Heroes of Coast City: Tribunal

By Doug Roth

Coast City Courier


    n our continuing series of interviews with our 

   city’s supernatural defenders, The Courier’s own Doug Roth sat down with the shape-shifting representative of the Coast City Police, Lt. Trey Parker, better known to hero-watchers as TRIBUNAL.

Arranging to meet Tribunal for an interview was easier than most, yet presented a unique set of complications.  Although Lt. Parker himself called me up to propose the interview, and pushed the process along from his end, this request had to pass through the tortuous operation of receiving approval from the police bureaucracy and union.  It was a matter of several weeks before it received such approval, and even then I doubt that it would have been granted if the editor of the Courier hadn’t thrown his weight into the matter, and threatened an uncontrolled on-the-street interview if the bureaucracy didn’t relent.


When at last my request for an interview received the necessary signatures and the details were hammered out, I was shown into a utilitarian meeting room at police headquarters and introduced to Lt. Parker, a clean-cut young man with a ready grin and firm handshake wearing the uniform of a police lieutenant.  Also present were the Chief of Police; Hollis Mason, and a legal representative whose name I didn’t bother to catch.  I must confess that I found the interview arrangement intimidating as I found myself placed opposite the three men (with Tribunal in the center) as if I were being judged.  The complicated disclosure agreement I had to sign didn’t help matters and so it was with some trepidation that I opened the questioning.  If there was any consolation, it was that Lt. Parker seemed no more pleased with the arrangement than I did.


Consulting my notes, I composed myself and asked Tribunal why he had thought to contact me and arrange the interview.


He looked and me thoughtfully and simply stated, “If I am to function as both a police officer as well as a quote/unquote super hero, the people of this fine city need to get to know me.”


“So this is nothing more than a PR stunt?” I challenged him.


“Well, in part I am using you and your paper to help to introduce me into the city,” he admitted candidly.  “This interview is like a public service your paper can do to further the cause of law enforcement.”


I had a few issues at my work on this series being used in this fashion, but decided to let it be.  Tribunal was not the only one gaining from this arrangement.  “Fair enough.  I guess the obvious question is ‘where do you come from’?”


Trey grinned easily at me, “Born and raised right here in Coast City.”


“What I meant was, ‘how did you “become” Tribunal’?”

 
At this, Chief Mason harrumphed and leaned forward, catching the eye of Lt. Parker as he was about to respond.  “Look, Roth,” he interjected, “it was clearly laid out in the ground rules of this interview that the specifics of the event by which Tribunal came to be were not suitable for discussion.”


I countered, “I am not looking for specifics.  I just want the broad strokes of his origin.  If you are asking the public to put their trust into this man, we must know who it is we are to trust.”


The Chief looked ready to protest further, but Tribunal raised a hand to forestall him and explained, “All I am permitted to say in response to that is that I am a modification of some natural talents and desires.”


This was cryptic, but apparently the best I would get.  “Ok then.  Can you describe yourself to us?”


Lt. Parker responded, “Well, it is no secret that I come in three forms, representing the strength and resolve of the purveyors of justice, the swiftness and skill of law enforcement, and the cunning and dedication to tracking down villainy.”  At last I was on more familiar ground.  Elaborate and florid – yet meaningless – statements were the hallmarks of paranormals everywhere.


Encouraged by this I began to ask Tribunal how the forms first developed when my line of questioning was again quashed by Chief Hollis, “If you will not stay on message, Roth, then this interview is ​over!”


“Alright then,” I extemporized, “how long have you been on the force Trey, err… Tribunal.  How should I address you?”


Lt. Parker smiled disarmingly, “You may call me whatever you are comfortable with.  To answer your question I have been with the force for six years.”


“Can you tell us anything about your life before then?”


There was another dissatisfied movement by Chief Hollis, but he said nothing to stop Trey from responding, “I was born and raised here in the city as I said; my dad was a police officer for 25 years on the force.  I graduated from high school, then moved to Star City to attend university and obtain a degree in Criminology.  After I received this degree, I returned here and joined the police force.”


“When did you discover you had super powers?” I asked, seeking to return to the focus of the interview.


“I prefer to look upon them more as gifts and a responsibility,” responded Trey soberly.  “I have always had them, but they grew stronger and more pronounced in my final year at university and my first few years on the force.”


“In what form did they appear?”


“Well, in a couple of different ways,” replied Tribunal.  “Have you ever heard of a werewolf?”


Discarding the need to prove myself by naming a half dozen villains or heroes that were variations on that theme, I leapt on a possible consequence, “You mean you begin changing during a full moon?”


Trey laughed, “No, nothing that extreme or true to form, just some minor changes in various forms.”


