s Put it back.
Of course, when it had been Batman ordering her to put it back, Catwoman had
never once complied, which made Selina’s easy agreement now slightly puzzling.
When they reached his office, she broke into a Cheshire grin as he shut the door.
“Knew that would get you,” she said proudly.
“Explain.”
“Well, the thing in Lucius’s office is no big deal. I just… spent the day teaching your
staff how to handle cops, which is a whole new level of weird. You have some smart
ladies running that Foundation, Bruce. Madison, Gwen, Cynthia, all first-rate. Just
unschooled in how to use it to handle tightass lawmen. And now, thanks to me, the
savvy and sassy women who work for you know how to use it… to handle the cops
investigating the cat burglar jewel thief. New level of weird.”
“But not what you actually wanted to talk about.”
“No. No it wasn’t. I just saw the crime scene photos from the Coleman penthouse.”
Bruce raised an eyebrow, and rather than get derailed with a long explanation, she
quickly said “Long story: that Detective Rowanski had pictures of the stolen jewelry,
and he was going through them with Gwen to see if she remembered them from earlier
galas. These other pictures in the file were from the crime scenes, and when I got to the
ones from the Coleman Penthouse, there was this… empty spot on the wall where a
painting was missing.”
“Yes, the burglar hasn’t confined himself to jewelry. You knew that from the
Beaufort townhouse.”
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“Where he took a Faberge box and a silver letter opener from the desk, yes, the desk
right in front of the safe. And at the Colemans’ there were some bearer bonds in the safe
along with the jewelry, and last night at the Brodlands’ it was some knick-knack from a
table that was right inside the window they came through—that’s an impulse
purchase. It’s something he grabbed on his way out: ‘Oh this is cute.’ Stick it in the bag.
The bearer bonds were in the safe right next to the jewels. The Faberge box was right
there at the desk.
“But the painting is different. ‘The Spice Merchant’s Wife,’ it was in the foyer, right
inside the front door over the little entrance table with the mail tray. Now, our cat
came in through the window, and the safe with the jewelry was in the study next to the
bedroom. What’s he doing in the foyer? He wouldn’t have any reason to go into that
part of the house to see this thing and pick it up on impulse. And it’s small, not like he
would have spotted it from two rooms away when he was going through the living
room.”
“You’re saying, what, that he went into the foyer specifically to get this painting?”
“Sort of, but that doesn’t make sense either. It’s not famous or outrageously
valuable.”
Bruce’s eyes bored into hers.
“Then why,” he said finally, although it seemed more like a prompt than a question.
“I was wrong. When I was poking holes in the movie, I said there was no reason for
a jewel thief to be doing their thing while the owners were out at a Wayne gala because
they’d be wearing the best pieces. And I was wrong. There is a reason: to make it clear
that Bruce Wayne’s guests are your target. And the reason for taking The Spice
Merchant’s Wife is for that photograph of the crime scene: that empty space on the wall
right over the mail tray with the invitation to the next Wayne gala sitting right
underneath where you can’t miss it. Where the police can’t miss it, where they’ll be
dusting it for fingerprints. Where the insurance investigators won’t miss it. Where
Batman won’t miss it.”
Bruce lifted his steepled fingers to his lips and thought it over.
Bruce Wayne’s guests... Bruce Wayne who’s living with Selina Kyle, the cat burglar; that
was one angle. He dismissed the idea that it could be an attack on her. The world had seen
Selina brazenly reveal herself as Catwoman with no repercussions from Batman or the police.
So if the cat burglar preying on Wayne donors was an attack, it was aimed at him personally or
at the pair of them as a couple. Either he was to be seen as so irresponsible and lacking in
judgment that he exposed himself and his peers to this horrid criminal person, or else he was the
one who was meant to see things differently. If Selina was going to be this kind of a liability,
she would have to go.
None of it quite gelled with Falstaff as the puppet master pulling the cat burglar’s
strings, but Bruce’s suspicions were already moving in another direction.
He looked uncomfortably at Selina, the word “Go” hovering on his lips again.
“Let’s get out of here,” he graveled finally. “Go… downstairs.”
She didn’t object; she assumed he wanted to access the Bat Computer. But when
they reached the private elevator, he hesitated, his finger poised over the button.
“Unless you’d rather talk in the penthouse. If you want something to eat or...”
“No, I’m good,” she said. “Cave or penthouse, whatever you want.”
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Again he hesitated. Then he pressed his finger decisively and the elevator began to
move.
“Bruce, what’s going on?” she asked as they descended.
“You’re just the worst possible person to be here right now,” he murmured.
“Gee thanks, love you too,” she spat.
“I don’t mean it like that it’s… it’s helpful to have someone to talk to, to talk through
the case with. And this is a cat burglar; you have special knowledge and amazing
insights. If I’m completely honest with you about what I think is going on, you might
have the answer to end it. But you are literally the last person in the world I want to
say this to.”
“Oh, I am going to love this,” Selina muttered. “I haven’t had this many mixed
messages from you since your brilliant plan to protect me from Joker by hiding me in
solitary at Blackgate.”
“If you remember, I knew that you wouldn’t go for it, and I only said it to bait you
into ‘stealing’ a chemically tainted beacon so I could track you and trap him!”
“I remember that’s how you decided to frame it after you had to admit that my plan
was better than yours. That I had an idea—nay, a strategy—to save my skin and catch
Joker, and that strategy was better than yours. The only way to take the sting out was
to claim it was actually a part of your plan all alo—”
“It was.”
“I am not getting sucked into this. I am not allowing you to run some, some
goddamn protocol meant to remind me what an unmitigated jackass you used to be in
order to make whatever new bit of Psychobat Nincompoopery you want to spring on
me look less idiotic by comparison.”
“IT’S RA’S!” Bruce yelled. “THAT’S WHO’S BEHIND THIS, ARE YOU HAPPY?”
The doors to the Batcave opened, but neither moved, and after a moment, the doors
closed again.
“You’ve said it yourself a dozen times,” Bruce said, biting off each word. “The
Demon’s Head doesn’t have a lot of new ideas. The one he has come up with on his
own in the last quarter century was the one protocol he didn’t take from me. I had
ways to neutralize the rest of the Justice League, but he had to get me out of the way
too. And the way he chose to keep me occupied was defiling my parents’ grave and
sending me a picture of their coffins suspended over an unknown Lazarus Pit. Say you
want about Ra’s al Ghul, Selina, and there is very little you have to say on the subject
that I don’t agree with, but hairdo or not, he knows how to push my buttons.”
“Let’s not endow him with special powers, Bruce. He knows your identity. At that
point, you’re one big button. The only thing that requires any intellectual acumen is
not bumping it accidentally.”
“Falstaff has been doing nothing but push my buttons since that first day at the
Empire Club,” Bruce said hatefully. “He’s done it too well; he has been eerily on target.
And now… Now look at where all this is heading. He’s not attacking Wayne
Enterprises, he’s smearing The Foundation. That’s not just my parents, Selina, that’s…
The Foundation that has an office in Sub Diego, Sub Diego that is hardwired to the
offices here. And Sub Diego which now has an embassy in Atlantis.
“It’s Ra’s. Selina, it is Ra’s, the words have been pounding in my brain since I read
those phrases in that preposterous Op Ed this morning. But I couldn’t SAY THAT TO
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YOU because of that stupid—because you won’t just LET IT GO about those five
stupid minutes at the MoMA—”
“Damnit, I don’t have a whip!” Selina yelled, flogging his breast pocket ineffectually
with her purse. “You insufferably jac… that’s vibrating.” She stopped mid-flog, and
pointed at his jacket pocket.
Bruce reached inside his jacket, took out his vibrating phone, and answered with a
scowl.
“Yes, Lucius?” he said. “Right now? No, I’m ten feet from a television. I’ll watch
from here.” He hung up and pressed the elevator button to open the doors.
“Falstaff is giving a press conference,” he graveled.
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DISCREET
I’ve never been one of those women who makes her fingernails into a prop, buffing
and scrutinizing the sheen to express pointed disinterest in the conversation. There’s
too much carryover from Catwoman’s claws, usually. Which is why I did it now with
Bruce. With Eddie, with Jason Blood, even with Barbara or Cassie it would have that
distant echo of a threat. In the passenger seat of the Lamborghini while Bruce turned
onto 73rd Street, it hit just the right note.
“You're clear on the plan?” he graveled, slowing to a stop as a Hummer limo
changed lanes in front of us.
“I am clear on the plan,” I said. “I am also clear on the pre-plan where you have to
compulsively check if I am clear on the plan as if I'm some concussed sidekick who's
never done this before.”
“It's just that we can't break character once the valet opens the door.”
"I am aware of that aspect of the pre-plan where you have to remind me that we can't
break character, as if I am not only a sidekick who's never done this before, I am also a
moron."
He grunted and we came to a stop at the intersection. I examined my nail polish,
finger-buffed my left index with the middle finger of my right, and let the memories of
claws sinking into bat-armor rise if they wished. If they didn’t, the casual ‘look at me
not listening to you’ that the gesture would mean from any other woman would work
just as well.
Despite the cozy picture of us going to dinner together—Bruce and Selina against the
world—we were no longer partners; we were competitors. He was going after Falstaff
(with a headful of immovable, implacable, intractable, bat-stubborn certainty that it
was really Ra’s al Ghul he was fighting behind the scenes). I was going after the cat
burglar.
And I was going to win.
I simply had to. Losing was not an option. Not on this.
The limo completed its lane change, and the car inched towards the intersection
where we came to a stop again at the traffic light. Five minutes, Miss Kyle, I heard in my
mind’s ear. I smiled to myself every night when the stage manager at the Hijinx
rapped on my dressing room door with that little bulletin. That luxury of a
countdown, not something we enjoy on Gotham rooftops: Places, please. 5 minutes to the
bat-shadow appearing from the skylight before you’ve even picked off the last number of the
combination...
Five minutes to curtain.
I walked out on that stage every night to prove I wasn’t in jail. The Post had written
a perfectly ludicrous series of articles that I’d been captured—not even by Batman but
by ordinary police in the most insultingly obvious of snares—tricked into a plea
bargain I didn't understand, and was languishing in jail. It was six insults too many
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from a newspaper that had done nothing but belittle and misrepresent me for years,
and I’d had enough. I wanted to call them out as publicly as possible. And it worked.
Every night I walked out on that stage, it proved to another hundred people that the
woman in prison who the tabloids kept saying was me couldn’t possibly be the real
Catwoman.
Now here I was, about to do it again. Except this time, it wouldn't be “5 minutes to
curtain;” it would be “Falstaff party of three, your table is ready.” I wouldn't be
entering stage right at the Hijinx; I would following some maître d’ across the dining
room at Discreet. And this time I wasn't a solo act. This time, Bruce would be right
there with me.
If he wasn't such a jackass, we might enjoy it.
“Remember, any allusions to Sub Diego, Atlantis or Wayne Tech, leave it to me,” he
said once the light changed and we started to move again.
It sucked. When I’d done this before, I had never seen Batman’s face, I didn't know
his name, we hadn't even made love. Now we were together. If he hadn’t made such a
mess out of that proposal, we might even be engaged. Sharing this ironic echo of CatTales together would be a kick. Instead…
“And if he mentions the press conference…” this as we reached 76th street.
“We didn’t see the press conference, we were having a late lunch together in the
penthouse,” I recited, “Lucius told us the highlights after, when we got back to the
office. And if Falstaff is left with the impression that this ‘late lunch’ is code for
steaming up the sheets, so much the better.”
Oh that it were true.
Bruce wanted Falstaff to think the day’s events: his big move against the Foundation
and the theatrical playout of the press conference, didn’t rate his personal attention.
And the reason he wanted Falstaff to think that—the reason ‘having sex with Selina’
was his chosen alternate activity—was because he was so damn convinced it was Ra’s
al Ghul behind the whole thing.
“It’s Ra’s.”
There I was, back in that elevator with Bruce. “Cave or penthouse, whatever you
want,” he’d said, and then we sparked and spatted and it came out that the reason he’d
been so weird in the bedroom this morning—the reason he’d told me to “Go” with that
ponderous finality—was because he decided Ra’s was behind this whole thing.
“It’s Ra’s.”
I couldn’t get the words out of my head as I followed him out of the elevator into the
Batcave, couldn’t get them out of my head while he tuned in the press conference and
that big silver GCN logo appeared on the screen.
At first, I could barely see. There was this pressure of pure rage pounding behind
my eyes as I’d followed him through the cave. He was making this about Ra’s too.
First he let the overhyped goatherd into my marriage proposal, and now the cat
burglar and Falstaff and the attacks on the Foundation were all about Ra’s too. I
wanted to scream. I wanted to dig my claws into bat-armor and pull. I wanted to slap
him so hard right across the face, and I wanted to smash the nearest Wayne Tech screen
with the nearest anything capable of doing the job—which was a fire extinguisher, I
decided.
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Of course the fury had spiked in the few seconds it took to cross the cave. Bruce was
already at the workstation and tuning in the press conference—on the smallest screen
on the console, where he could look down on it, rather than the big monitor where we
would have to look up. (“Ra’s al Ghul’s stand-in cannot be allowed to have that kind
of presence over my cave.”)
Then Falstaff started to talk, and Bruce’s words from the elevator started to echo in
my head. “It’s Ra’s. Selina, it is Ra’s…”
Falstaff was at his podium, with that big red hexagon logo in front like a presidential
seal, and a dozen microphones lining the top which could not possibly be necessary in
this day and age. And his mouth was moving, but all I heard was Bruce saying “It’s
Ra’s. Selina, it is Ra’s…”
He began by bringing Gotham up to speed on the story thus far, reasonably
assuming that anyone who wasn’t at the epicenter would have had better things to do
than feverishly tracking the drama across multiple news sites like some internet soap
opera-scavenger hunt. That much was a fair assumption, but the way he framed ‘the
story thus far,’ that was… a symphony. A bad, atonal symphony, but a symphony
none the less. All the little motifs that had wafted in and out of Falstaff’s appearances
were coming together into a full orchestral rondo:
First, Gregorian Falstaff loved Wayne Tech. His admiration for the company, its
projects and its potential knew no limits. He wanted to express that publicly after the
Water Ball, having seen such wonders displayed there. He simply had to jot down a
few thoughts of deserved praise, and the good people at the Gotham Times, finding his
sentiments worthy, saw fit to print them in the morning edition.
He was appalled—shocked, dismayed and appalled—that these ‘few modest
thoughts’ jotted down with the very best of intentions had brought so much grief to his
good friend Bruce Wayne since their publication. Opportunists at the Gotham
Observer—opportunists who did not merit the name journalists and brought shame on
that noble profession—had used his praise for the company to launch a spurious attack
on the man! It was alleged that Gotham’s elite had shunned Falstaff on Bruce Wayne’s
behalf because of some imagined slight, when nothing could be further from the truth!
He and Bruce were the best of friends, which is what made the day’s events so
troubling.
These soulless opportunists at the Gotham Observer, not content with bastardizing
