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Okay, I DID 
NOT DO THIS! 
 
Reasonably sure 
anyway…  
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In 1931, a man calling himself Statesman appeared in the streets of Paragon City.  Claiming to have 

released his “Inner Will”, he waged a one-man war on crime and injustice in a city torn apart by 

depression and organized crime.  His cause was soon joined by others, and eventually the whole city rallied 

behind him and his team of superheroes.  Decades later those heroes would continue to inspire others to 

join in the fight in their own unique ways and make help to make Paragon City a safer place to be for 

everyone.  These are their stories... 

Some heroes are born through tragedy. 

Some are driven to act from the depths of despair. 

Sometimes, though, heroism is created through 

accident.  A twist of fate, a turn of the screw, a 

cosmic roll of the dice and having it come up 

snake-eyes at the worst possible time. 

Such is the case of one adventurer from the stars.  

A strange young woman for whom misfortune 

seems to be her lot in life. 

 

Tales from Paragon City #3 is created using original characters in the City of Heroes Multiplayer Online Roleplaying 

Game.  Copyright © 2004-2012 This story is an independent derivative work of the City of Heroes Game. All original rights 

are reserved by NCSoft and Paragon Studios. NCSoft, the interlocking NC logo, Paragon Studios, City of Heroes, City of 

Villains, and all associated logos and designs are trademarks or registered trademarks of NCSoft Corporation and Paragon 

Studios. Cryptic Studios is a trademark of Cryptic Studios, Inc. All other trademarks are property of their respective owners.  
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Historically speaking… 

These were the first 
casualties of the “second 
wave” of Shivan meteors. 

An interstellar transport 
ship was caught unaware of 
the rapidly-moving objects. 

Unable to change course, it 
collides into the mass and 
is broken up on impact. 

The remains of the ship are 
impaled along the surface 
of the mass and dragged 
along to its destination. 

The third planet in the Sol 
System. 

A planet known to the 
natives as “Earth”. 
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<Qkgmxxx… 
Are we there?>* 

(* Translated from 
Universal Inter-Speak) 

Terrestrial Date: September 13, 2011 

<Why did not 
anyone… ??> 

<No… no… no… 
no… We crashed, 
did we not? 

FAZAAK!!!> 

<I will not take 
the blame for 
this!  I will not!   

I did not cause 
this one!> 

<I have been blamed for 
a lot of things… but 
Not even a Kozukaka 
would think I could be 
blamed for this kind 
of destruction.> 
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<A bit cold.   

It does not help 
I am wearing 
nothing but my 
undersuit.> 

<So-Sa…  

I have worn 
far less 
before.> 

<Maybe this is how we 
were supposed to be sent 
here in the first place. 

Dropped off, left to 
fend for ourselves with 
nothing but what is on 
our backs.> 

<I suppose I had 
better find out more 
about this strange 
planet that I am on. 

And stop talking out loud 
to nobody.> 

This damage 
could not have 
come from the 
transport ship. 

Some of this comes 
from strange 
stone that do not 
match the debris. 

There are loud 
noises… some sort 
of alarm.  Cries of 
pain.   

There are other 
beings here. 

Strange beings. 

Flesh beings and 
moving stone. 

Flesh beings in 
uniforms too. 

Are these castes, like 
my own people? 

The one in Black… is 
that one the overseer 
Caste?  The rulers of 
the planet? 
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These Flesh 
Beings are 
fighting the 
Stone Beings. 

Are the Stone 
Beings from the 
same Stones 
that came down 
with my ship? 

Would they 
fight me if I 
approached 
them? 

I should 
speak with 
the Flesh 
beings first. 

<Step Aside.  I 
do not wish 
to harm you!> 

They appear 
to be the 
native forms. 

�o��red����on�t�j
ust�stand�the
re����ight��

I do not know 
what the flesh 
being is saying. 

Does it not know 
Inter-Speak? 

It does not 
matter. 

I can defend 
myself quite 
well. 

�et�to�the�tra
nsport����e�ve�
got�you�cover
ed��

�et�her�out�o
f�here��

I do not know what 
these Flesh Beings 
are trying to tell me. 

