
Walking through the Webway was like walking through a dream of the world. At times the landscape 
was nightmarish, populated by the horrors of ancient battles and destroyed cities so ancient and vast they 
could not have possible existed in reality. Yet in other passageways I saw flowers and fields untouched by 
even the tread of a single boot. Our guide walked through them all without paying attention to any of it. He 
giggled and chuckled and danced or sang in response to some music neither of us could hear.  

Only once did we pass any others along the way. A group of Harlequins dressed just as our guide. 
Except for their masks, which were each unique.  They bid him to join in their dance, begging that twelve was 
such an unlucky number and that they desperately needed a thirteenth. For a moment our guide looked on the 
verge of abandoning us for that offer. But he politely declined and we carried on our way.  

Bea strode along beside me silently. Her eyes did not rest and drank in the details. I wondered how 
much good memorizing the path would do us in finding our way back. More than once we made four right turns 
in a row without ever once seeing anything familiar. The only outward sign of her worry was the dampness on 
our intertwined fingers.  

Eventually we rounded a corner and came out facing a massive wall of dark crystal. Veins of gold and 
silver and glowing energy shot through the material at geometric angles. Each one of them disappeared into 
the floor, out of sight to either side, or curved up and over. If they were to be believed, the structure we now 
stood in front of was so massive that the entire planet of Bob could have fit inside it. Considering where we 
were I wasn’t sure if I believed my senses on that estimate.  

“Behold. The Black Library. Holder of secrets many would sell what little soul they have left to possess.” 
He giggled again, louder this time. “One fellow in particular has been so very persistent. But I do not see my… 
or should I say our lord around anywhere.” The blank masked looked this way and that in exaggerated 
confusion. “I shall go search for him!” And, quick as a flash trailing illusions of itself, he ran off. We shouted 
after him but to no avail.  

So we waited. And waited. And waited some more. Eventually I pulled a deck of cards out of my pocket 
and started idly fooling with them. Nothing fancy. Despite my talents with song and magic I had never been 
able to master even the simplest of card tricks or slights of hand. Mostly it was just to give my hands something 
to do.  

“Should we try the door?” Bea asked after she had smoked through three cigarettes with nothing 
changing.  

“What door?” I fumbled a few cards when I looked up. They disappeared through the misty floor of the 
Webway like leaves sinking into a pond. I cursed and checked to the deck to see what I had lost. The King of 
Hearts, Queen of Clubs, and a Joker. I tried not to take that as a prophecy of some kind. Instead I put the rest 
of them away and followed the direction of her finger.  

There was indeed a door set into the dark crystal. Black metal barely distinguishing itself from the 
material around it. If it hadn’t been for the lantern filled with green fire I would have missed it entirely.  

“I suppose we might as well considering it wasn’t there before.”  
The walk to it didn’t take as long as I would have guessed. Distance seemed to pass in fits and bursts 

instead of a steady rhythm like normal. When we did reach it, we discovered there was a small room cut into 
the crystal to the left of the door. A plain wooden half-door of a dark boards barred entry as did the figure who 
leaned against it from the inside.  

He was a tall, lanky creation of dull colored leathers decorated with gold stars and stripes. The cloak 
that hung out behind him was a dirty cream outside with a shimmering purple pattern on the inside. The hat 
atop his head looked as if it had seen a few hundred years of hard travel, all but puffing out a cloud of dust as 
the figure raised his head. Like the Harlequin, he wore a mask. Unlike our guide, his was not only decorated, 
but done so extremely well. The twisted features of a jester were sculpted onto it, complete with a long nose 
and smile somewhere between mocking and genuine humor.  

“Library card?” The voice behind the mask sounded bored. Admittedly, it wasn’t as if there was a press 
of people trying to get in.  



“I… didn’t know we needed one.” I admitted.  
“It’s the Black Library.” He said, an exasperated sigh tingeing his words. “Of course you need a library 

card. Can’t have just anyone wandering in and out taking whatever they want.” The figure leaned one long arm 
against the half-door and rested their chin against their hand. “We tried that once. He didn’t bring the book 
back. Last time we operated on the honor system.” 

