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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... 

In the world that you know, Marcus Cole became 

Statesman, Earth’s greatest champion and the hero 

of Paragon City. 

 

But in another reality, Cole became something less 

than noble.  And once he saved humanity from a 

terrible evil, he then re-made a portion of that 

world in his image. 

 

And just like his counterpart, the people of this 

“new utopia” followed the lead set by their “Savior”. 

 

Tales from Paragon City #2 is created using original characters in the City of Heroes Multiplayer Online Roleplaying 

Game.  Copyright © 2004-2011 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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From the Book 
of The Praetor: 

“And man declared himself the masters 
over the land, the air, and the water 
and all that inhabited above, upon, 
and below.” 

“And man declared 
these all to be good.” 

“He mastered the Gene and the Atom 
and the fundamental elements of 
the universe itself.” 

“And then man turned to the 
gods of old, the makers of all 
that came before him, and Man 
declared them to be obsolete.” 

“Man then remade himself 
into the gods of new to 
replaced the gods of old.” 

“The first of these gods of Men 
was Marcus, who quickly slew 
his rival and declared himself 
the King of Gods.” 

“Through him came forth 
other Gods of Men. And 
they pledged their loyalty 
to the King of Gods.” 

“The King of Gods saw 
this and he declared 
it to be good.” 

“But the gods of old were 
bitter and vain.  They 
would not step aside for 
the Gods of Man.” 

“And so they rebelled.” 
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“the Gods of old chose new 
champions from the Earth itself 
and gave their new champions 
power to make war upon the world 
of man and his self-made gods.” 

“And these new champions laid 
waste to the world of man, 
destroying his homes and his 
fields and his crops and his 
cattle.  They brought down the 
mighty cities and the many 
statues of Man’s greatness.” 

“And the Gods of Old 
looked upon the ruins of 
man and the misery of his 
plight, and they smiled and 
declared it to be good.” 

“But Marcus would not be 
defeated, nor would he 
allow man to be defeated 
by the Gods of Old.” 

“He tamed the Earth and purged 
it of its champions, and from 
that land, created a heaven in 
his own image and he called 
that land  ‘Praetoria’.” 

“He then summoned his 
faithful, the loyal and 
pure, and he brought them 
to this place and said to 
them ‘This is your home 
now.  The home of the new 
children of the Gods of 
Man.  Be fruitful on this 
land and multiply.’” 

“And the King of Gods looked 
upon this new land and the 
happiness of his people and he 
declared it all to be good.” 
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THIS is how our history 
is being re-told in the 
“new Golden Age”. 

Mankind’s darkest days 
transformed into 
scripture for our city-
state’s new religion. 

“All hail our king of 
Gods,” it continues, 
“and praise his name 
to the heavens for 
his continued grace 
upon us all.” 

This is what our younger 
generation is being 
taught at school. 

They’re being taught to 
read and write.  They’re 
learning algebra, 
geometry, physics, 
computer programming, 
and that gods came from 
man, and not vice-versa. 

I know this 
fiction is 
a lie. Because I 

was there. 

I fought the 
Devouring Earth 
side-by-side 
with Marcus. 

I was there when 
the last of the 
old cities fell. 

Even then I refused 
to give up.  I 
continued to fight 
the monsters with 
all that I had. 

Marcus admired 
that.  He even 
commended me 
for it. 

It was a fight 
that cost me 
everything that 
I cherished. 

I lost both my 
parents and the 
woman I loved 
in the war. 

Everything that I 
fought for was 
gone.  Everything 
that I lived for 
died along with 
them in the war. 

Of course I have 
to be careful 
about being too 
sentimental about 
those dark days. 

“Mother” is 
always listening. 

There was nothing 
at all religious 
about the war. 
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“Mother” is always 
listening to our 
thoughts. 

Most of the time 
she doesn’t care… 
unless we get too 
sentimental about 
the past. 

And I don’t have 
time to be too 
sentimental 
right now... 

Not when I still 
have business 
to attend to. 

What is 
that thing 
supposed 
to be? 

I mean, I know 
it’s called a 
“Monument of 
Iron”, but it 
doesn’t look like 
any kind of 
monument that 
I’m familiar with. 

It’s not from this 
universe. 
 