But their tone 
suggest they 
are concerned 
about me. 

They are 
gesturing a 
direction for 
me to take. 

Hopefully to 
someone that 
will know 
Inter-Speak. 
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These castes 
are confusing. 

Black and Red 
Overseers? 

Did the Stone 
Beings bring me 
into the middle 
of a civil war? 

I need to 
keep moving. 

My energy 
is still 
too weak.  
I cannot 
even fly 
right now. 

Keep moving to 
the place the 
flesh being 
gestured me 
to go to. 

�elp�me…  

This one is alive. 

It dresses strangely. 

It is not an overseer 
like those I have seen. 

It speaks like the other 
flesh beings. 

Maybe it is like me, but 
has been here too long 
to remember Inter-Speak? 

�elp�me…  

<I do not know who 
you are and I wish I 
knew what you were 
saying.   

If there is anything 
I can do to help you 
I would give-- > 

<Eraaagh!> 
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I feel weak… drained. 

Whatever it did… 
however HE did it… he 
took some of my own 
energy so he could 
heal himself. 

�hank�you�� <What… what the 
farzin did you just 
do to me? 

It felt like you stole 
some of my power for 
yourself! > 

�ou�must�go�
now��get�to�
the�ridge��

�o����ow�����wi
ll�cover�yo
u��

I wish I knew what 
you were saying.   

I can only guess 
at what you want 
me to do. 

I was right. 

This is a civil war 
between overseers. 

The red Caste 
dress like they are 
the new overseers, 
rebelling over the 
old guard. 

The Black ones 
look like they are 
the old guard. 

If only I knew what 
these flesh beings 
are saying to each 
other so I could 
better understand 
why they are 
fighting. 

Red versus Black, with some 
strange Blue Mechanical unit 
helping out the Red overseers. 

�ou�have�the�
right�to�rm
ain�silent��

�o�use�it�an
d�shut�up��
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Finally they gesture 
me to some strange 
transport device. 

Other flesh beings are 
here as well.  I think they 
are being rescued. 

The woman talking to 
me is strange.  She is 
here but not here.  She 
is like the legendary 
wind-wisps. 

Are you 
okay?   

Are you 
injured? 

<I was drained 
from the other 
being but… 

Wait… you can 
understand me?  
You can speak 
inter-speak?> 

No.  I am reading your thoughts 
directly.  This is how we can 
understand each other.  I am a 
telepath. 

My name is Numina, and I know 
that you are not of this planet. 

<No.  I am from… many 
places.  But I am also 
something of an outcast.   

My name is Qwa.> 

<Unnh… > 

… that I am sorry 
for what is 
about to be done. 

<My ship had 
crashed here 
with the stones.  
I do not know 
all the details.> 

Well I hope we 
can help you 
with that… but 
before we do, I 
have to say…  

<What are you 
talking ab--> 
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I awake in prison. 

AGAIN! 

I don’t know why 
either.  The woman, 
numina, she only 
said that she was 
“sorry”. 

Did they find 
someone else 
from the ship? 

Did they tell the 
flesh beings some 
lie about me? 

I did discover that I 
was wrong about the 
real Overseers of 
this world. 

The Real Overseers do 
not wear Red or Black. 

Their armor is Purple. 

I heard them refer to 
themselves as “Vah-n-Gurd”. 

Whatever Numina did to me 
to understand her, 
somehow it is causing me 
to under stand these flesh 
beings more and more.   

Their words are not just 
gibberish to me anymore. 

Nobody will tell 
me why I am here. 

<GAH! 

At least tell me 

WHYYYYY!!> 

Sometimes my 
anger gets the 
better of me. 

I do not know how 
long I am here. 

They leave  ugly 
substances for me to 
consume and drink.  I 
begin to measure my 
time here by those 
routine servings. 

You check 
out the one 
in Nine? Oh yeah, hot alien, 

if you’re into that 
sort of sicko stuff. 
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Then… after ugly substance 
number twenty-three…  

The door just… 
opens. 

Strange. 

Is this 
a trap? 

