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TWO-- YOU
WIND UP IN THE
HOSPITAL WITH A
COMPOUND FRACTURE,
PUNCTURED LUNG:,
SEVERE CONCUSSION
OR WORSE.
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Pasitron created by Matthew Miller Manticore, Synapse and
Lord Récluse created by Sean Michael Fish
NCsoff Producer_Brian Clayton NCsoit Product
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S THAT J& FAR AS I’M CONCERNED,
oo tid THE CITY’S BETTER OFF
WITH YOU LOSERS IN
THE HOSPITAL.

YOU AND
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SOMEONE
IN HERE KNOWS
WHERE HE IS.




THERE WAS A TIME IN MY LIFE WHEN
THIS WOULD HAVE BEEN A CINCH.

NOW IT’S
TOUGHER.

il
I MAY BE IN BETTER
SHAPE THAN ANY
OTHER MAN MY AGE--

IN THE BACK OF
YOUR HEAD, OLD
MAN/

—

BUT I'M
LIMITED.

MORE THAN I
CARE TO ADMIT.
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~ CHECK _
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HE’S
Cov. g £lERY CERT BACKAND
HE EVER _ WELL KNOW

THOUGHT
YOU’D SEE
THINGS MY
_WAY.
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THIS IS TOO
MUCH WORK.

GUESS THIS IS
WHAT I GET FOR
DOING NOTHING--
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AT LEAST
IT ISN'T
SNOWING.

IF HE WASN'T k.
STRAIGHT WITH ME B
I’‘M GOING BACK [Pk
TO THAT BAR--

—-TO PLANT THE LAST KNIFE
IN A VERY TENDER SPOT.

YOU'RE A LUCKY
MAN, BRODY.







I STILL CAN'T
BELIEVE PROTEAN
15 ALIVE. T =TT
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WON'T MAKE ANY
DIFFERENCE.

NOTHING
ST
TODA
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I'D ¢
OFFER YOU A
BAND-AID--

I REALLY
DON’T THINK

IT WILL 7
» HELP,




e From 1-on-1 grudge matches to massive Super Group Battles,
every player has a chance to enter the arenas!

 Tournaments and Rankings available for all characters!

“MMORPG of the Year”

- Computer Gaming World

WWW.CITYOFHEROES.COM



READY - ARE YOU?
* All-new Animé-inspired costume selections are found in the expanded

costume creation system!

*Body and face scaling options allow an incredible amount of
detailing for your custom hero designs!

A new era of game play excellence has
arrived in City of Heroes — head-to-head
competition in Issue #4: COLOSSEUM. Now
you can pit your skills and teamwork
against the most fearsome and relentless
foes massively multiplayer online gaming
has to offer — each other!
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i [ WAY, NO THANKS

NECESSARY REALLY.) ||
FOR RETURNING < Al
THE ARROW. / DAL <2

HE 8
EXPRESSION \
OF GRATITUDE
ON YOUR FACE ——
IS MORE THAN -1
ENOUGH. /




YOU SHOULD KNOW THAT
NO SIMPLE ARROW CAN KILL }
A SHAPE SHIFTER.
B NOT EVEN ONE TR
OF SINCLAIR’S. 2=
WHICH IS
PROTRUDING
FROM YOUR
CHEST EVEN AS
WE SPEAK, BY
THE WAY.

GOODNESS. ' SLEEPING ON THE ¥ RATHER BOLD
JOB WHEN THIS OF You, REALLY, T NEVER WANTED

THE SINCLAIR BRAT TO

BRAWLER. STUMBLE ACROSS ME.
: BUT I RECENTLY REALIZED

HE HAS BEEN LOOKING

FOR ME SINCE THAT
UNFORTUNATE INCIDENT
WITH THE TYRANNY
LEGION,

I RAN
DID

ANT... \
VIRTUALLY ANYTHING I
WANTED DURING THE TIME
YOU ALL ASSUMED ME
DEAD. RIGHT UNDER
YOUR NOSES.

ONCE THE
BRAT DID FIND
ME, HOWEVER...
WELL, I FIGURED,




= q YOU SHOULDN'T EXPECT THE
o I -\n\ 2! ] EMERGENCY TRANSPORTERS
This 1s ¥ SEEING N\ LB i TO BEAM YOU OUT OF HERE,
. A GOOD YOUBLEED... ¥ JUST LIKE - &0 BY THE WAY.
’Y 'SEEING YOU THOSE STUFFED - MY EQUIPMENT
SUFFER... SHIRTS, THE A% HAS THIS PLACE
SINCLAIRS. = CUT OFF FROM THE

T % l~
: ...I'D
, ! | . AS A
SR MEMENTO OF
OUR DEEP

AND LASTING
FRIENDSHIP.




