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In her entire time of being a coder at computer games software company, Nefarioun Crisis has never taken a personal day for anything as nerve racking as she has tonight.

For tonight? She is now sitting in a classroom within Xanthic Cross Middle School before the desk of one Miss Rimba.

With Nefarioun's faithful genie Disco Van Gould at her left side to face this teacher with her, they are both now haunted by the torturous silence in the air.

That is because of the reason they are all here now, something that Nefarioun never thought she'd have to deal with in her life, the dreaded event known as a Parent-Teacher Conference.

The night where the two titular elements get together to audibly sprawl a student's progress/failures in school, likely claiming they're having difficulties, and promptly blaming the parents for a lack of effort in tending to any problems.

Nefarioun could swing with the age old....

..."But I'm not a parent, I'm just a guardian, we're not expected to do as much work"...

...In response to any Pico hate, but...that can easily be tossed back in her face in regards to the fact that Pico is not an ordinary problem case child.

Hence the silence....

Popular the child soldier may be with the Principal and the school board for the supposed revenue stream her association with the institution brings, but she is not indestructible to criticism, at least not in this classroom as Miss Rimba is going to clearly illustrate for Disco and Nefarioun here now.

Miss Rimba: I suppose you two do know why you're here, yes?

Disco: The atmosphere?

Nefarioun: I came in response to the letter getting stuck on my fridge at the last second two days ago, it was a nightmare swapping shifts to get to be here, but now? You're tone is making me feel like we're students and you're giving us into trouble...

Disco: If we are students, does that mean I get to close this meeting with a dance number?

Nefarioun: I-...

Miss Rimba: NO!!!

Disco: Wow, you're moody today, is one of your cats not talking to you again?

Miss Rimba: Yes, sadly, it's the weirdest thing, before? Me and Jockey used to be inseparable, even after the great cat wedding, but now...Jockey keeps showing up later and later after being out all night. Sleeping all day, wreaking of cat nip, I think the poor thing might even be getting mixed up in fights with other cats....

Disco: How sad, what are you going to do?

Miss Rimba: I don't know...I told Lockey to try rallying an intervention to talk things out but-wait! What the hell am I doing telling you two about all of this!?

Nefarioun: I'm not rightly sure, it's not telling me that you're the most stable woman in the world.

Miss Rimba: If I seem in any way unbalanced, it's likely because the book underneath the short leg on my chair isn't thick enough!...Anyway, where was I?

Disco: You were taking about your cat's poor adoption of married life?

Nefarioun: No! You were meant to be talking about Pico...As much as even I think it's nerve-racking to talk about, avoiding it isn't going to help. So since I took the time to get here, we may as well do this....(sighs)....So, how is...my child, doing in her studies?

Miss Rimba: Terrible.

Disco: Ouch...that sounds terrible...

Nefarioun: It can't be that bad, she's got to be at least learning something?

Disco: Has she joined the basket ball team and started singing about her troubles to a groovy rhythm?

Nefarioun: For the last time, Disco.....Life is not a musical!!!

Disco: Then why, I ask you, were all of those people dancing and singing a whole tune in the rain when we were walking home from the convenience store last week?

Nefarioun: That's because you cast a magic-....!

Miss Rimba: A magic what?

Nefarioun: Nothing...a magic nothing, I'm just a delusional psychopath who is failing to raise a combat-seasoned child with P.T.S.D. in a first world country...that's all...if it wasn't for the blue-haired woman in a red leather jacket here, looking as though she's about to top the charts in the 1990's with some pop-rock tracks? Then I'd probably not even be in this building right now.

Miss Rimba: Is that you letting our a cry for help, as though you're suicidal?

Disco: No, she's probably just referring to the fact that I dug the parent-teacher conference letter out of Pico's bag in my daily rummage when she got home from school. I'm not the prying type by any means, but I feel like she's the kind of girl who wouldn't empty her school bag unless she had to, so I make sure she's being responsible with her things...Two days ago I saw the letter, and I was like, WHAM! On the fridge, everyone's got to know about this. Imagine, parents and teachers, all in the same place, talking about the future prospects in growing humans...it's so forward-thinking, it had to be celebrated.

Miss Rimba: Are you telling me you've never heard of a parent-teacher conference until this week?

Disco: That would be accurate to say, yeah...

Nefarioun: In her defence, she never went to school, but don't ask any questions about how she did learn what she knows...her hands-on education is the kind of thing that has most people detained and drugged for believing.

Miss Rimba: (Sighs)...Have you at least ever heard of one, Miss Nefarioun?

Nefarioun: Yeah, but only because anim-eh...because of informative documentaries, they weren't big on parental involvement with education in my home nation.

Miss Rimba: Why not?

