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The holiday season is upon us in the Chequered Moon Colony, and we at the Sherman Eco-Cast post can't help but celebrate the joyous time of year, honouring the Earth world religious icon and the anniversary of his birth.

How do we celebrate this as a news division of an empire you ask?....

We....just keep reporting the news. Fun right?...Yeah, well...It's all we've got. HOWEVER! We do also have some helpful tips to make your holiday season much easier and as stress free as possible.

First! Make a to-do list, and check it twice too...That’s what Santa Claus does, I mean sure, maybe you have a mental list of everything you need to do before the big day. But it helps to have a written list for those silly moments where guns fights occur in the streets, and mobilised cyborg units pummel shoplifters to death before our eyes, which can cause our brains to have a misstep, and forget a few things in the tizzy...

Second! Don’t shop at prime times! Shop early! Shop fast! And shop Eco-Cast! Since you started saving for Christmas early, you can shop early too. You’ll never have to worry about your inventory being too low and having to stoop to drawing a sidearm (or more popular this year, The Sherman Eco-Cast Market Negotiation Taser) against another desperate shopper over the last turkey, if you get in on the ground floor first? You won’t have to worry about price gouging on popular items either, which is good, because everything sold in Sherman Malls are Popular Items....

Third! And most important of all, remember...Christmas time is meant to be filled with joy, merriment and gratitude. So plan out time with family and friends to nurture your blooming relationships. Don’t let the month pass you by, spend some time with those you care about, is there a special someone in your life? Perhaps take them out on a celebratory date to remember the holiday...or better yet, if you have a couple you're close e close with, try a double date, it kills two birds with one stone.

The more you follow these time-saving steps, the more you'll be likely to come up with your own. So try to have a Merry Christmas, with as many Sherman Eco-Cast goods and products involved as possible.

––––––––
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Signed: Patrick Black (Sherman Eco-Cast Post Editor/Head Writer).
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Notice: Theses records are for the eyes of privileged personnel with the appropriate security clearance only, if you are  not a member of the Sherman Eco-Cast Police who wields such said authority, then we of the Sherman Eco-Cast police would like to request that you disconnect from our servers now, or at the very least, forget everything you read while you are here.

The selected case files your are trying to access are all witnesses, suspect and related parties to the recent demise of the Dagger Corporation, though information on these men, women, and cat's are limited, we do hope that it better serves your efforts in maintaining security around the Chequered Moon.
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Jazz Crescendo.
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Miss Jazz Crescendo is the eldest surviving daughter of the fallen Crescendo empire on the moon, though helpful, she is also a regular troublemaker for our officers, having a short fuse, a loud mouth, along with being typically responsible for making some of the biggest cash injections into the Chequered Moon's arms industry....

Which is impressive when you think about the fact that there are still crime syndicates on the moon who arm limitless amounts of men....

She's not one of those previously mentioned kingpins however, she just can't go a day without firing a gun....
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Allegretto.
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An anthropomorphic cat-man, complete with a suit, is a known liaison and close personal friend of Jazz. He finds Jazz jobs, sells any of the information she acquires, he acts as a handyman to keep her travelling business functioning, and offers her advice on how to be a better person on occasion (One of the few beings in existence to dare try, and get away with it).

Though he is a capable fighter, he'll rarely take on as many risks as Jazz, as he knows fine well, for 90% of the time, she has a total disregard for her own well being, which means he need only draw a weapon when absolutely necessary...

He often deems this a “good business partner ship” when not flustered with Jazz's antics.
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Gem Crescendo.
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The younger sister of Jazz Crescendo, a paralysed cyborg possessing a cyber body that has yet to have artificial muscles that would commonly allow standard mobility installed.

