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boomtown...

Story,Screencaptures,& editing: Chas York

Critical battlefield of 
the Rikti War

Once Called Home.

 Once Called BaumtonA Turning Point, 
some say

All Images come from the City of Heroes MMORPG, Cryptic Studios.  All Rights reserved.

AKA: Chase Arcanum



Now, it's called a 
"Hazard Zone"

Special thanks to: Rian Frostdrake & Cinder flame

Nobody Enters.

They're the displaced- 
left homeless after the 
Rikti invasion. 

Some had a past to hide

or a habit they couldn't let 
the authorities discover

At least, that's how 
it's supposed to work



Some were too proud 
to seek assistance.

and Some minds were just 
too shattered to move on.

They just Gathered 'round the 
fire barrel for warmth... 

Except for one

A girl, Asian descent, 
No older than sixteen.

Every feature, from the 
muddied shoes to the filthy 
rag on her head marked her 
as just another Displaced...

well-worn jeans and 
an oversized vest In 
"hellions" colors



except for that gaze. 

This one is different.

She wasn'tbroken.

Not Yet....

fixed intensely on the 
Service Corridor leading 
down into the sewers



She whipped around At my words.  
The others barely noticed

For a brief moment, 
her eyes told me that 
she knew I spoke the 
truth.

Then her defenses Came up 
and the gaze hardened

I finished, a Little 
Softer now.

You can stare 
All ya like, 
kid.  He Ain't 
coming back.

Not on His 
Own.

Nobody 
Does.



The icy stare didn't 
warm one degree.

She wielded my name 
like a weapon

Probably Expecting Her knowledge 
to Give her some kind of advantage

I didn't care- never hid my 
past from anyone

both names had gained a 
reputation as A Fierce protector 
of the less fortunate One in The papers, 

One in the streets in a... 
...more direct way Neither was something to 

be ashamed of.  

...Familiarity works both ways

Besides...

"I hear you're 
calling yourself 
"Partizan" now

Nice Mask. 
Where's the 

Cape?

Here to bring 
me in, Mark? 



Shandora Ward

Her parents ran a Grocery in 
Baumton about a block 
from the gym I owned before 
the invasion.

Her mother, Kirasu, used 
one of my rooms as a dojo

I was fortunate enough to 
call her "friend."  

Her father, Tojo taught me 
how to manage My business 

The Gym....  The grocery...
Kirasu and Tojo.

Offering self defense 
courses to anyone in need.

Now everything's gone...

...Even helped me through the 
rough spots

What's the 
Point, shan?

You'd Just run 
away from 
placement 
again.



God, I miss her

I'm sure We both do.

Baumton was leveled early in the 
invasion.

injured in the attack that killed 
her parents, shandora was 
carried to the evac sites by her 
older brother, toya.



From there, they fell 
into state care

But with social services 
stressed to the breaking 
point by the war, the odds 
of two kids finding 
foster placement 
together was slim

Rather than risk losing the only 
family they had left, they ran.

I turned them in once before- 
for their own good.

The streets aren't safe for kids 

Or adults, for that matter.

they were back on the streets in less 
than a week... and toya was making 
ends meet hustling with one of the 
local gangs

That's his vest 
shandora's wearing.



Now, the Hellions aren't 
very high on the criminal 
pecking order in Paragon 
City, 

they manage to control a 
reasonable chunk of turf and 
make a living shaking down 
locals

Occasionally, one of the misfits 
will scheme up some "big heist" that 
promises a life of luxury to anyone 
bold enough to try it

These inevitably end in 
Disaster

It seems that Toya went 
missing on a particularly 
ill-advised adventure.

Word on the street was that a dozen 
Hellions, Toya included, decided to 
brave the sewers, take on the group 
known as "the Lost" and recover some 
Rikti war artifacts to sell on the 
black market.  



I could go on for hours on 
why this was a "bad Idea"

I've got history with the sewers... 

...And the Lost



...but that wouldn't help 
the current situation.



The Current Situation: 

I Have a scared, hurt, 
angry kid whose whole 
life has turned upside 
down in less than a year.

She's lost everyone and 
everything ever held 
dear, 

...Unless I can win on an 
entirely differnt kind of 
battlefield than I'm used to.

I'm no good at this stuff.

I have to try...

and she'll likely be dead before 
spring rolls around Uness I get 
her off the streets



I'm struggling here

I know what *I* was thinking 
about when her age, but I'm 
pretty sure that won't help 
here.

...Dungeon's & Dragons... 
What'd you THINK I meant? Hey, I already said I 

wasn't any good at this 
stuff

Look, 
Kid...

You don't 
Have to Live 
like this

There are 
places to 
help you.  