Will an 
overseer 
come in? 

I have heard 
some of the 
overseers 
when they pass 
by my cell. 

I do not know 
what they say, 
but their tone 
suggests they 
do not like me. 

Maybe they 
decided to 
just let me 
go. 

Overseers do 
not like to 
admit being 
wrong. 

But the one good 
thing about being 
in that cell all 
this time is that I 
have recovered my 
energy levels.  

I can fly 
again! 

Now I am going to 
get the answers 
to my questions 
of where I am and 
why they treat me 
this way. 

Who is 
that? 

Fish on 
the move! 

Escape… 
Jealousy… 
Sadness…   

I wondered if some 
of the others were 
like me… held here 
for no given reason. 

But I made that 
mistake once before 
in my life.  I am not 
going to do it again. 
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Out in the 
open, I can 
fight these 
“Vah-N-Gurd” 
overseers. 

Their energy blades 
do not scare me. 

They are no 
match to my 
energy punches. 

These Overseers have 
no energy inside 
them to fight. 

They rely on their 
armor to power 
them up.  Izionz! 

One by one, 
I take their 
best shots…  

And give 
them one 
better.  
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<Well done, 
Qwa.> 

<Huh?> <Greetings.> 

<Who and what 
are you supposed 
to be?  Are you 
supposed to 
intimidate me?> 

I was surprised 
not only about the 
size, but also 
because it spoke 
Inter-Speak. 

<Intimidate? 

No. 

This is just a 
drone unit.> 

<Or, more precisely, this 
drone is YOUR proxy unit… 
for your stay here on 
Earth.   

That is the name of our 
Planet.  Earth. 

You will note that it is 
translating my words into 
Inter-Speak for you so 
there will not be any more 
“miscommunications”.> 

<My name is Lady Grey, and I am the 
director of the organization 
known as The Vanguard, which 
watches for potential alien 
threats. 

I would like to formally apologize 
in person for the slight 
misunderstanding that led you to 
be incarcerated in our Atlantis 
detention facility.   

Will you agree to peacefully meet?> 

Just when I thought I 
had these Flesh 
Beings figured out, 
they surprise me with 
something new. 

They give me a robot 
pet, an apology, and 
a meeting with the 
person in charge. 

And I would have to be 
an real Izionz to say 
“no” at this point. 

<Okay.  You have 
my curiosity. 

Let us… talk.> 
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Qwa.  It is good 
to see you again. 

<Numina… Did you 
know they were 
going to arrest 
me and hold me 
in… wherever that 
place was?> 

A quick transport later…  

Yes.  And I am 
sorry they did 
that to you.  
You didn’t 
deserve that. 

<Then I suppose 
that this…> 
Lady Grey and I 
have… Have…  

What did you 
do to me now? 

I promise that after 
the meeting, if you 
wish, I can reverse 
the process. 

It is only a temporary 
alteration so you can 
communicate better 
with Lady grey. 

*Sigh* Oh, 
all right. 

Let us get 
this done. 

By all that is zthl…  

These Earth Beings 
presume too much 
sometimes! 

Maybe there are things that 
I have done in the past, but I 
certainly did not deserve 
being put in prison here, or 
having my mind altered just 
so I could speak their 
native language. 
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I am introduced to 
Lady Grey.  She appears 
young, but she has an 
old tone in her voice. 

The man in the background 
is Serpent Drummer.  He 
claims he is not there as 
a bodyguard, but his 
posture says otherwise. 

Miss Qwa… I want 
to formally 
apologize for 
incarcerating you 
without just cause. 

Normally we don’t 
treat visitors to 
our planet that way. 

However, you did arrive here along with 
a new version of creatures that we 
refer to as “Shivans”, and their arrival 
did cause the destruction of a 
significant part of our city. 

The decision was made, albeit a hasty 
one, to detain you quickly and then to 
assert whatever connection you had 
with the Shivans afterward. 

If by “Shivans” 
you mean those 
stone beings, 
then I can 
honestly say I 
have never seen 
or heard of 
them before I 
arrived on your 
world. 

