Wyrm says, "Does not compute. Hey, on a different topic, remember that conversation I mentioned earlier? I was thinking maybe we could RP some of that here if you're up for it. You'd need to log it though, since I'm at work."
You say, "Ok."
Wyrm says, "Okay, if you're good for it. Let's see..."
While Lindelle and Danton are out scouting, Brenna approaches Tyberius in the Wasp's Nest. She hesitates for several seconds before saying anything, but eventually says, "Ty? I'm going out for a bit before we make our move. Can you come with?"
Tyberius smiles at the guardswoman. "Of course, Officer Sloane! Expecting some trouble along the way?"
Brenna frowns and shakes her head. "No. In fact, leave your armor here. It's too conspicuous. Just... I just need you to come with me."
Ty ohhs curiously but does what Brenna asks, settling for his standard dress sans armor. "I gather you'd like me to leave my sword behind too?"
Brenna nods, but hands him her sap just in case they do run into unexpected trouble.
Night_Fox takes it, giving it a few small swings and a toss up into the air before catching it and stowing it away. "Alright, lead the way!"
Huh?  (Type "help" for help.)
Ty takes it, giving it a few small swings and a toss up into the air before catching it and stowing it away. "Alright, lead the way!"
You say, "((Sorry.))"
Brenna nods, adjusting her reversible cloak and putting on her wig to disguise her own identity before leading Tyberius out into the streets. Her goal isn't clear at first as she takes him to some residential streets and finds a vendor selling strips of jerky. Offering you some, she leans back against the wall of a nearby building and takes a bite. "Alright, so... here's a question, and I need you to answer honestly."
Ty gives the guardswoman a curious look but nods, taking the offered meat with a nod. "Alright."
Brenna says, "There are three men: Adam, Brian and Cam. Adam and Brian are sitting in a tavern after a long day's work, drinking and minding their own business. Then Cam comes in and decides that he wants to make thigns more exciting, so he starts a brawl. Adam and Brian both have different reactions. Adam fights back in order to protect himself while Brian does his best to avoid it and makes for the door. Just as he's about to leave, though, a bottle goes flying and smashes Brian in the back of the head. He staggers out and ends up falling unconscious in a gutter. The Dottari arrive shortly afterward to break up the fight. Adam slips out the back while Cam keeps fighting until he gets laid out and arrested. So, based on that series of events... in Gorum's eyes, who is the righteous man?"
Ty smiles as he finishes with a current bite of his jerky. "Ahhh, that sort of question. Well, certainly the one who tossed the bottle at Brian won't be seen favorably at all. As for Brian himself, Gorum most likely won't pay heed since he backed away from the fight. He might be seen a bit cowardly but he has the right to not participate. As for Adam and Cam, both fought and thus fall into Gorum's judgement. I think perhaps Adam might be seen in a somewhat better light however. After all, he knew when to fall back when overwhelming odds came. Gorum values fighters greatly but he does perfer that those that do use their head for more then just another bludgeoning too. As long as you plan to fight another day, Gorum doesn't mind a retreat at all."
Brenna scowls. "Looks across the street. Three windows up."
Ty does as she asks, following her instructions to focus his gaze on the window pointed out to him.
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In the third story window, there's a man sitting beside it and looking outside. Even from a distance, his hands are visibly shaking as he occasionally tries to whittle at asp Ty sees a man sitting at a third story window and looking outside, watchign the people walk by. Every so often, he tries turning his attention to a piece of wood in his visibly shaking hands and attempts to whittle with it. "His name is Lloyd Bannon. He was a toymaker, once. Had a little shop that the local children would all flock to. He never asked for much, just his livelihood, his daughter, and a few good drinks at the end of the day. Then, while trying to get away from a fight that he had no business being in, he takes a blow to the back of the head and spends most of the night laying untended in the gutter... Now, his hands don't work right... he can barely walk and needs help going up and down stairs, so he spends most of the day sitting at the window, watching the world go by. Oh, yes, and now his daughter has to not only work multiple jobs to support them, but she has to wash his bedclothes every single morning because he can't control his bowels through the night. They... they had a neighbor who would help them out, but she can't anymore." She looks down at her jerky and takes an angry bite out of it.
Ty hmms quietly, giving Brenna a small appraising look before speaking. "That neighbor being yourself. Yes, I can see why it'd be difficult now to assist them. Nothing one of the city priest's can do for the man?"
Brenna coldly replies, "I'll tell you what one priest can do..." She glares up at you. "When this is over, and the fighting's done, you can leave. Leave and... and stop coming back."
Ty gives a raise of the eyebrows at that reply. "Not come back? I'm not sure I follow you, Officer Sloane. Did I do something wrong?"
For a moment, Brenna looks like she wants to scream at you, but only swallows it down because of where they are. "You... I can't believe you. Uuugh..." She throws the last bit of her jerky away and lets out a grunt of extreme frustraction before rubbing her eyes. "If it was you... if it was JUST you, I might actually be able to stand it. BYou have a big enough heart to care about whoever you see in trouble, but you are so aggravatingly near-sighted, it hurts. Look around you! There are literally dozens of people right in our line of sight that have no business getting into a fight. And you want to set up shop here and start preaching to the neighborhood that violence is good! That the only reason to avoid a fight is so they can engage in MORE FIGHTING! What do you think I'm doing right now, huh? These are my people, this is my community! And I had to leave them in the very, very faint hope that we can end this insanity. I did that to KEEP THEM SAFE, not open the doors to every bloodthirsty lunatic who wants to turn the streets into their own personal playground!"