It’s from a 
dimension called 
the “Shadow Shard”. 
 
It was believed this 
artifact would  
block telepaths. 
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Now why would 
someone do 
something so 
foolish? 
 
How would 
“Mother” be able 
to protect them 
from dangerous 
thoughts? 

That’s a question 
that I try not to 
dwell too much 
time on, Ma’am. 
 
If you’ll excuse 
me… I have to go 
meet with the 
curator. 

Mister Dane, 
the sale of 
your latest 
artifacts has 
been credited 
to your 
account and 
your express 
card has been 
prepared per 
your wishes. 

It really amazes 
me how popular 
these trinkets are…  
 
I mean, they look 
like  cheap cereal 
toys, but for some 
strange reason, 
people are really 
buying them. 

I would really 
enjoy meeting with 
whomever is 
supplying you with 
these items and 
maybe work out a 
deal directly with 
them.  You’d still 
get a commission 
of course. 

Thank you, 
but my 
source does 
value their 
anonymity.   
 
I’m sure you 
understand. 

Oh of 
course!  

Of course he’s not 
the only one who 
would like to know 
who Is supplying me 
with these items. 

Always an honor 
and privilege to 
do business with 
you, Mister Dane. 

They’re not exactly 
items that you’d 
find on this planet. 

And if certain other people 
found out who has been 
supplying me with them, that 
person would not be alive 
for very long afterward. 
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Oh my... 

Hello gorgeous!   
 
Who is THAT rugged 
piece of heaven?   
 
And please tell me 
that he’s single! 

We went out a few times.  
He’s okay, but he’s a little 
too sullen for my tastes. 

Him?  Oh, that’s 
Roman Dane. 

Wow… what a waste.  
Thanks for the heads-up. 

Roman Dane?  You mean the 
former hero Warhorse?  
You know him? 

Yes, I hear their 
conversations.  
I know what they 
say about me. 

They say I’m too 
withdrawn.  I’m 
still mourning 
the loss of my 
fiancée. 

They say I just need 
to find someone 
new.  Marry them.  
Make new citizens. 

There is nothing 
more that I would 
rather do for 
myself and for 
this city-state. 

But I have too 
much to do. 

I have a greater 
purpose to 
fulfill here. 
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Imperial City is beautiful! 

This was the first area 
that we helped Marcus 
clear of the Devouring 
Earth. 

It remains clear 
thanks to a sonic 
barrier over the 
whole city-state. 

But that barrier 
has a drawback 
to it that very 
few people know. 

“Mother” cannot 
listen in when 
you’re near the 
barrier. 

That makes it 
the perfect 
hiding place 
for anyone that 
wants to remain 
anonymous. 

The lake air is refreshing 

today, Roman Dane. 

 

For a moment I thought I 

saw a fish in the waters, but 

it turned out to be just a 

man swimming. 
There are no fish in these 
waters, Acantha.  The 
devouring Earth killed 
them off years ago. 
 
We’ve tried to clone a few, 
like we did the seagulls, 
but we only ended up 
creating squid monsters. 

Acantha is a witch.   
 
There aren’t too many like 
her on the planet. 
 
Rumor has it they sided 
with Hamidon and the 
Devouring Earth, so 
Marcus ordered them all 
to be executed on sight. 

The fact that I even 
know she is here 
could be grounds 
for treason, never 
mind that I helped 
her come here and 
have been helping 
her stay hidden. 
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I’ve brought 
you the 
money from 
the sale. 

Thank you. They asked 
about you 
again… 
wanted to 
meet with 
you and deal 
with you 
directly. 

My poor knight.  

You know if they 

discover me that 

I would be killed.  

And yet you risk 

your own life to 

keep me safe. 

You know why 
I’m doing this. 
 
You know why 
I’ve been 
keeping you 
hidden here. 

Please!  I beg you… 

Please do not kill me! 

 

I will give you anything 

you desire… anything! 

“Really?  Well all I 
want is my loved 
ones back!  Can you 
give me that?” 

That is beyond even my power… 

 

But I can tell you who killed 

the ones you loved!  I saw the 

ones who murdered them! 

“You’re LYING!  Marauder told 
me that their transport was 
attacked by your friends!  The 
Devouring Earth killed them!” 

