Alone

Bruce put the phone down.

“No answer?” Dick asked.

“No, stupid boy probably left it lying around somewhere.”

“I’ll go.”

“What? Dick are you mad?”

“I’ll go, who knows what’ll happen?”

“Dick, you’re not as young as you used to be.”

“Neither are you old man, but I’m younger than you at least.”

Carlotta screamed as the roller coaster when down another dip, Terry laughed next to her.

“Scared?” He shouted over the other screams and music. She grinned and shook her head. The train started to climb up the hill to the next drop, the highest one. Terry slid his arm around her shoulders and pulled her close to him. Over the screams neither heard the ring of Terry’s mobile.

Dick smiled, feeling the wind push against him. He was on the bat-bike, but not in his costume. He’d change later. He switched gears and went faster. He smiled thinking about Carlotta, their love of bikes was one of the few things they had in common, one of the few things they’d bonded over. He thought about how proud he was of her, he’d moved around so much when Carlotta had been younger, she’d never had any real friends, but she’d never complained. 

‘Alice, if only you could see our daughter now.’ He thought, realising he’d never told Carlotta how proud he was, he swore he would tell her as soon as he next saw her.

He was so busy thinking that he didn’t notice the Jokerz, until it was too late.

Terry laughed as he watched Carlotta attack the candyfloss. She looked at him and grinned. 

“Your mobile’s ringing.” She said. Someone next to them pulled out a mobile and answered it.

“No it’s not.” Terry replied, Carlotta grinned again.

“I love old fairs. They’re so…old, and fun.” She said.

“Yeah, my favourite’s the roller coaster, what’s yours?”

“Merry-go-round!” Carlotta shouted, grabbing Terry’s hand and dragging him off. Terry pulled her back.

“We really should be getting back, remember our compromise with Bruce?” He asked. Carlotta pulled a face, then nodded.

“Ok, let’s go.”

“Nightwing, are you there?” Bruce said for the sixth of seventh time. There was still no answer. Bruce hit the keyboard and cursed.

“Bruce, we’re back.” Carlotta called as she skipped down the steps into the Batcave, Terry following. They both stopped as Bruce turned and glared at them. “What?”

“Where have you two been? I’ve been trying to reach you all night. There was an assault on a mother and child on the east side of town. In the end your father went out Carlotta.”

“Dad!?! Where is he?” Carlotta rushed forward.

“I don’t know…he hasn’t checked in and I can’t reach him. Next time check your phone.” Bruce snapped. Carlotta glared at him angrily, and then ran to get changed. Terry looked at Bruce, his eyebrows raised, then walked off.

“Terry?”

“I’m here Bruce.”

“Is Carlotta with you, she won’t answer.” Terry glanced over at Carlotta who was searching through the long grass.

“Yeah she’s here. You were kinda cold towards her though.”

“I don’t have time to play the sympathy game Terry.”

“Yeah yeah, OK, we’ll check in when we find something.” Terry said, still looking at Carlotta. “Hey, I think you’ve searched that grass for long enough.” She paused and looked at him, he noticed tears were rolling down her cheeks. “Hey, don’t cry. We’ll find him.” Carlotta nodded and walked in the opposite direction. Terry sighed, turned and prayed.

“Carlotta?” Terry called. They’d been searching for over an hour. Bruce had told him to get Carlotta and get back to the cave. But he couldn’t find her anywhere. He paused, he could hear something, someone talking. He headed off in the direction the sound was coming from.

“Daddy? Wake up Daddy.” He found Carlotta was sitting next to her father’s body. Her knees were up against her chin, her arms wrapped around her legs, she was rocking herself slightly. 

“Carlotta?” Terry said in a hushed whisper, she looked up sharply.

“My Daddy won’t wake up, why won’t he wake up? I want to go home.” She said, tears rolling down her cheeks from under her eye mask. Terry looked at her uncertainly, then stepped forward and put her arms around her.

“It’s ok, we’ll get him to a hospital.”

“But he won’t wake up!”

“I know.” He paused. “We’ll get Bruce to ring the Commish, she’ll get an ambulance out here. There’s something else...” A sharp blow to the head and Carlotta was out cold. He picked her up and ran back to the Batmobile. 

“Sad news this morning, Richard Grayson, a man noted for his contributions to charity, especially cancer research, was found murdered last night. Commissioner Gordon had this to say: ‘I’m shocked and horrified by the murder of an innocent man and I will not rest until his killers are put away.’ Richard left behind a daughter, Carlotta Grayson, who is staying with a friend. His wife died of cancer shortly after Carlotta was born. In other news…” Terry switched the T.V off. Carlotta was asleep in his room. He could see her through the gap between door and doorframe. Mary McGinnis shook her head. 

“Poor girl, no mother and now no father. Does she have any relatives at all Terry?”

“I don’t know. Mr Wayne said that if there was no one else then he’d look after her. Apparently Mr Grayson named him as Carlotta’s guardian after her mother died. But we’re not sure if that still stands.”

“Well, she’s always welcome here. Did the police say if they have any leads?”

“No, they don’t know if it was Jokerz or some financial enemy or what.” Mary shook her head and walked away muttering.

“I swear I don’t know why I stay in this city sometimes.” 

Carlotta lay very still, keeping her breathing slow and regular as if she was asleep. She could hear Mary and Terry talking quietly. She was grateful for them letting her stay here, especially to Terry as it was his room, but she wanted to be out there, looking for her father’s killers. She heard Mary walk away, then waited for Terry to go. After a few minutes the door closed fully and there was total silence. She sat up, looked behind her, then kicked the blankets away and swung her legs off the bed and stood up. She stretched, then walked over to the window. She turned back again and looked at the room again, she liked it, it smelled like Terry. She opened the window and climbed out.

Terry poked his head round the door.

“Carlotta, wakey wakey.” He said. He paused, then opened the door fully and flipped the light switch. The bed was empty and the window was open. He swore violently, then grabbed his coat, shouted, “We’re going for a walk Mum” and left before Mary saw he was alone.

Carlotta walked along the street as quickly as she could. She had it all planned out. She’d go home and get the clothes that she’d worn if the days when she’d fought time without Terry. Then she’d go round Gotham and beat the living crap out of every criminal she could find until someone told her who had killed her father. Then she’d make that person pay. 