“Can we get a library card?” The figure ignored my question for a moment to continue rambling on, 
unfavorably, about the gentleman who had waltzed in and abused the honor system. Just when I was 
wondering how long he would keep ignoring me he suddenly circled around to an answer.  

“So no, you can’t just get a library card. We had to put up rules and regulations and tests and it’s a 
huge pain in the backside to run through all of those.”  

I glanced around at the utter lack of people. “It doesn’t seem like you’re busy.”  
He leaned further over the door to glance out into the Webway itself. Then back at me. He managed to 

project an air of over exaggerated disbelief and surprise.  
“Don’t you have anything better to do than threaten my job security?”  
“Not really no.” I tossed back. “Our guide buggered off.”  
“We should try to find who he was taking us to.” Bea pointed out with an amused smile on her lips. “It 

sounded like Cegorach was really eager to meet you.”  
“What?” That brought the jester up short and straightened his back in a hurry. “Nobody gets to see 

Cegorach. Not nobody not nohow.”  
That line tickled with familiarity. His tone of voice was just too accurate for it to be coincidence. So I 

took a shot in the dark.  
“We already found him hun.” Surprise and disbelief flitted across her face. It vanished as he started 

laughing madly. I looked back to discover the mask that had been nothing more a moment earlier was 
suddenly moving like a real face. It was still shaped exactly the same, with comically exaggerated features. But 
now the lips and nose were jiggling along with the jester’s merriment.  

“I should have known better than to slip a reference past you.” The Laughing God didn’t appear all that 
disappointed that his “joke” had been spoiled so soon. I couldn’t help but wonder where he had picked up that 
tidbit from the Emerald City. Was he really that old or had he pillaged my brain as Carwyn had tried to do so 
many times? There was a glittering cleverness in those eyes that told me I would never truly know.  

“In any case, welcome, welcome to the Black Library.” The deity giggled. He moved his long fingers in a 
sinuous pattern before appearing to pull five cards from nowhere at all. Three were my playing cards. Which 
was just blatantly showing off. The other two were matte black squares that shimmered in the green torchlight. 
“Here are your cards. Don’t lose them now. I’m not in the habit of giving replacements.” He said as he handed 
them over. “But I do have some gifts for you two. You do like gifts, yes?”  

“So long as the price isn’t too steep.” Bea responded, sarcasm and humor tingeing her voice in equal 
measures. I had thought he might be offended at that. But the jester just giggled a little more in appreciation.  

“My jokes are cruel only when pointed at my enemies. Don’t worry. There will be little enough to offend 
your delicate mortal morals. Your part in the dance of this universe will be a pleasant one. With one small 
exception.” The humor in his voice died away with a suddenness of a winter graveyard’s wind. But then it came 
back with a snort. “But that comes later. I have to stop getting ahead of myself. Come come come. Inside. I 
have such sights to show you!” 

And so the Mad Jester himself ushered us into the crystalline repository of the darkest truths and most 
secret knowledge this universe had to offer. Bea’s hand found mine again. This time I couldn’t tell which of us 
was gripping harder.   



Drawbacks:  
+ A Bastard Child (+100 CP): Mistrusted due to not truly being Eldar. Mistrusted by most Humans due to 

siding with the Eldar. Most people aren’t going to be very pleasant at first. 
+ Inquiring Minds (+100 CP): You’ll find your path crossing with an Imperium Inquisitor who seems 

determined to use the most mentally unhinged Psychers he can find for his retinue. And nothing else. 
Causes a lot of trouble and always seems to reappear with replenished numbers. 30% chance of 
demons in the forecast every time he shows up.  

 
Path:  

+ The Way of the Laughing God: A chosen of Cegorach, who leads the Harlequins. Even the Dark Eldar 
are not so foolish as to harm one of these dancing, singing, jesters. Only they are proof against 
Slaanesh’s influence even without a Soulstone.  