and misrepresenting Falstaff’s own words to smear his friend, went on to link Wayne’s
girlfriend and his Foundation to the cat burglar, who has, it is true, been preying on
Foundation donors while they were attending various fundraisers. It was alleged that
Wayne gave Selina Kyle access to sensitive information about Foundation donors, then
used his influence to cover up the police investigation which, understandably,
identified her as a prime suspect. He then used his influence to ‘vanish’ all traces of
her arrest this very afternoon, when GPD officers seized Foundation files and marched
Selina Kyle out of the building in handcuffs. Since the story broke, Foundation donors
were withdrawing their support en masse, so Falstaff had called this press conference.
He felt he simply had no choice, as the one voice who could yet be heard above the
madness, to set the record straight before any more damage was done to the Wayne
Foundation and its important work.
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First and foremost, Selina Kyle had not been arrested…
“That’s a relief,” Bruce said dryly.
And I grunted. It seemed the only proper response.
…The video which had been “splashed all over the internet” purporting to be GPD
officers leaving the Wayne Tower with those files had already been debunked as a
fake…
“My head is starting to hurt,” I murmured. “He faked a video so he could denounce
it as a fake? Like those crazies who set fires in order to call it in and be the hero?”
“But not for the praise and attention. To manufacture a reason to hold a press
conference. We still haven’t seen what he’s really after,” Bruce said.
…My arrest was a complete fabrication, Falstaff went on to assure the world. He
said ‘a number of conspiracy websites’ were claiming photos and videos of my arrest
had been vanished from the internet within minutes of being posted. This, he assured
all non-tinfoil-hat-wearers, was rubbish. The alleged photos had not been ’vanished’
because they had never existed. Selina Kyle had never been arrested, as press and
public would see tonight, since she and Bruce Wayne were joining him for dinner at
Discreet.
But what upset Falstaff most of all was “the one aspect of the story which was all too
regrettably true,” that donors were deserting the Wayne Foundation in droves. He was
mortified and appalled at how quick the cognoscenti had been to believe these
preposterous stories, how naïve and foolish they were to take such degrading libels at
face value. The day had indeed seen a mass defection of donors, and why? The mere
suggestion that the police were investigating? A false report that Bruce had allowed his
girlfriend access to files with their personal information? The remote possibility that
these files had been seized and the police might come and question them? Falstaff
simply could not allow these shallow and superficial fools to wreak such havoc on the
important work the Wayne Foundation was doing with Sub Diego. He was therefore
creating the Falstaff Fund to partner with Wayne. Any donors who were no longer
comfortable entrusting their money to Bruce Wayne and Selina Kyle could now funnel
their charity through the Falstaff Fund knowing it would reach the same destination,
protected by the independent oversight his organization could provide…
My head was swimming.
“It’s an old gambit,” Bruce murmured, switching off the feed but leaving his fingers
resting lightly on the controls. “Publicly announce something like this as if it’s already
been agreed to, having created a climate where it’s almost impossible for us to
contradict him.”
“Like hell we can’t. You can pick up the phone right now and put out a statement:
‘Mr. Falstaff is mistaken. Bruce Wayne and Selina Kyle are dining at d’Annunzio’s
tonight with Mr. and Mrs. Grayson. Mr. Falstaff is not expected. There has been no
withdrawal of Foundation donors and the Falstaff Fund is not partnering with
anybody—”
“And that denial prolongs the story. People start chiming in on both sides, even
those that think they’re helping us give it oxygen.”
“So you want to play along with this. Dance to his tune, give him a false sense of
confidence while we figure out how to take him down?”
“Something like that,” he graveled. “Objection?”
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I shook my head. I knew it was a good plan, I knew it was probably the best way to
proceed, but it still left a bad taste in my mouth. It was just so… Ra’s 101. Playing
along. Let the spawn capture him, get himself taken inside as a prisoner… That and
the way his hand hadn’t moved from the console, I had a sudden, sick premonition of
what was coming an instant before it happened.
“DefCon 4,” he graveled, his hand moving abruptly over the controls with Bat-like
speed and focus. “This cave and the other satellites are shut down, effective
immediately. I’m purging the database you’ve been working on from all cave systems.
Your laptop goes into the shredder. Lucius’s too. It’s not enough to just mothball that
DataLock project, all traces of it have to be destroyed—Shut up.” (That in response to
nothing. I hadn’t say a word; I don’t think I’d even taken a breath.) “Selina, I know it’s
a name you don’t want to hear from me, but this is Ra’s al Ghul at work, and your
temper is no longer a priority. You’ve said it a hundred times: He doesn’t have new
ideas, he recycles the old ones. And this is the protocols all over again. I, I can’t
believe I did this. I can’t believe I didn’t see it, I’ve opened the door for him to do it
again just like before.”
“Bruce, calm the fuck down,” I managed. “There’s nothing even slightly—”
“I have had you analyzing the Foundation donors’ property—Forget the nonsense
he’s alluding to about having access to Madison’s files, I’ve had you examining the
donors one at a time, spelling out what they’ve got that’s worth taking and why, and
mapping out how you’d go about it! It’s right there—I—I asked you to do it. I actually
enjoyed reading it—Analyses of the potential loot and the security protecting it, and
how you’d go about defeating it. In light of what’s going on with the cat burglar, it’s
the most incriminating document imaginable, and it’s in the cave systems, the same
ones he penetrated to get the protocols. He used those to strike at Clark and the others
in exactly the way I laid out. If he got his hands on what you’ve been doing for me, he
could—”
“He could what? Bruce, forget for a minute that he’s not inside your head or mine
and has no idea that database even exists. Forget that he has no way of getting into the
cave or into your files like he did before. Forget all of that and just consider this:
You’re Batman. And neither you nor the GPD, Scotland Yard or Interpol could ever
nail me for the stuff I actually did. I’m really not sweating whatever Ra’s al Ghul might
spin out of thin air—if he’s even involved, and I’m not seeing any evidence for that
other than—”
“Other than?”
“You wanting him to be. Gets you off the hook for the MoMA. ‘See, Kitten, he really
is the boogie man hiding under every bed.’”
“Fine, don’t believe it’s Ra’s al Ghul and don’t ‘sweat it’ if it is. Just wipe the
database anyway and turn over your laptop because I’m asking. There was a time if
Batman came to you with a request like that, you’d agree.”
I had to think about that for a minute.
Mad as I was… he wasn’t entirely wrong. He wouldn’t have called it a ‘request’
back then. And I would have given him a hard time. I would have hissed and
scratched, but I would have done it his way in the end, because he’s Batman and when
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it comes to things like DEMON, he does tend to know what’s what. If we’re talking
Phoenix 9000s or safe deposit boxes, I expect him to defer to me. If it’s Ra’s al Ghul…
Yeah, if it’s Ra’s al Ghul. That was still the question. In my bones, I was starting to
wonder. Falstaff was so over the top, first in his contempt and later in his praise. So
lacking in subtlety. So focused on Bruce… and so constipated. This whole plot he was
hatching was needlessly elaborate, pointlessly convoluted and completely constipated.
His fulsome praise of Wayne Tech reeked of Talia and her romantic fixation on Bruce.
The Gotham Observer could be seen as a weird funhouse reflection of the Post, the
lying newspaper smearing Bruce’s good name… False stories of my being arrested,
too—and being invited to contradict them with a splashy public appearance that
proved I wasn’t in jail. There was a certain whiff of it: Ra’s al Ghul’s penchant for
recycling the past.
But I didn’t see any of that figuring into Bruce’s kneejerk. He just wanted it to be the
hairdo, so it was. He wanted it for reasons that had nothing to do with Falstaff,
DEMON, or the cat burglar—and okay, maybe I didn’t want it to be Ra’s for the same
reason. But none of that changed the fact that Batman was an unmitigated jackass.
“Well?” he graveled when I guess he decided he’d been waiting long enough.
“Care to make it interesting?” I asked with as much of the old rooftop sass as I could
muster.
I knew it worked when the lower half of his face stiffened, that old reflex when he’s
determined not to give anything away. Betrayed every time by the eyes, in the mask
and out. There’s this look of stunned disbelief. Half the time it comes out in a
vocalized “What?!” Half the time, just a silent scowl.
Today was a scowl, so I went on:
“A wager. If Ra’s turns out to be behind this, name your prize. Say: the MoMA
thing never happened and I won’t allude to it ever again. If he’s not, then I… get to
take five items of my choosing from the database, and Batman doesn’t get to interfere.”
For a moment, he looked puzzled. Then his eyes darkened, his face seemed to
harden, and I could almost see the outline of the mask appear on his face.
“No,” he said.
“Three then,” I countered. “From three different donors,” I added, just to be clear
that I was talking three separate break ins and not a smorgasbord at the Rathmoors’.
“No.”
“No?”
There was this silent spike in answer to that. This surge of alley-born, crime-hating
Battitude. It really pissed me off. I knew exactly what I was doing, I knew it was the
playful rooftop sass bringing him out, baiting him. I knew I was blowing on a spark,
and I was still PISSED that it was growing into a flame.
“Why not, Bruce? If you’re that sure Ra’s al Ghul is behind this, why should it matter
what we bet?” I hissed.
“…” was his brilliant reply.
“So you’re not sure. It’s just an idea you have. You’re not that sure I’ll lose if we bet,
not sure enough to risk signing off on a crime in your precious city. But sure enough
that you’ll step all over my feelings bringing it up again. ‘It’s Ra’s, DefCon 4, I know
it’s not what you want to hear after the MoMA’ Rubbing my nose in how little I really
matter to you.”
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“So little that I asked you to marry me.”
“No. Bruce. You didn’t. You casually informed me, like it was an afterthought, that
there’s this new picture in your head under the heading ‘marriage’ and it’s not a
tombstone. And you expect me to feel good about that like I’m the lucky winner, I’m so
honored. Well fuck you.”
“I’m sorry I hurt you,” he said.
And I thought apologies were supposed to make you feel better.
“Sure. On that one you use the same formula of words as any other man. It’s only
the time that it mattered that you decided to bring Ra’s into it, get Lazarus goo all over
the place and—”
“Could we,” he cut me off, then paused as if searching for words. “Postpone this…
until after... Falstaff and the cat burglar cases are resolved?”
It was just so sad.
“Of course. Because our personal lives aren’t as important as whatever crime is
brewing… never has been.”
“That is so unfair,” he said.
He looked really hurt, but I couldn’t bring myself to be sorry. It was accurate. All
the rooftops, all the vaults, all the years he pushed me away when all we both wanted
was—
“Not now, please,” he said. “Could we just…”
He trailed off. And there was just the background hum of a cave that has no resident
bats. I almost wished we were at the manor. There would have been squeaking.
Walapang and his little friend hanging out above the main workstation.
“Yeah, we ‘can just,’” I said quietly. Then I took the elevator up to the penthouse
alone and picked out a dress for dinner.
Five minutes, Miss Kyle.
77th Street. The car slowed, Bruce pulled up to the curb, and the valet, who didn’t
actually open the door, stood by at attention as it raised on its own and offered a
gloved hand to help me out… Places, please. Bruce handed over his keys and we went
inside… One minute to curtain.
Even by Gotham standards, Discreet was a thoroughly odd restaurant. Named for
the 1972 surrealist film The Discreet Charm of the Bourgeoisie—about a group of upper
middle-class French trying to have dinner together despite a continual and increasingly
bizarre series of interruptions. They never succeed, and the way they bristle and voice
their outrage, but never stop trying, might make for interesting social commentary for
those who like that sort of thing, but it’s some damn odd theming for a restaurant.
Discreet featured a pleasant if limited menu of typical French country dishes, enlarged
stills from the movie were the focal point of the décor, and no one expected it to last six
months.
“The reservation is under Falstaff,” Bruce told the maître d’, and I’ll admit, as pissed
as I was, I felt a thrilled shiver up my spine. Whether Ra’s was pulling his strings or
not, Gregorian Falstaff had awakened the dragon—worse, in fact. He’d stirred
something worse than a dragon, even worse than Batman. He’d stirred up the man
who created Batman. And if Ra’s was behind Falstaff, if he was one of those who knew
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the truth but thought Batman was all there was to Bruce Wayne, then he was in for one
hell of a spectacular lesson.
The hostess said Falstaff was already seated, as expected. Bruce took a half-step to
the side, allowing me to follow first behind the maître d’ as he led us to the table. I
enjoyed that entrance, the theatricality and defiance of that walk through the dining
room: Here I am, world! You see? Not under arrest. Never have been, never will be. Every
eye (and, more importantly, every cell phone) in the room was pointed at me. It was
easy to tell which were genuine but curious diners and which were plants from GCN,
the Gotham Times, the Observer and the Post.
“How well you did that, my dear,” Falstaff said, standing to greet us. To greet me, I
should say. He practically ignored Bruce. Took my hand and pulled me in for an air
kiss—both cheeks—in the course of which he got my other hand. Held onto them both
and looked me up and down like an indulgent uncle who hadn’t seen me in years and
was pleased at how I’d turned out. “Sit down, sit down,” he said, including Bruce at
last in the gesture and pointing him to a chair.
“Now, how many reporters would you say are here to document our little dinner? I
count ten whose cameras are far too good compared to the other patrons, and their
suits are far too bad.” He ended with a grin which said that much of the joke he had
prepared, but what was to come next was improvised. “That one over there now. I
know you identified him as a reporter, because you gave him a little wave as you
passed. Where would you say he is from?”
“Gotham Post,” I said quietly.
“The Gotham Post?! The lying bastards Gotham Post,” he exclaimed—not at all
quietly, which brought a spike of disapproval from Bruce. I noticed him tapping the
word ‘Discreet’ on the face of his menu—which made me smile—but which Falstaff
took as encouragement. He went on. “My dear Selina, if you knew the chap was from
that ashcan of a tabloid, why did you turn his way and give him such a flattering angle
to photograph.”
“It confuses them,” I admitted. “At least half of that crowd are convinced that I’m
some reflexively hostile, perpetually PMSing harpy, prone to snarling outbursts and
violent rages.” I paused to offer the Post table a coy smile and another fingertip wave.
“The nicer I turn out to be, the worse they look. Besides, Karma already visited that
poor guy on the left. Inserted himself into a dust up between me and Jonathan Crane a
few years back. Nothing like seeing rolls of your precious film turn into a giant snake
to teach a photographer his place in the food chain.”
Falstaff laughed. Bruce pretended to. Then we got down to business: I thanked
Gregor for arranging the oh-so-public demonstration that I wasn’t in jail, but I assured
him that it wasn’t necessary. I was perfectly capable of debunking stories like that on
my own, as history had shown. He maintained that while that might be true for an
independent Catwoman, it would be much more difficult to publicly exonerate Selina
Kyle. What could I possibly do on my own that would contradict the charge that
something really had happened which Bruce used his money and influence to cover
up? This dinner, occurring within hours of the alleged arrest and initiated by someone
like himself, so wholly unconnected with me or Bruce, it was the unassailable proof
that could come from no better source!
I felt PsychoBat seething.
80