But your behavior after 
your detention 
suggested that this 
wasn’t the first time 
that this sort of thing 
happened to you. 

You’ve been in prison 
before, haven’t you? 

Yes but… *Gagh!* 

It… was for nothing that I 
consciously did but… 

It… it is complicated.   

Well now is the time for 
you to un-complicate it. 

Numina will know if you 
are telling the truth, so 
be honest with us and we 
will do everything we 
can to help you. 

My home world is 
called D’Monaiz. 

It endures because of 
a rigorous hon0r-
caste system. 

My people are not just 
born into various 
castes… in my case, I 
was literally created 
for one such caste. 

… 

Very well.  I will 
tell you the story 
of my life. 
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“I was created to be a 
member of the Peace-
Caste.  It is a position of 
great honor and respect.” 

“From the moment I would 
open my eyes for the first 
time, I would be pledged to 
an ambassador, to live with 
him and to eventually bear 
his children.” 

“You mean you 
were created to 
be a concubine!” 

“Numina, please.  Qwa is 
talking about long-
held customs on her 
world, no different 
than some of our own.” 

“Unfortunately, there was a… 
mistake… in my creation.  I was 
given a Peace-Caste body, but 
also a War-Caste’s energy.” 

“War-Castes are soldiers, 
literally born into battle.  Their 
first act is to dispel the stored 
energy from within their bodies 
to clear an enemy’s line.” 

“So when you 
were born you--” 

“The Peace-Caste in me fell in 
love with the ambassador I 
was pledged to.  Then the War-
Caste in me vaporized him.” 

“This led to a brutal war of 
honor that still embarrasses 
my people to this day.” 

“Because I did not 
consciously commit this 
act, I could not be blamed 
for it.  But I also could 
not stay with my own 
people, because I brought 
shame to my world” 

“I became an outcast, along 
with the scientist that made 
the mistake of my creation.  
Honor forced him to serve 
as my guardian until I was 
considered old enough to 
decide my own fate.” 

“My god… that’s… 
horrible.” 

“And that would be…?” 

“On my fifth star cycle.” 
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I do not know what 
happened to the scientist 
that raised me.  I had to 
call him “Gant”, which on 
my world means “Failure”. 

He taught me to read and 
to speak Inter-Speak, the 
universal language of 
star travelers.  He told me 
what to do when the day 
came for me to leave. 

I was asked to leave to get food.  
When I returned, he was not there 
and his belongings were 
missing. 

I took what little there was left 
and I proceeded to the star-
ports to get work. 

I handled various duties on 
different ships and worlds.  
Bodyguard, maintenance, even 
once a for-hire War-Caste. 

When I travelled to worlds that knew 
of the D’monaiz, I found that they 
would refer to me in a negative way. 

My name, Qwa, was our ancient word 
for “Fortune”.  It was meant to be a 
positive reference for any child.   

Today, “Qwa” means “Bad fortune” or 
“Trouble” to my people. 

But then I discovered that something 
else followed me everywhere I went. 

“I had no choice but 
to travel further 
and further away.   

Places that did not 
know about me or 
about my people.” 

“I tried to keep 
myself out of 
trouble.  I 
dressed low-
key, I worked 
low positions, 
I tried to keep 
my mouth shut.” 

“The last planet I 
was on had a 
star-port that 
supplied ships 
going into the 
deepest parts of 
known space.” 

“I worked there for a whole 
star cycle, helping to load 
and unload supplies until I 
could convince a captain to 
bring me on board.  It is how 
you secure passage if you 
cannot afford to buy it.” 

“Then, two rotations 
before the ship was ready 
to leave, I was told by 
the port supervisor that 
there was no work for me 
and that I could not 
board the ship.” 

“But trouble 
always seemed 
to find me.” 
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“The Port Supervisor said 
that I was a fugitive.” 

“Only someone 
from my planet 
would consider 
me a fugitive.” 

“Even from a distance, 
I knew who it was.” 

“His name was 
Xaxan, a member 
of the War-Caste.” 

“After my people fought 
their war of honor, the 
War-Caste that survived 
served as mercenaries 
and bounty hunters.   