The cyborg was originally the official heir to the Crescendo family empire, but now lives under the care of her sister, who is technically her legal guardian, with the assistance of her associates.
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Sentaro.
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The hired RV driver for Jazz's travelling company, and part time caretaker for Gem, he's a doctor and a retired Intergalactic Pro-Championship Surfer... There was going to be a warrant placed for his arrest not too long ago regarding incidents surrounding Dagger's demise....however....Mr Sherman carefully talked it over with Jazz Crescendo and Gold Hagar in a private meeting, and from what he (and the dry cleaner of his underwear) told us, the general consensus is to take such a prisoner would be....counterproductive for the Moon's ongoing semi-peaceful status.

And officer Ice Flintlock, when asked, gave his testimony on the amount of hearsay surrounding the parties in said meeting simply stating “Yep, sounds like one of Jazz's meetings” ...and when asked if there should be any further investigation put into the meeting....Ice punched the officer's lights out.
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Ice Flintlock.
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Often referred to as the "top guy" among the ranks of Sherman Eco-Cast's police force, this isn't a name he appreciates, and is not something handed down from the higher ups within the company, but rather a general agreement within the men around the HQ.

This is a nickname that gets harder and harder to avoid with the recent replacement of his left arm, a replacement which he forged from a dormant transmutation field repair program Jazz's father installed into his mind upon his initial cyberization. Not only did this procedure seem like magic at first glance, but upon completion it essentially multiplied Ice's strength tenfold by giving him the galaxies most powerful augmented limb, again....to give him a matching set...

Let's face it, it's not like this guy needed anything to make him tougher to begin with...but...God damn...
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Gold Hagar.



[image: ]


[image: ]

The legendary clone soldier/intergalactic horror story Gold Hagar, the most recent addition to the Black Bag Jazz Cat's staff roster....we'd like to arrest her, we really, really, really would...She is....fucking crazy. Unfortunately, not only would it be frowned upon by Jazz, Ice, and the oh-so frustratingly precious Sentaro, but....we simply don't have the resources to follow through with such an ambitious project.

Our best advice for now is stay out of her way, unless you're looking to cash in on the life-insurance policy for your left-behind loved ones...then by all means, go nuts, try to slap some handcuffs on her, you'll be horrifically surprised by the results.
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End of Document.
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This concludes all of the documentation relating to individuals involved with Dagger's demise, if you wish to look at the reports from the forensics labs, you'll need a higher level security clearance, we hope this information has been helpful to you.

––––––––
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Log Out Confirmed.
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Blooming Relationship Quartet.
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Love is a tricky thing for anyone in the galaxy, regardless of gender, or indeed how “human” they are, and when people first start dating someone, they may become somewhat worried about how to keep a conversation going, especially over a dinner date.

One solution? A double date. When one goes out with another couple, they have more people to interact with, which is a sure fire way to relieve any potential awkwardness. Such concepts have become popular ever since the Sherman Eco-Cast Post did a whole report advising people on taking the avenue along with shopping themselves stupid for the Christmas season.

Now Sentaro, in his own right, isn't stupid when it comes to frivolous spending, he's actually one of the of the most economical men on the entire Chequered Moon colony, however, outside of personal finance he tends to make some resounding blunders every now and again, and falling for said articles love advice is one of them.

What this boils down to, is somehow, some way, in a high class restaurant, he is now sitting at the right side of a table in the centre of the establishment across from a scathing Miss Jazz Crescendo, who is not saying anything, just glaring at him from her seat, for landing her in this precarious situation.

At their respective sides, their significant others are also seated with them. Ice next to Jazz, and Gold Hagar next to Sentaro. Sentaro himself had to pull some pretty big strings to get this seemingly normal function to take place between these three monsters (for reasons that would escape anyone with eyes and a basic comprehension of who and what they are), and unsurprisingly, things haven't been going according to his “plan”....

Nothing too bad in the realms of what he is used to has transpired as of yet, however, he is having to deal with the razor sharp katana eyes of not only Jazz, but also the rest of the patrons who can see that the casual attires of their party don't match what is expected of such a prestigious venue. This is compounded by Ice's attempts at a dinner time discussion, which, again, not too shockingly, isn't appropriate for the venue. As he is in the middle of a questionably funny work story...