Nefarioun: Everyone was either without parents and drafted to the cause, of their parents were rich enough to be contributors to the problem that necessitated a resistance to begin with...it was one of those "guns pointed at everyone for nothing" kinds of places.

Miss Rimba: Sound similar to what Pico claims she moved from before coming here, was she born in the same country?

Nefarioun: Somewhere a touch more tragic from what I understand...I'm not even sure if the place she was born is even a country any more, actually? I'd need to double check that one.

Miss Rimba: She's not...in this country...illegally is she?

Nefarioun: Eh...?

Disco: She freezes on that question a lot because she doesn't understand how the paper work here is fully handled, I took care of everything, and trust me, you'd find it harder to deport a person who was born here legally than you would Pico.

Miss Rimba: Then why did it take so long for her to integrate into the school system? If you've been here for what my records state is at least over a year, Miss Nefarioun?

Nefarioun: Pico...had a lot of business to take care of when she first came here.

Miss Rimba: Business like what?

Nefarioun: Would you believe...learning the language?

Miss Rimba: Since she quite commonly tells me to "get bent", along with whole assortment of colloquial defamations, I find that somewhat hard to believe.

Nefarioun: It really was more in the ball park of elocution lessons.

Disco: We didn't want her to come of as rude after all.

Miss Rimba: She smokes in class, and throws a fucking combat knife into the chalk board when ever I ask her basic maths questions, tell me, where does the the formalities come in there?

Disco: You should ALWAYS throw a sharpened melee weapon by the blade side, it's basic manners...if it didn't get stuck in the board? The thing could've fell and struck you...that would've been dangerous.

Miss Rimba: Dangerous is throwing sharp objects at ANY time, let alone in the middle of a class filled with dip-shit numbskulls who do Mexican waves when my back is turned.

Nefarioun: She's not, like, struck any of them in the spine when they've done that stuff has she?

Miss Rimba: Not with a knife at least...

Nefarioun: Well...sorry about that, but in regards to Pico and her late school arrival here...it was just a matter of how it went down. Surely you can appreciate how complicated it would've been with how public my arrival in this country was at first.

Miss Rimba: Remembering that I don't care who you are outside of the fact that you own a living child and have thrown it into my class room? I find your words vague and unrelatable.

Disco: Her father was a dictator, she fled his country, got asylum here, the news was like "wow"...but then three other things happened in the same week like they always do and people forgot about her. That doesn't mean that moving into a foreign country was easy though. It took a while to get adjusted and find her footing.

Miss Rimba: And are you saying that Pico moved here with her at the same time, and had to face the same trial of adjustment?

Disco: Sure, why not.

Nefarioun getting stunned by this, know it's a lie, as Pico arrived much later after they got separated on their way to Xanthic Cross.

But she doesn't say anything regardless as she wants to get this whole mess over and done with, and assumes that Disco is more adept at remembering the contents of an ever expanding snowball of lies that she speaks unto strangers.

Facilitating the breathing room for Miss Rimba to start moving forward as she pulls out a folder with Pico's name on it and she begins flipping through pages.

Eventually coming to a stop when Miss Rimba arrives at her bookmarked examples for Nefarioun and Disco to see as she starts to remove them from the folder, holding up each example as she speaks of them.

Miss Rimba: This was our most recent maths examination, the majority of our class achieved average scores, but Pico...didn't even try...she just wrote "Fuck you" on the page, which I can assure doesn't tell us anything about her understanding of the topics she was being graded on.

Nefarioun: Well...at least you know she can write?

Disco: Maybe she thought it was an English exam?

Miss Rimba: I doubt that, she made one of her male class mates eat her English exam before ramming his head through his own desk when we last had one.

Disco: I assume she was provoked by the boy?

Miss Rimba: It's a teacher's policy not to speak about other students that do relate to the parents during a conference.

Disco: But the guy did totally egg her on, right?

Miss Rimba: Yes, he was being a real bastard if you want my honest opinion, but still, he digested the exam, so we have no real way of telling if Pico is good at English or not.

Nefarioun: Maybe she considered such a thing to be artistic interpretation?

Miss Rimba: It's a theory, but then again, her last art examination was worse.

Nefarioun: How the hell could it have been worse than making some kid eat balled up paper and then testing the durability of his skull?

Miss Rimba: Everyone was paired up and were asked to do portraits of their partner, Pico and Kamber, forever joined at the hip like losers who don't want any meaningful friendships, worked together, with Kamber taking it seriously and getting praised for her realistic interpretation of Pico's image..

Disco: So...Pico being her friend, she likely took it seriously herself, right?

Miss Rimba: Guess a-fucking-gain, she just wasted time until I got vocal and told her to get a freaking move on with her work, after being pestered enough, she grabbed a thick black pastel and scribbled incessantly on the page before then using her lit cigarette of the time to burn a beyond simplistic smiley face onto the mess which
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