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The Paragon

	Coffee? Tea? Water? 

	Of course, suit yourself. We just wanted to make sure you’re comfortable. I’m sorry, this is a bit awkward for us. We don’t give interviews, as you know. Statements, press conferences, occasional speeches, but we don’t take questions certainly. Over the decades we’ve been doing this, we’ve never really done an interview. Too many questions, too many secrets. 

	But recent events have forced our hand. I think it’s about time we explain things to y’all, to the public. We finally reached an accord on this, all of us. It’s not something that we do lightly, informing the world. There’s some concern that doing so would do even more damage than letting you all continue guessing. But I, we, think it’s time. 

	Time to tell you the truth. 

	That we’re just tired. So… damn… tired of it all.

	Now, where should we start? 

	 

	***

	 

	The man that you know as Ultra isn’t really a man. We are multiple men. And some women. You see, our Power is not exactly what you think it is. We are an amalgamation of multiple individuals, absorbed into a single form, given life and strength. We are a combination of minds and souls and, yes, Powers.

	Maybe it’ll help to talk about the first of us—Ultra Prime, if you will. His name is Andrew Hassell II and his Power is what makes us Ultra, what allowed us to become who you see before you. It was his Power that gave us all the chance to grow and develop. That damned and saved us all. In so doing, he also sacrificed the most.

	You must understand, Andrew was born in the early 1800s. In addition, you should understand that he is what you would term neurodivergent. We’re not entirely certain to what level, and to what form. Yes, he’s still here. Sort of. We’ll get to that. It’s simpler to say his personality, his nature, has faded. What little we see, what little we talk to or experience from him, it comes only in flashes. 

	What we’ve pieced together was that Andrew was an orphan, one that grew up in one of the many orphanages in Britain during that period, working for a living until he was thrown out. Luckily for him, before he starved to death on the streets, his Power activated. Or it could be that it had been active even before that, but opportunity and fate never allowed it to show its worth. 

	Lord Pembroke was who Andrew found, who he connected to his body. At that time, Lord Pembroke’s Power had been mostly unknown, just a minor gift for strength. After all, back then, Powers were but legends and myths, tall tales. Maybe one in a million or ten million had one, and even then, it was so miniscule that it was nothing more than what a gifted athlete might have. This was the case with Lord Pembroke. Everyone thought that he was just gifted, so when the street urchin stumbled into him, when the dirty vagrant vomited all over his clothing, and then when he was beaten and bloodied and dying, reactively forced Lord Pembroke to combine with his body, it was considered a scandal.

	You have to understand, we only know the next part from the records of the British Ministry of Supernatural Affairs. Supposedly, the formation of what would be the second version of Ultra was a truly disgusting event, one that caused a minor riot as the bodies flowed together into a single, fleshy cocoon. If not for the fact that the Ministry had been recently formed and was desperately searching for a reason to exist, Ultra as we know it might have ended then and there when the mob calmed down and burned the bodies.

	Instead, they took the bodies of Lord Pembroke and Andrew, the two congealed together forms and placed them in a secure location, deep in a Ministry warehouse. And waited.

	What came out was the beginning of what would be us, Ultra, a mixture of the genes of both individuals along with the memory and personalities of either individual. Of course, as a child and neurodivergent as he was, Andrew was not in the driver seat at that point. Lord Pembroke was. And so began the short-lived adventures of the Masked Gentleman. 

	Traveling through the streets of London, dealing out justice and testing out the extent of our Powers under the jurisdiction of the Ministry of Supernatural Affairs. Dealing with French saboteurs, killing German spies, and wondering when the next Power would trigger. If the next Power could trigger.

	It happened when we fought who would become our arch enemy, the French saboteur and spy Francois Lovell. Francois was adaptable, suave, socially cognizant of everyone in the British government’s layers of bureaucracy and their foibles. He worked the nobles as part of his job, and every time the Masked Gentleman found him, they fought and he would lose. 

	Francois’ body would be shocked, cut, smashed and, in one case, partially dismembered. He would lose, but in losing, his body would escape. And eventually, he’d come back. Each and every time. We first thought he was immortal, but one day, while we grappled in the rain on the dome of St. Paul’s Cathedral, we would both be struck by lightning. 

	We were injured already by then, shot by Francois as we stepped out from the tiny doorway leading to the roof itself. Forced to climb to the top, to stop him from using the explosives he brought with him. The lightning strike was the end, the trigger for Andrew to take over and utilize his Power. 

	As our bodies tumbled down the roof together, we combined. The Masked Gentleman and the Immortal Frenchman, joining together to become the next version of Ultra. Ultra Trois, if you will. 