Ice: ...So we essentially have to train these guys in this procedure every God damn time, fast rope descending, how to use the riot gear, and all that other crap. I never usually get saddled with it, but the regular instructor was taking a sick day, so I filled in.

Jazz: ...

Ice: Anyway, everything seemed to be going fine, until we got to the helicopter...

Gold: Your insolent training dogs couldn't even get ten paces out of the place before fucking up?

Ice: That's not the worst of it, just let me finish. I had the men practise the fast boarding procedure to test their response time, but unfortunately....one of them had a question while running for the chopper.

Gold: Asking a question before completing an order? Such insubordination, I hope you made an example out of him....

Ice: I...didn't have to, the stupid bastard raised his hand to ask me the question and it got sliced off by the helicopters main rotor blades.

Gold: That saves time I suppose...

Ice: Yeah, well, needless to say he got failed right away. As for the rest of the guys? They made it on board, but we didn't even get to the test site for the exercise before the rest of them failed.

Sentaro: ...

Gold: What happened this time, did one of your whiny Eco-Cast police officers get car sick in your helicopter?

Ice: That's precisely what happened.

Gold: And you aborted your exercise because of this?

Ice: No, like I said, we didn't even make it there, one of the stupid kids threw up in his riot helmet, and thought somebody had blown his brains out when his regurgitated lunch started swirling around his face, so...he freaked out, lifted his assault rifle, and started firing. He shot the equipment, the pilot, his comrades, they shot back, the helicopter got roasted and I ended up being the only survivor. I had to climb out through the shattered wreckage of the porcelain doll store we crashed into, which was luckily closed at the time.

Gold: When did all of this happen?

Ice: Roughly two and half hours ago, between all the clean up, and the drug testing of the jumpy kid's puke, I had to make a beeline for the showers just to get all the fuel, residue, fluids and organs off of me. Luckily I had a spare uniform in my locker, otherwise I would've arrived here twenty minutes late.

Gold: And when you say fluids?

Ice: I mean anything and everything that can spew from an exploding helicopter and or human being. Needless to say after leaving bloodied foot prints on the carpet of the Chief's office whilst explaining everything, he figured it'd be best if I never cover training again.

Gold: A dead unit, a trashed helicopter, a brutalised doll shop, and bloody shoe prints are where he draws the line?

Ice: To be fair, I think the liver that fell from my shirt into his coffee when I stood over his desk might have been what sealed the deal...

Gold: I'm surprised you walked all the way across the colony back to the station, and were still leaving footprints by that time.

Ice: There was a LOT of blood.

Sentaro at this moment knows he'll not only be haunted by this tale in his nightmares, but these same nightmares will also feature the rapidly growing whispering from the surrounding patrons that are judging their civility.

So in a bid to try to diffuse the situation, he decides to nudge Ice in the leg with his boot as he proceeds to give him "the signal" they agreed upon before this night came to pass.

However, Ice not really wanting to do this in the first place, quickly forgot most of Sentaro's plan prior to his arrival here, so now he is simply left to enquire what he is doing, in a manner unbefitting of their surroundings.

Ice: What the fuck was that for?....

Sentaro, not playing into his own plan well at all here, decides to announce to the table that he and Ice are going to hammer out dating tactics in an undisclosed location....without actually "saying it" directly.

Sentaro: Ice, do you think maybe we should take a moment to "powder our noses"...?!

Ice: Sen, I'm a cop, I don't do cocaine....

Sentaro deals one more thorough kick to the cyborgs legs, which doesn't even remotely hurt Ice, but does send him on the right track in remembering the signal.

Ice: Oh, shit, right...OK, "powdering our noses" then, (sighs) we'll be right back I guess.

As Ice and Sentaro leave Jazz and Gold behind to head into the men's room, elsewhere on the Colony, back at the Black Bag Jazz Cat's RV, Allegretto sits making notes at the dining table, just a few short feet away from the sofa where Gem is lying.