And well you should not!  But I 

promise you this: if you let 

me live, I will name you the ones 

that killed your parents and the 

woman you loved. 

I am Acantha of the high winds, and 

by all that I am, I vow to you that 

what I say is the truth.  I saw the 

people who killed your loved ones, 

and they were not the Devouring 

Earth.  They were men like you. 

“I have never known a witch 
to go back on their vows.” 

“How do you know who 
they were?  And why are 
you doing this for me?” 

I know because I was there.   

 

I do this because you know 

as well as I do that there 

has been something vital 

lacking in this world…  

 

something that only you can 

restore in the new state 

you are creating: 
 

Justice. 
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Justice.  

A word considered 
outdated along with 
truth and liberty. 

And yet even I can’t 
help but accept that 
even a city-state like 
ours cannot survive 
without justice. 

So… it’s time 
for you to do 
your part of 
the deal. 

Very well, 

Roman Dane. 

The first of the 

murderers can be 

found at the foot of 

this hill.   

 

Seek the man named 

“Cabot”. 

Let Justice 

be served. 

Because “Mother” 
cannot hear us near 
the barrier, the 
Praetorian Police 
have to keep it clear 
of “undesirables”. 

Supposedly for 
“their own good”, 
of course. 

But their definition 
of “Undesirables” is 
vague enough to 
include ordinary 
people.  Civilians.  
Innocents. 

Their only “crime” consisting 
of looking for a nice place 
to get a view of the city. 

Justice.  

I have to remind 
myself that this 
is about justice 
and not revenge. 

Revenge is 
too easy.  
It doesn’t 
resolve 
anything. 

It only leads 
to more 
violence, 
more chaos. 
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Once upon a time, 
their actions would 
be called criminal, 
back when more 
“liberal” thinking 
was in vogue. 

Unit 37 calling in  a 
van for… let’s call this 
one a “Vandal”. 

Please, I was just 
walking and I needed 
to take a rest! 

You’ll get all the 
rest you need at the 
Treatment Center! 
 

YOU THERE!  YOU! 

That was before the 
Hamidon Wars. 

Now everyone is 
considered guilty 
until innocent, and 
the guilty are given 
no quarter or mercy. 

Come here and 
present your 
identification! 

This is just 
a prelude 
to being 
arrested. 

Is there a 
problem, 
officers? 

Your 
problem is 
existence, 
citizen.   
 
When we say 
come down 
here we 
don’t mean 
leisurely! 

Are you 
sure you 
want to go 
down this 
route? 

Think real 
hard about it 
before you 
raise that 
pulse glove! 

Stand down, 
trooper.   
 
You’re facing 
Warhorse.   
 
You’d be real 
lucky if he 
just lets you 
live for your 
arrogance. 

… I’m… sorry 
for the… 
mistake… sir. 

I can hear the surge 
of energy build up in 
his pulse gloves. 

He wants me 
to fear him. 
 
I give him 
nothing but 
an icy gaze. 

But behind every 
thug-with-a-
badge there is a 
superior just 
waiting to tell 
him “Heel”. 
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What’s 
your name, 
Sergeant? 

Abbot. Carson 
Abbot.   
 
It’s a real 
honor to meet 
you, Praetor 
Dane. 

I’m not a 
Praetor… I’m 
just a man who 
did what he 
needed to do 
for Cole and 
Country. 

Abbot.  C-Abbot. 
 
Cabot? 

My stomach 
churns at the 
words I use.  
Why? 

You’re being modest, sir.  
I saw you in action in the 
43rd Evac mission.  It was 
like watching a ballet. 

That’s the 
mission 
where they 
died. 

My hands are 
itching for a gun. 

I did what I had 
to do… nothing 
more. 
 
Just like you’re 
doing today… and 
nothing more. 

I let the words 
settle in… a threat 
and a warning. 

Of course, Pra… 
I mean, Mister 
Dane.   
 
We won’t keep 
you any further. 

The city is beautiful, but 
not everything in it is. 

During the Big evac, it 
wasn’t uncommon to have 
civilian refugees 
forcibly removed from 
transports and replaced 
with crime lords. 

Thus the Syndicate was 
able to survive and thrive 
here in Praetoria, 
strong-arming the weak 
and corrupting the law. 