Ty gives a small 'ahhhh' as the guardswoman vents at him, waiting until she's done before speaking. "I feel we're getting to the meat of the matter." He eyes the piece of jerky in his hand quickly and shrugs. "No intentional joke there. At any rate, if I've gagued this correctly, you're worried that opening the doors to a place of worship for my god would cause more problems then solve for the city?"
Brenna's glare could strip paint off a wall. "We're going to need to rebuild. This is going to get a lot worse before it gets better, and people are going to need to find stability again, not another battlefield. We're only in this mess to begin with because some shiny bimbo decided it would be a GRAND idea to wage some righteous crusade without giving a second thought for all the people who are just trying to live their lives! We need to end this fight, not encourage people to go looking for new ones. But that's what's going to happen if you start proselytizing about how good and noble you think it is to fight for the sake of fighting. Because your god is a psychopath who doesn't care about you, me, or anyone. He only cares about the continuation of violence, and you're his useful idiot who puts a cheerful face on pain and terror. That's why I'm asking you to leave when it's done... because if you're going to stay and set up your temple, then you'd better start thinking about how and when you plan to kill me, because I am dead serious about this. The only way that bastard gets one brick laid in his name in this city is if it's over my cold, dead corpse."
Ty stays silent for a moment afterwards, watching Brenna seethe with anger before finally speaking up with a single question. "The one who attacked your friend, they did so under Gorum's name, didn't they?"
Brenna nods once.
Ty nods slowly. "Well, if they truely attacked your friend under Gorum's name, they'll most likely find themselves for a grand surprise if they honestly believe hurting someone who refuses to fight will grant them favor with him. Or perhaps he simply decided to use Gorum as an excuse for his actions which will also bite him in the ass. Gods aren't very fond of those who abuse their name and faith to duck responsibility for their own ideas. I will say this to you however; you're not completely wrong."
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Brenna corrects, "I don't know if the one who started the fight was the one who threw the bottle or not. But without the fight, that man would be able to get through the night without wallowing in his own filth," she says, pointing up at the Bannons' window. Violence for its own sake is nothing but chaos, and chaos doesn't care whose lives it ruins. And cities are powder kegs where it only takes a spark. This isn't any place for someone to be juggling torches."
Phaze has connected.
Phaze infects the Petey with the Gleege
You say, "((Hey hey. Came in right into a HR-RP scene.))"
Phaze says, "(okies)"
Ty nods again, looking thoughtful for a few seconds before speaking. "I love Gorum, Officer Sloane. He gave me purpose at a time of my life when there was nothing but anger and chaos as you put it. He welcomes all into his army. But I won't lie in claiming that all that carry his banner are good. The solice in that is that Gorum doesn't mind if his followers come into conflict with each other over how they live their lives under him. Life in that respect follows suit. Every day, our bodies struggle to awaken, our hearts beat against the stillness that would swallow us to give us the minutes, the months, the years we have to make our differences in the world. Some, some use that time foolishly." He gives a faint smile. "Well, let's be honest; we all spend some of our time foolishly." His smile slips away as he looks at the guardswoman. "I am sincierly sorry if an actual member of my breathren hurt this friend of your's. If I can, I would like to help him. And if I can't, I would most certainly like to find his attacker to judge him for myself. That said, I understand that words are quite cheap to spend. I only ask that you allow my actions during our time together fighting Thrune to speak for myself if not for my lord as well. Perhaps one day, I can prove that the simple question he asks his followers is not intended to be an invitation for wanton violence.
Ty looks at Brenna. "I know in light of what's happened to you, it'll be a struggle for you to give me that chance and for myself to succeed, but I still ask for it."
Brenna, to some credit, waits Ty out. When he's done, she lets out a weary sigh and shakes her head. "I'd give YOU a chance... but not Gorum. There's just no room for him in a city. I don't see how you could possibly change my mind about that." There's an awkward pause before she says, "I'm going to go finish some preparations for tonight... maybe visit my mother while I still can... You can find your own way home?"
Ty nods, giving Brenna a warm smile. "Of course, Officer Sloane. Give your mother my good wishes if you see her."
Lapis has connected.
Lapis says, "AIDS!"
Brenna mutters, "You'd be in a better position to talk to her than I would,"before walking off. (waves hi)
Lapis oh, someone should grab a log of it and put it on the site
Wyrm says, "Hey, NF and I were just doing a little scene taking place while Danton and Lindelle are doing recon. NF has the log."
Lapis thumbs up!
You say, "Yeah, just Brenna letting Ty know that making a church here for Gorum would upset her."
Wyrm says, "In a 'there ain't room in this town for the both of us' sort of way. ;)"
Wyrm says, "Anyway, looks like I've got my work for the day done and my boss is out so I'll duck out early. See you guys in a bit."
Wyrm has disconnected.
Lapis says, "when are you two going to murder each other"
You say, "Not yet, sorry."