TIME TO
END THIS,
WOULDN'T
YOU SAY?
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‘S
FOR WHAT YOU
DID TO MY







I NEED A

VACATION. ANIEERE
AY. AF J

...IT’S BACK
TO WORK. YOU
KNOW WE NEED

YOUu.
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Paragon City is happy to welcome
you, new arrival ... now please fill
out forms J-10-40, 26-F, V-303...

"SIl ZOT ARRIVAL: PART ONE

| THE FURTHER MISADVENTURES OF

Q-40RCE




Burden of Responsibility
By Lucien Soulban

Draven ran across the street, ducking hishead |88

under his brown trench coat. The downpour was |
furious, though the sky had been crystal blue
moments ago. Draven spotted the two combat-
ants several stories above his head. Dressed in

her black and gold costume, her lightning blast a (S84

spear from heaven, Storm Sister had just finished |
off the Outcast shocker.

Storm Sister caught the unconscious Outcast
as he fell, grabbing him by his leather jacket.

Draven stopped short of waving at her;
she didn’t know Draven. She only knew Jamaican
Surl. .

... A lifetime ago, Draven realized. A wave of
nostalgia washed over him, along with the pelting
raindrops. He entered the War Wall Security Gate
for Baumton and headed to the PPD officer in riot
g(::ll'.

“'m Draven Turnbull,” he said with a slight Ja-
maican patois. “You have my daughter?”

Jayda Turnbull sat behind the long table, her
arms crossed and her face etched with all the attitude
her soft, 14-year old face could muster.

“We caught her and several minors sneaking un-
der the War Wall,” the police captain said.

Draven nodded. “Under? A Rikei tunnel?”

“Yeah. Repair crews have been slow to fill it in.
Good thing the police drones have motion sensors.
Your daughter and her friends could have landed in
serious trouble.”

“Heroes,” Jayda said, picking the fluff from her
parachute pants. “We're heroes.”

“You're not registered,” the captain said. “Told us
her name was Sun Stroke, but we checked ... the
name’s already taken.”

Draven sighed. “Sorry about this,” he said. “Can
| have a moment?”

The captain smiled. “Not a problem. [ need to
talk to the other parents. I've got a daughter too ...
but she’s not powered, thank God!” he said, laugh-
ing. He closed the door as he left the room.

Draven faced his daughter, but she was already
looking away.

“Girl,” Draven said softly. “You could've been
hurt, The Vahz in Baumton got no problems killing
young girls. They done worse.”

“We could have handled it,” Jayda said; her eyes
filled with fire and the temperature in the room
notchf:d UP a fcw dcgre(:s. Clll'ls Of ﬂam& SLlrrﬂllndcd
her petit body.

“That all you got?” Draven asked, his eyebrow
cocked.

Jayda frowned and concentrated. Fire spread
across her body, a second skin overlapping her ebony
features. While nothing combusted, the temperature
soared. Fire alarms blared and Draven smiled as the
sprinklers doused the room.

Jayda shricked, the droplets turning into steam
and suppressing her fiery aura, Within seconds, they
were both sopping wet.

“And you wanted to take on Baumton?” Draven
asked.

Jayda matched her fathers gaze with her own
fury. “You wouldn't understand!”

“Understand? Baby girl, you're too young to
be --”

“I wanted to see mom!” Jayda shouted. “I want to
see where she died!”

The smirk on Draven’s lips faltered. Suddenly,
Jayda looked more like his wife than he dared admit:
it drove a dagger through his chest.

The caprain tore open the door and winced at the
steam bath. “What the HELL!"

“Sorry, Captain,” Draven said. “But—" He looked
at Jayda. “I need to enter Baumton with my daugh-
ter.”

The captain screwed his face into an ugly ball.
“Not a chance. No civilians. No unregistered powers
are~"

Draven produced a gold identification card. In
the photo he grinned, his costume dazzling silver like
summer light on the lake.

“My Security Pass is still valid,” Draven said. “I'll
take full responsibility for my daughter.”

Jayda was silent as they walked through the shell
of Baumton. It was night, but fires still raged in
bright pockets, encouraged by Trolls reveling in the
ruin.