“Well, this doesn’t address the issue of how they first manifested,” I countered.  Again, I was on the receiving end of a protest from the Chief as he raised a hand to forestall an answer.  Even the Suit stirred, the first response I had spotted from him.  (I don’t think I’ll make Chief Mason’s Christmas list this year.)


“Never mind, question withdrawn.  Could you demonstrate and tell us more about these forms?”


The Chief still seemed dissatisfied with my line of questioning, but did not object as Lt. Parker launched into an explanation.  “Well, some of my powers and forms are known to the public.  My primary form is as you see… Trey Parker, or Nightshade when I manifest my abilities.”  At this, there was a momentary blurring of Tribunal’s figure which, when it cleared, revealed a figure in a fully encompassing black-and-scarlet outfit, similar to those worn classically by the elite Japanese assassins known  as the ninja. None of Trey’s features remained in view as a sleek pair of goggles now covered the only spot not concealed by the mask of the outfit.  Over his right shoulder I could see the hilt of some sort of sword, though where he got it from I could not say.  Nightshade retained Trey’s police badge on his left breast, a familiar and strangely re-assuring detail on an otherwise faceless and intimidating figure.


 “In this form, I could be best termed a martial artist,” he explained in a familiar voice, “skilled in the art of Kung-Fu, as well as escape and evasion.  I possess a fine balance of speed and skill, and am able to deflect many attacks that are launched at me – including bullets.”  Indeed, this apparition did seem to possess an almost supernatural sense of restrained speed and grace, even when doing nothing more than sitting relaxedly in a chair.


“My second major form is dense, strong and resilient.  He is the strong right arm of justice, and the strength of will and determination.”  Trey's form once again seemed momentarily to writhe before my eyes.  Details of his form became indistinct and my brain seemed to fill in details such as the popping of joints and protesting of sinews.  before I could come to grips with the effect, however, it had passed and the chair across from me creaked beneath the weight of a new figure, perhaps the best know of his forms, that of Big Blue.


For those of my readers who, like me, had only seen momentary or distant shots of this form on television, let me describe him better.  The skin of this form was a hard-seeming substance whose blue colouration matched the police uniform.  His build was larger and thicker than that of the six-foot Trey, and from the protests made by his chair, he was much, much, heavier.  There were few details to be made out of his appearance save for the prominently displayed silver police shield over where his heart might have been.  All in all it was very imposing, and I would hate to be the petty purse-snatcher who must face this visage after an unsuccessful getaway.

  In a rougher, deeper voice than Trey, Big Blue continued his explanation.  “Don’t let the size and weight of this form fool you; I still retain many of the martial skills possessed by my Nightshade form.  I am, however, far stronger and tougher in this form.  Then there is the Hound of Justice…”


Again, there was the temporary disturbance in Tribunal’s form which ended with a large, but otherwise normal-seeming darkly coloured German Shepherd perched awkwardly on the chair before me.  This dog gave a slight movement then vanished and I started as a weight pressed against the back of my chair and a growl emanated from the snout unexpectedly situated over my shoulder.  Before I could react, the form writhed again, proximity making some uncomfortable-sounding pops and groans even more clear, and Trey stood behind me, in uniform once again.  He grinned at me, then returned to his chair.


“The one weakness of the Hound is its inability to speak the human tongue,” explained Trey.  “Otherwise, in addition to some keen detection and tracking senses I pick up the ability to displace myself short distances.”

 
I decided that I had learned all I was going to about Tribunal’s forms (and needled the Chief quite enough), and launched into the next topic of inquiry,  “What is your role in the city?”


Trey’s response was immediate and sounded practiced, “Protect the public, stop criminals, and keep the city safe.”


“That’s a fairly stock answer, wouldn’t you say?”


Trey demurred, “To the point, but true…  I am here to supplement the police force and that is the reason why they exist.  The citizens of this city have the right to live their lives without fear of being mugged, robbed, or any of the other nastiness that mankind can create in warped and demented minds.”


My instincts told me I had found a possible weakness in his armour of a forthright and dutiful exterior.  “Supplement, you say;  do you not think that they are up to the job?”  For this, I received another glare from the Chief.


Trey obviously disagreed and invited me to check the numbers, “The police force in this city is one of the best in the world.  However, we are seeing an increase in overall crime as well as in criminals and vigilantism  of the “supervillain” variety.  I am just a tool to help our boys in detecting, detaining and prosecuting such.”


“But not rehabilitating?,” I asked.


“That, Doug, is for the courts and penal system to attend to.”


I noted Tribunal’s inclusion of ‘vigilantism’ and asked him to explain further.


“Globally, we have begun to see an alarming increase in the number of “superheroes” who feel it is their role to stop criminals on their own initiative.