The young girl still possessing a cyber-body that has yet to have artificial muscles installed, this is the height of what she can do physically. Mentally she is busying herself with countless processes through the web connection in her cyber-brain (As is evident by her eyes glowing in varying colour hues).

This is something of a rare calm and peaceful atmosphere for the two of them, which is soon hindered by the sudden sounds of knocking at the RV's side door.

Upon hearing this series of chaps, Allegretto sighs and drops his pen as he stands in response, only to be stopped by the automated voice of Gem, speaking through a sound processor in her spine without actually moving at all.

Gem: Just leave it Allegretto, it's bound to be them again.

Allegretto: I know....I know, but still, with everyone else out for the evening I have to check to make sure it's not an emergency....

Letting out yet another sigh, Allegretto drags his heals to the RV's door, opening it to see the dreaded sight of a man dressed in robes, holding up some form of religious text as he says to the cat.

???: Hark my brother, how are we this fine evening?

Allegretto: Disgruntled, if you must know.

???: Then you must be suffering?

Allegretto: Not for the reasons you're most likely assuming I am, no.

???: Ah, I see, an internal conflict, let me ask you this my brother, have you ever thought about life?

Allegretto: Not since the last time you asked me the question 49 minutes ago.

???: And what was your thoughts during that previous meeting I wonder?

Allegretto: Something in the realm of ..."what am I doing with my life, talking to a brainwashed robed simpleton whilst babysitting a cyborg that has a higher IQ than my own?"... I believe.

???: I sense hostility in your words, you must be a man with a lot of conflict in your existence...

Allegretto: More than what's featured in whatever breed of fictional wars took place in your little word-heavy, will-dissolving, cookbook there.

???: Then you recognise the darkness in your life? Good...acceptance is the first step.

Allegretto: And I imagine giving you money is the second?

???: Fear not my brother, for a small fee, your salvation awaits.

Allegretto: I'll bet it does. And what if I were to tell you I had no money?

???: You have this motorhome, that clearly shows your wealth.

Allegretto: I could've stolen it...

???: Then you can pawn it, and use the funds for donations to our cause, in order to earn your forgiveness...

Allegretto: That doesn't really help the fictional person I stole it from though, does it?

???: Oh but it does, because soon, everyone will see the light...

Allegretto: Uh-huh, well if that's the case, you should probably stop bothering people at their doors, I'm pretty sure if your God is going to convert the entire moon on some glorious day, then the old... "seeing is believing"...  quip will scare everyone into shape fairly quickly when he arrives.

???: I'm afraid you don't understand...

Allegretto: You're right, I don't.

???: Then you'll join us on the path to God?...

Allegretto: (Sighs)...I wouldn't worry about that, you just keep coming round here at inopportune times and someone who is far less friendly than me will answer the door, you'll soon find your God at that point.

???: But I....

Allegretto: Where just about to leave!? Good, you have a safe journey home now!!!

Allegretto slams the door shut on the robed man's face before heading back to the dining table in the RV, where, as he sits, Gem reflects on just how right she was with her automated voice.

Gem: Well, did your conversation feel any more enlightening for the tenth time tonight?

Allegretto: Ugh...you knew it was him again for a fact, didn't you?

Gem: I hacked the surveillance on this parking lot, and the surrounding streets to watch, he's just been walking the block, trying the same set of apartment buildings and stores, over and over again. At this stage I don't think it's even a case of delusional fanatical reasoning, I'm beginning to think he's just plain dumb.

Allegretto: A concise yet significant analysis if I've ever heard one to be honest. For once I'm actually kind of annoyed that Jazz isn't here to do something ostentatiously reckless in realms of permanently damaging the man's cranial area.

Gem: Like I said, ship and sailed, he's literally heading to the strip club across the street to try to convert the regulars for the eleventh time!....I'd say after the fifth attempt, if you can't get them to give up lap-dances, try the freaking library, the board games club, any where that has a more patient and polite clientele than a bunch of
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