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Bobby 
Summers 
asked me 
out today.

He's cute.

I told him I 
already had 
plans tonight.

Which wasn't a 
lie, exactly.

Besides...

What would 
I  wear?

Shy, but cute.



This brain trust belongs 
to a group of thugs That 
calls itself "the Council".

"Carries a 
$#!%-Load 
of arrows"

It's 
"Quiver" 
as in:

NO.

I guess someone 
else has the rights 
to "Goon Squad".

'Evening,
 boys.

Who the 
hell are 
you?

The 
name's 
Quiver.

Quiver? You 
mean, As in 

"Shakes a lot"?
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Of course, 
not everyone 
gets tranqs...

After all, I need 
someone awake to 
answer questions.

Most of my arrows are 
tranquilizers with a 
small Zig extraction 
beacon on them.

And I ALWAYS 
have questions.

Always.

Let's talk 
about that 
secret  base 
of yours.

Now..

Please... 
No... more...

Fair 
enough.

You Really 
think you 

can take 

me?!?

Come on, 
little girl! 
Seriously...

I was SO 
hoping 
you'd 

ask that.

30 seconds later...



Six years ago...

I thought you 
were watching 
your show.

What are 
you doing 
IN here, 
Honey?

Besides, I 
already 

figured out 
who did it.

I don't 
like it any 

more.  

So what 
are you 
doing 
now?

So, I thought 
I'd try making 
a family tree.

Research.  you're 
always telling me 
how the Templetons 

arrived on the 
Mayflower.

Who should I 
put down in the 
spot marked 

"father"?

I was just 
wondering....

You 
figure 
it out.

You're the 
detective, 
Tiffany...

I knew it 
hurt her to 
even think 
about him.

And I wanted to 
know about both.

So, she let me know 
she could hurt back.

It was a 
cheap shot.

I Had to.  Even 
if It hurt her.

the butler.  I 
mean, how 

lame is that?
It took me weeks to WORK UP THE 
COURAGE confront my mother.

Well, maybe not 
'confront' so 
much as 'Ambush'

But She never 
talked about him. 
Or her past.



Now

Fearless. Relentless.

Addicted to danger. To excitement.

These are traits I know 
I get from my mother.

Sometimes, I wonder if 
they're what attracted my 
Father to her.

Sometimes, I wonder 
if they're what drove 
him away.



I found the reciept 
from Icon a few 
weeks afterwards.

"You are the bows from 
which your children as 
living arrows are sent 

forth.

The reciept was 
dated seven 
months before 
I was born.

Icon Is a clothing store 
that caters exclusively 
to superheroes.

I don't know what she 
purchased there.  They 
wouldn't tell me.

But I think 
I know why 
she never 
picked it up.

Two years ago...

"Let your 
bending in the 

Archer's hand be 
for gladness;
For even as HE 

loves the arrow 
that flies...

...So he loves 
also the bow 

that is stable."

Strangers attended 
my mother's funeral.

I stood there at her 
grave until dawn. 

I couldn't find the 
words to say to her, 
and she wasn't too 
talkative, either.

Some things never 
change, I guess.

And, of course, me.  
But at that point, I 
was practically a 
stranger, too.
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