Little had changed since Draven’s last visit, though
he smiled at a car resting in a tree’s cradling branches;
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a family of birds had turned it into their mansion.
Draven watched his daughter, noting her expression
as she surveyed her surroundings. Her eyes fell upon
a large, blackened erater; the shock rendered her mo-
mentarily speechless.

“Dad,” Jayda whispered, “why dont you, you
know, fly us over?”

“Because,” Draven said, his throart tight, “this is
how your mom saw it. She couldn’ fly.”

Jayda grew quiet again, obviously wrestling with
some inner turmoil. Finally, she asked, “Whyd you
stop bein’ a hero? Before the Rikri?”

Draven hesitated, finding himself facing ques-
tions he often asked himself. “I wanted to help peo-
ple. Your ... your mother and I didnt see eye to eye,”
L)l'.':lv(‘_'ll S":lld. “S}lﬂ thought ll&\"illg F-‘U%rs meant
fighting evil.”

“You don't want to fight evil?”

“No,” Draven said. “Doing good and stopping
evil are separate things. Your mother saved the world
by fighting bad guys. I wanted to help people to save
the world.”

“Don' you want to be a hero?” Jayda asked, look-
ing disappointed.

“I--" Draven said, formulating his thoughts.
“Look ... I wish I was there during the Rikti atrack.
It would have been me and your mom, in costume,
fighting the damn invasion. But I was trapped in the
Washington offensive — the war cut everyone off ...
I couldn’t get back in time. That’s something I have
live with my entire life. Jayda ... I got tired of put-
ting the same bad guys away, aga.in and aga.in. And,
truth is, [ wasnt improving anyone's life. Not in any
way that mattered.”

“Yeah,” Jayda said, continuing her walk, “But you
serve food--"

“T run a soup kitchen,” he
said, walking beside her. “I'm
helping people who really need
i

“Bums?”

“Jaydal” Draven chastised.
“They’re people who deserve
respect. And if you want to be
4 hem, a real }u:m, you start ]}y
respecting others, girl.”

“Yeah, but Statesmans a
hero and he doesn take any--"

Draven stopped her, his
hand on her shoulder. “T mer Statesman once. The
man’s got his eye on the big picture, no doubt. But
maybe he's forgotten the little picture. Forgotten what
it means to be cold. Hungry. That's why I help the
homeless ... give them dignity so they don't run to
the Lost for protection. Statesman, Manticore, Sister
Psyche? They fight villains. Me? T help people so they
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don’t become the next Marrow Snap or Dreck.”

Draven and Jayda stared ar one another, “I'm
sorry, dad,” Jayda mumbled. “I didn’t mean nothin’
by ir.”

“T know,” he said. Draven didn’t move.

“What?” Jayda asked, nervous.

“We're here.”

Jayda blinked, confused. She looked around at
the piles of rubble. “Here?” she asked, growing upset.
“There’s nothing here.”

Draven nodded. e understood her confusion,
her anger, There was nothing to commemorate
where her mother fell. Nothing but burnt concrete.

“She fell here,” Draven said. He pointed two feet
over. “Crystal Honor died there, helping your moth-
er.” Draven quictly continued the roll call, indicating
the collapsed building, the burnt cars, the torn road.
“Bennu the Ancient fell there. That’s where Crimson
Spec Op died. Lassiter is still buried somewhere un-
der thart building,”

Draven stopped when he saw tears cresting Jay-
da’s eyes. “Why are-- What--" She stopped, unable
10 speak.

“We can' give them memorials because the Trolls
or Vazh would tear them down again.”

“It’s not right,” she cried.

“No,” Draven said quietly. “It isn't.”

Draven stepped forward and hugged his daugh-
ter. Most times, she was o old for that ... most
times.

Someone’s hard boot scrapped on rock.

Not the pfam to be lost in the moment, Draven

thought. He was suddenly aware, alert to his sur-
roundings.
“Aw," someone said. “You sweet.”

Jayda and Draven separated quickly and found

themselves facing three Trolls. By the small horn on
the leader’s head, Draven could see that he bore the
dubious honorific of Gardvord. There were a half-
dozen or more scattered in the shadows behind
them. Jayda, still angry and stung, ignited her power.
Flames covered her body and shone brighter than

Continued page 4
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Burden

Continued from page 3
Draven had ever seen.

The Trolls laughed.

“Coal,” the Gardvord said. “Me found cigarette
lighter,” he called out to the others. They laughed in
response.

Jayda stepped forward, but Draven quickly inter-
posed himself between her and the Trolls.