 
Companions:  

+ Not All Who Wander Are Lost (100, 1100) [Background, Freebies, + 400 CP] 
1. Bea: The Way of the Laughing God - Guardian Training, Psychic Race, Eldar Physiology, Player, 

Death Jester, Holo-Suit, Wraithbone Weapon (Shuriken Cannon) 
2. Viela: Exodite - So Cold, Guardian Training, Psychic Race, A World is a Living Thing, Bonesinger 

 
Player (100, 1000) 
Shadowseer (300, 700) 
Bonesinger (400, 300)  
Holosuit (100, 200) 
Wraithguard [Wraithseer] (200, 0) 
  



Cegorach seemed to make time dance at his fingertips inside that library. Weeks passed inside days as 
he prepared us to join the dance. I had the sensation of my head being filled with bees that repeatedly left to 
raid the books around us for more knowledge, only to return and buzz louder. Bea complained of an ache in 
her chest as if she had laughed too hard and broken a rib. But even my magic from other worlds didn’t lessen 
that ache. The Laughing God assured both of us that these were to be expected. Each individual handled his 
teachings differently. Aches and pains and strange sensations were only those gifts being absorbed.  

Bea and I learned to reach out to sense each other with our minds. I described her presence as a green 
sea breeze with a lighthouse glowing through it. She described my own as a song she couldn’t quite remember 
the words to. The ability slowly grew in sensitivity until we could tell what the other was feeling in broad 
strokes. Not quite telepathy, but empathic at least. We were assured that it would continue to improve with 
time. However there was only so quickly such psychic powers could be learned.  

With this we learned how to sense the others around us. The Harlequins we had not once seen 
wandering the dark halls around us slowly came into focus in our minds. Each was a single note in a larger 
song. With just a few around it was a few sounds arranged in a simple melody. When larger groups wandered 
past, they became a full chorus. Neither of us could hear the full song. Not yet.  

In between all these, Cegorach showed us his true gifts.  
For Bea he gave the dark humor of death gone hunting. Her own sarcastic wit inspired him to make her 

a Death Jester. Her weapons were to be irony, embarrassment, and a massive cannon that fired truly 
horrifying disks of metal. She took to this training reluctantly. She had no great lust for war and chaos or desire 
to giggle madly at either. But she did admit she liked all the black in her new outfit.  

I was given the role of fate itself and all the terror that it could inspire. He showed me how to project 
horror into the minds of my foes, to steal the presence of myself and my allies from them instead, and how to 
use nothing more than illusion to weave the future I wanted. The manipulation of illusions was a power he well 
knew I craved. An art to make up for the inability of my hands to express even the simplest of drawings. One 
that could suit itself to my songs was so much the better.  

But it was not the first time I had learned that necessity sometimes involved cruelty. Even still, it raised 
old fears in Bea that I did not want to see staining her emotions. So I shunned the darker parts of my powers 
and stuck to the weaving of illusions to hide and distract instead.  

Strangely, Cegorach was not displeased by this refusal.  
But by far the greatest gift he gave us he did so by accident.  
 
Bea and I had wandered away from our training seeking a quiet corner to indulge our passions. Not too 

deeply, for even with the Laughing God’s protection we were told not to overindulge. Between our benefactor’s 
sense of humor and the overall telepathic nature of the Eldar, finding privacy in any sense was hard at the best 
of times. But I had just learned the art of cloaking people from other minds through a subtle creeping of mental 
mist. So, combined with a soft, slow song, we sought a less populated corner.  

Once satisfied, if not entirely sated, we began the twisted walk back. We would have been entirely lost 
if it hadn’t been for the crystalline corridors themselves seeming to sense where we wanted to go and guiding 
us. At least, now that I wasn’t hiding us from them. Or attempting to.  

A thin, completely unlit corridor off to one side caught my eye. It was the only space I had seen that 
wasn’t at least dimly illuminated. So I stopped and looked at it. Bea felt my curiosity and paused beside me. I 
couldn’t help think that we must look like a pair of idiots from a horror movie, staring into the darkness. I felt the 
mischievousness from her even before she let loose an impressively monstrous growl. We both laughed.  