But I need more 
than just a hunch.  
I need proof. 
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I watch as they work 
their game on an 
innocent woman.   
 
Like the cops, the 
syndicate preys on 
the innocent for fun. 

She’s probably a 
company worker… 
data entry or 
secretary. 

They’ll hassle her 
until they get her 
to give up her 
merit card. 

No Merit card, 
no life here. 

Everything here is on 
merit. Food, shelter, 
transportation…  

The Syndicate doesn’t 
care, though.  It’s 
just money to them. 

They don’t care if 
families starve just 
as long as they make 
their quota. 

Two Match Compensator 
pistols slide into my 
hands.  My actions have 
to be fast to catch them 
off-guard. 

Heads up 
guys, we 
have a 
vigilante! 

Too late… the 
spotter noticed 
my guns. 

RUSH HIM! 

This is going 
to get ugly. 

The spotter 
goes down in 
the first clip. 

There is nothing 
artistic about 
gun-fighting. 

It’s about speed 
and survival. 

The flash of the 
match pistol 
tracer rounds 
Is blinding. 
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My visor filters 
out the flash.  My 
helmet filters 
out the noise. 

A fury volley 
knocks back the 
second thug. 

NOOOO! 

Giving me time to put an 
armor-piercing round 
in the third thug’s chest 
to take him down for the 
count. 

The other thug 
runs off… but he 
won’t go too far. 

These Syndicate guys have 
medical teleporters just 
like the heroes do.   
 
That’s why it’s hard to 
shut them down. 

They’re gonna ask you who 
did this to you… 
 
You tell them Midnight 
Paladin did it.  Got it?  
Midnight Paladin. 

But this wasn’t about 
making arrests or 
killing them off… it was 
to give them a message. 

And now this Syndicate 
scum will deliver it. 

Yer dead… you hear 
me?  You’re… dead…  

Sonofabi#ch... 

The last thug didn’t 
go very far…  

It’s hard when 
you have slugs 
pressing into 
your ribcage. 

When running 
doesn’t help, then 
he’s forced to 
finish the fight. 

Even the best 
of vests won’t 
stop a slug 
completely. 
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Tell me 
about 
Cabot. 

UUNH!   
 
Get 
stuffed 
Pig! 

*Cough* 
Syndicate… 
*hack*… protects… 
it’s friends… 
 
*hack*… you can 
kill me… but I 
ain’t squealing 
about anyone... 

Wrong 
answer, 
punk. 

Next time I see 
you,  you better 
have a better 
answer for me. 

He knows something.  
He wouldn’t play the 
tough guy if he didn’t. 

They’ll be back in a few 
hours… but they’ll be 
talking about what 
happened to them. 

Still need to get used to 
the new look… the armor 
is different from my old 
Warhorse outfit.  The 
jacket conceals the 
armor just like the 
helmet conceals my 
thoughts from “Mother”. 

The Match Compensators 
with programmable 
ammunition are a step 
up from my old war-
cannons, but I still 
need to get used to them 
in the field. 

Come on 
gramps. 

Still, the night 
is young. 

And there are 
plenty of scum 
to practice on. 

Close-range burst, 
will hurt him bad 
but won’t kill him. 
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Dawn Is starting to 
break… can’t believe I’ve 
been at this all night. 

I come across a rare 
sight… Police actually 
arresting Syndicate 
goons.  Must be some 
sort of new quota 
system they have to meet. 

Don’t care 
who you 
know… 
Cabot isn’t 
coming to 
help you. 

What was 
this about 
Cabot?  
How do you 
know that 
name? 

Just some 
name the 
Syndicate 
drops... 

They think 
it’s a get-
out-of-
jail card 
in case 
they get 
pinched. 

HA!  So 
much you 
know, pig! 

Tell me what 
you know 
about Cabot 
and I’ll let 
you live…  

Hey, this is our 
collar!  Powers 
Division’s not 
taking this one 
from us! 

GUN!  GUN!  
Take him down!  
Take him down! 

There used to be a 
line one didn’t cross 
when it came to cops.   

But that was 
before Praetoria. 
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The Syndicate have guns.  
The Cops have pulse gloves.  
Everyone is armed.  
Everyone starts firing. 