Wayne Rises

It wasn’t the old tingle that warned me when Batman was lurking. It wasn’t the
density shift when Bruce is still wearing his day-face but starts mentally operating as a
crimefighter. ‘Batman’ had walked in with me, there would be no need for a change or
shift. The throbbing wraith of anger now occupying his chair was not ‘Batman.’ It was
the guy who made Batman possible, and who held his leash… and who just decided
Gregorian Falstaff was no longer worth that consideration. His head tilted back very
slightly, and his lip… moved into something I won’t call a smile. It just… reshaped,
flashing the upper teeth in such a way that, well, if one of the tigers at the Catitat did it,
I’d run.
“I think you’re very much mistaken, Mr. Falstaff, if you think Selina’s association
with me limits her power as Catwoman,” he said evenly. “Her independence is
legendary. As is her ingenuity in handling her own problems in her own way.”
It wasn’t the words so much as the glint off those teeth, a matching glint in his eye,
and a steel in his voice that out-menaced the deadliest Bat-gravel.
Falstaff backpedaled. He had never meant to imply my involvement with Bruce was
a liability—perish the thought! He was just so happy that he was positioned to make a
gesture of friendship at such an opportune time.
Tiger-Bruce was apparently pacified, for the moment, and it went back to feeling like
ordinary Friday Night Batman sitting there next to me. We ordered, stuck to neutral
topics until the soup came, and then got down to a serious discussion of “The Falstaff
Fund” and the role it was to play in further Wayne Foundation dealings with Sub
Diego.
By the time we reached the cheese course, I was really ill. Falstaff’s avowed love for
all things Wayne Tech was sounding more and more like Talia, and Bruce’s
performance being cornered and beaten was simply nauseating. He alluded bitterly to
the way Falstaff had announced his fund’s partnership with the Wayne Foundation as
if it had all been agreed to, but he frankly admitted that his position was too weak to
make a public stink contradicting it. Falstaff accepted the surrender like a compliment,
as if he’d sunk a particularly long putt on the 18th green and Bruce noted it on the walk
back to the clubhouse.
That was the general tone, not surrender after a war but the settling of gentlemanly
debts after a particularly well-played game. Bruce was too stupid to consider that
Falstaff had created the circumstances and merely acquiesced to the way his rival had
taken advantage of it. The Falstaff Fund would now work hand-in-hand with the
Wayne Foundation, occupy an adjacent suite of offices in the Wayne Tower, and
provide a buffer between Sub Diego and certain operations outside of WayneTech.
They would provide oversight for the allocation of donated funds and certain other
Foundation resources earmarked for the undersea office. It was all as appetizing as
tepid bisque with curdled chantilly, went down like under-seasoned mussels, and
settled like undercooked duck.
It ended, finally, and we were eventually back in the Lamborghini heading back to
the Wayne Tower.
We didn’t speak for about a block. Didn’t look at each other.
“You get what you needed?” I asked finally.
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“Two camera-microphones he could conceivably find and remove. Two he couldn’t
find with Clark’s assistance if he knew where to look.”
“Good,” I said.
That was it until we reached the tower. It was awkward at the elevator and we split
up: he to change in the cave and leave from there, I to change in the penthouse and
leave from the terrace. I prefer leaving for a prowl from a high-rise. Reminds me of
my old apartment, my old prowls. So much so that, before heading off, I scurried
down to 53rd Street to catch the Batmobile pulling out of its recess behind the parking
garage. It was a very odd feeling, watching from that point of view. Looking down on
him at street level from that sixth floor perch, the Cat of long ago logging the valuable
intel: there he goes, heading north. That means the Fifth Avenue jewelers are off-limits, unless I
want Bat-fun. Diamond District and the Uptown museums are iffy. A break-in might bring a
Bat-encounter, might not. And Downtown will be easy pickins.
I smiled to myself. I was going Downtown as it happened. Even though tonight’s
business was more *cough*fighting than criminal, there was a burglary aspect. Kitty’s
felonious talents were coming into play. So having ascertained Batman’s whereabouts
before setting off seemed… just right. I knew he would be in another part of town and
safely out of the way. It didn’t matter, since this wasn’t a break-in he would interfere
with, but the knowing that was still… pleasantly nostalgic.
It was the Brodland townhouse I was headed for, the site of the last cat burglar
strike. I was going to investigate the way Batman couldn’t, the way it would never
occur to him or the police or any insurance investigator. I realized the night I looked
over that first cat burglar crime scene with him. I kept looking at the window, itching
to go outside. While he was analyzing the nap of the carpet and tracking heat
signatures through the room. It’s not that the traffic pattern didn’t interest me: the
location of the safe, the details of how the thief got in and got around the infrareds…
It’s just that it was all… putting the cart before the horse somehow. At first I couldn’t
put my finger on it, and Batman was too busy doing the World’s Greatest Detecting to
distract him with a chat. But his whole approach just seemed so… bass ackwards, as
Eddie would say.
You can walk around with bump keys; you don’t walk around with a folding rubik
tent coated with omni-spectra refractive foil. Those things fold up to the size of a pizza
box. They’re portable, but they’re not loose change portable. They’re awkward. And
there is just no way anyone would bother carrying one around unless they knew there
was infrared detection to get past with tamper-proof vibration sensors on the laser
mounts. They had to know from casing the place, and I couldn’t figure out how.
Standing in the living room that Batman found so rich with clues, I couldn’t work out a
damn thing.
So, now that the cat burglar was my case, I was going to investigate my way. I didn’t
do more than look through window when I reached the Brodland place, then I glanced
up and down the street and identified the best vantage points to case the joint. Began
my investigation on a nice perch with an unobstructed view of the block, following in
the cat burglar’s footsteps and planning the break in as they must have:
Watching from here while the family was at home, a thief could definitely tell there
was a safe in the study, although that didn’t preclude there being another in the
bedroom where the Mrs. kept her jewelry… From one window, at a steep angle, you
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could see into the foyer and confirm the security controls were right inside the front
door—as was the mail tray. Remembering that my task was not to simply burgle the
place but to do it in such a way that drew attention to their being Wayne donors, I
scrutinized that mail tray. The invitation to the next Wayne ball would either be
there—in which case that little picture which would turn out to be The Spice Merchant’s
Wife would make a perfect item to take to draw attention to it—or else, if the Brodlands
were the old-fashioned sort, the invitation might be displayed on the mantelpiece…
Which I couldn’t see from any window, so I’d have to wing it when I got inside. But
there had to be something worth taking on or near the mantelpiece. Anyone retro
enough to be displaying their invitations to upcoming social functions there would
have an impressive painting hanging dead center over the fireplace, and some catworthy knickknacks as well.
So much for the interior. Now for getting to it… the building was no high-rise, and
the west wall faced a busy street. To go in that way, a smart crook would choose a
stormy night and minimize the chance of being spotted by witnesses in the street. But
our cat burglar didn’t have the luxury of choosing the night. The robbery had to take
place during the Water Ball. That meant going in from the south… slip along the base
of the building, avoid the traffic camera and watch the sightlines from the security
guard in that lobby across the street... swing a grappling hook up to the open air
stairwell on the second floor and haul himself up… and that meant traveling light. A
minimal tool kit: glass cutter, lock picks, bump key, black box to program a keycard.
Nothing that doesn’t fit in a backpack, nothing heavy or awkward…
As I put myself in the cat burglar’s shoes, thinking through their crime as if it was to
be my own, that sick feeling returned. Bruce’s certainty about Ra’s—“He knows how
to push my buttons”—were we playing into his hands?
I decided further casing of the Brodland place could wait and made my way across
town to Falstaff’s. A much easier target: there was an underground parking garage
that would get me inside, only one camera to avoid on my way to the security hub
where I could disable them all. Simple door alarm on that security closet, one more
door alarm to get into the stairwell, and from there I could climb to the 15 th floor where
there just happened to be an empty apartment two short floors beneath Falstaff’s. I
would go out the window, scoot up the side of the building, and have only a simple
Phoenix 3000 on Falstaff’s window to deal with. Then I could snoop around all I
pleased.
I took it slow through the parking garage, simply because it’s not my usual type of
entry. The caution gave me time to consider the possibilities: if there was more to
Falstaff that met the eye, but it wasn’t Ra’s, who might it be? Hugo Strange knew
Bruce’s identity, but he barely had the resources to rent an office in midtown Gotham.
To buy the Knickerbocker building, add ten floors and start outbidding the Fortune 500
would take one serious sugar daddy, and Hugo just wasn’t that cute. The only ones I
could think of who had the financial muscle to be bankrolling Falstaff were Lex Luthor
and Matt Hagen…
I considered Luthor as I entered the stairwell and climbed to the second floor. He
didn’t know Bruce’s identity, but he hated him enough unmasked without bringing
Batman into the picture. But Lex would never want to hide behind a puppet. He went
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toe-to-toe with Superman using the name on his birth certificate, unmasked and
unashamed. He was a shit, but he wasn’t a cowardly shit. If he wanted to come into
Gotham and take on Bruce Wayne, he wouldn’t do it hiding behind Falstaff…
Third floor. It took exactly three steps to consider and dismiss Matt Hagen. He had
plenty of money from his Hollywood days, not even counting what he’d amassed from
his activities as Clayface. But he didn’t know Bruce’s identity, and he was the least
‘Bwahaha’ Evil of any Rogue I knew. He hated the woman who had turned him into
Clayface, and there was no love lost between him and Poison Ivy. That was it. He
didn’t seem to have an issue with anyone that didn’t screw with him first, and he had
no earthly reason to make trouble for me or Bruce…
At the 14th floor, I considered Talia. The demonspawn knew Bruce’s identity,
despised me, and was intensely stupid. She tried to make trouble for me with staged
Catwoman robberies on two separate occasions, her schemes lacked subtlety and were
crucially dependent on Bruce being a moron… But while Talia al Ghul is as stupid as
they come, she’s not dumb. In Joker’s old henchman Brady, she found a man who
actually likes her. I couldn’t see her pissing that away, the only real affection she’s ever
known, I just couldn’t see it. Plus, Talia might assume Bruce is an idiot, but I don’t.
She and Brady were in the Batman version of Witness Protection, and I had to think if
she was back in league with Demon, calling the shots sufficiently to be tapping the
million dollar bank accounts, he’d know.
And with that, I exited the stairwell into the fifteenth floor hallway and made quick
work of the lock on that empty apartment. I entered—only to feel myself struck,
swung and SLAMMED into the wall with the kind of force that blurs your vision. In
the split second it took to realize Attack Blur had his hand around my throat, he deblurred into Batman.
“You have a comm link,” he said, releasing the pressure on my throat without letting
go.
“I didn’t come here to see you, jackass,” I said, batting his forearm with a light inside
tap and then pointing to the window. “I came for that.”
“You’re supposed to be handling the cat burglar,” he said, turning away from me
and back towards this set up of miniature monitors and speakers he had arranged on
the floor, along with a hand-sketched floorplan of, presumably, Falstaff’s apartment.
“These the feeds from your mics and cameras?” I asked, pointing.
“Yes. Why are you here and not working on the cat burglar?”
“Thought of something you once told me,” I said. “When dealing with someone like
Ra’s al Ghul, you never take what the enemy gives you.”
He adjusted the brightness on a monitor that didn’t need adjusting, which I took to
mean that he was mulling it over.
“Two halves of a case,” he said, slowly and softly, like he was chewing it. “A cat
burglar ‘for you’ and a corporate egotist whose first act in Gotham was to pick a fight
with Bruce Wayne.” Then he grunted, which is the swallow when he’s done chewing.
“…”
He’d reached a decision, but there was absolutely no hint what it might be.
“…”
“Hello?” I said.
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“Your analysis may be correct,” he pronounced, still looking at his half-circle of
gadgetry and not at me. “But in this case, you should still take what you’re given. You
are a thief. ‘Taking’ is the M.O.”
“That makes no sense,” I started to say, but he held up a finger. It was clear he was
listening to something in his earpiece, so I waited. After a minute his lip twitched, the
finger came down, and he looked at me. A very… non-Batman look.
“You should stick with the cat burglar side of the case, but not in the way you were
going about it. We’ll lay a trap next week at the Air Ball.”
(That part was Batman enough. Typical control freak.)
“We will?” I said.
“You will. But I have some suggestions on how to go about it.”
(Typical protocol-writing control freak.)
“Wonderful. Leaving me nothing to do tonight but practice infrareds and vibration
detectors,” I grumbled.
“Actually you could run down to the food cart on 41st and get us a couple burgers.
That dinner was awful.”
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TRAP
Alfred had never considered himself a pessimist, but today he had to wonder. It
seemed like he was having a good day. Any objective third party would think so. Yet
he felt nothing. So far from enjoying it, he found himself not trusting it. It really made
him wonder if the years spent with Master Bruce’s solitary brooding hadn’t rubbed off.
The day began with a cherished ritual that Alfred thought he had performed for the
last time: pressing the morning newspaper. Master Bruce said he appreciated all the
trouble Alfred had gone to preparing a digital edition for him on a tablet, and he was
sure he would find it useful later in the day. But with his breakfast, he preferred print
copies of the Gotham Times and Daily Planet, just as he had always done. He didn’t
consider them to contain “old news” but worthy news. The trouble with internet news,
Bruce maintained, was that it had no unit cost. Newsprint cost money. Running the
presses cost money. The delivery system involving men and trucks and networks of
contracted newsstands which calculated the number of copies they would accept with
an eye to their own bottom line, it all had dollar and cents costs that made everyone
involved stop and think at every step of the way. It forced editors to make choices
about what stories were fit to print and how many column inches they should receive.
Those judgment calls added value which news that was simply “newer” could never
match, simply because it had not proven itself passing through that gauntlet.
So Alfred began the day as he always had: pressing the morning newspaper. He had
placed it on the breakfast tray and proceeded to the next pleasant surprise: the lack of
any discernible aftermath to that appalling Op Ed in the Gotham Observer. Alfred had
spoken to Miss Selina only once since she took the odious task off his hands showing it
to Master Bruce, and she had not mentioned his reaction. Alfred wasn’t sure what
kind of response to expect after a day of such disgraceful outrages in the press, but he
was prepared for some reaction—be it anger, bitterness or disappointment—that would
be distressing for him to witness. He loved Master Bruce dearly, and his affection for
Miss Selina grew by the day. Seeing either of them upset was distressing, seeing both
was downright painful. So Alfred had entered the bedroom bracing for the worst…
and he left pleasantly puzzled. Master Bruce seemed his usual self; Miss Selina her
‘alternate’ usual self on those mornings she was not disposed to wake yet. She would
reach up for the largest pillow available—a brocaded European square, most often—
and pull it down over her head, sometimes poking Master Bruce’s hip with her other
hand as if he was personally responsible for the existence of the sun, and often
grumbling oaths which Alfred thought it best not to acknowledge. In short, both
seemed completely unaffected by the previous days’ barrage of unwelcome news.
That alone would have been cause to rejoice, but the best was yet to come. Rather
than wait for him to make his casual pass through the morning room so she could
communicate any changes she wished to make in the day’s menu, Miss Selina sought
him out. She found him dusting in the sun room, and it turned out she had no changes

87

Cat-Tales

for the day but wanted to consult him about a planned entertainment the following
week. She and Master Bruce wished to host a dinner for forty, at the penthouse
immediately before the Air Ball.
“Are you up for the challenge?” she’d asked with that impish grin of hers (which
was Alfred’s first real introduction to what Batman had been up against for all those
years).
“Thirty-six would be more traditional,” Alfred said. Then, realizing this could be
seen as trying to reduce the workload, he hastily added, “Or even forty-eight.”
“I know, multiples of twelve,” Selina nodded. “But this isn’t about place settings;
that’s for people a rung or two down. We’re shooting for something else. ‘A dinner for
thirty-six’ doesn’t trip off the tongue; it doesn’t make a pretty headline.”
“And it doesn’t allude, with Machiavellian subtlety, to the Four Hundred of the
Gilded Age, miss,” Alfred said with a sudden glint of understanding.
“You got it,” Selina winked. “These people live for exclusivity, ever smaller circles
and ever shorter lists. Everyone attending the Air Ball is a Foundation donor, and
within that group there are the ones in the Social Register, the ones who are members
of the Butterfield, the ones who call him ‘Bruce’ but only behind his back, the ones who
can call him Bruce to his face… and the most exclusive subset of all, the ones who will
be more ‘Bruce Wayne guests’ than anyone else in the city that night, will be the
nineteen couples invited to dinner before the ball.”
Alfred’s first reaction was, naturally, that of the butler entrusted with organizing this
imposing affair. He said he would consult his files and draw up a number of menu
options, catering and service recommendations, as well as a budget, and have these
ready for Miss Selina’s review within the hour. It was only when he went to the
morning room with his two best proposals in hand that the greater significance of the
event sunk in. He had slowed as he approached the door out of habit, but was still
surprised when he heard voices inside. He expected Miss Selina to be alone, but
Master Bruce was in there with her—and they were discussing the guest list with an
intensity of purpose that Alfred had only heard from the late Dr. and Mrs. Wayne on a
handful of occasions:
“What about the Gardners?” “Park Avenue Gardners or River Place Gardners?” “River
Place, Lawrence and Justine.” “Stick a pin in it for now. I want to keep two slots at least for
gay couples...”
Alfred had never considered himself a pessimist, but now he had to wonder. The
relaxed domesticity he’d noticed the day Bruce and Selina returned from the movies
was nothing compared to this. Bruce being happy in his private life was the more
important development, naturally, but it was one Alfred had always believed was
possible. Bruce assuming a leading role in Gotham Society, not as camouflage for
Batman but as Dr. Thomas and Martha Van Geissen Wayne’s son, that was something he
had given up hoping for.
But there it was. Hard as it was for Alfred to believe, crossings were made
throughout the morning between Bruce’s study and the morning room. Alfred hadn’t
seen anything like it since Dr. and Mrs. Wayne decided the guest list for Bruce’s
christening. Selina would have some idea and go across the hall to tell him, and a short
while later, something occurred to Bruce and he crossed back to talk to Selina.
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And each new occurrence made Alfred irritable rather than jubilant. Each repetition
made it seem more and more certain that the miracle had actually occurred, that Bruce
and Selina really were functioning as Mr. and Mrs. Wayne, the arbiters of Gotham
Society, and Alfred… felt nothing. Had he really become such a cynic? Was hope so
dead inside him that he couldn’t work up a little enthusiasm for the answer to his
prayers playing out before his eyes?
“Bruce, how does the name Ashton-Larraby keep magically reappearing on this list
in your handwriting?”
“I put it under ‘Maybe.’”
They were in the study now. Bruce seated at the desk with Selina standing in front
of it, her back to the door and blocking Bruce’s view so that Alfred could glance in
without fear of being seen.
“They’re not a ‘Maybe,’ they’re a ‘No,’” she was saying. “If they don’t live on Park
Avenue, Fifth Avenue, Gracie Square or Sutton Place, I don’t want to hear it. We
already made one exception for the Bantrees, and I’m still having second thoughts
about it.”
“Because her jewelry’s too good,” Bruce said wearily.
“Yes. They’re old money and the gilt’s wearing thin since the 80s. Assumption has
to be that the real stones are long gone and replaced by fakes.”
“You know that’s not true as well as I do. Liv would mortgage her children before
she sold her mother’s ruby.”
“Doesn’t matter what I know, it only matters how it looks to someone like me who
doesn’t know.”
Alfred affixed the back of Selina’s head with a suspicious glare—a glare so similar to
the one Batman used to direct at her, it drew Bruce’s attention when his peripheral
vision caught it in the mirror.
“Something to add, Alfred?” he asked, leaning back in his chair to see around
Selina’s shoulder. She turned to look at him too, and Alfred gave a little cough as
though it was his intention to be noticed the entire time.
“My only thought, sir, is that, unless Miss Selina and yourself have undergone a
most alarming transformation into the most objectionable type of snobs, one is forced
to conclude that there is some other criteria being employed to weigh the merits of
potential guests. If there is an ulterior motive behind this dinner party, one would
prefer to be enlightened now rather than later.”
Bruce and Selina looked at each other.
“You didn’t tell him?” they said in unison.
“But I thought you—” they said next.
Alfred stood patiently through several rounds of: “This is really more your thing
than mine—” and “Me? I just naturally figured you’d be handling it—” before
deciding they would never stop on their own.
“Perhaps,” Alfred said loud enough to command their attention, “if only one of you
were to speak at a time. Miss Selina, would you say this party is more of a social
entertainment or a crimefighting operation?”
“Crimefighting,” Selina said, a hint of the chastened schoolgirl in her tone.
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“Very well then. In that case, it might be best if Master Bruce were to continue with
the explanation.”
“Fine,” Bruce said, a hint of the chastened but defiant schoolboy in his. “The cat
burglar is hitting the homes of Foundation donors while they’re attending the
fundraisers. He or she is going after ‘Wayne guests.’ We’re giving them a new tier of
Wayne guest, one that’s more personal and much more exclusive. If the goal is to
make me look bad, to strike at Selina and I personally, then they’ve got to zero in on
this group and not those attending the Air Ball alone.”
“That’s why the subliminal hint of the 400 is so important,” Selina said, picking up
the narrative the moment Bruce paused. “The more we put on airs, the bigger a target
we are...”
“And Selina already profiled all the Foundation donors, pinpointing who has the
best jewelry from a cat burglar’s point of view…”
“So we pack the dinner party with guests that don’t…”
“Leaving him with only one clear target…”
“In a seemingly random assortment of PLUs...”
“Or at least, no more than two or three targets,” Bruce said.
“Why do you not believe me when I tell you I can get it down to one?” Selina asked
with a gimlet look in her eye.
“It’s not that I don’t believe you, it’s building contingencies into the plan,” Bruce
said. “‘If the burglar chooses another target, what would it be’ is like… ‘What will I do
if the night I actually break into the Egyptian wing, the security guard changes his
route?’”
“I really need to teach you how to rob a museum properly so you’ll stop saying
things like that.”
Alfred coughed again, redirecting the conversation.
“Very well then,” he said. “If one understands correctly, the criteria for selecting
these guests is that they all appear plausible choices to the outside world, yet all but
one will not present desirable targets to a jewel thief?”
“That and where they live. Proximity to the penthouse is a thing,” Selina said. “I
need to be able to get to the target apartment quickly and catch our boy red-handed.”
Alfred pursed his lips and presented the same disapproving glare that Bruce always
saw when a Fop appearance was announced. It was novel, for once, to not be the
recipient.
“And how do you propose to reconcile this burglar-catching disappearance with
your obligations as hostess?” Alfred asked archly.
“Oh that’s easy,” Selina answered—in that carefree tone Bruce also knew, the one
she used to tell you she didn’t give a damn about your disapproval. It was novel, for
once, to not be on the receiving end of that one, too. “Batman is going to show up to
question me about the cat burglar,” Selina continued. “Right as we’re sitting down to
dinner. The lout. We’ll go out on the balcony to talk, and he’ll block the guests’ view
while I’m gone. I go over the side, have my costume stored in Bruce’s office, and leave
from there.”
The novelty of the experience ended as Alfred’s eyes flicked up with frightening
minimalism to include Bruce in his glare of disapproval.
“And how is that feat to be accomplished?” he asked tersely.
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“You’ll see that Dick and Barbara aren’t invited,” Bruce said simply.
“I see,” Alfred said, resignedly. “Perhaps caviar should then be substituted for the
first course, to compensate the guests for being used as dupes in a Batman and
Catwoman operation.”
He knew it was too good to be true…
“Also the addition of a Sauternes and petit fours at the end of the meal, to console
them for the loss of the hostess.”
…and squelched his disappointment with the knowledge that at least he wasn’t a
pessimist.