	Ultra Trois emerged from the room that the Ministry had slung the flesh cocoon two months later. We emerged with the Powers of strength and regeneration together. And the Ministry was all too ready for us to begin working again.

	I’m guessing you can guess where all of this is going by now. 

	We would have continued along the same lines, working for the Ministry, if it wasn’t for the fact that it was Lovell that we absorbed. It was considered a tragedy at a time, a failure, when his strong personality clashed with Lord Pembroke. The struggle for control between both personalities had consequences, consequences that ended in the deaths of too many. Innocents and politicians alike.

	When they realized we could not be controlled—not by them, not by Lord Pembroke—the Ministry chose to try to end the problem. Permanently.

	Unfortunately for them, it is really hard to kill us. Even back then, Lovell’s ability to regenerate was quite strong. If it was not so defensive, Pembroke would never have been able to win with his meager strength. The Ministry chose to kill us.

	And obviously, they failed. 

	By the time they allowed us to crawl out of the grave that they buried us within, the disparate personalities of Lord Pembroke and Lovell had formed an agreement, pushed together by Andrew, who did not like being buried alive.

	Together, we scurried out of London after taking what little wealth we could carry on us onto the first ship to travel to the New World. We became just another refugee, just another immigrant, trying to get away from the long tendrils of a repressive government. 

	Believing that all too commonly spoken lie, that there was something better, something new in the New World. Not realizing that, of course, on our backs, on our minds, we carried all the old prejudices, all the old hatreds with us. 

	 

	***

	 

	The fourth Power that we gained was what led to the true creation of the being you know as Ultra. You see, we were strong, we regenerated, but we weren’t immortal back then. Eventually, we would have grown old and died, just at a slower rate. Back then, we weren’t much stronger than your average World Champion bodybuilder in this day and age.

	It’s amazing what humanity has managed to achieve without Powers. Perhaps it’s because you don’t have Powers, that the vast majority of you don’t have the ability so that you turn all that energy, all that drive, into your technology, your science, the progression of yourselves. You build, and you build, and you innovate without end. You push yourselves to be better, to become greater than what you were before. Is it because you are staring at the backs of those with Powers, knowing that without commitment, you are but poor copies? 

	Except, you know, you are. Because these cities that we live in come from the minds, are guarded by those with Powers. Even some of the greatest inventors of our time, those in the last few decades, are known Powers. Their gifts might be more mental but, in the end, we build upon one another, the mundane and the Powered, destroying and creating with the very same information. 

	But you are right, we were talking about my fourth Power, the one that makes us Ultra in truth. I never really knew her properly, because I found her dying, bleeding from a massacre. Just another victim, another corpse on the great Western dream. A dream paved with blood and broken promises. 

	It’s funny, but we merged together by accident again, as we attempted to save her life, as we bled onto her and she onto us. We had no idea she had a Power, or that we would join with her. Luck, perhaps that the merging happened then, that she had a latent Power that was useless by itself. 

	Whispers in the Wind was her name. It was her Power that made us what we were. She was a booster, in modern parlance, though there was no way to know that. Not with how few Powered individuals there were. Someone with her Power might never have realized it was available, if not for the touch of fate. 

	We touched, we merged, and then we failed. 

	We went into hibernation, for decades this time, as our bodies tried to compensate for the changes the permanent addition of her Powers had given us. 

	Coincidence. All of it was coincidence to help make Ultra. 

	Without Lovell’s regeneration, we could never have replaced the cells when they were destroyed again and again in the combination, without Pembroke’s strength to reinforce our very cells, even the initial surge would have killed us and would have seen our bodies come apart faster than even Lovell’s regeneration could fix it. But all that, combined with the boosting Power of Whispers in the Wind’s, meant that we changed. 

	When we woke, what had been three was now four. Four different wills, four different souls. Each with their own, clear opinions of what we should do. Well, except Andrew, of course. 

	And because of the new voices, the new thoughts in our heads, for the first time, we took action. Not as part of any government, not because we were told to do so, but because we thought it was right. We took action and tried to change the course of history. 

	You called us the Ghost Warrior, the Unending Indian. 

	I guess you can call him Ultra now too. 

	 

	***

	 

	We’re sorry. 

	I should have realized that learning we were the feared Unending Indian would cause problems. When you’re ready, we’ll talk again.

	 

	***

	 

	We’re glad to see you’ve recovered fast. 

	Whispers in the Wind wants us to point out that everyone we killed deserved it. We never killed anyone who didn’t, but we might have been a little excessive
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