The Syndicate goons start 
firing on the cops as the 
cops try to restrain me 
from shooting the 
Syndicate.  It’s a bitter 
triangle of bullets and 
energy pulses, and one 
that the police are at a 
distinct disadvantage. 

Thanks for 
the save, 
chump! I didn’t save 

you, punk. 

Talk.  Cabot.  Who 
is he?   
 
Tell me now and I 
won’t put a hole 
into your medical 
teleport device. 

Just a name… 
cop… anytime 
we get pinched… 
we say Cabot… 
and he makes it 
all… go away…  

It was a bluff.  People keep 
those hidden in random 
places, and you don’t know 
where they are until they 
are activated. 

Now I’m back to 
square one.   
 
Is Sergeant 
Abbot this 
“Cabot” figure? 

I need more 
than just a 
hunch.  I need 
proof before I 
can dispense 
justice. 

The Syndicate 
won’t talk.   
 
Maybe the 
cops will. 

But it’ll mean 
talking to the 
man I’ve been 
avoiding for 
over a year. 

My helmet picks up a 
flash near his belt 
buckle.  Before I could 
even squeeze a shot, the 
teleporter saves him. 
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Managed to get only 
Six hours of sleep…  

I’m surprised I only 
got that much.  As 
Warhorse, I used to 
sleep like a log 
after a firefight. 

Then again, maybe I was 
just nervous about 
seeing him again. 

Interrogator Ray Kang 
can be called many things 
here in Praetoria. 

The Resistance call him 
“Kang the Ruthless”.  The 
Syndicate call him 
“Incorruptible.”  The 
PRPD call him “Sir.” 

But once upon a 
time, I called 
him “friend”. 

And almost 
“Father-in-Law”. 

We stopped 
talking after 
the funeral. 

He never said why, 
but now I have 
reason to believe 
he knows more 
about that day 
than he would 
admit to. 

I suppose I shouldn’t be 
surprised… You’ve 
always been ready for a 
fight.  that’s why you 
were called “Warhorse” 
in the first place. 

So… the rumors are true. 
 
You did find a new set of 
guns and a new outfit. 

Roman Dane can’t 
bring himself to 
talk to Kang…  

So the Midnight 
Paladin will have 
to when it’s dark. 

Cabot.  You 
know about him.  
You know what 
he did. 

Cop on the 
Syndicate payroll, 
makes arrests and 
evidence go away. 
 
What about him? 

I’ve heard 
of him.   
 
Rumors 
mostly. 

Cabot was 
one of the 
cops in the 
43rd Evac 
that pulled 
off four 
people…  

… And then 
shot them. 

… 
 
I know. 
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YOU KNEW!?!  The man 
that murdered four 
innocent civilians… YOUR 
DAUGHTER among them! 

And it’s been eating 
away at me ever 
since! 
 
I knew what Cabot 
did after the fall 
of First ward, and I 
promised then that 
I’d put a bullet in 
his brain myself if 
I ever saw him. 

But you know 
how the blue 
line works 
around here. 
 
They’d rather 
see a thousand 
people killed 
than to lose 
one cop. 

In all honesty, 
though, I was 
waiting for 
you to decide 
to pick up your 
guns again. 
 
As a member of 
the Powers 
Division, you 
can do what I 
can’t… and get 
away with it. 

Cabot isn’t the only 
cop the Syndicate 
has in their back 
pocket, but he’s the 
one they can depend 
upon the most. 
 
Kill him… no medical 
recovery… and the 
Syndicate will lose 
their best mole. 

And you had to keep 
this to yourself 
until I felt… “ready” 
to pick up a gun? 
 
You could have come 
to me sooner with 
this.  Why didn’t you? 

He never answered 
that question. 

And I probably 
wouldn’t have 
accepted it if he 
did have one. 

It still doesn’t 
prove my suspicions 
about who Cabot 
really is.  He just 
confirmed that he 
knew about Cabot 
and what he did. 

By the way, you may 
want to check the 
litter box.  If there’s 
anyone who knows 
everything illegal, 
it will be her. 

The “litter box”… 
of course. 
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Studio 55 is 
Praetoria’s 
only nightclub. 