The morning of the Air Ball, Selina awoke purring. Ned and Charlotte Mandell were
the couple she had chosen to be the cat burglar’s final target, and she had been
planning the robbery of their exquisite Fifth Avenue mansion as if it was her own.
There were some gorgeous Harry Winston earrings— marquis and pear-shaped clusters
each suspending a large pear-shaped diamond: 12 carats on the right, 14 on the left—
which Lottie would certainly be wearing to the ball. That was a pity, but it was the
price that had to be paid. No lady of Lottie Mandell’s breeding would dream of
wearing a necklace with drop earrings like that, which meant the Van Cleef and Arpels
diamond and pearl number would still be in her safe. So would the diamond and ruby
Chopard she had worn to the Fire Ball, and probably that big opal cocktail ring—not
because it would be gauche to wear with the earrings, but because it really was terribly
ugly. The opal alone would bring enough to feed the tigers for three months, Selina
decided (although she didn’t like to think too much about the proceeds of a heist before
she had the goods in her hand.)
But the rest of the job she envisioned in detail—lingered on the details—right down to
the potential Bat-encounter… the flight options if he made his long, point-eared
shadow appearance in the first floor gallery, the parlor floor drawing room or dining
room, the third floor bedroom, or on the roof… and a happy epilogue trying on the that
beautiful Chopard ruby before parting with it. She even dreamed about the theft—
which led to the wake-up purr, but also meant revising one part of her plan: if the Batencounter started in the bedroom but Batman was blocking her path to the hall... She
worked that out on her way to the shower, pausing to wave at Mirror Bitch as she
passed. It was only as the shampoo flowed from her hair that she let the mindset of the
cat burglar wash away with it—to be replaced by the crimefighter planning to trap
him.
And that would begin with a visit to Bruce’s office. She had no plan to work at the
Foundation today, but she did make her regular lunchtime visit to the 77th Floor.
Lucius was leaving Bruce’s office just as she approached the door, and he
acknowledged her with a stream of polite but emphatic muttering:
“’Don’t worry about it,’ he says. Gregorian Falstaff and a bunch of his people moved
into the building and what does Mr. Wayne have to say on the matter? ‘Don’t worry
about it.’ Less than a week after that PR coup d’etat they pulled and they’re installed
down there—a bunch of people we didn’t hire—not ten feet from the conference room
that’s hot-linked to Sub Diego, meta-links to the whole corporate intranet—land
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doubles for Sub Diego staff running around with free access to the 16th floor—and
what does Bruce have to say?”
“Don’t worry about it, Lucius.” This, said on cue and with a wide ‘playing along’
grin as Bruce put an arm around Lucius’s shoulder and walked him the rest of the way
out the door. “It’ll be fine. Falstaff has made the worst blunder imaginable: He thinks
he’s won. Now I can dismantle him.”
“And how exactly are you planning to do that?” Lucius asked archly.
“Don’t worry about it,” Bruce said, and shut the door in his face.
“You better be careful there,” Selina advised. “I taught him a lot of my best tricks,
and he was no slouch to begin with. If he decides you’re holding out on him and
wants to snoop…”
“I am not worried about Lucius Fox hacking my Blackberry,” Bruce assured her.
“I don’t think you ‘worry’ about anything,” Selina said with a headshake.
“I’m worried about this,” he said, returning to the desk.
Grumbling that she was working her way into every corner and cubbyhole of
Batman’s operation and he’d soon have nothing left to call his own but the contents of
his utility belt, he opened a desk drawer. There was a recessed pad with no markings,
similar to the camouflaged fingerprint-scanner in the private elevator which acted as
the button for the Batcave. Bruce pressed it with the pad of his index finger, and a
latch clicked within the window. He opened a panel of the wall beside it to reveal a
perfectly situated recess on the outside wall of the building—perfectly situated, that is,
for one who happened to be swinging by seventy-seven floors above street level and
wanted a spot to get out of the wind.
Bruce stepped into it, and it was only with that visual reference that Selina could
judge the space: about thirty inches wide, ninety deep, like three phone booths lined up
side by side.
“Sightlines are non-existent,” he said proudly. “From the Moxton building, the
Knickerbocker, the Trump, if you don’t know it’s here, it looks like girder, shadow and
window frame.”
“No kidding,” Selina said, following him out. “I never noticed it, and in all modesty,
if I don’t see a perfect entry point like this…”
“Well, it’s not ‘an entry point’ for anyone but me,” Bruce said quickly. “But you can
use it tonight to change. You’ll be coming down from the terrace, changing and being
on your way. So there’s no need for you to come into the office and no need to add
your fingerprint to the access list.”
“But now that I know it’s here, you can’t use it to hide my Christmas present,” Selina
teased.
He grunted and showed her where to stow her costume. She secured it. And then
she took his hand playfully and lifted it to her mouth, kissing his fingertip slowly as if
she was scanning his fingerprint with her lower lip.
“You haven’t asked if I’m ‘clear on the plan,’” she said seductively.
He said nothing… which she didn’t think to find suspicious.
The rest of her preparations were in the penthouse. Alfred had already arrived and
said the caterers would be there soon. He would handle everything relating to the
dinner party, and Selina should “not trouble herself,” which she correctly interpreted
as “staying out of the way.” So she returned to the car, took out her dress in its quilted
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garment bag, her makeup case and—then it hit her: The only time she had dressed at
the penthouse for a formal party was the night of the MoMA reopening. She and Bruce
had agreed there was too much Batman/Catwoman baggage connected to the
museum’s closing for them to attend the reopening together, let alone dressing for it in
the same room. So she’d packed up her jewelry, her makeup, her dress and her cats,
and settled into the penthouse as if it was her old apartment. She lived there for a day,
dressed alone, and went alone to the party.
At the MoMA.
Now here she was again: bringing her dress, her makeup and her jewelry, preparing
to dress for a formal party in that penthouse bedroom. This time she would not be
alone. This time he would be right there behind her, saying “Here, let me get that” in
the same voice that once told her to stay away from that Van Gogh. He would take her
wrist, not with the implied threat of batcuffs but to fasten a bracelet.
When she had a cat burglar to catch.
She closed her eyes and said a prayer to the stars that watched over cats: Don’t let
him be a jackass. Just for tonight, don’t let him be a jackass.
Hours passed. When the time came, Selina started getting dressed. Bruce came
home, through the flurry of activity in the foyer, the living room and dining room.
Alfred stressed that he had everything in hand and Bruce should not trouble himself.
Unlike Selina, Bruce took this to mean asking a lot of questions Alfred didn’t have time
for. Alfred answered two before telling Bruce his tuxedo was pressed and hanging in
the bedroom. That Bruce correctly interpreted as “Unless Joker is on the premises,
remove the Fop from my sight or you will never eat again.”
Bruce went into the bedroom to get ready, where Selina had got as far as “the
preliminaries,” which is to say she had put on the dress. Bruce took one look at her,
and simultaneously confirmed and dispelled her fears about Bat/Cat echoes.
The dress she had chosen for the night was an ice blue Elie Saab with a flouncy skirt.
It wasn’t her usual style, and she didn’t think the color suited her, but this wasn’t about
looking nice sitting at the head of the dinner table, or on the red carpet arriving at the
ball, or swirling around the dance floor. The dress wasn’t going to make it to any of
those places, because Batman was going to barge in and wreck the party. She was
going to excuse herself like a dignified hostess and go outside to deal with him, and
that flouncy skirt would blow around in the high wind on the terrace. If she left Dick a
length of the fabric to hold onto after she’d gone, anyone watching from inside would
catch the occasional bit of light blue fluttering behind the black cape, adding to the
illusion that she was still there.
Later. On the terrace later the skirt would blow around. All it did in the still air of
the bedroom was show a lot of leg. Bruce’s eyes had riveted on the V at the top of her
thigh where the wispy fabric parted around it… It was an echo of Batman alright, but it
didn’t evoke anything from the MoMA. It was precisely the same taking in of a scene
she had seen a thousand times, scanning the big picture in a second with that quick
mind of his and then honing in on the most pertinent detail. The night it looked like
this was the night she had debuted the skirted costume. Then, as now, he’d taken in
the scene: the rooftop (or in this case, the bedroom) and her in an instantaneous glance,
and then he locked onto her leg as if drawn by a magnet. Throughout the encounter
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(or in this case, throughout the process of putting on his tuxedo, finding his cufflinks
and tying his tie) his gaze returned. She could almost feel it moving around the curve
of her calf, so much so that it almost tickled… She stifled a giggle as she felt it linger on
the back of her knee, but the great detective wasn’t observant enough to notice her
reaction.
“You like my dress?” she probed.
“Unusual color for you,” he said noncommittally—which confirmed that he was
more Batman at the moment than Bruce. The Batman of that night who would never
admit to noticing.
She explained about the terrace and choosing the color for its high visibility. Bruce
nodded, said it was a good idea, and then added:
“Of course for maximum visibility, white would be even bette… never mind,” he
broke off, remembering too late and glancing in the mirror to see Selina’s reaction. The
angry glare she gave her lipstick said it all.
When they were last in Paris, walking along Rue François and looking in the
windows at Balmain, he had pointed out a dress that he thought would suit her. She
shook her head and said an evening gown like that was meant for Pierre Balmain’s
ideal: a pale, petite blonde getting out of a limo at a European casino. A woman of
Selina’s coloring, she declared, should only wear head-to-toe white if she was getting
married. At that precise moment they were passing a street sign reading Rue François,
and François being the name of Selina’s old boyfriend, Bruce made a joke. It wasn’t a
particularly funny joke, but Selina had laughed. And then she confided that François
was not at all marriage-averse as Bruce’s joke had implied. If she had wanted—and as
he had twice reminded her since—she would be the Comtesse de Poulignac now.
Bruce’s focus shifted from Selina back to his own reflection. He found himself
glaring at his chin. The lower half of his face, the parts exposed by the mask. Batman’s
mouth which had uttered that idiotic non-proposal he would never stop paying for.
He angrily ripped off his tie and unbuttoned the top button. “I’m going to shave,” he
snarled, stalking off to the bathroom.

Despite being raised in Wayne Manor, Dick had not been subjected to the full
curriculum of upper class life the way Bruce was, and certain nuances still escaped
him. He knew, for example, that the time engraved on the invitation to a charity ball
was not to be taken literally, but he hadn’t realized that a dinner party before the ball
was another matter, that a dinner given by the host and hostess was practically a
sacred trust, and that no guest so honored would dream of coming late. So he
misjudged the time when Batman should arrive at the Wayne penthouse to accost
Selina Kyle. Rather than finding everyone sitting down to dinner, he found the first
course finished and the second well underway.
It took nothing away from his entrance. If anything the dramatic impact was
heightened as one diner after another fell silent, and that silence was broken by the odd
clink of a fork set down without precision because Theta Stanton-Brown wasn’t
looking at what she was doing. Because she was staring—as everyone was now—at
the imposing caped figure who had entered the room uninvited.
94

Wayne Rises

“Catwoman,” he said in his passable facsimile of the Bat-gravel. “Excuse me, Miss
Kyle, I’m sorry to interrupt your evening, but I have some questions about this new cat
burglar and what’s been happening around the Foundation galas. If you could spare a
few moments.”
Everyone’s heart thumped.
Selina had as much theatre in her soul as the next Rogue, and she let the silence hold,
her eyes locked onto the masked man’s, the tension building…
Just long enough. Then she broke eye contact and started to rise from her chair… A
gracious smile for Frank Endicott on her right, they would finish their conversation
later—she simply had to hear the rest of his story about Dubai—then a word to the
table at large, apologizing for the interruption and begging everyone to please go on
with—
“No,” a hard, masculine voice sounded the moment Selina started to rise. She froze,
some syllable frozen on her lips as the thought behind it vaporized with shock.
Bruce was already standing.
“This is my house,” he said, turning away from the table to face Batman. “These are
my guests, Selina is my companion, and it is my Foundation you’re speaking of. Any
questions you have, I will answer. And anything you have to say, you’ll say to me.”
“Bruce, I really think,” Selina began—only to be silenced by that flash of Tiger-Bruce
she’d seen with Falstaff.
“Don’t be silly, darling,” he said, crossing to her end of the table in a few quick
strides and slipping his arm around her waist. “This isn’t the kind of thing you should
worry about,” he said, as if it was some intricacy of non-profit tax law and not Batman,
Gotham’s Dark Knight, expecting to question Catwoman about a cat burglar.
Trapped, Selina’s eyes delivered threats that wouldn’t be uttered aloud even if they
were alone.
Bruce answered with a steely glint of long ago rooftops. Checkmate, it said, with the
calm finality of one who doesn’t need to bellow or threaten because he’s already won.
“Take care of our guests and go on to the ball,” he said. “I’ll catch up with you as
soon as it’s finished.”

At the same time Bruce was leading an astonished Batman out to the terrace of the
Wayne penthouse, a darkly clad figure clicked a stopwatch and proceeded at a brisk
place down 78th Street into the blind spot of the Fifth Avenue traffic camera. As Bruce
was climbing over the side shielded from view by Batman’s cape, the figure was firing
a grappling hook to a flagpole. As Bruce entered the hidden niche outside his office to
retrieve his costume, a dark silhouette was emerging from the shadow between
pilasters to climb the building four doors down from his target.
He paused as a siren sounded… not the full siren of a passing car, only a quick
warning wail. Then silence… He resumed.
It was not necessary to reach the roof of this towering monstrosity, only the 24th
Floor, from which he could reach the roof of its 23-story neighbor, from which he could
repel down to the modest six-story residence of Ned and Charlotte Mandell. Its
Phoenix might take time, but like most old buildings of its kind, there was ample
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footing on its wide ledges… As it happened, this particular Phoenix still used the
default configuration shipped from the factory, so it required nothing more than a preprogrammed keycard inserted into the base and he was inside.
That left only a pair of rotating cameras to defeat before he could get to the safe,
cameras that each had an iris which functioned like a human eye: widening in the dark
to take in more light, contracting in brightness to protect itself. A few pulses from the
outrageously expensive but undeniably useful little box obtained from a Genoa
“watchmaker” would care of that: driving the camera to its brightest setting and
stalling it there, with an iris too small to register anything in a darkened room. The
only trick was coming at the first camera to deliver the pulse without being detected by
the second, which is why he’d come in a window on the top floor. The semi-circular
staircase was just as pictured in Architectural Digest, and it was with some satisfaction
that he attached his gear to the wrought iron railing. It wasn’t often you found original
features like this intact, and it was faster than driving his own support spikes into the
plaster.
He descended to a point midway between the fourth and fifth floors, which seemed
the optimal distance from the target cameras. Aimed and pulsed. Aimed and pulsed.
Then dropped to the landing with a satisfied grunt. The library was to his right and
the master bedroom to his left. Both had a safe, but the one with the jewelry was in the
bedroom, behind the painting of that poor girl in Victorian dress.
He entered the bedroom suite, noted the empty Harry Winston box on the vanity—
that would be the earrings Mrs. Mandell was wearing tonight—and a mahogany “tea
chest” style jewelry box which would contain her everyday pieces. It had the kind of
pedestrian lock that wouldn’t stop a housemaid, which the lady evidently knew since
she left the key in the lock with a pair of decorative brocaded tassels hanging from it.
He shrugged and proceeded to the painting.
That poor girl. Nice enough dress, nice enough hair, but the artist had not mastered
portraying a human face. After seeing this picture so many times through a scope, the
thief could not resist taking an extra moment, now that he was so close, to try and
figure out what was wrong with it. Was it her eyes? Her nose? Her mouth? Perhaps
all three. It was certainly a very bad painting. And, he was sorry to see, quite dusty.
The frame was clean where it had been handled to get to the safe, but the background
behind that poor ugly girl’s head was simply puddled with dust.
He shrugged, deciding these were very odd people. They probably ordered their
maid not to dust it, he guessed. People have very silly ideas about their safes being
secret, as if there could be any other reason to have such a wretched painting as this
hanging in one’s bedroom.
The safe was a Clarkston-O’Keefe, which meant the Mandells had better judgment
about security than they did Victorian portraiture. It took twelve minutes to get all six
digits of the combination and another three to put them in the right order. But that
was the kind of challenge that made a job rewarding, after all.
And then, with an inhale of the deepest satisfaction, he depressed the handle and
opened the door. A Chopard box, a VCA and a non-descript leather one. He had
opened the first two and dumped the contents into his satchel when the long imposing
shadow snuffed out what little light there was in the room.
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“Francois de Poulignac,” a deep voice graveled in the darkness. Then the shadow
receded to form the pointy-eared, scallop-caped silhouette known throughout the
world. Through the darkness, one could just make out movement of the right hand
fingertips moving gently over the left knuckles, slowly and thoughtfully, the way a
winemaker caresses a glass containing a great vintage. “I’m Batman,” he said.
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APPELER UN CHAT UN CHAT
No criminal could come to Gotham without knowing it was Batman’s home, and no
criminal could come planning to ply his trade without imagining an encounter.
François de Poulignac was no different. He had envisioned what would happen if he
found himself face to face with the man who was not deputized or part of any official
organization, who had taken it upon himself to put on a mask and venture out into the
night—just as François had himself. He knew he had envisioned this—but now that
the moment was here, whatever he had imagined was gone. Washed into oblivion by
the waves of menace coming from that dark figure draped in shadow.
He glanced to the window like a frightened rat, but before a thought could form,
before he could realize that Batman would easily intercept him and he had a much
better chance trying for the doo—a black blur knocked the half-formed thought from
his head as his jaw exploded in pain and his body went sprawling into Charlotte
Mandell’s ivory and pine boudoir chair. In the interests of dignity and selfpreservation, François pushed against the armrest to sit himself up before his vision
had fully cleared. Pushing his back into the corner of the chair wasn’t actually much of
a defense, but it did maximize the distance between his face and the masked man’s fist,
which was a psychological boost if not a strategic one.
“That was pre-emptive,” Batman said. “Don’t try to run and you won’t get hit
again. For now.”
“This is an offer you could have made before,” said François, feeling his mouth and
jaw in an unusual way that Batman had never seen before: thumb on his bleeding lip
and the fingers cupping his chin.
“You don’t get into a lot of fist fights with the French police,” Batman guessed.
“I have never met a policeman,” François said coolly. “Apart from the Deputy
Minister of the Interior who oversees the Police Nationale. He is a charming fellow but
a bridge player most appalling…”
He trailed off, the force of Batman’s stare seeming to stifle the words in his throat.
For all the intensity, something had changed. There was less malevolence coming from
the Dark Knight, and more detached and calculated appraisal.
“Perhaps we can come to an arrangement,” François suggested.
“Ironic, isn’t it,” Batman graveled, that soul-searing voice conveying just as much
malevolence as before, no matter how detached the eyes appeared to be. “That’s why
you’re here: Violence. Violence that won’t bend to your glib man of the world
performance. Violence that won’t ‘come to an arrangement.’”
François swallowed, and again his eyes darted to the window and then to the door—
now equally, hopelessly out of reach.
“Villon,” Batman spat, abandoning the throaty gravel for a hoarse whisper like the
hiss of a snake.
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And, as one cornered by a hissing snake, François squelched the impulse to react and
remained absolutely still.
“What do you know of that word?” he asked finally.
“Until recently, it was only the name of a poet. Who was also a thief. And your
namesake,” Batman said, offering a few words at a time like a thief testing pressure
sensors. When François didn’t react, Batman grunted and segued into a crisp, rapid
delivery, like one reciting a resume: “François Villon, born 1431 near Paris, an orphan
rescued from the streets by a wealthy clerk. Rejected the education and promising
career thus offered and became a member of a famous thieving organization called the
Gang des Coquillards, which robbed monasteries and public offices. Arrested many
times and ultimately sentenced to death, but saved from the gallows by some powerful
and eminent members of the nobility who appreciated his talents as a poet. He was
banished after that, and nobody knows what became of him.”
“You know far more than I,” François sniffed. “The study of history, it has never
been, how do you say, ‘to my taste.’”
Batman stared silently, unimpressed with this casual aside, and François answered
with a defiant silence of his own.
It became a contest of wills.
Silent Stare versus Regard Fixe Silencieux.
Someone had to speak.
Something had to give.
As if Nature realized the stalemate might continue for hours and wanted to rush
things along, a pigeon landed on the window sill. It was just enough of a sound in
dangerously close proximity to force both men to look in its direction. The deadlock
broken, conversation continued:
“Until recently, oui,” François said, his eyes remaining fixed on the pigeon. “It was
‘only the name of a poet’ until recently. When it is found scrawled on the wall of a
beautiful townhouse off the Parc Monceau. This word: Villon. Written in the blood of
the woman who lived there, who they stab in the throat because she has the misfortune
to be at home when they come to take her jewels. Who does not want to part with the
wedding ring of her dead husband so they cut it off her finger. You call this
‘violence’? I say that is a sad commentary on you. This punch in the mouth you give
me, that is ‘violence.’ What this Crew Villon did to that woman, I call that a savagery
grotesque.”
“I agree,” Batman said. “A gentleman thief like yourself wouldn’t want to run into a
crew like that. Oh I know it happens, thieves hitting the same target at the same time.
It happens more often than laymen would think. Usually ‘some arrangement’ can be
reached, n’est pas?”
The pigeon flew off, and François turned his attention back to the masked
manhunter, his eyes betraying a grudging admiration.
“You know the secrets of our world. It’s true, someone like me coming into a place
like this, after dark when no one is home, might run into someone else who is there for
the same purpose. It’s true when that happens, we would come to an arrangement.
But this is not the kind of thing we ever speak of with outsiders. It begs the question
how someone like you, someone who is, how do you say ‘the masked cop’ would come
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to know about such things, eh? I won’t pretend I cannot guess. She is well, my petite
chat?”
“Catwoman knows what you obviously don’t: that what works with the police does
not work with me. If I decide to hunt you, I hunt you until I end you. All the power
and position of a Bruce Wayne—or a French aristocrat—can’t stop me. She wanted her
pretty little life with Wayne, I needed to be satisfied.”
“Then you are a cad,” François announced, the admiration giving way to disgust. “If
the lady makes her choice and it is not to commit the new thefts but to settle down with
this man who has an old name and a fine house, a pleasing smile and the eyes that are
not too bright, who are you to say she may not?”
Batman’s lip twitched.
“I’m Batman,” he said.
“Appeler un chat un chat,” François said. “You said this before, this ‘I’m Batman,’ and
I do not know what it means. You have the good fortune to have known a woman
most excellent. When she finds a man to be making the ‘pretty little life,’ as you say,
you demand secrets to let her be?! This is the act of a cad. You are not a Bat-Man; you
are a Cad-Man.”
Again, Batman’s lip twitched.
“There were only two reasons you could be in Gotham, Poulignac, he said.
“Committing these crimes in Gotham. Either you were running from the Villon crew:
laying low in France, unable to perform your usual type of jobs for fear of running into
them, and getting desperate for cash when you got a very attractive offer to come to
America. Or else, the only other possibility is that you were here on your own. To hurt
Selina. To make trouble for her and Wayne, or to drive a wedge between them and
win her back yourself.”
It was François’s turn to lip-twitch.
“Monsieur,” he said. “You must know as well as I, Selina would never be winned in
this fashion. She would be closer to Wayne than ever before, and she would make an
enemy for life of the one who tries to take from her the man she chooses for herself.”
Behind the mask, Bruce liked the sound of that.
“And then where are you?” François went on. “When she is married and bored and
ready to take a lover, you have made yourself the ‘enemy for life.’ She will pick
someone like this Ned.” He gestured to a yellowed photograph of Ned Mendell
playing polo, and Batman went back to massaging his knuckles.
“But yes, you are right with the first reason,” François went on, unaware he had
momentarily scored a point and then lost it. “This Crew Villon with their needless
brutality made my usual hunting grounds an unhappy place to be. This is not the kind
of people I would be wishing to run into. So I am already thinking of other options,
when I get offer: Three cities in five months. Gotham is to be the first, the petite chat’s
stomping ground. I am thinking it will be fun. A little friendly rivalry, mais oui?”
“And you didn’t think it was suspicious when you found out all the targets were to be
guests of the Wayne Foundation?”
“I actually had a little idea about that,” François said thoughtfully. “When I get here
and hear the targets, at first, I think perhaps it is Bruce Wayne who hires me. Or else
Selina, or else the two of them together. And if it is any of those, then this is a fine
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game. Either Monsieur Wayne with the eyes not too bright, he is more interesting than
I thought, or else Selina is already bored and wanting some amusement. Either way, it
could be the most enjoyable trip for me.”
“But now you know better,” Batman said grimly.
“Now I know better,” François admitted. “I know when the poncey Monsieur
Falstaff gives the press conference that he cannot be working for Wayne or Selina.”
“And you didn’t think to make contact at that point? To warn them?” Batman
demanded.
“And say what?” François laughed. “You do not know so much about thieves, after
all. Good. I am glad the petite chat has not told you all the secrets about how things are
done.”
Batman glowered and François grinned.
“It would not be possible for me to go to Selina and say ‘Here I am in Gotham’ after I
have already pulled a job,” he explained patiently. “Gotham is, how do you say… The
Catwoman’s City. If I am to say ‘Hello, I am here,’ it must be before I have done any
heist, or else not at all. Do you understand?”
“No.”
“No. Ah well.”
He shrugged.
“You have committed three counts of felony burglary, with a fourth attempted
tonight,” Batman said evenly. “The value is far in excess of $5,000, which makes it
federal. That means I would not have to deal with you being incarcerated in Gotham.
And, if I want you out of the country altogether—which I do—I could provide the Paris
Judicial Police, Monaco Police, Interpol and Scotland Yard with evidence to keep you
entangled in the law courts and prisons of five countries for the next twenty years. If
that fate is not appealing, this is what you’re going to do…”

