A Plea For Humanity.

My name is StarSeed and I am an exotic. My powers range from fearsome and destructive energy blasts to the ability to fly, entangle and disable. I am a member of the Knights of the Coast, a Super Hero group dedicated to saving this world from the threats that jeopardize the very humanity that strives to control it. 

I am not from this dimension, are you scared of me? I am something different, something new, something you are not used to; Of course you are scared of me. Despite that I would like to take a moment and explain what this world was like in the reality that I am from.

In November 1992 a super villain group known as “The Crimson Tide” committed an act of unjustified terrorism in the capital of The United States of America. They managed to get by all the guards, all the secret service agents, all the security measure and all the protection provided for our Head of State. Once in the oval office they assassinated the president in such a way that there was a crimson tide flowing from the office. 

This heinous action polarized the nation. It was told that it was a rouge group of super villains and that The Patriots arrived a little too late to help the president. Then the rumors started. The Patriots were cohorts of The Crimson Tide and had helped to kill the president. Soon the people started to look at the very people who had saved their lives and their way of life with suspicion and with hatred. There was a public push for control of the mutants, aliens and other Exotics. Thus years of faithful and selfless service to the public was forgotten in the face of a few deeds done by a few people.  

Thus the Luthern Reform was brought forth. Much like the Keene Act of this reality, the Luthern Reform called for the registration and tracking of everyone who was not considered to normal or human. The Superhero community felt betrayed and used. Many people protested this and quit their post and were vigilant no longer. People hired assassins to kill those exotics that didn’t comply with the Reform or who quit their posts. 

Thus a civil war broke out, hero against hero, villain against villain, man against man. These were mere skirmishes but they were happening around the world. Innocent people were dying in the streets, while groups of villains ran rampant. The heroes were too busy trying to bring peace and trying to save as many people as possible from the super villains to effect any changes let alone try to restore order. 

For a brief period, between 1998 and June of 1999, there seemed to be peace. People seemed to accept that there was going exotics and that there motives were as pure as they seemed to be. But there was a great super villain gathering and huge alliance. An army of biblical power was created in New York and Manhattan. In effort to stem this army the United States of America made an awful decision. They stood at a fork in the road, on the one side was the trust in their super heroes ability to deal with this threat and on the other was immediate and definite action. Their faith in the superhero community was low so the latter option was chosen over the former.

That night the kami wept for humanity as over 20 million people died. A gamma radiation bomb hit the center of New York and rendered the city and the surrounding 50-mile radius completely sterile. Not one thing survived, no bacteria, no plants, no seeds, no animals, no exotics and no humans. I was one of the first people on site for this tragedy. 

I had seen pictures of the holocaust, I had seen pictures of the atrocities of the Middle East wars and the Far East wars but they could not save me from this. When I arrived I saw the city it was green, lush and beautiful save for the lack of movement. It was eerie. People were strewn across the streets and the sidewalks, car crashed into lampposts, signs and each other.  There were dead animals strewn across the lawns and the parks. The only saving grace was that the trees soon looked alive. That too soon faded, the leaves turned brittle and fell. They were completely lifeless, dead trees whose twisted features played out like a horrible Halloween movie. 

We gathered together all the bodies and animals. The final death toll came to 18,654,898 humans dead, 36 heroes dead, 58 neutral exotics, and 18 hostile exotics.  For all that they did they failed at their objective. There was naught but a skirmish group in the city at the time. Enough to make it seem like there was a lot more then there actually was. No one would have thought that the Super Villain army would have an operative in the government. The death toll was too much.
Order was shattered in a strange guttural tone that resounded along the walls of the houses, which seemed dead and deserted, while, behind the closed shutters, eyes watched the conquerors, who, by right of war, were now masters of the cities and of the lives and fortunes of its people. 

In their darkened ruins the inhabitants have given way to the same feeling of panic which is aroused by natural cataclysms - those devastating upheavals of the Earth, against which wisdom and strength alike are of no avail. 

Though the same feeling is experienced wherever the established order of things is upset, when security ceases to exist, when all that was previously protected by the laws of man and nature is suddenly placed at the mercy of brutal, unreasoning force.
Slowly New York started to be re-inhabited when the rebellion started. 

“…if a government takes actions that would impinge on one's fundamental duty to preserve life, one has no choice but to act against that government and rebel.” Locke

This was the battle cry of the rebellion. The government, through its actions, was endangering the lives of the exotics and the humans alike. This could not be allowed to continue this way. The insurrection started on the east coast. New York State was the first to fall.

It was at this time that I was pulled out from that dimension. I was thrust into this one. I was in the front lines for the battle of New Orleans. To my right was The Patriots and to my left of the Keystone Knights.  I was brutally jerked here to witness the destruction of one of this dimensions greatest heroes, Captain Thunder. 

I am basking in this reality. There is no war, no blights and no ghosts haunting each bearer of justice. In this New York there is life and hope, but it is slowly starting to slip away; I can see this and it scares me. 

So I make this plea to you as a Hero, as an exotic but also as a Father, a Husband, and a son. Look at the heroes that are near you, look at their past. Look at the deeds they have done, the people they have saved, the sacrifices they have made and the order they have kept. Look at their families and their loved ones and see how they have suffered through this. I am not looking for you to love your heroes. But understand them and show them a little tolerance. They have sacrificed their chance at a normal life, their happiness and often their lives for you. Don’t let it be in vain. 

StarSeed 
