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THE RESCUE
By Ascendant

Help me.

I hear this, or its innumerable variations, many, 
many times a day.  And every time, without fail, 
without hesitation, I answer that call.  Most of the 
time I succeed, but not today.

Not this time.

He’s maybe nine or ten, the life ahead of him placed 
in jeopardy by a single thought a half hour ago: 
How high can I climb that crane?

And now, here he is, hanging by his fingertips,  
on the other side of King’s Row, screaming  
so loud that I could probably hear him even  
without hypersenses.

Help me.

And so I go, flying as fast as the atmosphere will 
permit.  Flying as fast as I can and still dodge  
the buildings.  And no matter how fast as I fly,  
no matter hard as I push myself, I know that  
this time, it won’t be enough.  Despite my gifts, 
despite my advantages, I know this immutable fact 
for certain: he’s going to fall, and there’s nothing I 
can do to stop that.

Fair enough, I think to myself.  I adjust my path to 
intercept him in mid-fall, already visualizing how 
I’m going to grab his wrist, plucking him from 
doom as gently as time, physics, and gravity will 
allow.  I’m seconds away now, though, so for a brief 
moment I harbor the hope that maybe that won’t 
even be necessary.  Maybe I will be there on time.

As if on cue, he falls.  In that one eye blink, I reach 
out, grabbing at his hand as he somersaults through 
the air.  My fingers dart towards his as I pass; I know 
I’ll only get one shot at this.

And I miss.

And he falls.

For an eternal moment, he plummets, eyes wide, 
voice screaming, heart beating its final tempo.  It’s 
a split second that I know I will never be able to get 
past, one that will haunt me forever.  Even as I turn 
for another attempt, I know with terrible certainty 
that he’ll have hit the ground before I can save him.  

Still, I try anyway.

Never, ever, give up.  After all, that’s what makes 
heroes, right?

However, by the time I arc back to save him, he’s 
not where I thought he would be.  He’s not a red 
stain on the pavement, a mute testimony to my 
failure.

Instead, he’s floating in the air, safely ensconced in 
a light green bubble of energy.  I don’t recognize 
the woman on the ground, but her brightly colored 
costume makes it clear why she’s here.  Her arms 
are outstretched in effort, and the boy in the green 
bubble lands gently on the ground, scared, crying, 
but most importantly, alive.  Satisfied he’s safe, she 
smiles, then, seeing me hovering above, weakly 
gives me a thumbs up.

I awkwardly wave back, and that’s when I rediscover 
the miracle of this place once again, as I do dozens 
of times each day.

I’m not here alone.  

I’m not fighting the Good Fight all by myself.

There are other Heroes out there, others striving to 
make changes, others putting their lives on the line 
to make a difference.

And I marvel, once again, how fortunate I am to 
live in a City full of them.

And I wonder, once again, why anyone would 
choose to live anywhere else.

THE END
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ATLAS PARK -- Located in one of the many 
towers of glass and steel that form the skyline of  
Atlas Park is the corporate office of Shincho Medtech. 
This Korean firm took up residence just four years ago, 
but quickly grew to rival the hometown competition, 
Crey Biotech, a subsidiary of Crey Industries.

Shincho Medtech specializes in bionic prostheses  
using cutting edge technology that makes it the 
envy of the industry. The company’s president,  
Seo Shin-Cho, is a former surgeon. Dissatisfied with 
the progress made in prostheses development, he 
gathered some of the leading minds in robotics and 
cybernetics to form Shincho Medtech.

Lured to Paragon City by the opportunity to study 
the alien technology left over from the Rikti War, Seo 
moved his family across the ocean. Unfortunately, 
just days after setting up shop, Shincho Medtech was 
the target of corporate sabotage. Police were unable 
to determine the culprit and the company’s progress 
on a prototype bionic limb was drastically impaired. 
Seo pressed forward, undeterred.

“I have sacrificed too much to get this far. I will not 
be bullied,” the determined CEO proclaimed. What 
he didn’t mention was that financial records showed 
Shin-Cho, as primary investor in the company, also 
stood the most to lose if Shincho Medtech failed  
to produce.

In what could have been considered a godsend,  
rival Crey Biotech made an offer to buy the  
struggling Shincho Medtech. The offer was refused, 
and Shin-Cho held the company together long 
enough to announce the approval of a patent for 
their bionic technology. Stocks for the firm rose 
sharply in response, ending any further chance of a 
hostile takeover in the near future.

But it did not prevent further tragedy from striking 
Shin-Cho’s family.

***

Han Shin-Cho came to America during his junior 
year in high school, the only child of Seo Shin-Cho. 
Like many teenagers, Han resented being uprooted 
at first.

“I had a lot of friends back home,” Han recalled, 
“friends I’d known since I was a kid. We’d grown up 
together. You can’t replace that.”

Han eventually settled into his new life, thanks in 
part to the thriving Korean community in Paragon 
City. He was a good student, and an athlete. Han 
competed in Tae Kwan Do tournaments locally and 
across the state, often winning.

“I love the combination of mind and body required  
to excel,” Han explained. “There’s a purity in the 
movements that you can’t find in a lot of other sports. 
And it’s physically demanding. It really helped to 
take my mind off the homesickness.”