“And this is a bad thing?,” I asked, “I would think that law enforcement officials would be glad of the aid.”


“If these individuals wish to help the cause of law enforcement and justice,” responded Trey with passion in his voice, “they should affiliate themselves with the professionals who have dedicated their lives to making sure the job is done right. It takes training as well as a presence of mind to be able to safely aid in the detention of criminals. Most of these so-called “heroes” are going off half cocked and are more concerned with photos ops and their reputations than proper procedure and the safety of the public. In may cases they are more of a threat to the public than the “criminals” they are trying to stop!  Then there are the vigilantes, who are seeking revenge, “justice” or vindication but do so in dangerous and illegal manners.”


“You seem to have more of a grudge against them than the criminals,” I pointed out.


“That is true in a lot of respects. The criminals at least acknowledge the wrong in what they are doing and for the most part are willing to do the time for crimes committed. These others think they are above the law…which no one is.”


“Not even yourself?,”  I asked getting drawn into the debate despite my years of journalistic experience.  “Your own use within the police force would seem to give weight to the vigilante methodology - you are not assigned a partner, are used in an often-detached fashion and at high-profile events.  One would hardly consider your role to be that of a typical beat pounder.  Are the so-called vigilantes not just doing the same?”


Once again the Chief’s glare focused on me even as Lt. Parker responded.  “No.  First of all, I have earned my rank and position.  Being a Lieutenant means that I will often work under my own authority or without a partner, and ensures that with the additional power my position provides that I also hold a greater degree of responsibility.  There is nothing unusual here - even with out my abilities I am no longer a "typical beat pounder", though I have served as such in the past.”

 
“Besides,” continued Tribunal, “given the nature of the criminals I am encountering on a more frequent basis, I would be putting a non-paranormal partner at undue risk.  In any event, I function within the bounds prescribed by the law, not just for my own sense of justice, revenge, or kicks like these I dub vigilantes.”


I had to acknowledge the justice of that remark.  “What then do you suggest a person who comes to possess a peculiar and supernatural set of abilities do to help out the city and yet not cross the line into vigilantism?,” I probed. “What separates the vigilante from the concerned passerby in you book?”


“While all citizens enjoy the right and responsibility to lend their aid in stopping crime (ala citizens arrest), however they also bear the responsibility to ensure they do not place themselves or those around at risk in doing so. They are also obligated to ensure while they act that they function within the strictures of the law. Vigilantes go beyond this they take the law into their own hands.  If they truly desire to use their abilities to stop crime, then they should join a police force – whether it be local or national - and get the training and skills needed to do the job properly.”


“Well, isn’t part of the problem inherent in acting within the strictures of the law that few laws take into account the vast range of abilities that have been cropping up of late?,” I asked.  “We have also seen how conservative lawmakers have shown themselves to be in changing the laws to reflect the new breed.”


“The lawmakers are not the problem here,” stated Trey firmly.  “People are obligated to use their abilities in a safe and legal manner in the same way as they are obligated to use firearms or vehicles in such a manner.  We make sure that people who wish to drive or own guns are licensed.  This is the same sort of category - not I am not suggesting that all “super” people be registered,” he hastened to explain.  “That infringes upon other rights.”


“All I ask is that they use their abilities in a responsible and legal manner.  The laws exist for a reason and need to be heeded.”


“I note that recently, you have been seen to conduct operations with the assistance of two other local heroes,” I noted, trying another approach.  “How do you explain this in light of your attitude towards so-called vigilantes?”


“You must mean Crucible and Oberon,” noted Lt. Parker.  “That is a two-part answer. Crucible is associated with the City police and does endeavor to keep the innocents out of harms way.  I find him a valuable ally even if he is somewhat of a show boat.”  I noticed that the Chief scowled throughout this response, though he said nothing.


Trey continued, talking now about the other hero, apparently relatively new in town and  little-known as of yet,  “Oberon, on the other hand has yet to perform an illegal act to my knowledge.  When and if he does, I will be there to arrest him. I am hoping that he will sign on with the police force officially, which will give him a wider range of rights and powers.”


I dug deeper, “You seem to have a bit of an issue with Crucible…”


Tribunal’s response was diplomatic.  “It is a matter of differing styles….he is associated with the police force but has not adopted its philosophy.  I like him to a point, appreciate the help he has given me and the city but he still has some distance to travel to be a “full Superhero” in my books.”.


As my time drew to a close, I asked Tribunal if he had any final words for my readers.


“Simply put…criminals leave this city.  You cannot run, you cannot hide and you cannot avoid the finest police department in the nation. To the citizens; we are dedicated to protecting you under the law, but your assistance is needed.   As the saying goes Back the Blue.”


Just don’t back them to the point of vigilantism, I would think.
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