“Hey!” the Gardvord said. “You no cut in line. She
first. You want her to warch you die?”

“Actually” Draven responded. “You should be
asking yoursell why I brought my daughter into
Baumton”

"The lrolls leered.

“And why I don't seem worried.”

'The ‘Trolls eyes widened as Draven’s eyes shone

like mercury. They backed away when pinpricks of

www.cityofheroes.com Page 4

light shot from his pores and daylight arrived rwelve
hours early. Draven exploded into a sphere of coher-
ent light that raced outward. It slammed into the
Trolls, instantly knocking them all unconscious.

“Wow!” Jayda exclaimed as the light faded.

“That felt good,” Draven admitted. “Time to
gof”

Jayda studied the black concrete. “In a bit?” she
asked.

“Sure” Draven rested his arm around his daugh-
ter’s shoulder. “T tell you what,” he said. “If you're
willing to work at the soup kitchen ...
... I'll take you for registration and training.”

“Okay,” Jayda replied. “You think I can take
mams name?”

“Summer Light?” Draven asked, studying the
black concrete. “T think shed like thar.”

once a Week

Zot Arrival: Part One
By Rohert Bergeron (Roughtrade)

“Name?”

“Elisabeta Mechitbayeva.” | answered the
woman behind the desk.

“Mechabuy...?”

“Mea-sheet-baa-ava.” I pronounced it for her
slowly. It was my mother’s maiden name.

“Birth certificate?” She asked, holding cut a
hand.

“I'm sorry; [ don't ... I'm not from here.”

“They don't have birth certificates in Russia,
or wherever you come from, Mzz Mechasha-what-
evert” 'The woman frowned at me, looking up from
the computer terminal at her desk.

“I was told that it wasnt necessary to have
identification papers to apply for Hero Status with
your bureau.” I tried ta not let it Auster me.

“That is technically correct” She answered

with a slight sigh, looking me over again. “Secret
Identities are protected, but it does cause more
paperwork. Since you're not in a costume, [ just
fipured you didn't have any objections.

“Just between you and me, sweetie” She
leaned a bit over her desk and spoke in a hushed
tone. “lhe white hair is a bit noticeable. You
might want (o try to wear your costume, or dye
your hair, if you want to maintain a Secret Identity.”

“No, it’s not that so much.” I replied. “I'm
just not from here. Atleast, I'm from Paragon City
but nat really this Paragon Ciry.”

“Dimensional Entity?” She arched an eyebrow
and tapped at her keyboard. “Then you'll need to
fill out farms rwenty-six-eff and a jay-ten-forry. Visa
status under the Heroic Assistance Act and a simple
layalty cath.”

“Lack, I'm not a devil or some creature from
the pits. | was born in Talos, my parents were first

Continued page 5
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Continued from page 5

generation immigrants from Fumanis; I just come
from an alternate imeline” [ warched in dismay
as her printer spewed out paper, on its fifth sheet
and showing no sign of slowing.

“You still need to fll out the
paperwork, sweetie.”” Her smile had
seemed grandmotherly at first, but
now seemed to be less than kind.
“T've got ar least ten applicants
waiting behind you. Why don®
vou go get your tights, or miniskirt
or whatever it is you wear with your
mask and then fill out the papers.”
She gestured rowards a door off
to the left. “Come see me when
vou've got these filled out”

I collected the papersand a
pen and picked up the briefcase
that conrained IOy armor, heading
for the rest rooms. The three doors
baffled me for 2 moment. Men,
women and oh-my-lord-how-big-
are-you! A hulking prey being in a
sillesuit stepped out of the last one. I'm nota tiny
woman, almost one hundred seventy centimeters,
but I think his arms were as big around as my chest.
He grumbled something under his breath and
glared at me when [ could not stop staring.

Tve been familiar with heroes for much of my
adulr life, for there were s many of them in the
Paragon City [ came from as there are here. Butl
hadn't been this close before, and I never really had
given thought to certain aspects. I looked at the
door again, shook my head and hoped that the jani-
tors around here were well compensared.

In the ladies room, two women in tight fitting
costumes were attending to their hair and chatting.
I entered a stall and began to put on my armor.

“Cayote said I showed a lot of potendal.” One
was saying to the other.

“He asked for my personal number and said I
should call him anytime if T wanted to talk about
hero stuff or just take a load off my chest”

“Oh Lord, is he still using thar line? The
other said. “Loak, he may be ashaman, but let me
WAITL Yo, there’s more than a little wolfin him, if
vou catch my drift.”