Xaxan was both the best 
and the worst of them.” 

<Qwa the 
abomination. 

You have 
dishonored 
our people 
for far too 
long.> 

<I am not here to 
cause trouble, 
Xaxan.  I am 
simply trying to 
go someplace 
where I will not 
cause shame to 
our people.> 

<Every star cycle brings more and 
more rumors of your activities 
from other worlds.  You bring 
shame to us all by your presence! 

No more!  No more will you drag 
our shame to those other stars! 

I have been empowered by our 
people to have you taken to the 
penal moon, where death is but a 
certainty.  You will die painfully 
and horribly and then be 
forgotten, as you should have 
been all those cycles ago. 

Only then will we have honor.> 

<And yet everywhere you go, you serve as a 
continual reminder of our people and the 
shame that we bear of your existence.> 
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“I tried to resist.” 

“But he was a War-Caste, 
with powers far greater 
than my own.” 

*ENF!* 

<Never!> 

<Submit, 
Abomination!> 

*Huff* *Huff* <I will 
not submit to our 
people’s quest 
for honor any 
further!  I have 
had enough!> 

<YOU 
DARE!> 

“Even without the 
technology of my people 
aiding him, Xaxan would 
still be better than me.” 

“I fought… because 
something inside of me 
said I needed to fight.” 
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“That was all that I 
remembered of that 
day, but I knew what 
would come next.” 

“I was 
stripped 
and then put 
in a prison 
stasis tube” 

“Then I was 
loaded 
onto a 
transport 
ship.” 

When I awoke, I was on this world… 
“Earth”, I think you said it was called. 

I heard stories of the penal moon on 
my star system… a dangerous place 
where one is left with nothing but 
what they are wearing and are not 
expected to survive for very long 
after they arrive. 

I first thought this world was it, but 
when I saw that you did not know 
Inter-speak, and I did not recognize 
any of the beings here, I realized that 
this was… someplace different. 

Yes… well, 
unfortunately, you 
managed to catch 
us at our worst 
that day. 

Our people 
managed to find 
some wreckage 
imbedded with the 
Shivan Meteors. 

But we could not 
know for certain 
what your role 
was in the 
matter until we 
had a chance to 
speak with you. 

I cannot help but 
feel sorry for what 
you went through… 
an outcast… and 
through no fault 
of your own! 

I was hoping to 
find someplace 
where I did not 
have to eventually 
explain myself to 
them or explain 
why I am different 
from my people. 

To just be… me. 

I have been to 
enough worlds to 
know that the 
ways of my people 
are wrong. 
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Miss Qwa, it’s clear that 
you’re being persecuted 
by your people.  We can 
offer some measure of 
protection for you. 

But in exchange, I would 
like to put your unique 
experiences of other 
worlds to use. 

I don’t think 
you can ever 
get away from 
the first part…  

But maybe we 
can help you 
with you just 
being you. 

We are currently relying on 
a race called the Kheldians 
to provide us with most of 
the information of the 
worlds beyond our own. 

I’m certain you would 
understand why I would 
prefer to have a… second 
perspective, which you 
obviously can provide. 

Spending your life 
as an outcast, you 
have almost no 
loyalties to honor, 
and you can’t be 
accused of betraying 
any secrets by 
helping us. 

You can share with us 
knowledge that 
would not be first 
vetted by others. 

It sounds so… tempting. 

I still have to wonder, though, 
if there is some kind of… 
trick… to this offer. 

Sometimes we may require 
your knowledge; in other 
instances, we will ask for 
your strength, or perhaps 
for your… unique allure. 

I will promise you, 
though, that as long as 
you are willing to work 
with us, we will make sure 
that you have a place that 
you can call home for as 
long as you wish. 

Some measure of skepticism 
should be expected. 

We will ask for your assistance, 
not only concerning the 
Shivans, but also concerning 
the rivals to the Kheldians, the 
Nictus, as well as a race you 
may have not heard about known 
as the Rikti. 
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They tested my 
strength…  

They measured 
how strong my 
energy is. 

