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Vice-Ambassador Adrian Hagen
"We know just where we're going.  But we don't know where we've been."
- Talking Heads

You career as an Ambassador started out a long time ago...so long that you can't remember.  Which means it was definitely before this morning.

You don't remember what happened last night.  In fact, you don't remember much of anything anymore.  You keep yourself immersed in a constant fog of alcohol, drugs, and endorphins.  Your position as an Ambassador allows you to maintain yourself, and purchase new organs when required.

You are a damn good ambassador.  Of course you have a habit of referring to alien races by "cute" terms like "lizards" and "pointyears."  But this has given you a reputation for a sort of "down-home" bluntness that is respected throughout the UPC bureaucracy.  

You are an excellent author of compromise, as soon as you manage to cut through the bullshit, which your acerbic manners frequently accomplish almost as soon as you hit the door.  You seem to have an almost innate ability to figure out what people really want, especially when you concentrate.  Which is so hard.  You manage to carve out diplomatic solutions, and avoid military confrontations.  And you get laid pretty often, which is definitely a reccomendations for your position.  

You hate the military, though you don't quite remember why.  Probably something in your past.  You had your childhood and adolescence erased at an oblivion parlor on Delta-Vega VII one night, and don't remember a thing before you were twenty three.  You are certain there are horrible specters in your past and skeletons in your closet, probably enough to keep you from winning a seat in the UPC Senate.  At any rate, you value free memory very highly.  People without childhood memories live longer, have more fun.  Come to think of it, didn't you have a seat in the UPC Senate once.  Or maybe you were just there for a hearing...

You maintain an outward composure that is only occasionally broken by complete non-sequiturs, and admissions of your complete failure to grasp certain concrete concepts.  In fact, you would probably be a real wreck if it wasn't for MARIE.  MARIE stands for Memory Architecture Recognition Interface Enhancer.  Essentially, Marie is an onboard supercomputer that resides inside your skull.  So, while you seldom have any idea what is going on in your personal life (including who...or what...you might be dating), you always have an excellent grasp of hardcore information concerning your assignments.  This combination of an easygoing personal style, and hardcore factual knowledge, combined with your own instinctual abilities has got you where you are today.  Wherever the hell that is.

Right now you are negotiating a treaty between two Yorr factions.  Actually, you are supposed to negotiating a treaty between two Yorr factions.  The fact is, you are drifting along, going through the motions of negotiating a treaty, while you wait to see when the other shoe is going to drop.  You have never known the Yorr to forego a chance to fight each other voluntarily.  They are up to something.  Your instincts tell you this, and your instincts are never wrong.

Right now you are a little concerned about last night.  Something happened.  Something so bad that you drank 1.7 liters of Vergosi Black Hole liqueur, without a mixer.  And popped at least seven "Nilstim" Brand tranquilizers.  You found the wrappers in the shower this morning.

Now, your usual response to bad situations is to juice yourself into oblivion, but you usually either wait until your assignment is over, or leave a few notes in MARIE so that you can figure out what (or who) happened.  In the meantime, it is very important to seem like you know everything already...especially in the arena of personal affairs.

That isn't the worst thing.  The worst thing is that you found three rather odd items next to your bed.  The first and most interesting was an Alsarii "art" magazine with highly pornographic content.  How do they do that.  

The second was a round metal disk, with indecipherable alien writing on it.

There was also a strange electronic device of Alsarii manufacture.  It might be a weapon of some sort.

Finally, there was a gold plate, with some strange writing on it.  You have never seen the language it is in before - it is not Alsarii or Vergosi according to MARIE.

This has you a trifle worried.  How did these things get here.  Did the Alsarii come into your cabin?  Did you have sex with one of them.  You'll hate yourself forever if you've forgotten that!
Summary

(
You are here to negotiate a peace treaty between the Yorr Imperium and the Barony of Ghast

(
Your advanced supercomputer, MARIE, will help you with technical details

(
You wish someone could help you with other details.  Like where the strange Alsarii items in your room came from.
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