“T'm sorry?” The younger girl sounded vexed,
although I might have imagined it as I put on my
helmet.. Things sounded tinny and a bit distant.

“Look, I'm just here to file the paperwork and
get my cape back” The older woman was saying.
“I'm not rying to step on any toes. Coyote is do-

www.cityofheroes.com Page 5
ing a great thing, spending time in the Hot Zone,
helping with testing new heroes and giving peoplc
advice. He rcally does know his stuff, but he’s male
and FOUT costume leawves little cnough to the imagi-
nation. He won't be the last to hit on you.”

“But he seemed so nice”

“Yeah, hCJS a charm er\” Thcrc WWAS somcthing

wistful in her voice thar made me think pcrhaps she
had fallen for Coyotcjs line. "Heta very nice guy,
but his moral COMPAass COIMEs from a pagan spirit of
animalistic narure.

“Tust keep thar in mind if you call hirn, and
wear something thar doesn't show off so much.”

“You think this is too much?”’ the TOUNgEr girl
asked.

1 Anished putting on my armor and exited
before thcy could rope me into the conversation.

In the Dimensional Fxiles room things WEre
a bit more chaotic. There was a babble of voices,
most in languages I dido’t understand. Judging
from the company they likcl}r were neither from this
earth, nor one close in Parallel\

A la_rgc man with a mace was arguing with a
stocky bearded fellow carrying an axe. Ar the chair
beside them a Prefty young woman with golden
Hair and pointccl sars was SIOwl}r losing her temper
and trying to shush them.

Elsewhere there were other groups in similar
circumstances, just different bod}r types. Things
with green skin and scales and things with red skin
and horns charted and a huge blue man with three
eyes sat on the floor in the back.

I chose a seat by a small, yellowish creature
with a bull{y body thar had dusk}r red mark'mgs all

OV EL. HC gavoIca half cra.zccl grm that ShOWCd

Continued page 8
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Sparrow

Bubblehead
By Lia Perrone

The Bionic Bowman and Dulcinea
By Amanda Rachels

By Veikira

DULCINEA THE BIONIC BOWMAN
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AND HERE
WE ARE. THE LATEST
CONTESTED ZONE IN
THE CITY.

WHY IS THIS PLACE
SO IMPORTANT?

WELL, JUNIOR
HERD 008--

WHATEVER. IT'S AN
AREA WITH SYMBOLIC

COMRADES-IN-ARMS.

SIGNIFICANCE.
WHOEVER WINS THROUGH HERE WILL NO
DOUBT RAISE THE MORALE OF THEIR

BE GREAT! I'VE
BEEN SAVING UP
“FOOD FIGHT"

www.ps23B.com
www.nodwick.com

— >
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Continued from page 5

shark’s teeth, but otherwise seemed harmless. T

www.cityofheroes.com Page 8

“I don't need help filling out the forms.” 1
stated, scooting my chair a bit away from him. It
was a fim, a small, wicked beard on the chin and
the deep voice decided it for me.

“Tan'ari can help Blue Armor Lady in other

»

Wway.

hoped he was harmless. [ tried to ignore the room

and began filling out the pa}.)erwork. Much of it He hopped on a chair and threw bis arms
seemed to not really be applicable.

wide; there was a popping sound as hundreds of
black thorns burst from his body, shooting in all di-

rections and flinping a thick, viscous goo that spat-

There were things [ had expected: Place of
birth. Has your dimension been in contact with

this one before? Can you return home? Are there

. . tered on my visor. Amazingly, not a single being in
others from your home in Paragon City? And so on. Y _gly, el &
. ; the room was harmed, which showed a tremendous
Then there were questions | wasn' so sure [ would

. control in my opinion. [ was fairiy certain it was
want to know the answer to. Is your skin tempera-

ture hazardous? Are any of your bodily fluids inimi- only }?Se caus'c gc Ch'O?IE potto hit an'}::o?_;' hooped
cal to human life? Do you have any special dictary orty: Sormy: fanart lssorty: - He hoppe
requirements? If your answer to the above was up and down on his chair, apologizing to the room
as they began to protest. “Tan’ari is full of thorns.
Must lec the thorns out or they hurt Tanari!”

“If you promise to go outside to do that from

“yes,” then please list. If your dietary requirements
involve blood, please fill out form eleven-six-bee to
apply for approved rations.