Welcome to 
Studio 55… 
 
We ask that you 
check your 
weapons at the 
cloakroom on 
the left... 

Waiting list a 
mile long for 
most people. 

Unless you’re with the 
Powers Division… then 
you’re always welcome. 

This is where the 
cream of the city-
state go to party. 

I came here a 
few times 
before… but 
that was as 
Roman Dane, 
grieving hero. 

But there’s another 
part of the club that 
most people don’t 
have access to. 

Because even the “new 
religion” of cole 
feels the need to 
have its own Sodom 
and Gomorrah.   

Thus… The 
“litter box.” 

So named 
because of the 
club’s “mascot”. 

That’s far enough.  
State your 
business. 

Although she acts 
more like she owns 
the club than just 
being a squatter. 

I was wondering 
how long it would 
take before 
Praetoria’s newest 
gunslinger would 
be coming to visit 
with little ol’ me. 

Meowrr
… hush 
playtoy. 

Bobcat… 
Neuron’s “pet”. 
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Cabot. 
 
Who and 
where will 
I find him? 

Hmm… so 
professional… 
so determined.   
 
Reminds me so 
much of another 
hero who was 
all scratch and 
no catnip…  

Meowrrr…  
 
Very well… Be at the 
district four 
stationhouse at 
shift change… Ask 
for Charlie. 

You better be 
right about 
that, Bobcat. 

I don’t see what’s so 
special about him, 
Mistress. 
 
I could have taken him 
easily.  All you had 
to do was give me the 
word. 

Hush, my little toy. 
 
He’s not just another 
one of Cole’s little 
glory-seeking heroes.   
 
That one is on a 
completely different 
crusade. 
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It’s a few hours 
until dawn.  I’m not 
going to spend them 
waiting around. 

What else is 
going on in 
the city? 

This looks 
suspicious. 

Please… I 
can’t… not 
like this... 

Sure 
you 
can. 

Let’s see… 
solicitation?  
Yeah, that’s 
the charge! 

No… my 
career 
would be 
ruined! 

What’s 
going on 
Officers? 

I deploy my 
tactical 
drone. 

I know what I’ve 
walked into. 

Police 
business.  
Just walk 
away. 

Not an 
option 
here. 

Frag the 
cape!  Frag 
him! 

It’s not an easy 
choice to make. 

Not all cops are honorable.  
Some are like “Cabot”.  They 
take what they want, when 
they want.  And they do so 
with complete impunity.   

If I just left her with 
them, it probably would 
be the last time anyone 
would ever see her alive. 

It will 
document 
what I’ve 
seen so far. 
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You made a big 
mistake, hero.  
Nobody takes 
on the cops 
and lives! 

You betrayed the 
badge.  Now you 
face justice! 

A flash-grenade 
should blind the 
remaining two. 

Three dirty 
cops down. 

My drone has 
already 
transmitted the 
incident to 
Powers Division.  
By the time they 
wake up in the 
hospital, they’ll 
be suspended. 

The woman 
has run off. 

Internal 
affairs can 
always find 
her to get her 
statement 
later on. 

The sun’s 
starting to 
come up.  It’s 
time for shift 
change. 

District Four 
covers all of 
Imperial City. 

The last one 
tries to run. 

Of course, most 
officers rarely 
stick around the 
building outside 
of shift change. 

You’d have better luck 
finding them hanging 
around the hospital, 
or around the local 
coffee house. 
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Day shift officers… 
getting ready to 
start their day. 

Looking 
for Charlie. Should be in the 

parking lot.  He 
just finished 
his shift. 

Charlie?  He should 
be out in a minute.  
We both pulled a 
double-shift so 
we’re pretty drained. 

Carson Abbot.  I 
remember him from 
the other day. 

I thought he was “Cabot”, 
but if he’s the one, why 
would Bobcat point me 
to someone else? 

Were you both 
working at 
Tiberian Bluff 
earlier this 
week by the 
sonic barrier? 

Not a place I 
want to hang 
around in, 
but, yeah, we 
both were 
there. 

One of the 
officers at 
the park. 

One that I 
didn’t talk to. 
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You know, you 
look a little 
familiar.  Have I 
seen you 
anywhere before? 

Carson… you 
don’t want to get 
too close to him! 
 