They gave me 
access to 
learning 
devices. 

“The Brown 
Cow leaped 
Over The Hill.” Duh 

brooon 
Caw lep-
duhovrrr 
duhill.. 

… against 
models of 
their worst 
enemies. 

And I measured 
their hatred of 
this… Rikti.  

And of all 
other “aliens”. 

The Browwwn 
Coww Leeped 
Ov’r The Hill…  

This 
“English” 
is very 
difficult 
to learn. 

<My name is Qwa, and I 
am speaking to you in 
the universal language 
of a thousand worlds.   

Do you understand me?> 

Language… bizarre… 
words… unknown… 

Disturbed… Volcano… 
Woman… gibberish…  

Cannot… comprehend. 

And I got to 
talk with an 
actual Rikti. 

Lady Grey wanted to see 
if they understood Inter-
Speak, and this one 
supposedly was helping 
the Earthers, so if there 
was anyone that would 
not lie about knowing 
this language, this 
would be the one. 

Or, rather, 
talk “TO” a 
Rikti. 

Inquire… 
subject… 
comprehend 
English? 

Better... 
discuss. 

It gave me a…  

what is the 
Earther word? 

Head-
ache? 
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There was still much 
that they did not 
trust me with, though. 

They thought they 
would keep their fear 
of “aliens” hidden. 

And yet, from all of the files 
I have studied about their 
history, I found that they 
were “helped” by Kheldians, 
Nictus, and other aliens for 
whole system-cycles. 

These “Vanguard” 
overseers are not like 
any other overseer 
caste that I have known. 

They claim to take pride 
in humanity, and yet they 
covet the technology of 
others for their own use. 

They claim to welcome 
other worlds, yet their 
signs talk of mistrust 
of those beings. 

Granted it was done quietly, 
but it was still done, and 
much of their current 
technology is because of so-
called “Alien” assistance. 

They talk of freedom, 
yet they surround 
themselves with giant 
walls and have the 
lesser overseer castes 
parade about. 

Their visual entertainment 
also is very disturbing, 
especially this “Rona” 
program.  I do not know 
what “Journalism” is 
supposed to be, but I hope 
it is not contagious. 

I still have much to 
learn about those 
lesser castes. 

If I did not have their 
learning device and had to 
rely on their visual 
entertainment to learn this 
“English”, then I would end 
up talking like a Kozukaka. 

At least the sub-language 
called “French” sounds like 
the language of star-
travelers, even if it 
reminds me of the chirping 
of little shworhongers. 

Final Exam Question: You 
are in Kings Row and you 
see a dead body.  Who 
would you report it to 
and what would you say? 

I would find a city Po-
leese officer and say 
“Officer, I want to 
report a dead body.” 

Correct. 

Congratulations, Qwa.  
You have passed the 
minimal comprehension 
examination. 

Now I know enough of 
their language for me 
to be allowed outside. 
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Of the various cities, I 
chose to stay with the one 
with the Red sub-overseers. 

“Paragon City” they call it. 

Atlas Park - Paragon City, RI 

While the giant walls 
bother me, it also has 
more modern buildings 
and even plants. 

Plus, I enjoy 
watching their 
star rise at 
the start of 
the rotation. 

The star-energy 
feels good on my 
skin, even if, as 
they say, I cannot 
“get a tan.” 

I am comfortable 
with the trade-off. 

Apologies, 
Miss Qwa... 

… but I must remind you 
that you have a ten A.M. 
video conference with 
President Obama. 

No doubt. 

It has been suggested, 
yet again, that you 
wear something less… 
revealing… for your 
meeting with him. 

Another morning 
talking with… what 
do you call them… 
Politicians? 

It seems like a 
waste of time. 

Although my 
personal Robot 
overseer is 
already very 
annoying. 

That other place, the 
“Rogue Isles”, reminded 
me too much like a 
filthy KWAKole. 
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<Bio-energy signature 
confirmed. 

Fugitive Identification: 
QWA, alias Qwa the 
Abomination.> 

<Transmit location of 
signature to tracker 
Xaxan for retrieval.> 

So-sa… I 
wager you 
this... 