Blood? I glanced at the fat, yellow, imp beside

me and shuddered when he grinned again. Maybe

now on, ['ll help you.” I wiped goo off my visor as |
ook his papers.

“Yes! OK! Tan’ari promise!”

“Let’s start with the important ones.” [ said as
he setded into a sort of perch on his chair. “Special

[ was being paranoid about not admitting who my

father was in my home. He wasnt a villain there;

and maybe [ was wrong, maybe he wasn't one here.
“You help Tan'ari?” "The thing beside me shiv-

ered and crouched on the seat of his chair.
“What?” T asked.

“Help Tan’ari!” It said again. “Tan’ari want

dietary requirements.” | looked at his teeth.
“What do you cat?”
“Flesh!” He smiled brighdy. The teech stood
out quite sharpiy, bright white against his dusky

. . . ellow skin.
to help humans. Tan'ari want to hurt evil. Tar’ari b

made to hurt evil. But Tan'ari need help.” It

held up its hands, each one ending in a talon that
clicked. “Cannot hold pen. Cannot fill out form.
Cannot help humans until can fill out forms. Help
Tan’ari and Tan'ari help Blue Armor Lady.”

[ wrote down “Steak Tartare” and went on to
the next question.
Half an hour later [ was at the front desk again.

To Be Continued

The Paragon Tattler Fan Art & Fiction Submission Guidelines are now Online!
FOR THE SCOOP ON HOW YOU CAN BE A TATTLE-TALE TOO VISIT US AT

http://www.cityofheroes.com/community/fansubmission_guidelines.htm/

The Fine Print

Tou acknowledge that by using the software that NC Interactive, Ine. ("ICI”) malkes available (the “Software”) from our web site, currently htep:/ forwrwr.cityo theroes.com
(the “Web Site”), for a massively multiplayer subscription-based comic boole hero role-playing game service (the “Service”) you will have access to graphics, sound effects,
music, animation-style video, content, layout, design, files, data, characters (and items and attribures associated with characters), zame objects and text (collectively, “Game
Content”), Neither NCI nor Cryptic Studios, Inc. ("Cryptic”) pre-screens Game Content as a matter of policy, but has the right (not the oblization] to remove at any time
Game Content that it deems harmful, offensive, or otherwise objectionable.

You acknowledge that MCI, Cryptic and their Game Content providers have rights in their respective Game Content under copyright and other applicable laws, and that yeu
acoept full respensibility and liability for your use of any Game Content in viclation of any such rghts. NCI, Cryptic and their Game Content providers grant you the right to
use the Game Content for noncommercial, personal purposes, including in connection with creating fan fiction or fan web sites regarding the same. However, you acknowl-
edge and agree that you shall not reproduce, prepare derivative works based upon, distribute, publicly perform, or transmit any Game Content for commercial uses without
first obtaining the express written consent of NCI. For clarification purposes only, “derivative works based upon” Game Content are works that are substantially similar, both
in ideas and expression, to the Game Content. [fa work created by vou or someone other than WCI or Cryptic (o1 their Game Content providers) is likely to bring te mind
the Game Content, then it is likely that such werk is a derivative work of the Game Content, which may not be used for commercial purposes.

You can upload to and create content on our servers in various forms, such as in selections you make and characters and items you create for City of Heroes, and in bulletin
boards or similar user-to-user areas {“MMember Content”). By submitting Member Content to or creating Member Content on any area of the Service andfor throughout the
world, you (a) warrant that yeur Member Content is your own original work, which does net violate any rights of any third party (including, without limitation, any patent,
copyright, trademark or other intellectual property right, or any privacy, publicity or publishing rights), and (b) acknowledge and agree that such Member Content is the sole
property of NCI and Cryptic Studios and assign te NCI and Cryptic Studies all right, title and interest, induding copyright, in and to the Member Content. NCI or Cryptic,
in their sole discretion, may edit and modify the Member Content, To the extent that NCI cannot claim ezclusive rights in Member Content by operation of law, you hereby
grant (or you warrant that the owner of such Member Content has expressly granted) to NCI and its related Game Content providers a non-exclusive, universal, perpetual,
imrevocable, royalty-free, sublicenseable right to exzercise all rights of any kind or nature associated with such Member Content, and all ancillary and subsidiary rights thereto, in
any languages and media now known or not currently knewn.

The Paragon Tattler: Community Section

Editor: Jesse Scoble; OCR NCsoft Dresign: Hoss Fatemi, Andrew Hunter and Jessi Knox; Creative Services NCsoft
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