In another city, Selina’s performance in the receiving line might have earned her
some kudos. It was, after all, the last ball of the Wayne Foundation Elemental Fete and
Bruce Wayne was a no-show. She was left to welcome his guests alone, and she was
doing it with the poise and grace of a duchess.
In another city, it would have been magnificent: explaining his absence as if it were
the most natural thing in the world for a host to be detained by a masked vigilante—
the same masked vigilante rumored to have both an adversarial and a romantic history
with his live-in girlfriend—the same live-in girlfriend who may or may not be the
international jewel thief he is investigating but who is definitely the woman shaking
your hand while you’re wearing that big diamond rock from Tiffany’s. In any other
city, it would have been the epitome of sophisticated elegance and the embodiment of
savoir faire. In Gotham, where a party might be interrupted by anything from an
indoor blizzard to the mind-controlled string section of the Gotham Philharmonic,
anything less than Selina’s relaxed nonchalance would be gauche.
The only one to be impressed by her performance was Dick. He saw her first while
he was waiting outside the ballroom. Barbara hated the red carpet; she always had.
She would have much preferred to come into the hotel by a side door, but Bruce always
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reminded Madison to see that there was a ramp on the red carpet entrance and to
double check herself that it was set up just so. Barbara knew he did it, and she couldn’t
bring herself to tell him not to bother. So they had come in the front, as always, and as
soon as they were inside the hotel, Barbara went off to the powder room to collect
herself before entering the ballroom. While Dick waited, he glanced inside at the
receiving line and there was Selina on the very end, a relaxed smile as she waited for
Andrew Wolford to finish chatting with Lucius Fox.
Then they entered the ballroom and started down the receiving line themselves. As
Madison bent down to kiss Barbara, Dick heard Selina cooing at Seth Kenworth. When
he was shaking hands with Lucius, he heard her laughing with Vienna Brentwood.
Finally, Dick reached her himself. She turned from Vienna with that party smile in
place, but in the instant she recognized who this new guest was before her, her eyes
locked onto his—LOCKED onto the eyes of the only other person who knew WHAT
BRUCE DID.
A jolt of hostility sizzled through him, producing the kind of warm, quivering
paralysis that results from an electric shock. Fortunately, Dick had been raised at
Wayne Manor and Alfred had installed certain core principles that operated on an
almost unconscious level. As Dick’s higher thought processes recovered from the
shock, he found he was having the polite conversation that good manners (aka his
inner Alfred) dictated. Superficially, it was the same conversation Selina had with
everyone else: You look wonderful, the ballroom is a dream, yes they really did go all out with
the decorations for this final night. Fog machines and those all those cottony billows, it will be
just like dancing in the clouds. Yes, Bruce is late, there was a bit of drama at the penthouse, but
I won’t take the fun from the other dinner guests and tell you myself. You simply must hear
Justine Gardner tell it… But underneath, Dick saw Catwoman. The Catwoman they
prevented from reaching the Katz Collection, the Catwoman who slashed her whip
across Batman’s legs, warning him to keep his distance.
The Catwoman who was royally pissed at the man she was making such pretty
excuses for.
The Catwoman who was welcoming his guests to his foundation’s gala, while they all
huddled in thrilled groups, repeating the tale of His Caped Appearance.
“Look at her,” Dick said, mesmerized. “The whole room’s buzzing about what
happened at the penthouse, it’s the only thing anybody will be talking about all
night—and there she is, laughing and smiling, not a care in the world to look at her.”
“Dickie, you’re smitten,” Barbara teased.
“I’m impressed,” he said simply. “I’ve seen a lot of absurdities forced on a lot of
good people for the sake of protecting, you know, identities.” He mouthed the last
word silently, although there was nobody in earshot. “But nothing quite like that.”
His admiration grew as the evening progressed, as the receiving line broke up and
Selina moved through the party without betraying a hint of what she must be feeling.
He heard nine different variations of the scene at the penthouse, one of which had
Batman grabbing Selina’s arm and yanking her out of her chair and Bruce brandishing
a steak knife when he told the Dark Knight to back off. Barbara, Tim and Cassie all
seemed to look on it as just another twist in the road, and at first, Dick felt himself
profoundly disappointed in them. Nobody else seemed to realize what Selina must be
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feeling, what it must be like for her—and then he realized the reason he saw it
differently was because he was the only other person who’d been there. Bruce calling
you a partner, but holding back when he knew something like this was coming. Not
trusting you, shutting you out, flat out lying to you about what he was really planning,
and then—
“Oh my God, plot twist!” Barbara said excitedly. “It’s François de Something. Look,
look, look,” she chanted, her head tilting to the right.
Dick looked in that direction, and felt his mouth drop open.
“It’s François de Something,” he echoed dully.

He strode into the ballroom like a French James Bond—or even a French Bruce
Wayne—sporting what was surely one world’s six most expensive tuxedoes and the
bruise of a recent altercation darkening half his jaw. He looked over the crowd with
the pleased satisfaction of a host, as if he had invited all these people who were
enjoying themselves so thoroughly, until he saw the one he was looking for. He
approached her with the easy assurance of a man who is always sure of his welcome.
“Selina, mon plus belle petite chat, it has been too long. How can it be that you grow
more beautiful with each passing year?”
Selina was an experienced night person, accustomed to all the shocks and reversals
that may come your way, particularly when your way involves robbing a museum in
Batman’s city. It took only a second to blink away the stunned shock, during which
time François intercepted her raised hand and spirited her onto the dance floor.
“You must forgive me, Petite Chat, that I do not get in touch before now. Since I have
been back in this Gotham of yours, I think of nothing but you.”
“Yes, I’m sure you have, considering what you’ve been doing here,” Selina said
pointedly.
“Certainement. Consider: It is my first day here. I am just unpacking in the hotel, and
I turn on the television. What do I see? It is show with a cat burglar American. I am
thinking this is a sign most fortunate, no? This show is called, eh, Leverage, I think,
and this burglar, she looks like your Harley Quinn: very pretty and blonde, with the
derrière magnifique. But I am confused when this pretty little thief, she says the job they
do is ‘like taking diamonds from the French National Bank.’ Her companion, he is as
confused as I, and she says this is expression that means ‘like taking the candy from a
baby.’ And I do not understand this. The French National Bank, it has no diamonds in
its vault. The only place to find diamonds might be if a private person were to keep
their jewelry in, how you say, the safe deposit box. And the safe deposit boxes at the
French National Bank, they are premiere. On par with any in the world. So I think of
you often, because I know you can explain. Ca va?”
“That’s why you were thinking of me?” Selina hissed. “François, you are going to
hurt in places you didn’t know you had. If you were looking for an omen when you
hit town, you should have looked out the window at the Bat-Signal.”
“Ah yes, the famous Dark Knight. I have met him at last. A foe most formidable, is he
not?”
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The only person in the room more undone than Selina was Gregorian Falstaff. He
huffed and puffed on seeing the suave Frenchman enter the ballroom, puffed and
huffed as he approached Selina, huffed and puffed again as the pair started dancing—
François de Poulignac and Selina Kyle—this simply couldn’t be happening—Selina
Kyle and François de Poulignac—it simply could not be happening. He turned away,
positioning himself behind a column. At first, it might have seemed like he was
hiding, until he turned further to lean his back against the support and then let his
head follow, closing his eyes against the panic pulsing through his lids—François de
Poulignac and Selina Kyle, Selina Kyle and François de Poulignac—He took a final,
raspy breath to collect himself, and set off to intercept them—by a route too direct and
at a pace too purposeful for the elegant insouciance of the ballroom.
“I know you ‘met’ him,” said Selina. “I recognize the cut lip. But you’re still able to
walk. Even more impressive, you’re able to dance, which is why we’re still talking.
You must have had one hell of a satisfying explanation for what’s been going on—
what it was I can’t imagine—and I’m waiting to hear it.”
“I—” François began, but Selina cut him off by pressing back against his lead. When
she continued, she mimicked his accent with a mocking grin.
“For the record, the, how do you say, Chevalier Noir is not what I was referring to
when I said you’ll hurt in places you never knew you—really must brave the tourists
and see the view from the observation deck,” she said, segueing to safer topics as she
saw Gregorian Falstaff approach.
He stood as if wanting to cut in, but his lip trembling with some forceful emotion
that rendered him unable to speak.
“Too charmed,” François said smoothly, disengaging from Selina and taking
Falstaff’s hand in her place. His other slid to Falstaff’s side, and the two danced off—
although Falstaff seemed impelled into motion by the same shock as Selina had been
earlier.
François waited a beat for that shock to wear off, for he wanted to make sure he had
Falstaff’s full attention. He locked eyes with the pompous little man, his own losing
their carefree playfulness and his voice taking on a dark and willful quality as he said:
“Your role in this affair is concluded, Monsieur. You thought I was your pawn, but
you were mistaken. It is you who are mine. Run along now and tell your master that
his scheme has misfired. I have my own plans for Selina which supersede his for
Wayne.”
He paused for a half beat before adding “Now this is where you would make to me
the threats, mais oui? You would speak of the assassins most accomplished and the
pieces of me they will cut into with their blades. My friend, we will consider these
threats to have been made. Because in this brief time we have been talking, you have
turned a shade of pink most alarming. I fear if you do not go attend to yourself, the
blood pressure will build and your blood vessels they will go pop...”
Falstaff sputtered but couldn’t quite form words.
“Like the steam radiator,” François said helpfully.
“…” Falstaff answered.
“Pop!” François said, halting the dance and removing his hand from Falstaff’s to
illustrate with an open-fingered ‘bursting fireworks’ gesture.
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Falstaff didn’t think he was in any danger of having a heart attack, but his face was
hot, his brow puddled in sweat, and he didn’t see how anything would be
accomplished by remaining in the ballroom tongue-tied and propelled into a
backwards foxtrot by a rebellious employee. He fled as far as the backseat of his limo,
where the sight of his driver in the rearview mirror made him reconsider his flight.
Failure in DEMON was another word for death. The fact that The Great One, Ra’s al
Ghul, was not aware of the operation would not be likely to spare him if the other
minions realized what was happening. The Gang of Six, as they called themselves,
were risking everything with this operation. Spending enormous sums without
authorization, diverting funds in Istanbul, draining resources in Budapest, reallocating
personnel from Jharkhand—shutting down the Bangkok compound entirely to buy the
Knickerbocker Tower and dissolving the Moldovan cartel to finance the construction.
If it didn’t succeed, someone would have to pay. If it didn’t succeed, his was the name
and face of the operation. If it didn’t succeed, they would be quick to slice him and
throw him to the sharks. So far, only his driver had seen his hurried exit from the hotel
and perhaps noted the agitation in his voice as he ordered himself driven home. If he
could silence the driver, there would be containment. Containment would give him
time to save his life.
He thought back to de Poulignac’s parting words… Remember to tell him: I have my
own plan for Selina which supersedes his for Wayne… No, not those, the other ones… Now
run along and attend to yourself, before your heart blows up and you die.
Yes, that was it. That would explain his pallor, his agitation and his hurried
departure from the hotel without raising doubts about the operation.
“Pi’lee, I don’t wish to alarm you,” Falstaff said evenly. “But I will not be dismissing
you for the night when we get home. The fact is, I don’t feel right, there is a tightness
in my chest. I’m sure it’s only indigestion. If it clears up in twenty minutes or so, I
may return to the party. But if it gets worse—I’m sure it will not. I’m sure it is only
indigestion from all this decadent Western food—but if it gets worse, you will take me
to the hospital. Do you understand?”
Pi’lee said he understood and made a few sympathetic rumblings when he held the
door open for Falstaff to get out. To keep up appearances, Falstaff felt his chest and
belly as he walked into the building and only relaxed once the elevator doors closed
behind him.
He had containment, for a few hours at least, which should be sufficient to save his
life. After all, Ra’s al Ghul knew nothing of the operation, so Falstaff could present him
with the 2/3 success as if it were the whole. The Gang of Six would keep silent once
they saw the Demon’s Head was pleased.
And why wouldn’t he be? Why wouldn’t Ra’s al Ghul be pleased? Expecting
nothing at all, he would have contact with the surface again. He would be able to
direct operations as smoothly as if he were in the palace. That alone would mean
apostrophes and concubines for everyone involved, but that was not to be the extent of
their tribute. They would also be presenting the Demon’s Head with free access to his
enemy’s base: the Falstaff Fund was now headquartered within the Wayne Tower.
They were linked to the Wayne Foundation office in Sub Diego, and through Sub
Diego to the corporate intranet and more importantly, to the land-doubles that could
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access the most restricted parts of the Wayne Tower. In time, Bruce Wayne’s own
penthouse might be breached, and with it, who knows? It was a great gift! Why
wouldn’t Ra’s al Ghul be pleased?
Falstaff paused in his satisfied recitations, for his communication center was not
connecting as it should. He rebooted twice, then checked the cables, and rebooted
again. Everything in his system seemed to be working fine, except for outgoing
communication.
It could be a coincidence, he told himself. The gnawing in his gut said otherwise: the
one time he most needed to make contact, there was a problem? If it was a
coincidence, it seemed to have an intent that mere bad luck should not. Maybe he was
just anxious—yes, that was far more likely—he was agitated and unnerved about de
Poulignac and he screwed something up. He had a horrid scare in the ballroom—and
how—he was panicking and he’d done something wrong. That was MUCH easier to
believe than coincidence. He tried the backup system—which also failed to connect,
completely discounting the coincidence idea but making the Panicky Screwup theory
more likely than ever.
Then he saw a black mark the size of a pinhead on the electrical outlet. He squinted
at it and turned his head, unable to decide if it was shaped like a bat or not. He picked
at it with his fingernail, which delivered a nasty shock—and made him pull his finger
away from the outlet, which flicked the dot-possibly-bat-shaped-pinhead-thing onto
the carpet.
He got on his hands and knees to search for it and discovered that it had splintered
into a number of smaller flakes of which he found four. It was now completely
impossible to determine if the smaller-than-pinhead flakes were ever part of a batshaped whole, and it was no easier to see if they contained microelectronics.
He couldn’t risk a transmission like the one before him to a potentially compromised
system in Batman’s city, so he had no choice. He simply had no choice. He would
have to use the secure linkup in the Falstaff Fund office.
He cursed himself for having been so clever with Pi’lee. If he hadn’t gone into all
that detail about returning to the ball, he could have Pi’lee take him straight to the
Wayne Tower now. Instead, he had to go back to the Plaza to avoid rousing his
driver’s suspicions. He grumbled about Western food the whole way there and cursed
‘The Detective’ for being a creature of the depraved and decadent West. He barely
managed to mask his sour expression in time when they reached the hotel, for in his
mind, he was already abandoning the role of Gregorian Falstaff. The smile he wore
entering the hotel this time was not as convincing as its predecessors, but it didn’t need
to be. There would be no one of importance to see it. He bypassed the party and went
straight through the lobby to the public telephones. There he placed two calls to put
the refém al ghul on standby. By now, his feigned indigestion had become real, and
again he cursed the Detective. He left by a side door, whistled for a taxi, and barked
“Wayne Plaza!” at the cabman before he’d even got the door open. The theatres were
letting out and midtown traffic was considerable. He cursed the Detective, the
Detective’s city, the Detective’s cars, the Detective’s concubine, the Detect…
With the mental repetition of the word, another detective sprung to mind. He
recalled—he couldn’t think why—but he recalled Sherlock Holmes’s instructions to
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Watson in the midst of some pressing crisis: Don’t take the first cab, nor the second. The
third MAY be safe…
Falstaff scrutinized the back of the cabbie’s neck.
Of all the Western literature Falstaff had studied in preparing for this mission, he
had paid the most attention to Sherlock Holmes, deducing with an insight Holmes
himself would approve of that it must be a favorite of Gotham’s great detective.
He scrutinized the back of the cabbie’s neck.
Here he was, a prisoner of this man. Here he was, in a mad dash for the finish line in
a battle of wits and wills against the Great Detective of Gotham—who was
undoubtedly a student and follower of literature’s great detective—and he had
barreled into the first cab that presented itself!
He scrutinized the back of the cabbie’s neck.
Caucasian.
Not old.
Dark hair.
Could be the boy sidekick.
“Pull over here!” Falstaff squealed excitedly. “I’ve changed my mind, I would rather
walk!”
Without waiting for the cab to reach a full stop, he opened the door with his one
hand and threw a wad of cash at the cabbie’s head with the other.
“What are you doing?! Man, what the hell are you doing?!” the cabbie called as
Falstaff sprinted from the barely stopped car—though all but the first words were lost
in the cacophony of horns and cattle calls as Falstaff darted around other cars in the
slow-moving traffic.
It was only four blocks to cover on foot, which was sufficient for Falstaff to give
himself another pep talk. The “reversal” with de Poulignac, he decided, was no such
thing. Losing the—BUS! Almost got clipped by a bus—Losing the cat burglar was not
even a setback. The man had served his purpose. Now he would be dealt with like
any other loose end, which was not Falstaff’s responsibility. That meant—BIKE! What
were those wretched bike messengers doing on the street at this time of night?—that meant the
only aspect of his operation that could be seen as falling short was the absence of
willing minions among the Sub Diegans. They were still relying on hostages—Cab!
Good lord, wasn’t that the very one he got out of? So the driver wasn’t the boy sidekick after
all—they were still relying on the air-breathing, land-based relatives of key Sub
Diegans taken as hostages. Looking back, it was unrealistic to expect more when they
could not experience the power and grandeur of Ra’s al Ghul himself. But now, once
contact was established, once they could see him with their own eyes, hear his voice
and feel his charismatic presence with them under the sea, there would be a fully
functioning Demon cell in Sub Diego and in their Atlantis embassy within months!
Once contact was established.
Yes.
Once contact was established, once contact was established, once contact was
established…
Now all he had to do was let himself into the Wayne building with his keycard, a
confident stride across the lobby and a nod to the security guard, another cardswipe at
the elevator, and he was on his way to the Foundation office annexed by the Falstaff
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Fund. Not ten minutes later, he had Alan on the screen from Sub Diego, clutching a
picture of his mother and sister as he patched Falstaff through to their embassy in
Atlantis. There, young Miss Keene appeared. Falstaff didn’t share the blanket distrust
of females espoused by most Demon operatives, but he did wish this one didn’t look
quite so much like she’d been crying. He appreciated that she loved her brother and
didn’t want to see his throat cut—that was the whole point in threatening to do so—
but she couldn’t very well go trotting through the royal palace of Atlantis looking like
she’d been weeping. It was apt to attract attention.
Rather than threaten further, Falstaff decided the quickest solution was to cheer her
up. He broke out the same pleasant smile which had charmed all the ladies in the
ballroom, and confided that he himself had begun with Demon in similar
circumstances. His loved one was returned unharmed, and he was given a substantial
reward for his service beyond that. Indeed, in all the years he had been serving the
Demon’s Head, he had never seen a hostage come to any harm. (Which was strictly
true; he had never personally seen a hostage at all.)
Keene Kincade began to look a little less like a weepy and witless teenager leaving a
tear-jerking movie, but she did not yet resemble a woman privileged to receive an
audience with Ra’s al Ghul. Falstaff pressed his advantage by having her tell him a
little about her brother Ken. They were twins, which is how she got saddled with such
a peculiar name as Keene… A few minutes of “Keene and Ken” stories and the girl was
actually smiling. Fit to be seen and ready to blend in, Falstaff sent her off to deliver the
tablet into the hands of The Demon’s Head.
He drew himself up before the camera, patted down his hair nervously and
straightened his jacket and tie… then his cuffs, then patted his hair again, and waited
breathlessly until the screen before him flickered and he beheld the visage of Ra’s al
Ghul.
Or rather, he beheld the thumbprint of Ra’s al Ghul as Keene showed him where the
camera was on the bottom of the tablet’s frame… Falstaff drew himself up again—and
then he beheld the WayneTech logo as he heard Keene’s voice explaining to Ra’s al
Ghul that he had “closed the app.”
Falstaff fidgeted nervously as the radio play continued. Keene, like all the residents
of Sub Diego, was a water breather who could only tolerate open air rooms like The
Demon Head’s cell for a few minutes at a time. In her haste to finish with this
business, she was more impatient with Ra’s al Ghul than any loyal minion could
fathom, but Ra’s—with the greatness of mind that was truly a wonder to witness—was
mercifully forgiving when she told him to just put the blasted thing down and let her
do it for him. The Wayne logo flickered into a clear picture of the luxurious apartment
the Atlanteans called a jail cell, Keene holding her breath, and Ra’s al Ghul peering
curiously over her shoulder. Finally she ran from the room, cheeks puffed out, chest
heaving, and without even pausing to acknowledge Ra’s al Ghul’s final words of
thanks.
“My lord,” Falstaff began, snapping his head down until his chin met his chest.
“Speak,” said The Demon.
The wisdom of Ra’s al Ghul expanded to include mastery of the tablet’s controls
faster than Falstaff dared to hope, and within the hour, His Eminence was fully briefed
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on the Gotham operation. He who had been born Thandiso Boer, then the minion
Thabid and finally Gregorian Falstaff, was henceforth to be known as Tha’stalfa.
Promoted to the first tier. When Ra’s al Ghul returned to land, he was to receive a
private suite of rooms in whatever castle The Demon’s Head resided—or, when in the
compound, Tha’stalfa would have a tent to himself neither larger nor smaller than a
captain of the Ajax class—and within that suite of rooms or tent, a daily bowl of fruit.
Speechless with gratitude and joy, Tha’stalfa nee Falstaff hastily shut down the
system and hurried from the office—so excited that he didn’t even see the dark shape
in the doorway until he careened into it.
“Thank you, that’s all I needed,” it graveled, before its gauntleted fist knocked him
out cold.