You're still 
Young

you shouldn't be 
worrying about 
how to stay 

warm or where 
your next meal 
will come from

You should 
be thinking 
about...

... well, 
whatever it is 
kids your age 
think about...

umm... 
Boys

music.
....

the 
Prom?

Starting 
College...

Parties...

Cheerleading?

You know: A 
normal life.



I couldn't sell this crap.  Exasperated, I dropped the 
"hero posture" and slumped 
against the wall

my hands 
scratching a path 
over the soot

She was pointing 
at my gauntlets

Heavy as they 
were, they'd 
almost 
become a 
second skin 
in recent 
months

I found em in the rubble of 
my place after the war

Steel gloves, going up to my elbow, 
capped with 3 foot-long blades that 
never seemed to dull

You're one 
to talk 
about a 

normal life



Some hero probably 
fell there...
or nearby....

...maybe even covering my back...

Figured I owed him one.

Besides... the people needed a protector



I gave em one



She didn't need to know that, 
with no "powers" of my own, 
I'd nearly been gutted a dozen 
times.

Or that I never could find a 
hero in the registry that ever 
used such weapons

That for all I knew, 
these weapons were 
used by the invaders- 
maybe even on her 
parents.

No. What she needed was a 
"passing of the torch" fairy tale



Life... death... rebirth
That sort of crap.

Heck, sometimes I need that too.



The slightest shy 
smile crept out from 
under the grime.

I took it as an 
opening... One I wasn't 
going to miss.

I'd only planned 
to keep it up 
until the 
insurance 

settlement came 
through

By that 
time... 
well...

… well, after this kind 
of life, nothing else 

really sizes up, y'know?

But this isn't about 
me, kid.  What's your 

next move?



The smile disappeared. She didn't say 
anything.  Didn't 
Have to.  

Her eyes said 
it all

Whatever her brother 
found took out a whole 
team of hellions. 

Her voice betrayed 
her.  She didn't 
believe it either.

Nice  
Fantasy, 
but one 
that'll get 
her killed

As much as I 
hated to, I had to 
keep pushing

I hit a nerve.  

You're 
smarter 
than that.  

You can't go 
after him 

Not alone… but we'll 
form a search party.  
The hellions take care 

of their own.

We Just 
nee...

Bull.

The Hellions know 
when to cut and run- 
and they have a knack 
at the running part- 

trust me

Besides, they don't 
have a high regard 
for ladies in their 

ranks.

But you already knew 
that.  Otherwise you'd 

be in one of their 
toasty-hot hideouts 
instead of shivering 
around a fire Barrel



Poor kid was shivering, and 
it wasn't from the cold.

But this wasn't over yet.  She's 
got one more fight in her

Almost through...

I'll MAKE them 
listen.  I'll MAke 

them help... 

I'll... I'll...

You'll cut 
the stupid 

talk.

Your mother's 
gone.  Your 

Father's gone.  
Your brother, 
shandora, is 

most likely gone.

I'm not going 
to let you 
throw your 

life away.  It's 
not what Toya 
would want...

...And it's 
certainly not 
what your 
partents 

would have 
wanted.

time to get 
off the 
streets, 

kid.



Worst part about 
having a heart-t0 
heart in Boomtown

The Interruptions

I make short work of 
the Cadaver,

But when I'm done, 
she's gone.



She managed to stay off 
my radar for a week.

I'm not a religious 
man, but I prayed I'd 
find her safe in one of 
the shelters...

...while I feared 
finding her dead in 
one of the gutters.



Kings Row

Makin trouble 
with the skulls

Impressive 
moves, really.

so much like her mother.

She lacked her 
brother's size,...

but she made up for it with an 
almost unnatural agility and 
perfect form...



I Figured she was forcing the 
Hellions to take notice.

make sure they 
take her seriously

I wasn't looing forward to 
taking her down.

but I couldn't let a gang 
war erupt in the heart of 
paragon city

I could care less about 
what happened to those 
bottom-dwellers. but 
these boys had firepower

 Kings row would be 
their battlefield.  

Another Boomtown



Besides, Sooner or later, 
her luck would run out.  

Someone would get 
the drop on her...



a finger twitch from 
death,

I'm too far to do 
anything except watch 
my late friend's kid get 
slaughtered

Not that it matters... 
she can't outrun a..

Stepping inside, 
knocking the gun Away 
just as it goes off...

Bulle...

And finishing the poor 
sop with a kick his 
grandchildren will feel

she doesn't even see the one 
coming up from behind



Smart move, Pal.

Guess it's my turn



No blades for this one.

An arrest teleporter.

just as I made my move, she 
took a knee by one of the 
skulls, checked his pulse, 
and clipped something to 
his jacket.