I just heard that 
he put three of 
ours in the 
hospital! 

You’re Charlie, 
right? 
 
You’re the one I’m 
looking for. 

Yeah, I’m Charlie.  Officer 
Barnes to you. 
 
And you have a lot of nerve 
showing your face around 
here, turning over three of 
ours to Internal Affairs 
after putting them in the 
hospital. 

Be thankful that’s all I 
did to them.  They made 
the mistake of using 
their badges to prey on 
an innocent woman. 

I don’t expect you to 
understand how and 
why we do what we do… 
you glory hounds are 
all alike. 

Then let’s talk 
about something 
else you were 
involved in…  

43rd Evac… four people 
were pulled from an 
evacuation truck and 
killed.  The “blame” 
being placed on 
Devouring Earth. 
 
But there was a witness 
that saw the whole 
thing and says they 
were murdered. 

One of those killers 
was named “Cabot”, 
someone that has 
been making a name 
for himself as the 
Syndicate’s fixer in 
the police force. 
 
And the word is… 
“Cabot” is you, 
Officer Barnes. 
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I knew we should 
have killed that 
filthy witch when 
we saw her there…  

You’ve got nothing on 
me except a lot of 
talk and rumors. 
 
So you got me… I’m 
“Cabot”.  I’m the 
syndicate’s fixer.  But 
even if you could find 
the Witch, she’d be 
killed on sight if you 
try to bring her in to 
testify against me. 

Carson, get your 
cuffs here… I think 
we have… 
 
Carson? 

He’s not here, 
Cabot. 
 
He doesn’t want 
to be around 
when justice is 
served. 

And justice is And justice is 
long overdue long overdue 
for you, Cabot!for you, Cabot!  

The first shot was aimed 
at his medical teleport 
device in his badge. 

*ENF!* 

That means that 
he’s not coming 
back.  Ever. 

No!  
Wait!  
Stop! 

Officer Charles Barnes, 
aka “Cabot”.  Corrupt 
cop.  Syndicate “Fixer”.  
Murderer. 

Justice is served. 

Killed while being 
“apprehended” by a 
registered agent of 
the Powers Division. 



28  

 

I expected the area 
to be full of cops 
looking to avenge 
his death. 

Instead, the lot 
remains empty. 

No doubt Sergeant 
Abbott is telling 
the others about 
Barnes. 

Cops do protect 
their own… 

But they also protect 
the ones they love.   

And Barnes had killed 
Victoria Kang, the 
daughter of Interrogator 
Kang, one of their own. 

He killed my 
parents as 
well, but those 
didn’t matter as 
much in the eyes 
of the police. 

I still have to 
file a report 
about this. 

And make sure 
that I don’t 
mention Acanthia 
at all or how I 
know about what 
happened with the  
43rd Evac. 

It’s like a great 
weight was lifted 
off my shoulders. 

The loss of those I 
loved… the ones that 
kept me going during 
the Hamidon Wars… to 
be able to bring one of 
their killers to 
justice… I almost feel 
like my old self again. 

Almost. 

But Cabot didn’t do it 
by himself.  The other 
killers are out there.  
The ones that helped him 
do what he did so four 
Syndicate bosses 
could escape to safety. 

They also need to be  
brought to justice. 

No… please… leave 
me alone!  Get out 
of my head! 

The whimpers and pleas 
for mercy up ahead give 
me reason to pause. 

“Mother’s” agents, the 
Seers, are surrounding 
someone they believe is 
dangerous. 

They see everything 
“Mother” sees.  They are 
her psychic eyes and 
ears in Praetoria. 

Unlike the police, the seers 
are pure.  They don’t really 
have minds all their own, 
so they can’t be corrupted. 

Killing a 
cop’s family 
is just as bad 
as killing the 
cop himself. 
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I’m told the 
“Auditing” is 
very painful. 

Which reminds me why I 
have to be very careful 
about what I am 
thinking at any given 
time around them. 

“Mother” is not 
all-knowing, but 
through the seers 
she knows just 
enough to never be 
underestimated. 

Around the corner, I 
see even more signs 
of things being 
wrong in the city. 

More cops Hassling 
ordinary civilians… 
shaking them down. 

Hey, I thought you 
guys said he was 
loaded.  There’s 
only fifty merits 
on his card. 