You didn’t see as many summers as Ra’s al Ghul without learning that today’s
technological wonder is tomorrow’s outmoded antique. From sails to siege engines,
muskets to marconigrams, someone was always working on a better way. You could
drive yourself mad trying to master the new horseless carriages—turn the crank, pull
the choke, spark down, gas up—or you could wait a few years and find the whole
process reduced to the simple turn of a key. Ra’s was glad he hadn’t wasted effort
learning the intricacies of faxes and emails and messaging systems that his minions had
busied themselves with over the years. He would have a mind cluttered with the
refuse of so many outmoded methods. Instead, now that he was reduced to doing
things for himself, his head was clear to learn this one system alone, made so elegantly
simple by none other than Wayne Tech.
He was torn, at first, about that logo on the corner of the tablet. Whether it pleased
or irked him to have this precious link with the outside world being of the Detective’s
own making. He scowled suspiciously at the name, at first, as though it mocked him.
But as he realized the extent of Tha’stalfa’s gift, he liked it more and more. The irony
that Bruce Wayne’s Foundation was the key to ending this exile was really quite
amusing, but it was nothing—nothing at all—compared to the access Ra’s now had to
the secret places within the Wayne citadel.
With a hungry smile, Ra’s touched the runic symbol on the tablet’s screen which
launched the “app” that gave him corporeal form in Gotham City. He knew it was
only another computer screen like the one he held, propped up on a mechanized stick
and maneuvered around by wheels, but he liked to imagine it as the 18th century chessplaying automaton called “The Turk.”
Thousands of miles away, in the Sub Diego Meta-Comm Facility that was formerly a
handicapped washroom on the Wayne Tech R&D floor, one of the land-doubles sprang
to life. Its start-up screen flashed the Wayne Tech logo, flickered through a series of
system-loading and sync screens. A black disc at the bottom of the unit erupted into a
star pattern of red lasers fanning out in all directions, raising and lowering along the
shaft until it had mapped out its surroundings. These were translated into a simple
map in the corner of Ra’s screen, while the top of the image displayed a camera shot of
the dark narrow room before it. There, Ra’s realized, he was looking out his landdouble’s “eyes.”
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Touching the arrows on the map, he moved the double forward, right, and forward
again, and was gratified to see the dark camera view above the map growing lighter as
it reached the hallway. Left arrow to turn again, down that hall and left again to the
elevator bay. Blue button to call the elevator, and then forward… it was really quite a
wonder. When the day finally came to reveal to the Detective how Ra’s had bested
him, he really must remember to compliment this new technology.
Now then, his cursory examination of the restricted floors which required that
coveted “Keycard B” status were 17-Wayne Tech Polymers and Nanotech, 18-Wayne
Tech Diagnostic and Biomedical, 26-Wayne Industries R&D, 54 through 64 which had
quite a wide variety of intriguing designations, and of course the three floors of
executive suites occupied by senior management, including the Detective himself. Ra’s
al Ghul had always been a patient man, and it only made sense to tackle the problem
methodically. He should investigate all of these divisions and only then might he
determine which areas of the Detective’s vast operations offered the best opportunity.
But he didn’t want to. All these months of inactivity had rendered him impatient.
He didn’t want to start on 17 with “Polymers” and work his way up sensibly and
methodically when he knew Aeronautics & Aviation Systems were waiting for him on
the 56th floor, Pulsar Concepting on the 57th, and Fractal Engineering on the 58th. So he
had made a prioritized list as he sipped his morning tea, beginning with those
divisions that seemed most likely to produce a Demon-worthy operation and omitting
those that, despite the high security access, did not seem very interesting.
Discipline fought with Daring for a final second—and he decisively pushed the
button for the 56th Floor. Caution be damned, Fortune favored the brave. He might
well have the key to Gotham’s destruction by nightfall.
The elevator doors opened and he saw the sign announcing Wayne Industries:
Aeronautics & Aviation Systems as his land-double rolled past it. He saw the
impressive array of models and renderings lining the hallway, and even more
impressive spectacles in the laboratories behind clear glass walls. In the rear of one of
these labs, he could see a doorway leading to a white corridor with a particularly
interesting raised platform, with a single chair in front of a single work station, a single
keyboard and cluster of monitors. It looked extremely interesting. Now, let’s see, how
to get there. Forward, left arrow, no door though… a little farther forward and to the
left past the lab, and yes, there it was, a sign leading to the “White Room” Authorized
Personnel Only… These land-doubles that were parked in the most restricted highsecurity zone when they weren’t in use had the clearance to access anything, so—
where was that button—ah, yes, there it was, now the door opens and we go forward
again…
Except the image on the screen was not the white room. It wasn’t that fascinating
white corridor his land-double was rolling into, it wasn’t that isolated platform with
the single chair and keyboard he was rolling towards. It was—Bruce Wayne’s desk?
Ra’s knew it was Bruce Wayne’s desk because Bruce Wayne was sitting behind it.
The opulence of the office could belong to any top tier executive, and the view, to a
non-Gothamite, was nondescript. All he could really tell was that the window faced
east and it was just before sunrise. The man behind the desk, however, could not be
mistaken for any other—though Ra’s found his annoyingly relaxed posture
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uncharacteristic. At first he attributed it to the business suit, but looking beyond the
coat and tie, Ra’s was forced to conclude that it was not the unfamiliar clothes or
surroundings, it was the man himself. He had never seen the Detective quite so…
obnoxiously content as he was now, leaning back in that chair, smiling down at a tablet
similar to the one Ra’s held himself.
“That’s my girl,” he said, looking down at the tablet with a pleased smile, then he
looked up. “Ah, Ra’s, there you are,” he said as if welcoming a colleague. “I could
have just severed the Atlantis connection or locked out that tablet without your getting
to take the land-double for a spin, but it seemed so anti-climactic. And I was curious to
see where you’d go. Aeronautics, that’s a nice choice. Maybe a little 20th Century. I
would have started with Aero-Thermal Systems myself, but then it is my company and
I know what’s down there.”
On the land-double’s screen, the face of Ra’s al Ghul scowled.
“You have changed, Detective. In our many encounters, I have never known you to
strut,” he said with a hint of paternal correction.
“I’ve usually had to travel several thousand miles and escape from a dungeon,”
Bruce pointed out. “For all you know, this is my usual manner when I’ve slept in my
own bed, had a good breakfast and woken to the news that, while I slept, the San
Diego police, FBI and Superman rescued all the hostages your people took to force
certain residents of Sub Diego to do things they’d rather not.”
“I see,” Ra’s sighed. “You employed some trickery, no doubt, that led Tha’stalfa—
Falstaff as you knew him—to give up the location of his agents.”
“Not all of them, not yet,” Bruce said—and for the first time, Ra’s saw the steely
determination of the Batman in this grinning figure before him. “The ones in
California we have. But there are others. There were atrocities committed in Europe to
set Falstaff’s plan here in motion, and the men who did it will not escape Justice.”
“You bore me, Detective. If there is to be no more to this discussion than renewed
declarations of your obsession with that subjective concept called justice, we may as
well terminate the connection.”
He tapped the button on his tablet to close the app and sever the connection. Then
he tapped it again. And again. If he wasn’t so engrossed, he would have heard the
clip-clip of heels as Selina came into the office. As it was, he barely noticed when a
corner of her face appeared in the top corner of his screen and several strands of hair
dropped down to obscure half his view of the office.
For her part, Selina saw the top of his forehead at an extreme angle as he looked
down at his tablet, brow knit in confusion as he hit the same button over and over
again to no effect. She looked up at Bruce and their eyes locked in shared amusement:
he still didn’t realize that he wasn’t controlling the land-double. The moment he
selected the 56th Floor, Bruce’s tablet took over control of his avatar, while Selina had
walked a similar camera through Aeronautics and Aviation to provide the video feed
he would see until he arrived in the office.
Bruce thought about explaining, but decided against it. Ra’s continued to press the
tablet screen furiously. Selina mouthed “At least this time, there’s no fencing.” And
Bruce let his hand drop inconspicuously to the desk, tapped the control tablet, and the
Ra’s screen went dark.
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RISE
Apart from the luxurious furnishings, there were three points where Ra’s al Ghul’s
incarceration in Atlantis differed from its equivalent on land. Aquaman was the final
authority underwater, and the bribery that could be taken for granted in a land-based
principality was simply not an option. Aquaman also liked to visit his prisoner once a
week whenever he was in the capital (on the pretense of checking the air filters and
pressure settings, but in reality, to be an arrogant, chatty and patronizing thorn in Ra’s
al Ghul’s side). And finally, the Atlanteans felt an obligation to those who died or
risked death in any conflict. When a battle was over, they studied it to learn whatever
they could from their failures and make sure whatever went wrong wouldn’t happen
again. Ra’s al Ghul may have failed in the end, but he had learned of the undersea
fortress called Kapheira. He had moved in and taken over a valuable Atlantean
property, and he could, in time, have posed a considerable threat if undiscovered.
Every few weeks some new official from their university, military, or the ministry of
this-or-that came to interview him about the episode.
It was the last that bothered Batman. He was pleased that the Atlanteans were
incorruptible, and he would be the last to deny Arthur those weekly visits to poke Ra’s
al Ghul in the ego. But he did fear the example the Atlanteans were setting with those
interviews. The one thing Ra’s never seemed to do with all those lifetimes of
experience was learn from his mistakes. Atlantis’s practice was admirable—for
Atlantis. It was undoubtedly how they’d become such an advanced society. But
Batman didn’t want them giving Ra’s the idea.
He needn’t have worried as far as the schemes The Demon’s Head himself initiated.
Ra’s was confident of his own wisdom and supremely confident in the inability of
lesser minds to best him. The months of questioning from self-doubting Atlanteans
had not led him to examine his own failure with Kapheira, or with any other
operation—but Falstaff's was another matter. Ra’s needed no subliminal prodding to
indulge that most basic human instinct: figuring out what the other guy did wrong.
In Falstaff’s case, he decided, it was underestimating Bruce Wayne. It was one thing
to know the Detective’s name as a collection of English letters. It was another thing
entirely to understand the man. To understand the force of will, the drive and
determination, the dedication and discipline necessary to become that man among
men. Batman was not some childish whim that was forgotten as Bruce Wayne grew to
manhood; it was the work of a lifetime building himself into that formidable creation.
Shouldn’t one who revered Ra’s al Ghul, who had sworn his life to the service of The
Demon, understand that the Detective’s pledge was just as absolute, just as lifelong and
all encompassing?
To imagine that Bruce Wayne would have simply accepted Falstaff’s takeover—to
imagine he’d simply quit after a setback? To think one with such a lack of
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understanding was permitted to execute an operation in Gotham—a very costly
operation in Gotham, it was appalling, simply appalling. And to think that Ra’s
himself had awarded the fool a bowl of fruit—an apostrophe and a bowl of fruit. That
would be the first thing remedied when he got out of here. Until then, he would have
to make what he could of this disaster. To begin, he must purge his thoughts of all
Falstaff had told him. Anything and everything the fool said must be considered
suspect, as it could not be known when the Detective began deceiving him. Any or all
of Falstaff's plan as Falstaff related it might be a fiction of the Detective’s own making.
Ra’s simply had to ignore it and focus on the only new data that was reliable: that brief
conversation in Bruce Wayne’s office when he was so openly and obnoxiously content.
“That’s my girl,” he had begun. The Feline, obviously, who Falstaff had so stupidly
made a focal point of the operation. As if the Detective wouldn’t be agitated enough
by a slur on the memory of his parents that further goading would only… No.
No, no, no, this would not do. He had to purge all thoughts of Falstaff and focus
solely on what he knew.
Ra’s al Ghul took a deep breath, closing his eyes and then… as he opened them… he
regarded the koi pond the Atlanteans so thoughtfully provided to aide in meditation
and reflection. He slowed his breathing… and watched the largest of the three fish as it
made its way around the small, shell-shaped enclosure… He breathed again. And in
his mind's eye, thought back to that entry into Bruce Wayne’s office. The man seated
behind the desk, legs crossed informally, looking down at that mechanized tablet with
a pleased smile, “That’s my girl...”
Ra’s had become so engrossed in the mental picture that he didn't hear the telltale
approach of feet outside his door or the hum of the locking system being deactivated.
He heard nothing at all until the mechanical swish of the door opening behind him. He
turned, thinking it was too early for the weekly visit from Aquaman, so this must be
that minion of his: the handmaid called Valerina. She would be introducing some new
visitor, no doubt, from the Ministry of Let's Bother the Most Distinguished Prisoner
Atlantis Has Ever Been Privileged to Capture. They would have another
questionnaire–yet another questionnaire that was really beneath his dignity to answer.
(But he would indulge them, since it gave him the opportunity to talk about himself.)
So he turned with royal condescension, prepared to meet this new individual as a
monarch equal to their own King Orin, one who had merely suffered the kind of
reversal so many great rulers had over the…
“You,” he breathed, seeing it was indeed the handmaid Valerina escorting a new
visitor, but a visitor who needed no introduction.
“Ra’s. You always know how to make a girl feel welcome,” Catwoman said with a
smile.
That's my girl, Bruce reminded him in his mind’s ear.