Calling up some light was as simple as humming and a few specific words. After a decade without 
powers I still marveled at having them back in moments like this.  

  



The dark space revealed itself to be occupied, but not by anything living. A construct made of 
pearly-white wraithbone lay in a heap on the floor. It had no decorations or even crystals anywhere I could see. 
Carwyn had shown me a Wraithguard when one had come through the Webway as a messenger. But this one 
seemed shaped differently from that one. A foot taller at least. It was lithe and graceful instead of stocky and 
durable. The socket that normally held its Soul Stone was empty.  

“How strange.” Bea bent forward, but didn’t try to approach the blank form. “I suppose there was a 
reason it was discarded in a back corner of this place. But what could it be?”  

“A casualty of a battle long past perhaps? A protector who fell defending the library?” I hypothesised, 
staying where I was as well. We had both learned that some secrets were more fiercely guarded than others.  

“Seems unlikely with a deity guarding the gate.” 
“Then a treasure that has been forgotten.” 
“Probably. This one looks more carefully crafted than the one that visited Bob.” She muttered, easing a 

foot forward to tap the golem. It didn’t move, lash out, awaken, or anything interesting. It simply lay there like 
the dead machine it was.  

“It does. Also seems like a waste to just leave it to gather dust in a dark corner.”  
“Does the Webway even have dust?” Curiosity edged Bea off track for a moment. I just grinned and 

gave her another kiss.  
“Let’s see if his laughingness will give us an answer to both that question and if we can keep our found 

treasure.” It only took a little mental straining to pick the Wraithguard off the floor and float it behind us. It was a 
lot of effort, but not nearly as much as carrying it would likely have been.  

“You need more practice.” Bea noted as the construct wobbled a little in the air.  
“I’ll remember that later.” I said with a lewd grin only slightly strained from the load I was carrying. She 

just chuckled and lead the way.  
 
“Oh. You found something interesting in your wandering.” We found Cegorach lounging atop a pile of 

books. They appeared to be joke books. He was listed as the author of half of them I could see, while someone 
called The Deceiver had penned the rest. I was pretty sure he had said The Deceiver had been dead for longer 
than some stars had been alive. Except the books looked newly penned.  

He stretched and stood in a motion akin to a mannequin being pulled up by its strings. It had been 
unnerving the first few times we had seen it, but by now a lot of his mannerisms were only odd instead of 
disturbing. But instead of coming down from his pile he merely sat cross legged on top of it.  

“So why bring it to me?” I wasn’t sure if he was genuinely confused or simply playing the part for his 
own amusement. I had discovered very quickly that my ability to read emotions in eyes didn’t help one bit when 
it came to deities. Well, at least one deity in particular. 

“We figured it was the polite thing to do before we started tinkering with it.” I stated. Bea was behind us 
manhandling the machine onto its “stomach” from where I laid it down. She was eager to see how the device 
ticked. So was I, but diplomacy came first.  

“I really don’t mind what you do with anything that isn’t locked up in here.” The god stuck a finger in his 
ear as he spoke and wiggled it around furiously. It came away with a large hunk of earwax on the nail, which 
he sniffed before wiping off on the cover of a book. “Really I’m just the doorman. It’s the Black Council who 
actually runs this place.”  

“Sooo… we should ask them then?”  
The Laughing God lived up to his name then. This time it was a giggling, snorting affair that was far 

more feminine than his usual tone. When it finally died away he just looked at me as if that answered the 
question. So I shrugged and turned to see if Bea needed a hand.   



Energy source connected. 0.015% of full power detected. Unable to initialize. 
“Ma granma ra echrra gasar yorr.”  
Working… Enter Access Code. 
“Tab’ra-tab |gutrasOO|OO|||O.” 
Authorization accepted. Working… 
Synchronization complete. Energy source sufficient for limited functionality mode. 
Rebooting.  
The wraithseer construct came to life as slowly as a person waking up from a good night’s sleep. At first 

the joints and limbs twitched and twisted, then the head came up a few inches at a time, finally shaking as if 
attempting to clear its head.  