After graduating from high school, Han enrolled at 
Paragon City University. He decided to follow in his 
father’s footsteps and become a doctor. Han has a 
deep respect and admiration for his father, even after 
being transplanted halfway around the world.

“My father is a man of vision, and he is determined 
to make that vision come true. He still makes time 
for his family, though. He’s been to every one of my 
tournaments. I hope I can be as good a father, as 
good a man, as he is.”

It is no surprise, then, to learn that Han spent a lot of 
time at the offices of Shincho Medtech when he wasn’t 
in class or competing. Asked if he would like to run 
his father’s company one day, he smiles hesitantly.

“I’d be honored, but I’m not sure I’d be the best man 
for the job. I like to help people -- and I think my 
father’s company helps people -- but I’m more of a 
hands-on kinda guy. I want to be where the action is. 
That’s why I chose surgery over business management.”
 
Han found himself in the middle of the action  
during a trip to his father’s office six months ago.  
According to Han, two men from Crey Biotech  
arrived unannounced just days after Shincho 
Medtech announced a new prototype. While Han 
waited in the executive lobby, he heard angry voices 
from within the office, followed by a loud crash. 
Worried, Han charged into the office to find the  
two men in powered body armor threatening his  
father. His father’s oak desk had been thrown against 
the far wall.

A Star is Born
A Paragon Tattler Spotlight,  
by Kameron M. Franklin



Adrenaline racing, Han fell back on his Tae Kwan 
Do training and engaged the two thugs. Although 
he stunned one with a surprise kick, the other was 
ready for him and threw Han across the room when 
he attacked. The first thug then picked up the desk 
and hurled it at the dazed young man. Han struggled 
to get out of danger’s path, but the desk landed on 
his legs, crushing them.

***

“Capes,” street-slang for the costumed heroes that  
patrol the streets and skies of Paragon City, are  
a dime-a-dozen in this town. So what is so special 
about the appearance of yet another wise-crack-
ing scrapper licensed by the Provisional Authority?  
As always, it is the man behind the mask that makes 
the story.

Han Shin-Cho remembers little about his hospital 
stay. (Crey Industries denied any involvement in  
the incident, issuing a statement that their armor 
had been previously stolen). He does recall his father 
at his bedside, and the attending doctor saying he’d 
never walk again.

Seo Shin-Cho was devastated by the news of his son’s 
injuries: shattered bones and severed nerves in both 
legs. In a desperate move, Seo ordered his company’s 
prototype bionic limbs to be used on Han. The  
procedure was a success, and both Shincho Medtech 
and Chiron Hospital officials hailed the achievement 
at a press conference.

Han required several months of therapy before he 
acclimated to the new prostheses. Like a baby, he had 
to learn to walk, retraining his synapses to work with 
their bionic counterparts. Han would later learn 
his doctors suspected he might show a surge in leg 
strength from the protheses.
This revelation came to Han after his last therapy  
session. As he returned to his apartment, the clicking 
and whirring of his bionic legs still loud and alien 
to his ears, he spied a pair of Hellion gang members 
attempting to break into a car.

“There was no way I could avoid them. They were 
blatantly in front of my building,” Han recalled. He 
also remembered the fear that rose in his throat, and 
the anger at his cowardice. “I hate the criminal trash 
that litters Paragon’s streets. I think some part of me 

always wanted to fight back, but the rational part of 
my brain said I wouldn’t stand a chance against a 
super-powered villain.”

That anger won out this time, and Han challenged 
the Hellions. He fell into a ready stance as one  
pulled a gun and the other charged with his crowbar. 
Han reacted with a roundhouse kick that sent the  
Hellion flying into a concrete pillar. 

Stunned by the force behind his blow, Han barely  
registered the movement of the other thug, who had 
taken aim at Han and squeezed the trigger. Han leaped 
out of the way, a maneuver that vaulted him several feet  
farther than he expected. He continued jumping and 
flipping, dodging the Hellion’s bullets and steadily 
drawing within striking distance. Then Han ended 
the fight with a snap kick that broke the thug’s jaw.

“It was such a rush. I felt like I had won a national 
tournament. My first thought was to rush down to 
the Provisional Authority and register.” And that’s 
what he did, after a quick call to the police.

According to the Provisional Authority registry, 
Jumpstar is a technology-based hero with superior 
reflexes and expertise in martial arts. Underneath the 
spandex suit that combines the colors of the Korean 
flag with the design of Han’s favorite motorcycle 
jacket is a young man who loves his family and this 
city, and is driven to make it a better place. And that’s 
what makes Jumpstar a hero.

THE END
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A Star is Born,
Continued
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FANTASTIC FAN ART!

Bayani vs. Capt. Mako
by Brandon McKinney

Avatar of RA
By Corvus

MarDun
by Richard Vang

WyteFire
by Manuel “Poison” Clavel
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Guruverse  
by Manuel “Poison” Clavel and Veikira
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Reiraku of the Dark Dominion
by Sorah Suhng

Vanguard League
Douglas Shuler

AnglerFish Chibi on Victory
by Liz Chesterman

Thanks to Gilgamesh for starting the Tattler, and a big thanks to all the players who have contributed 
and made CoH live. Check out the website, www.cityofheroes.com, for news on the upcoming fanzine! 
– Arctic Sun
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