If you can 
catch me, 
you can 
choose my 
attire. 

Not again…  

I thought about changing 
my clothes, wearing 
something more than just 
my undersuit. 

But then I have worn 
this long enough for 
me to be comfortable 
wearing just this much. 

Besides, I have seen 
Earther females 
wear far less. 

Maybe, for once, I 
can get a break 
here. 

Maybe this is the 
one place where I 
will not be 
considered trouble. 

Error… 
too fast…  

End? 

Maybe…  
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Strange Visitor 
 
Imagine finding yourself on a strange planet, wearing nothing but your underwear.  You don’t 

know a single thing about the planet that you are on, but you find yourself in the middle of 

something big and violent and chaotic with the various life forms. 

Do you think that in the short span of time that you are there that you can understand the 

native language, their social structures, and the event that is transpiring in front of you?  And 

do so without somehow being blamed for it?  Can you convince these other beings that you 

have never met before, that you didn’t even know existed, that you weren’t involved with the 

chaotic event? 

This is the dilemma that our featured character, Qwa, had to face. 

She arrives on Earth at the same time as Galaxy City was being destroyed by Shivan meteors.  

Shivan creatures are attacking people, including those that need to be rescued.  And then on 

top of that, you have Arachnos agents from the Rogue Isles showing up to cause trouble. 

By the way, City of Heroes players will recognize that scene as being part of the “Last Stand 

In Galaxy City” tutorial, where they explore their newly-created abilities in the field, as well 

as choosing whether they want to be a hero or a villain. 

And here’s this strange visitor that does not know the language, does not know who is who, 

does not know a single thing about the social hierarchies, and she is forced to rely on her own 

experience from other worlds to try to figure these things out and try not to get in trouble.  Of 

course this doesn’t last very long. 

So what would a strange visitor conclude when he or she arrives on a strange world in the 

middle of a chaotic battle, with people in different-colored uniforms fighting both strange 

creatures and the other groups?  Wouldn’t that strange visitor presume that he or she stepped 

into a civil war that was being interrupted by these “rock beings”?   

Remember, this is someone that doesn’t know who the “Freedom Corps” or “Longbow” or 

“Arachnos” are or what they stand for.  This person would not know who the colorfully-

costumed individuals were or that they were superheroes, and there would be no way for him 

or her to know this immediately because they don’t speak the language. 

There is another aspect that is touched on briefly in this story and it’s been a part of the City of 

Heroes lore since day one. 

Words of wisdom from writer and creator David 2. 

Continues on next page... 
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You’ll notice that there is a reference to the xenophobic hypocrisy surrounding Paragon 

City.  There are billboards that litter the city saying that “Earth is for humans” and telling 

people to be suspicious of anything that doesn’t look human. 

And yet for all of their disgust for anything “not human”, they still have no qualms 

adapting non-human technology for their own purposes, such as medical teleporters, 

drones, and weapons.  Perhaps the biggest example of their hypocrisy can be seen 

everywhere in Paragon City through those huge War Walls, which have never been torn 

down and have proven to not be able to do what they were intended to do in the first place, 

which was to keep the Rikti out. 

This issue provides a very important lesson on practicing what we preach.  We’d like to 

think that we represent the best of humanity.  But if a strange visitor were to show up out of 

the blue and could only judge humanity over what they see being carried out, would they 

really come to that particular conclusion? 

 

By the way, what do you think of our strange visitor?   

Would you like to see more of Qwa’s adventures on Earth? 

Please let us know by going to the official website for the Tales of Paragon City.  Your 

comments could very well lead to a new ongoing series featuring our rose-colored 

adventurer. 

Continued from previous page... 

We don’t normally get to announce next issues, but we will have a special 

two-part story starting in the City of Comic Creators Compendium #6.   

This will feature the previously untold story of a certain character made 

famous on YouTube, along with a special appearance by Sin Stalker of 

the Justice-Knights.  Think you know who this mystery character is?  You 

might be surprised! 

Find out more about the Compendium by going to the City of Comic 

Creators website at http://cohcomicindex.com 
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