So this is what the inside of a jail cell looks like... The words had hovered on Selina’s lips
as she looked around the small but luxurious suite of rooms The Demon’s Head now
called home. They hovered, but she squelched them. Ra’s had always been the ‘civil
and courteous’ type of villain, and she always detested the capes who have to answer
that kind of thing with aggression. It cost nothing to answer courtesy with courtesy,
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after all. And once he got over the shock of seeing her, Ra’s had been nothing if not
courteous. He offered her a choice of refreshment: the tea Atlanteans blended from
specially cultivated seaweed or a kind of sangria that blended surface wine with some
mysterious ‘sea fruit’ that was apparently impossible to peel and eat in any other form,
but was too delicious to ignore.
It was as though she was the high bidder in some “Atlantis Experience” at the silent
auction: Visit the undersea kingdom and enjoy an afternoon of tea and conversation with a
land-born expatriate now living in the capital city Poseidonis. Cough-fighting or not, she
would not be the one to break the smooth surface of civilized gentility with rude
allusions to who was in jail and who wasn’t. Instead, she complimented the
furnishings as if Ra’s had picked them himself and noted a clay pot on a side table
which, judging by its lines and proportions, looked Minoan. Ra’s praised her keen eye
and, while the tea steeped, he speculated at length whether Atlantis might have
influenced the Minoans or—more likely, in his opinion—the Minoan culture had a
hand in shaping ancient Atlantis.
“I must remember to ask King Orin when he next visits,” Ra’s said, lifting the lid of
the small teapot and sniffing the steam as if judging its readiness. “A very arrogant
man leading a very arrogant people. It will irk him no end if a lowly land-dweller like
myself suggests they may have found something of value in the surface world they
consider so inferior.”
Judging the brew ready, he poured and set down the pot, smiling like a contented
cat.
“So,” he said, oozing satisfaction that, for once, the social pleasantries had been
observed without interruption. “You have come, I presume, to reclaim the... what is it
called... the mechanized 'tablet' which Falstaff presented me to reestablish contact with
my minions?”
“You can keep it if you want,” Selina said. “It's not good for anything but solitaire at
this point.”
“Then why have you come?” Ra’s asked, still gracious in tone but with a spark of
suspicion lit behind his eyes.
Selina set down her cup.
“I wanted to see you personally to let you know, well... Were you aware I’m in the
crimefighting game now? Probably not, it’s not the kind of thing your guys would
notice, let alone care about enough to put into a report. But, uh, I am. And, well, I’m
going to be handling you from now on.
“You see, Bruce won a bet. It’s my own fault; I was pissed and cocky and trying to
make a point. I said he could name any prize he wanted. This is it. He chose not
bothering with you anymore. You’re now my problem.”
“This is an obscenity,” Ra’s said flatly.
“No, it’s geography. Bruce is Batman, and Batman is Gotham. You’re not. You’re
just not, Ra’s. And Gotham has plenty of its own concerns and its own criminals to
keep both the Dark Knight and his day face fully occupied.”
“I do not accept this! I do not believe for one moment the Detective would be so—”
“Yeah, well, geography is one of those pesky things that exist whether you believe in
them or not. Maybe you're thinking of Tinkerbell.”
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For a moment, Ra’s lip trembled with unspeakable emotion, then he collected
himself, refreshed his tea cup and took a sip as if he no longer saw Catwoman in the
room with him.
“It won't be that bad,” she said coaxingly. “It’ll take some getting used to, but I’m
sure we can learn to make each other just as miserable as you and Bruce did.”
Ra’s appeared to look through her at a random spot over the koi pond.
“Ah,” Selina said, realizing he was ignoring her the same way Whiskers did when he
was offended. She decided not to share that observation but figured the same response
was called for: give him all the time he needs, alone by himself, to get over it. “I’d
better be going then,” she said, rising. “Thank you for the tea.”

As the door to the prison apartment closed behind her, Selina felt the thin, barely
visible particle beams hum to life behind her, sending an ionized buzz through the
back of her hair and across the back of her rump.
“Hey,” she squawked, jumping forward. “You could give me two seconds to get out
the door before you turn those back on.”
“Sorry,” an unexpectedly masculine voice answered, and Selina turned. She had
expected Aquaman’s assistant Valerina to be waiting to escort her back to the
transporters, not the sea king himself.
“Hi, Arthur,” she said.
Not quite “the sea king,” for there was nothing King Orin-regal about him, and
nothing Aquaman-heroic either. He was pinning some kind of green, glowing cocoonthing against the wall with his hip, which was apparently why he’d jumped the gun
reactivating the particle beams. He swore (something about goldfish and the
Galapagos Rift) as he folded the cocoon-thing over itself, and as he slung it over his
shoulder, he had the look of a man who had expected to spend the day watching
football but found himself trapped at a shopping mall instead, waiting for his wife to
buy shoes.
“One second more,” he said, jostling the glowing cocoon again and then turning
with a brave smile. “Valerina had to step away, so I’ll be taking you back to the
transporters myself.”
“You’re a pretty cool boss,” Selina observed. Then she pointed to the cocoon, now
pulsing through different shades of green and varying intensity of glow. “I’ve got to
ask, what is that thing?”
Arthur looked at her like a man deep into act two of a three-act bedroom farce.
“It’s a dress,” he said—in a tone that said it was the One Dress he had walked a
thousand miles into Mordor to destroy in the fires of Mount Doom.
“In a radioactive garment bag?” she pressed.
“Lantern energy,” Arthur explained. “The casing is lantern energy. The contents are
a dress. Selina, when I woke up this morning, I was ‘His Majesty, Orin, by the Grace of
Poseidon, of Atlantia, Pacifica, and Dominions beyond the Reefs, King and Defender of
the Seas.’ Now I am standing here with a beaded evening gown from 1936 encased in
temporal stabilizers, because my secretary had to step away, leaving me to send you
back to the Watchtower myself—which, by the way, violates about fifteen diplomatic
protocols, because those transporters are technically a Justice League embassy. So
116

Wayne Rises

we’re lucky today’s ‘ambassador’ is a woman who doesn’t mind breaking five or six
laws at a time—And if you asked me why all this happening, I assure you, you would
not believe me.”
As he ranted, Selina abandoned the Catwoman-teasing-the-hero persona for that of
Bruce’s sympathetic girlfriend.
“You’re having one of those days,” she said mildly.
“Something like that,” he panted belligerently.
“Tell you what,” she said, “Live through it, come to Gotham tomorrow and we’ll
have an afternoon on the Gatta. After all those fundraisers, it will do Bruce and I a
world of good to do a little entertaining for someone we actually like.”
Arthur smiled and said he’d check his schedule. Then, after hanging the ‘radioactive
garment bag’ on the side of the transporter bay, he helped Selina into the chamber and
bowed over her hand with the formal nod of a monarch seeing off an ambassador.
Then he turned away, forgetting to retrieve the garment bag, and moved to the control
panel to send her on her way.
Only when she and the garment bag had completely vanished from the transporter
did he permit his lip to twitch.
“When I woke up this morning, I was ‘His Majesty, Orin, King and Defender of the
Seas,’” he repeated in a much different tone and with a naughtily impish smirk. “And
now I am Batman’s wingman.”

When the Justice League instituted their global transport network, Bruce balked at
the idea of having every TP station anywhere able to teleport into the Batcave.
Trusting his identity, his home, his cave and the lives of his loved ones to the premise
that no Leaguer anywhere would ever drop the ball, it was absurd. So the Batcave
transporters were on their own circuit, connected only to the Watchtower and each
other. To reach Atlantis, Selina had gone through the usual process, changing into
costume in the Manor cave, TPing to the Watchtower, waiting a short time for her
biorhythms to recover, and then TPing again to Atlantis. She expected to return the
same way. But instead of materializing at the Watchtower, she found herself… um…
outdoors.
She was outdoors on a warm night, looking out on a large, full moon hanging low
over… a pyramid… Ruins and a pyramid… Three chills of recognition hit in a triple
wave. First: she was looking at an archaeological dig at the ruins of an Egyptian city.
Second: Her arms were bare, her costume and mask gone, and she was wearing a
beaded black and white evening dress. Third: Bruce was rising from a chair in front of
her, wearing a tuxedo with a high waist, vest and wing collar shirt that, like her gown,
seemed of another era.
“Welcome to Bubastis,” he said, stretching out his hand to help her off the teleport
pad. “Center of worship for the feline goddess Bast.”
“I’ve heard of her,” Selina murmured as Bruce offered his arm and led her to the
small table set for two, with a white damask cloth, a basket of flowers, candles, and a
bottle of wine at the ready.
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“Under other circumstances, this would be champagne,” he said casually. “But you
see, we’re in what can best be described as a ‘time bubble.’ I didn’t know how long
you were going to be with Ra’s, and this seemed the best way to provide for the
variables of time and date: I wanted a time of day and time of month for a full moon
over the pyramid, and once I’d gone that far, it only made sense to choose an era when
they were more welcoming towards Western tourists. The ‘20s and ‘30s, heyday of
rich Americans and English en vacance, a request like this for a moonlit supper
overlooking the dig site is easy enough to arrange—once you have the period currency,
of course. I mention that only because of the trouble involved. This isn’t something
you can improvise on the spur of the moment.”
“I see,” Selina said softly.
“I doubt that very much. Let’s sit down…” he answered.
He held her chair and went on to explain that champagne was certainly the expected
beverage to be serving, but with her knowledge of wine, he figured she would prefer to
take advantage of being in the past and sample an 1898 Château Latour.
She managed a nod—barely—and he poured.
“They think I’m quite eccentric anyway for arranging this here rather than the Giza
plateau,” he said, with the slightest hint of the Fop in his tone. Which was just jarring
enough for Selina to pull herself together.
“So why are we here, specifically?” she asked, swirling the wine and taking a deep,
rich inhale of the once-in-a-lifetime bouquet.
“Well, there is the obvious,” Bruce began, sitting back with a pleased smile to explain
the nuances of his choice. “Whether she’s called Bast, Bastet or Sekh-met, the goddess
is often depicted with the head of a cat on the body of a woman. The full moon is for
Selina, ‘daughter of the moon.’ And—less obvious, but far more important to me—that
square hole right over there, that’s where, in about five weeks, they’re going to
discover that Sekhmet statue that’s in your curio in the bedroom.”
“Our first compromise,” she grinned. “The one you let me keep when I moved into
the manor, even though it’s, a-hem, stolen property.” She attempted her throaty
impersonation of his bat-gravel on the last words, and Bruce’s warm playboy smile
faded into the stern mask of a Bat-scowl… which then flickered into a lip-twitch.
“Well, like you said at the time, it was the first time you escaped from Batman with
the loot,” he said.
“Oh, you jackass,” Selina laughed. “Even here, even now, you’re ready to sit there
and go on calling that a compromise. You lent that statue to the museum, Bruce. They
didn’t own it, you did. And now it’s back in your house. Big compromise there, stud.”
“How did you find out?” he asked, sipping his wine.
“I ran into it at some point in the logs, it’s not important,” she smiled, then looked
adoringly across the table. “You win, this is a perfect place for a proposal.”
“Oh, I’m not proposing,” Bruce said swiftly. “There are three false conclusions you
have about what happened at the MoMA that night, and this is to straighten out the
first one.”
“You can’t be serious,” Selina said, echoing the words from a hundred rooftop
declarations.
“Do I look like I’m joking?” he answered as he always did.
“Pour,” she ordered.
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He did. She sipped, he sipped, and they looked out at the moonlight, the dig site
and the pyramid for several minutes, as if a lengthy telepathic exchange was taking
place. Then, as if by mutual agreement, Bruce cleared his throat to continue aloud:
“You wanted a protocol because you believe my not having planned the moment out
in every detail meant it wasn’t important to me—that my ‘winging it’ meant you
weren’t important. You wanted a protocol, so I’m giving you one.
“But the truth is, Selina, my improvising wasn’t what you think. All my life, my
emotions have been… intense, powerful… and I’ve put a lot of work into selfdiscipline. Control is necessary. You know better than anyone, there is a rage that I
cannot ever lose sight of. When I have Joker’s scrawny oh-so-breakable neck in my
hand, control is the only thing that allows me to… remain human. To punch him out
without smashing his skull into the concrete.
“And then you came along. And there were feelings besides hate and anger to be
controlled. Can you imagine for one minute what it was like for me when I felt myself
attracted to a criminal? The first night—scratch that, the first night was nothing
compared to—it was months after our first encounter when it really sunk in, when I
realized it wasn’t going to go away. It wasn’t novelty. The desire was getting more
intense with time, not fading…
“You said once that the ‘obsessive control thing’ was ‘beneath me,’ that it’s the
behavior of insecure people who know they're not good enough to handle whatever
might come along. People who don’t trust their instincts, want to have a plan for every
possible contingency because they just don't trust themselves to figure out what to say
or do in the moment. And you were right that that’s not me. I am ‘above that’ in that I
have no fear of my instincts letting me down in the face of whatever crisis might come
along. But you were also right that the desire for control, the need to have a plan is not
entirely trusting myself. The things I feel, I feel so intensely. And I have enemies like
Ra’s and Joker who will orchestrate events, perpetrate horrors, just to provoke a
reaction. Having thought through a hundred permutations in advance and made a
plan on how to proceed... helps. I can be just that much more confident that the rage
won’t take over.
“So it’s no small thing that I can ‘improvise’ with you, Selina. And it certainly isn’t
disrespect. It’s… what happened that night at the MoMA, the first night, asking…
asking about the… asking…”
“About the Monet,” Selina prompted.
“Yeah,” he said, meeting her eyes across the table. “It was like the first time
swinging off a roof on the Batline, nothing but cold wind under you for a hundred
feet. I let go, I stopped ‘being Batman’ with you, and I just… spoke from my heart…
and it turned out pretty well.”
“Yes. It did,” Selina admitted.
“The second time, not so much,” he said lightly.
“Well, in retrospect, ‘since you brought it up and we’re here’ does sound a little different
now.”
“You said ‘you don’t even want to marry me’ and we were right there, virtually on
the same spot where I ‘winged it’ the first time. It seemed like fate. Everything we are
now seemed to lead back to that moment, so I…”
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“Winged it,” they said in unison, then laughed. Then an easy silence settled.
“You said there were three assumptions?” Selina noted.
“Yes, but this isn’t the time or the place to go into the others,” said Bruce.
“Oh come on, you’re on a roll,” she teased.
“Ra’s and Joker have both been mentioned at this table. That’s definitely exhausted
this setting for any further discussion of us or our future. But… we do have the use of
the time bubble for another few hours, so since the location is already tainted, you
could tell me how your meeting went. How did he take it?”
“Pretty well, all things considered,” Selina said, sitting forward and leaning across
the table. “Well first, you were right. That ‘cell’ of his is bigger than Cassie’s
apartment.”
“And furnished like the lobby of—”
“—The Star City Hilton, yes!”
“The koi pond—”
“He served me tea from this beautiful little pot—”
“With the matching cups carved from some kind of blue-green crystal—”
“‘Sea-jade’ he called it. Now if they’d just donated something like that to the silent
auction, do you know how much we could get—”
“Next year you should go down in person and pick out what they’re going to
donate.”
“’Pick out’ like ‘window shopping on Fifth Avenue,’ or ‘pick up’ my way, like
‘meow?’”
“Six of one.”
“Did you just sanction a burglary to benefit your Foundation, Mr. Wayne?”
“It’s not stealing if you leave him a receipt.”