I could be out here 
all day and night 
and it probably 
wouldn’t make a dent, 
but something still 
needs to be done. 

Maybe Acantha is right. 

Maybe what this city 
needs is a real sense 
of justice instead 
of just revenge. 

Imperial City 
is beautiful. 

But hidden in 
there is a lot 
of corruption 
and crime. 

Marcus Cole 
saved humanity. 

I suppose we 
should be 
thankful for 
that. 

But that doesn’t mean 
that the job is finished. 

With a 
little help 
of heroes 
like myself. 

END 

There’s still plenty of 
work to be done in 
this new city-state of 
Praetoria. 

We’re still burdened 
by the sins of the 
old world. 

It’s high time that 
this new world be 
given something it 
sadly lacks. 

Let Justice be served. 
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The Praetorian Invasion! 
 

First there was “City of Heroes”… where budding heroes could become legends all their 

own. 

 

Then there was “City of Villains”… where bad guys can become notorious. 

 

Then on August 17, 2010, NCSoft and Paragon Studios released their latest expansion in 

the world of City of Heroes… “GOING ROGUE”.  (For the record, NCSoft developed 

and was using the title “Going Rogue” LONG BEFORE a certain politician from Alaska 

began using it as her political catchphrase.) 

 

Going Rogue took the concept of good versus evil to a whole new level by introducing 

people to a world where the heroes are not really heroic and the villains are not really 

evil. 

 

The idea began with the universe previously known only as “Upsilon Beta 9-6”, where 

the “heroes” of that world were evil.  Here, Statesman was Tyrant,  Ms. Liberty was 

Dominatrix, Synapse was Neutron, Back Alley Brawler was Marauder, Positron was 

Anti-Matter, and Sister Psyche was Mother Mayhem.  They were so much the visual 

opposites of the heroes of Paragon City that the only thing missing on them all were Van 

Dyke “Evil Spock” goatees. 

 

But then the story behind “Tyrant” developed even further. 

 

In the world that would later be called the Praetorian Universe, Marcus Cole returned 

from the Well of the Furies… but ONLY him.  His longtime friend Stefan was killed 

prior to his return.  During the Korean War, General MacArthur was given permission to 

use nuclear weapons against North Korea, causing China to retaliate and nuke Los 

Angeles.  Millions were dead, and Cole was missing and presumed dead. 

 

Because of that nuclear exchange, the Devouring Earth came to be decades earlier than 

their “Paragon” counterparts.  The resulting wars with them devastated the planet. 

 

Words of wisdom from writer and creator David 2. 

Continues on next page... 
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When Cole returned, it was to a world that begged him for help, and he gave it to 

them.  But that help came with a steep price. 

 

The people eagerly accepted whatever conditions Cole demanded and then named 

him emperor.  The heroes that followed him, the ones that were his trusted 

lieutenants, became his Praetors. 

 

And then, as described in this issue, Cole rebuilt society in his image. 

 

On the onset, Praetoria looks like a utopia.  A clean city with automated Clockwork 

drones keeping everything beautiful. 

 

But behind the glitter there’s something dangerous lurking. 

 

Maybe it’s in the water.  Everyone drinks “Enriche” water and it tastes better than any 

other beverage.  Maybe it’s something on the TV.  There’s only one channel for news, 

and some people talk about hearing strange noises.  Maybe it’s the newspaper, from 

the same company that provides the TV station, and the strange placements of words 

and paragraphs that almost try to spell something hidden. 

 

Maybe it’s the graffiti on the walls warning about their beloved emperor.  The 

Clockwork drones labor endlessly to remove it, but it continues to show up.  People 

disappear, but nobody knows who they are or what happens to them. 

 

And of course the Seers are always around, always looking 

for “dangerous thoughts”.  Ready to “audit” people that 

dwell too much on certain ideas.  And then there are the 

hidden projects, the strange facility to the south, and the 

ungodly noises coming from underground. 

 

Yes, Praetoria is a beautiful city-state… but appearances can 

be deceiving.  And amidst this urban “Garden of Eden” are 

plenty of snakes just waiting for you if you’re not careful. 

 

 

Continued from previous page... 

Alternate Cover to Issue #2 
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