Seconds later, he vanished

She didn't jump at my voice- 
I wonder how long she knew I 
was watching

she tossed me her badge.
No fancy code names for this one

Where'd 
you get 
those?

I registered.  
Told em I was 18



even a minor with superpowers needs 
sponsorship before Registration, 
and shan wasn't exactly shooting 
flames from her fists.

I considered it

I could force her into placement, get 
her help, get her a normal life.

spare her the pain- the terror- that 
came from the dozens of near - 
lethal wounds I'd gotten since 
donning the gauntlets.  

I wanted to.  

But That'D just drive a 
wedge between us. 

She'd be back on the street, fighting 
her own personal crusade, but this 
time with no emergency teleporter, no 
backup, and no supervision.  

I owed Kurisu more than that.

I really did.

Are you 
going to 
report me?



She nodded.

A ghost of a 
smile cracked on 
that face

I Couldn't Argue with that

Again, she drew 
the vest tight.

is this 
really 

what you 
want?

Dad used to say 
that the name "ward" 
could mean either 
"protected" or 
"protecor."

And that we'd 
have to decide 

which 
definition 
applied.

It's time 
to be a 

Protector

Besides

after this kind of 
life, nothing else 
really sizes up, 

y'know

I'm going 
after 
him...

when I'm 
ready.

Kid, when 
you're 
ready.

I'll go 
with you.



Three weeks after registering at 
atlas park, Shandora ward 
carried the badly-mutated body of 
her brother out of the sewers as 
partizan and others covered her 
escape

Toya Remains held in the Zig  
rehabilitation ward.

He still denies any  memory of 
his former life

Shandora visits him every Friday.

When She's not prowling the 
streets of Paragon City, 
Shandora can be found working at 
the Cyrus thompson community 
center. 

In exchange for her help, They let 
her use the community room to 
teach self defense Tuesday nights

She's been awarded her GED and is 
scheduled to start classes at PCU 
next semester.  



Shandora was my first "natural" martial arts  / Super reflexes 
scrapper.  She's never had a travel power, and likely never will, but 
she'squick enough on her feet.

I've had trouble on occasion with shan being "hit on."  Though I tried not 
to dress her too provocatively, I've been told that her smaller chest 
size & color coordinated costume means I'm more likely a woman.  My 
wife loves that.

Shan's often found solo in the PvP zones, but she also occasionally 
teams with My wife's Fire/fire controller "Devouring Flame" and one of 
Rian Frostdrake's always-changing alts

Shandora Supported 
longbow operations 
in Bloody bay, Sirens 
call, and now 
warburg. 

Although she isn't an 
official member, she 
wears a modified 
special operations 
uniform while in the 
field with them.

Now that she's earned 
some spending cash, 
Shandora's cleaned up 
a bit.
  she's left her 
brother's old vest 
with him, instead 
sporting a leather 
jacket that can 
absorb more abuse.

She also lost that 
ratty bandana

Her martial arts 
robes are based on 
her mother's look

Author's 
Notes:

Shandora Ward

SHandora's original 
"runaway" look.  
She'll occasionally 
dress down- 
particularly in 
messy sewer runs.



Partizan started life as the claws scrapper "Trenchant" on the liberty server.  
Neither regen nor Invulnerability really seemed right for my "natural" hero 
here, so I decided that stalking might be for him.

I deleted my level 30 hero only to find that, less than a minute later, the name 
was no longer available for the villain side.  I retconned the name change- he 
was always partizan.

When things settled In paragon, Partizan decided that he'd be best utilized in 
the rogue Isles.  He built up a cover story as a radical critic of City hall- 
radical enough to resort to violence.  Once on the Rogue Isles, he metes out 
his own form of street justice and maintains a group of "fallen hero" sorts 
known as "The Revenants"

Partizan continues to infiltrate Arachnos and feed information back to 
Paragon City.  He's often seen raiding with the Fire Controller "Forsaken Pyra" 
and the always-colorful Violet tendencies.

Partizan's street 
garb.  Without 
powers of his own, 
suprise and 
deception are key.  

The night wind off the 
surf is chilly enough 
that he finally 
invested in a military 
surplus jacket

Early in his travels on 
the rogue Isles, 
Partizan 'acquired' an 
arachnos cape and 
helm.

He wears this in part 
to feign loyalty to 
arachnos... in part as 
a dare to anyone:

try to take it back

When going against 
longbow, Partizan 
often takes the guise 
of one of their own 
operatives....

... or isthis his real 
uniform? When he 
enters warburg, is 
this what he uses to 
meet with longbow 
and pass intelligence 
their way?

Partizan's original 
"costume" consisted 
of basic, well worn 
pants and an old SWAT 
jacket for added 
protection...

And... of course... the 
gauntlets.

PARTIZANAuthor's 
Notes:


