DR Fifty-Seven
And, just like that, the next semester started.
Wandering into Port’s class a few minutes early, I noted a few new faces in the crowd. Then again, that shouldn’t be too surprising. These students were going to be here all semester, so of course they’d be attending some of our classes. Otherwise, they’d be losing out an entire semester of learning just to participate in the Vytal festival, considering they weren’t just flying in a week or two before it started.
Seeing Penny, sitting with three other girls, I glanced to Ruby, expecting her to squee about seeing her friend, only to realize that didn’t happen. With Blake not having a hissy-fit, emphasis on the hiss, she never met Sun, nor would the two of them get involved with the White Fang. Because of that Ruby never went looking for her, and never met combat ready, gender-swapped Pinocchio.
From what little of the girl I’d seen in the earlier volumes, though, she seemed nice enough, and so I made a mental note to talk to her. Looking around I could see a few other teams. There was the one with the hoverboard chick, though the dark-skinned blonde girl was giving Pyrrha the stink-eye for some reason, and a group I didn’t recognize in the slightest. 
Well, no time like the present, I thought, noting that the row in front of Penny was empty, and led my team over to it. “Atlas students?” I asked them, getting a serious nod from an Indian looking girl, with a gold dotted plus instead of the red dot that would indicate she was married. In fact, except for the android, the entire team tensed. “Ah, in that case, sal-u-ta-tions!” I grinned, unable to help myself.
Penny’s entire team stared at me, before the robot girl grinned back, “Sal-u-ta-tions indeed! I’m Penny Polendina! Who are you?”
“Name’s Jaune Arc, Dragon extraordinaire,” I introduced myself. “And these are my teammates, Pyrrha, Yang, Blake, Ruby, Weiss, Ren, and Nora.”
“Uh, hi!” Ruby greeted, while Pyrrha shot me an inquisitive look. “Nice ta meetchya!”
Penny looked at me, head cocking in an almost mechanical manner. “I thought Beacon teams were made up of four people. Is my data incorrect?”
“It isn’t,” Yang told the other girl, shaking her head. “Jauney’s our team lead,” she said, motioning to Blake, Weiss, and herself, “And my little sis Ruby leads her team with the others. We just do stuff together, so it’s like we’re one big team!”
You could practically see the wheels turning, as Penny processed that, before she suddenly nodded, smiling once more. “Ah, a colloquialism! In that case, it is good to meet you, Pyrrha, Yang, Blake, Ruby, Weiss, Ren, and Nora! These are my teammates, Ciel,” who was the not-indian girl, “Maron,” was a red-haired girl who gave a bored nod, “and Abigail!” was a blonde who was giving me a suspicious look. “We-”
“Our professor is here,” Ciel stated, interrupting the orange-haired girl.
Glancing back, I saw that the man had walked in, but he always gave a us a minute to get settled. “Be warned,” I told them, “this class is ostensibly a ‘know your Grimm’ class, but the way Port teaches it its more about tactics, behaviors, and non-standard fighting methods. It just sounds like he’s bragging.”
“Nah, he’s totes bragging,” Yang disagreed.
“Okay, he is bragging,” I admitted, “But there’s also more to it than it seems. Just know that him taking a while to get to the point is a feature, not a bug.”
“Understood!” Penny nodded seriously, while Maron just sighed.
Penny’s teammate gave me an annoyed look. “So it’s gonna be boring?”
“As long as you’re not failing, don’t fall asleep until we’re half an hour in and you’re not in the front row, and he doesn’t mind,” I informed her.
The tired looking girl chuckled. “You’re not bad, for a Faunus.”
“I try,” I shrugged, even as Blake looked outraged.
However, before she could say anything, Port called, “Ms. Belladonna, Ms. Long, please go see our esteemed doctor in her office. I received the most interesting message from her saying you had not yet visited her domain!”
Turning a look their way, I realized that, despite me asking them to, they’d never gone to see Peach to get a checkup after our dungeon dive. The Faunus girl had to leave, Yang taking the opportunity to push her out the door, before she could make a fuss, and I nodded to Port in thanks, the man giving me a minute nod in return.
We took our seats, as Port took his position. “Monsters. Deeeeemons! Prowlers of the night! Yes, the creatures of Grimm have many names. But I merely refer to them as prey!”
Ruby leaned over to Weiss. “Isn’t this the same speech he gave last semester?” she whispered.
“Don’t talk. And yes,” the heiress whispered back.
“Our first semester we covered the most common Grimm found in Vale,” the man continued, “And you too, should have started to see those creatues for what they are. But merely because you can kill a Beowulf by the dozen does not mean that you can handle an Alpha Beowulf. Just because you’ve learned to use your Aura to the point that you can match an Ursa, strength for strength, does not mean you can do so with an Ursa Major. Why, one time, when I was a younger man, I was on the trail of what I thought was a pair of rogue Ursa. It was in the dead of winter, where one would think the snow would make them easier to track, but winter is a fickle lady indeed! You see, I had started to track them. . .”
Mentally switching gears, I stopped paying attention to every word, and started filtering for useful intel, as this class had taught me to. Taking notes, Pyrrha tapped my paper with her pen, gesturing with it towards Penny, behind us.
‘She seems friendly’ I wrote in the margin. 
My time with my lover taught me to read her look as her saying, ‘Yes, and?’
‘And she’s someone I know about,’ I added. ‘She needs, and deserves, some friends. Trust me.’
Reaching over slightly, Pyrrha drew on my notes, leaving a small heart, smiling at me, telling me that she did. I smiled back, and both of us turned to face our professor as Port continued explaining how hibernation-prone Grimm would, during a storm, lie down and go to ‘sleep’, only to rise a few hours after the snow ended and continue their hunt. This was a fact that, if you had walked right by them, could be a deadly surprise when they attacked, walking through an area normally was enough to declare an area clear of Grimm, as they could normally not resist attacking any whom they detected.
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Blake and Yang showed up half an hour later, taking their seats, and promptly lost interest in the lecture. On the bright side, Blake wasn’t sending angry glares to the Atlas team, but my idea of suggesting we all get lunch together was pretty much DOA. Eh, we’ve got time, I mentally shrugged.
Soon enough, it wrapped up, and we all headed out the door. I gave Penny a smile and a wave, which she emphatically returned, but while we went to the cafeteria her team went a different direction. Maybe the robot girl can’t eat? I wondered, but in the end it didn’t really matter.
“I don’t know why you were so friendly with those Atlesians,” Blake grumbled, after we sat down to eat. “They’re not worth our time.”
“Hey!” Weiss objected.
“You’re. . . okay,” the ex-White Fang grudgingly admitted.
Before the Schnee heiress could respond, I changed the topic, “Okay, that girl was a racist. So was Cardin, and we don’t judge. . . Valers? Vale-ites?”
“Vailians,” Pyrrha supplied.
“We don’t judge Vailians, by him,” I said, before noting that the boy in question was in the cafeteria. “Speaking of the piece of shit,” I added, pointing at him. “Don’t start anything, but end it if he does.”
“Wait, he’s back!?” Yang demanded, scowling. “After what he did?”
“We knew he was going to be,” Pyrrha reminded the blonde. “After all, it would be hard for him to attend the festival if he weren’t a Huntsman student.”
Thankfully, the racist gave our team a wide berth, not even looking at us, though, from the way he grit his teeth, he obviously wanted to do something.
“Regardless,” I said, “Penny seems nice enough, And remember, you don’t get to pick your teammates, though I’m pretty happy with how things have turned out,” I smiled, looking over my team, getting smiles in return, Nora giving me a thumbs up.
Yang’s grin faded a little as she peered at me. “Speakin’ of, you seemed to know that weird girl. Old flame?”
I laughed at the thought, though, considering it, OG Jaune and Penny might’ve actually worked out, her straightforwardness cutting through his odd mix of preconceptions, fears, and bravado. They probably wouldn’t’ve danced around each other for six months, at the very least, though I wondered if the android was otherwise capable, past pure combat.
Safety First! Some stupid part of my mind remarked, Do Not Fist Android Girls!
. . . Even not being on the internet in months, I’ve spent too long on the internet, I thought, shaking my head. “No. She’s just someone I know about. On a completely unrelated note, I need to go train with Oz. Any idea for what we’re doing after dinner?”
Ruby perked up, “We haven’t done a wargame in a while!”
“Nah, Rubes,” her sister disagreed. “Light-Knight gets back right before dinner, so he couldn’t make snackage, which is, like, half the fun. Hey, Weiss-Cream, you rustle up any info on the, uh, really Alpha Grimm?”
The girl in question shook her head. “I’ve found some leads that might’ve been some, but the scrubbing of them has been particularly efficient. I’d be impressed if I wasn’t so annoyed! All I have are myths and legends. Like that ‘Beowulf of the Hunt’ Jaune mentioned. However, we have Professor Tim’s class tomorrow, and we could have a refresher on the subject.”
“Ugh, the final was only weeks ago, not months,” Yang groaned, but shrugged, reversing instantly, “Sure. That works. I’ve been meaning to see if I could do somethin’ with combustion Dust.”
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Working with Oz went well, the Wizard insisting that Monday were for training my Flame, Wednesdays would be for Magic, so we would not discuss it until the appointed time. Oobleck’s class the next day went well as well. . . 
Until he asked for our team to stay after class.
“WHAT! WERE! YOU! THINKING!” the man yelled at us, after the door closed, zipping in front of the eight of us.
“I, uh, what?” Ruby questioned, cringing back.
“GOING INTO A GRIMM TUNNEL! ENTERING UNKNOWN RUINS! EVERYTHING!” was his response, only a little less angry, if only because, any more incensed, and he likely could not form words. He’d kept a good hold of it during class, but the man before us was well and truly pissed.
“Hey!” Yang yelled back. “We found those record things! Jaune said you guys hadn’t seen anything like that!”
I didn’t even see the Huntsman move, as he seemed to teleport in front of the Brawler. “And did you think that was worth your lives!?”
The blonde took a half-step back. “I, uh, well, it’s got to count for something!” she rallied. “And isn’t history your, you know, thing?”
The green haired man stared at my teammate for a long moment, before zipping back in to the middle of our group. “While the records you recovered are indeed the find of the decade, possibly century, given how intact they were and what they suggested, but if I had the option of having them in my hand, or you eight in my class, I would choose the latter!”
“W-wait, really?” Ruby questioned.
Oobleck’s head snapped over to her, and he said quietly, “I do not know what I may have said to give you the impression that I put history over lives, but I study history to save lives. Knowledge is power, but some prices are not worth paying. The records of the past are hidden across the land, laying in wait, until they are discovered and serve to shine a light on the events that came before us, but those records are only useful as long as there are people to use them.”
“But aren’t there other Huntsman and Huntresses?” the tiny team lead asked. “I’m not saying I don’t like surviving, but, if we could help other people. . . would it really be so bad?”
“Yes,” was the man’s answer, as swift and harsh as a whipcrack, making the girl flinch. “Yes it would, Ruby Rose. For, as history has shown, if one starts to pay for things with lives, one does not stop. While some losses will inevitably occur, due to the dangerous nature of a Huntresses’ life, those losses should never be seen as the cost, as they say, ‘of doing business.’ And part of that loss prevention strategy is to minimize risk wherever possible, to maintain proper lines of communication, and to enter enemy territory only when properly prepared. And you eight were not properly prepared, at least according to the report I received from Headmaster Ozpin, unless, of course that report was in error. Was that report in error?”
“It wasn’t,” I informed him. “With the four of them going in against my advice, what should I have done? Knocked them out and carried them home?” I questioned, having thought about that very thing.
“Yes. I am glad you understand the severity of the situation,” the teacher nodded.
I blinked. “Wait, really?”
“Or perhaps not,” the man mused to himself. “Yes. If one’s teammates are attempting something that could legitimately called suicidal, as entering a Grimm Tunnel could easily be classified as, then short of inflicting lasting harm, or putting them in a situation where lasting harm would be likely, then yes, if you believe you could subdue them, or do enough damage to their Auras that pursuing their chosen course of action is not possible, that would be the optimal solution. Perhaps I should have a discussion with Peter, to include Grimm Tunnels in the freshman curricula, to better establish the severity of their danger. Their appearance is so rare, and students are not allowed out unsupervised until their sophomore year, such that it has not previously been an issue.”
“How dangerous are they?” Blake asked, blushing slightly in embarrassment as the teacher shot her a disbelieving look. “I, I know how bad what we found was-”
“I am not sure that you do,” Oobleck observed.
“But, they’re not usually like that,” the Faunus continued. “If they were, what we found wouldn’t be so important. I’m not saying it was worth it,” she quickly added, “But. . .”
The professor nodded. “In that you are correct. No, your experience is indeed unique, though, with new information and in retrospect, possibly not as unique as you may think. In Vale, Headmaster Ozpin carefully curates Huntsman and Huntress missions to reduce risk and maximize possible good. Because of that, we only loose one team in seven that we send to investigate Grimm Tunnels, and those are fully trained Huntsman teams. Regrettably, for licensed teams we cannot restrict what teams can and cannot take certain missions like we do students. There are many good reasons for this, most of them political, but because of that we can only attach warnings which, sadly, often go ignored. As such, most Grimm Tunnels in Vale are closed as soon as they are found, only those that have the markers of hidden ruins flagged for exploration.”
“You said it’s not as unique as we think,” Ruby slowly stated. “You think the others. . .”
“Were trapped, met something they could not handle, and killed? Yes,” Oobleck nodded authoritatively. “It has been common belief that meeting an Alpha in a Grimm Tunnel is what sparks a Grimm Tide, but of those teams that do not report back, only a fraction of their disappearances are followed by Grimm Tides. It, indeed, paints a, if you will pardon the pun, grim picture, if there are indeed that many of that class of Grimm, hidden beneath our feet.”
My team, as one, looked down.
“I meant that metaphorically,” the green haired man clarified. “The few Grimm Tunnels that have opened near Beacon have been explored, in force, and not a single team has been lost. I myself have led several of those expeditions, and, while some ruins were found, along with a few Alphas, those monstrosities were put down with extreme prejudice, and the Tide was stopped before it could truly begin!” Weiss lifted a hand. “Yes, Miss Schnee!”
“You said Vale lost one team in seven. What about the other nations?” she questioned.
“I did!” the professor affirmed. “Atlas loses just over one team in six, five-point-seven to be precise, though that ratio may be due to the lack of tunnels that appear on Solitas, though, worryingly, that number has been slowly increasing over the years. Vacuo loses one team in four, and Mistral, one team in three. However, there are unfortunately always more teams in Mistral, though, in recent years, their losses have spiked in a way that suggests an imminent Grimm Tide, yet none has manifested. Most perplexing. And, given that these are trained Huntsmen and Huntresses. The fact that you survived is nothing short of miraculous, gentlemen and ladies, and it is almost assured that, if you were to go down another such Grimm Tunnel, you will surely die!”
Of interest to me, was something the man implied. “You think there’s more Behemoths hiding out in ruins under Remnant?”
“Indeed,” Oobleck nodded. “I have been collating the locations, though, given the winding nature of Grimm Tunnels, ascertaining their exact locations is quite impossible. There is also the possibility that some Huntsman teams were merely caught off guard, or encountered mere Alphas. Hah!” the man let out a bark of laughter. “Merely an Alpha! Oh, what times we are living in! To think such a danger lurked in the shadows, not as a danger that flared up, but as a persistent threat!”
The professor turned his attention back on us. “Mr. Arc!” he commanded, zipping in front of me. “Talking with you all, I believe that you believe that I am upset with you for your destruction of the priceless historical find of that underground city, am I correct in this assumption?”
“I honestly hadn’t given it much thought,” I shrugged. “I was focused on saving them, and then I was relieved we got out.”
The green-haired man nodded. “Understandable! In that case, if any of you had any doubt, be aware that I hold no ill will towards your actions! Yes, that city was an irreplaceable archeological resource, but your lives are similarly irreplaceable! That said, if I find that you all have done something equally stupid, you will fail each and every class you have with me until I believe that you have learned to value your own lives!”
“That, that’s not fair!” Weiss objected. “Our grades should be dependent on our classwork!”
Yang looked at her in disbelief. “That’s what you’re complaining about?”
Oobleck turned to the white-haired girl. “I teach history young lady. If you do something of this magnitude of foolishness, then, obviously, you have not learned from history. Or are you planning on doing so again?”
“I, no!” the heiress objected. “It’s, just, the principal of the thing.”
The professor coughed awkwardly. “Ah. Yes. Well, you often find that, in reality, the principal of a thing does not hold up against the reality of a thing. Regardless, have I sufficiently impressed the significance and gravity of the mistakes you have made?”
Yang started to respond angrily, but bit her tongue, visibly deflating. “Yeah. You did. My dad did. Jaune did. We got it.”
Looking to the rest of RWBY, they nodded in agreement. “And you?” The professor asked, turning to pin Ren with a stern look.
“M-me?” the young man replied, unsure. “But, I didn’t want to go down there.”
“Yes, but you still let it happen,” Oobleck noted, condemnation in his tone. “You have only been a Huntsmen at this academy for a single semester, but with that came responsibilities to your teammates, just as they have a responsibility to you! Yes, Mr. Arc went along with Ms. Rose’s foolish idea, but the three of you were willing to let them walk into danger without assistance!”
It was Pyrrha who countered the man. “I supported my partner, no matter his decision.”
“And, had, his decision led to the deaths of these four girls, that would have been acceptable?” the professor pressed.
“Yes,” she responded simply.
Oobleck was visibly taken aback. “Truly?”
“I’m sorry, but yes,” my lover stated with conviction. “I will advise him, but, for decisions in the field, he is my team leader. I will trust him to make the best decisions he can, with the information he has. As he has before, and will again.”
The professor nodded, turning to Ren and Nora. “And you two? Mr. Arc is not your team lead, so why did you abandon your teammates?”
“We didn’t,” Ren started to snap back, but caught himself, Nora putting her hand on his shoulder.
“Yes, Ms. Valkyrie?” Oobleck questioned, though without the edge his tone had just held.
“When we were younger, we had times we had to leave people behind,” the normally excited girl stated sadly. “They said it would be fine. They said we were yellow-bellied cowards. They said we were betraying them by not going with them. We never saw them again.”
Ruby frowned, “Because you went your separate ways?”
“I do not believe that is what she meant, Ms. Rose,” the professor noted, Nora nodding. The man sighed. “I. . . I cannot fault you for that, given your history,” Oobleck observed. “However, you are no longer what you were before. You are a Huntress and Huntsman. As such your word carries more weight, the weight of the responsibility you now carry. While many Huntsman and Huntresses believe they can sit back, that if it is not their mission, it is not their problem, those men and women are a disgrace to the profession. Just as Mr. Arc went after those four girls, so should you have, though he made a mistake in indulging in their foolishness, regardless of what they found, he would have gone after you two. Is that correct?” the man asked, looking to me.
“They’re my teammates,” I shrugged. “Of course I would.”
“Technically no, they are not, but I understand your intention,” Oobleck corrected, turning back to Ren and Nora. “But, you see? You must trust in your teammates, or, failing that, do what you can to protect them, even if they do not like it. From a utilitarian perspective, that is because the momentary good that may be gained by a Huntsman or Huntress’ death is very likely incomparable to the good they could do over the course of their lives. From a more personal perspective, they may be angry, they may even hate you, but they will still be around to do so. Trust me, when I say that I know this from experience. So, will you?”
Ren looked conflicted, glancing over to Ruby, who stared at him with large, pitiful silver eyes. “I, I will,” he promised.
“And you, Ms. Valkyrie?” Oobleck asked.
The girl just shrugged. “Where Rennie goes, I go. Simple as that.”
The professor looked between them, and then between Pyrrha and I. “I seem to be noticing a pattern,” he muttered to himself. “Well. That is all. I seem to be a little late to this conversation, but history is my specialty!” The man chuckled at his own joke, and I lifted a hand. “Yes, Mr. Arc?”
“Oz said you were translating the writing on the base of the Ice Crystal we found,” I prompted.
The historian brightened. “Ah, yes, that! I am still in the process of translating it, but it appears to be an invocation!”
“An invocation?” I echoed. “But, what, or who, is it invoking?”
Oobleck smiled. “That, my dear man, is exactly what I want to know!”