The next week saw the Gotham Times, Post, Observer and Daily News each mangle
the story in their own way. Falstaff Inc. was in forfeiture and Gregorian Falstaff a
fugitive, that much was certain. Opinions differed about what he’d actually done: if it
was insider trading, tax evasion, embezzlement, or a ponzi scheme. Whatever it was,
none of the old guard Gotham establishment voiced surprise:
“I have seen these people come, and I have seen them go,” Mrs. Ashton-Larraby
declared at the Bristol Country Club.
“What do you expect from the kind of person who spends a million dollars on logo
placement,” Ted Layne declared at the Butterfield.
“Plastering his name all over the red carpet at someone else’s Foundation,” Frank
Endicott sniffed at d’Annunzio’s.
“I never liked him,” said Bunny Wigglesworth and her husband agreed, adding
“Whenever they come up that fast out of nowhere, you can be sure they’ll go down just
as quick.”
Richard Flay wondered, aloud and repeatedly, what became of the Edgar Brandt fire
screen Falstaff had ‘stolen from him’ at the Crispin auction, and it was the last Selina
decided to act on.
Now that Bruce had the satisfaction of answering those insults to the Foundation
with Batman’s fist, he was positioning himself above the petty social posturing. He
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wouldn’t even answer Lucius’s pointed queries with anything more than a
lighthearted “I told you not to worry about it.” Selina wasn’t that sort. She didn’t
want to be above it all, to move on and forget it ever happened. Now that Falstaff was
driven from Gotham in disgrace, she wanted to reward those people who had the
loyalty, sense and judgment to dislike him from the beginning, and now had the good
grace to be dancing on his grave. After four galas and a dinner party, she didn’t relish
the idea of doing it in the social arena, which is why Richard Flay presented such an
appealing prospect. His reward was something Catwoman could obtain, no engraved
invitations needed, no popping champagne corks required. A few hours research had
determined that the contents of Falstaff’s apartment were in storage at the Cardmoor
Warehouse, pending arbitration of competing seizure claims from multiple
government agencies. (Meow.) Further research determined that the Cardmoor was
owned by a bunch of morons who had no grasp of false economy. They’d replaced
their human security guard with an ordinary Rodman 200, never upgraded the
software, and they even let the site license expire. (Meow.) And a quick check of the
Crispin catalog determined that either the Edgar Brandt mirror or the fire screen would
fit in the trunk of her old Jaguar with enough room left over for the Goldscheider
Aphrodite. (Meow-meow-meow-meow-meow.)
The next night, she had just found her spot in the narrow alley between the
Cardmoor and its twin owned by a more reputable warehousing firm, that perfectly
situated sweet spot where she could disable the alarm without fear of being seen—
when a wedge of black metal dropped down in front of her, suspended by the
deceptively thin-looking Batline.
“Cute,” she said, shifting her balance as she wrapped her forearm around the line a
few times, then gave it a signal tug. Instantly, she felt herself yanked upward as the
line retracted. When she reached the edge of the tilted roof, she let go of the line and
stepped carefully until sure of her footing. Reaching the top of the incline, she walked
the narrow path to the very end and stepped up, up, and up again to join him on an
adjacent girder—and survey one of the grimier and more derelict views of the
industrial downtown neighborhood.
“Not exactly a picture postcard, but it has its charm,” she said, guessing his thought.
“The Gotham only you know.”
“I’d hardly say that.”
“I would. Look where we are, only two or three flights up. Nobody but you would
ever find a spot like this. It’s an unusual perspective.”
“You’re here,” he noted.
“Because you invited me. Thanks for the lift, by the way.”
He grunted, and they looked at the view in silence for a minute. Finally, Selina
spoke.
“If we’re here to straighten out another one of those false assumptions about the
MoMA, I’m going to need a little more to go on.”
“You were here to steal,” he remarked.
“I salute you, World’s Greatest Detective.”
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“I was wondering where to do this,” he said. “It’s a low roof, like the train station.
Not quite as interesting a neighborhood, the landscape of the rooftops and alleys, but
still fitting. And you are here to steal.”
“I am not the world’s greatest detective, stud. I’m still going to need more.”
“The first time. Our first encounter. The top of the train station.” He turned away
from the view and looked into her eyes with all the piercing intensity of that first
encounter. “I approached too soon that night, began the confrontation before you had
retrieved the stolen items.”
“Like you did just now?” Selina grinned.
“Tonight was deliberate,” he graveled—and stepped in closer, until they could feel
each other’s breath. “Then came the second encounter at the train station, after you’d
robbed the Excelsior. Remember?” He pressed his body against her like a lover, and
grabbed each of her arms where he’d held her down when that night’s fight went
against her. “Just because you’re done, doesn’t mean I am,” he quoted.
“I remember,” she said, lips parting.
“Then came the museum, Cartier, Gallery Blu… You know, part of the reason things
went so poorly that night at the MoMA is that we just had that big fight about NMK
and all the fundraisers stalking you, and I think… I think that’s what I wanted. I
wanted to ask you while we were fighting because… because I’m jealous. You were
always my girl, Batman’s girl. I found you. Bruce was wasting his time with a lot of
shallow, stupid women it was a penance to spend time with… and I had you. You
were part of this world: the rooftops and the alleys, the crazies with guns and the
crazies without guns. I’d finish the logs and climb up those stairs each night. Up to the
manor, then up to the bedroom. It wasn’t one of Bruce Wayne’s bimbos I was thinking
of when my head hit the pillow. It was the claws, the whip, the woman in the mask…
“And after all those years, it happened. It actually happened outside of my
imagination—and we made love, what, six times before the masks came off? Six times
before he took you for himself. “My name is Bruce” and from that moment this…
takeover started. This slow, methodical takeover. And I guess I… finally rebelled. We
were in costume, we were fighting, you were still mad at me—it was the perfect time
to… take you back. That moment wasn’t going to be ‘Bruce and Selina’ it was going to
be you and me.”
“Br—um,” Selina stopped and made an exaggerated ‘patronizing the loony’ gesture,
“Dark Knight, Caped Crusader, Mr. Batman, sir. Do you have any idea how
completely nuts that sounds?”
He surprised her by nodding.
“Yes. On the surface, it seems completely crazy to me too.”
“On the surface, in the middle, and on the bottom.”
“But we both know who I am under the mask. It took the confrontation with your
Comte de Poulignac to make me realize: he thought he was talking to a Batman who
had lost Selina to Bruce Wayne. Made me realize that a part of me feels like that’s
exactly what happened.”
“Wow. So hijacking the proposal was sort of… marking your territory?”
“Something like that.”
“I kind of like that,” Selina breathed—then her eyes grew feline…wary…hard… and
finally, naughtily playful. “You do know that, no matter what happens with us down
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the line, I’m not getting that bat silhouette tattooed anywhere. You do know that,
right?”
He grunted.

The bat Walapang and his little friend, mercifully unnamed, hung low on their
favorite perch over Workstation One. Beneath, Bruce copied the confirmation from the
respective insurance companies that the recovered jewelry belonging to Sophia
Beaufort, Lily Coleman and Linda Brodland had all been certified as genuine, and with
that, he marked the file on the Wayne Fete cat burglar CLOSED.
He typed rapidly on the console keyboard, glanced back up at the file, and gave a
light, satisfied smile.
CLOSED, PENDING FURTHER DEVELOPMENTS, he read, double-checking the
links to François de Poulignac the individual, Château de Poulignac the vineyard, and
the banking records for each. He briefly thought through other data streams that
might be worth monitoring, when the clip-clip of Selina’s heels made it prudent to
close the file.
“I brought tea,” she announced unnecessarily as Bruce sniffed the smoky blend
Alfred had taught her alone how to make.
“Someday you are going to tell me the secret to this,” he said, sipping with the
thoughtful scowl that appeared whenever Batman put aside some line of inquiry for
now, in the interests of securing her cooperation to stop the current threat to Gotham,
but had no intention of leaving that debit in want of a credit forever.
“I’m really not,” she grinned. “I have to assume Alfred has some very good reason
for not telling you, just like you must have a very good reason for hiding that file you
were working on when I came down just now.”
He grunted and punched a button on the console, bringing up the file on the cat
burglar.
“Ah, I should have known,” she said tersely. “You should be hiding it, jackass. We
had an agreement, that was my half of the case. You had Falstaff-the-boring, who
might not even have been a criminal for all you knew, and I had a sexy jewel thief
going after cat-worthy baubles of Gotham’s elite. I had engineered the perfect snare to
smoke him out, and you just stepped in and took over.”
“Yes, it must be terribly annoying to have someone sneak in and take something you
consider your own property,” Bruce said with a lip-twitch.
“I did all the work for you—I lined up the shot—I loosened the lid,” she chanted, too
caught up in her own recitation to hear his joke.
“Selina, what would you have had me do when I heard Falstaff talking about ‘the
Frenchman’ when he clearly meant the cat burglar? You don’t follow things like the
international crimes bulletins, you knew nothing of the Villon robberies in Paris—”
“You could have told me—”
“Could I?”
“Like you could have told me about all the Madisons on the circuit snooping into my
past!”
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“Selina, you already thought I was imagining Ra’s involvement behind Falstaff. If I
told you a series of home invasions in Paris was the work of Demon assassins and not
ordinary thieves—and that the whole purpose of those robberies was to scare your old
boyfriend into working for them to wind up the next wave of Falstaff’s public relations
attacks on both of us—I can’t predict your exact words, but I can be pretty sure they
would have been punctuated with a whip crack and ended with my cheek bleeding.”
“You got that right.”
“And instead of aggressively and proactively helping me trap the both of them,
you’d be off on some rampage to establish Catwoman’s independence. At a time when
I most needed you on my team.”
Selina said nothing for a long moment. The day of Falstaff’s press conference, she
had wished they were in this cave where the silence would broken by bat squeaks.
Instead, the squeaking of the bats only emphasized the oppressive silence between the
humans.
“You were right,” she said at last. “When Joker was tracking me that time, you were
right. It was necessary for you to trick me into taking that beacon, because I never
would have agreed to do it your way. I didn’t know who you were, in more ways than
one…
“But that was a good few years ago. I’m not the same person I was then, and I
honestly don’t know how I would have felt or what I would have done if you’d given
me all the information. It’s entirely possible, if you’d trusted me and told me what you
were doing, I would have helped and then… and then we’d have sunk or swum
together… We’d really be partners. But you didn’t. And we’re not. So the answer to
that question you didn’t ask that night at the MoMA is—”
“I’m glad you brought that up,” Bruce said. “If you remember, there were three
points I said you had misinterpreted about that.”
“This really strikes you as a time to tell me how I’m wrong about something,” Selina
said, staring with disbelief.
“Where you were heading with that last sentence, Kitten, it is the perfect time.
Because you have never been so staggeringly wrong in your life—and thank you for
that. I was wondering where and when, and in what state of costume, to get into it.
And you’ve just given me the answer. Now. But not here. Let’s go upstairs.”
“No! I don’t think you’ve been liste—” Selina began, only to be cut off by the snap of
a Batcuff on her wrist.
“Chiropteran logic, get used to it,” he graveled.
“They do not have words for how much pain you’re going to be in when you pay
for—” she began, this time, cut off by a kiss. The kiss of a masked stranger on a long
ago rooftop, a kiss that should have begun softly and gently, the tentative moments of
a first kiss that were jolted unexpectedly into the future. The startling, naked intimacy
of a lover, an angular crisp taste with a trace of round sweetness, a shared piquant
breath of spice and ginger and flint…
When it was over, Bruce extended an open palm, seemingly to take her hand.
“Just this once,” he offered.
Selina smiled, deposited the picked Batcuffs into his open palm and closed his
fingers around them.
“Just this once,” she said, offering her other hand playfully like a paw.
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He took it, and they walked together up the stairs to the manor. Selina was ready to
let go when they reached the study, but he held on and led her out to the Great Hall,
and across it to the ornate, curving staircase that led to the upper floor.
“Looks like I’ve had quite the string of screw ups,” he said as they climbed the stairs,
one at a time. “I didn’t tell you about the Datalock project before Lucius ambushed
you. Didn’t warn you about the probable consequences disposing of the NMK
properties. I was sufficiently out of touch with my own feelings that I let Batman
improvise a proposal and I wound up insulting you. I didn’t tell you when I started to
suspect de Poulignac was the cat burglar, I used your expertise and initiative to
construct a trap and then elbowed you aside at the crucial moment. Did I leave
anything out?”
“Yes, but it’s not worth getting into right now,” Selina said with a playing-along
smile. “I sense there’s a point coming. Make it.”
“My point is you’re still here. You went on helping me with the cat burglar after the
mess at the MoMA. You went on helping me with Ra’s after I kept you in the dark
about de Poulignac.” By now, they had reached the portrait gallery at the top of the
stairs and Bruce tilted his head towards the bedrooms. “You still sleep in our bed,
interrupt my shower, and come down to the cave with tea when I’ve been at the logs
too long.”
“Oh come on,” Selina laughed, “Like I’m going to make you sleep alone because you
made an ass of yourself on a museum rooftop? Bruce, this is us!”
“Yes. It is. Selina, can you envision anything that I might say or do, anything I
‘screw up,’ some fight we have—or anything that would happen to us like this Falstaff
business—that would end in you packing up Whiskers and Nutmeg, kissing Alfred on
the cheek and leaving?”
“Bruce, that’s not funny.”
“Start dating Francois again. Or maybe Dent or Nigma.”
“NOT funny.”
“Seeing on Page Six that I was out clubbing with some blonde.”
“…”
“That’s a no. Neither can I. I can’t conceive of going back to climbing these stairs
each night after patrol without knowing you’ve beaten me home and are already
upstairs in bed. I can’t imagine not waking up next to you every morning for the rest
of our lives. Because we are partners, Selina. Whatever comes up, we face it together.
And whatever we screw up—and we will both be screwing up from time to time—we’ll
work through it.
“You were right about exactly one thing at the MoMA that night, I saw asking you as
a formality. I still do. Because you’re already my wife. I’m already your husband.
Looking back, I can’t point to a specific moment where it happened. But it did, we’re
here now. This isn’t my home or yours, it’s not my life or yours, it’s ours. And I’m
sorry that means you don’t get ‘the question’ the way every woman dreams of it. If
you remember, I did say that first night that normal relationships just don’t work for
people like us. And that ‘They’ will never be able to understand what we have, and
that we—”
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“Will never be able to make sense out of it using their standards,” she said softly.
“Yes, I remember.”
“There are tradeoffs. We have… other moments normal people can never conceive
of.”
“The time bubble was definitely up there,” Selina admitted. “You’d have to go a
long way to top that one.”
“For my part, I don’t have to go ten feet,” he said, pointing towards the bedroom.
“Catwoman’s costume is under my bed, right now. And in a little pouch behind the
whip holster that nobody knows about are a set of catarangs… That I made…” he said,
expelling the last words with an anxious breath.
“Just like you made the first batarangs,” Selina whispered.
“Whatever men who aren’t Batman have with…”
“With women who aren’t Catwoman…”
“It can’t…”
“It can’t…”
The words and the thought dissolved into the anxious, pulsing silence that precedes
a first kiss. Bruce swallowed, and as his heartbeat pounded in his ears, his arm reached
out uncertainly to find a place at the small of her back. Selina tilted her head
awkwardly as their faces moved closer together, with all the tentative clumsiness of
one who never navigated that particular nose before on the way to those new,
undiscovered lips. She closed her eyes as her tongue moistened the inner ridge of her
lip, timidly, in that heady moment before contact. Then came the heat… the warmth of
an impossibly perfect mouth… and her hand rose up so that searching, curious fingers
could touch, ever so lightly, along that perfectly chiseled jaw…
Until the caress continued, up and to the side, the pads of her fingers continued up
and to the side… where the edge of the mask should be… up and to the side… up and
to the side… and instead of that cold, graphite cowl, there was still warm, pliable flesh.
Selina opened her eyes so that the masked stranger with whom she had never shared a
first kiss dissolved into the familiar lover whose name was Bruce.
“Marry me,” he said with Bat-brevity.
“Will Batman feel cheated if I say ‘yes’ instead of ‘meow’?” she asked.
“No.”
“Then yes,” she beamed.
Their eyes met in a moment of shocked, shared disbelief.
“We should tell Alfred first,” they said in unison—then, resisting the urge to laugh,
he went on to say “Then have the kids over, and then I’ll tell Clark…” while she said
“Oh my god, no. No, we can’t. It’s going to be an unholy mess!”
“What do you mean ‘no’?! There’s no ‘no.’ You’re not getting out of this, Selina, I
can still revive that Blackgate protocol if I have to—”
“Stand down, jackass. I didn’t mean ‘no’ that way. I meant—And don’t flatter
yourself, on your best day that Blackgate thing wasn’t going to happen—I just meant—
Eddie, Harvey, Pammy, Oswald, Jervis, Harley, Victor—Joker! Remember what they
did last time, and it wasn’t even us getting married! It’s going to be an unholy mess.”
“Okay, first, are you under the impression that this is accepting my proposal?
Because Nigma, Dent, Isley, Cobblepot, Tetch, Quinn, and Fries is really not a list of
names that belong in this conversation.”
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“Ha, ha.”
“Yes, not to mention Joker.”
“Keep digging there, stud.”
“And second,” Bruce said with a lip-twitch. “I’ll come up with something. I’ve
authored protocols for much less important reasons than this.”
Selina took a deep breath.
Then another.
Then another.
“We’ll come up with something,” she said. “Partners, remember?”
He grunted.
And she smiled.
“But,” she said, “Until we have a plan, and I mean until we have a plan—twenty
layers deep, cross-indexed, cross-checked and verified, marked with that straight-wing
bat emblem you only put on keyword clearance files that can only be accessed from
Workstation One—we can’t tell anybody. Bruce, we can’t. We have to keep this
absolutely between us.”
“I agree,” he graveled. “It stays between us.”

From the Desk of Lucius Fox,
Chief Operating Officer, Wayne Enterprises
You are invited to an informal reception introducing
RISE: Restricted Information Security Enhancement
from Wayne Tech
available to a select group of high net worth individuals beginning next month.
RISE was developed using resources exclusive to Wayne Tech, enabling us to secure
your information and property against the most aggressive and proficient acquisition
methods employed by today’s criminal element.
RSVP: Fox
One Wayne Plaza
Randolph,
If you can come to this, Bruce and Selina are having a little cocktail thing for the Foundation
staff at the penthouse at the same time. (You know how Selina’s been working with them so
much the past few weeks, and I guess she felt a special thank-you was called for after all the
work they did with the fete.)
Anyway, Bruce said to be sure to tell you, if you do come to the RISE preview, be sure to stop
by the penthouse for a drink after and say hello. —L.F.
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