“This is… a strange way to wake up.” The voice was soft and musical in the way small bells tinkling 
was. It was startlingly lifelike. I had expected it to sound a lot more artificial. The head swivelled to face me, just 
staring at me despite lacking a face for a long moment. “You are so distant now. Yet you are only a few feet 
away.”  

One of the large hands raised itself and reached out towards me, then paused as the fingers came into 
view. It looked down at them and wiggled the fingers experimentally.  

“This is not my usual body.” It peered up and around at the Black Library. Thankfully Cegorach had 
listened when I asked for some time to acclimatize it… her to her new body. “It is almost twice as large, lacks a 
finger on each hand, and the visual sensors are malfunctioning.” 

“Good morning Vielia.” I began, working hard to keep my voice calm. It was hard not to be a little 
anxious. We had just done something wildly experimental. Despite Bea’s assurances and the guiding hum at 
the back of my mind, I wasn’t entirely convinced this wouldn’t damage the Vielia or the Tower in some way. 
Still, she seemed calm. Which was a good start. 

I opened my mouth to continue, to explain everything that had been going on in the last decade and 
why we had jury-rigged her a body that worked. But a small sensation like trickling water running down the 
back of my head interrupted me. It was odd, not entirely unpleasant, and some part of me had been expecting 
it. She was reestablishing our connection. 

“Oh. An entire decade. That is surprising.” Her voice didn’t contain much of that emotion, but it was 
there. “You have accomplished so much in that time with so little.” There might have been pride in those 
words. I was having a hard time pinning down what she was feeling without a face to go on.  

“I have done my best. Sorry for not waking you sooner or more completely.” It was strange, having that 
connection open again after so long. I had only barely gotten used to it when my time in the world of the 
Towers and Song ended. Then lost it again. The trickling of information began to start flowing both ways again. 
Emotion and sensations flowed in. Cold, uneasiness, a certain dissatisfaction, but also an understanding. She 
knew why I had awakened her now without a single word being said.  

“The needs of the colony come first. I know that better than most.” She assured me. The body groaned 
slightly as she moved to stand. That little bit of protest was all it gave. Eldar technology continued to astound 
me even now. “This will take some getting used to. The material of this suit resonates. It’s so unlike anything I 
have seen before.”  

“It’s wraithbone, Vielia. A psychically active material that is sung into existence by those who know the 
rites.” I explained. Thankfully I had been curious enough that Carwyn had taught me the basics. Though why… 
Then I realized and chuckled to myself. “I asked your core to resonate with the construct. I guess the magic 
took that a little more literally than I expected.” 

“Hymmnos is not a language to be used by a dabbler.” The barest edge of reproach tinged her voice. “It 
is the language of the soul and emotion. One incorrect word can ruin lifetimes of work.” She stopped and 
hummed a few bars suddenly. The wraithbone shivered and shimmered with an iridescent that lit up the dark 
shelves around us. When it died away, a rich, sky blue color had dyed the metal of the suit’s joints. All the 
small details of it were now outlined in the color. It made her look more alive.   



“Then again,” She continued, pleased, “Resonate may have been precisely the correct word. Though it 
will take some time to attune myself to it fully.” I opened my mouth, but she beat me to it through our 
connection. “You were expecting that to be the case. Understood.” I closed my mouth and shook my head. 
That really would take some getting used to.  

“I know this is a lot to ask. It is a violent, cruel, bloodsoaked work I’m waking you up to.”  
“This I know.”  
“We found the construct and it seemed like a good way-”  
“This I also know.”  
“... If you want us to put you back to-” 
“Shush.” Command trickled in. I was not used to being commanded anymore. But her voice had power 

that hummed through it. Like an Eldar’s. “You waste words and worry unnecessarily. We are bonded more 
deeply than that small channel now open. We were one for some time.” The massive hand of the construct 
reached out and tapped one finger gently against my chest. “I am you. But I am also not you.” 

“Eight years of being connected to the ocean of data that is the Tower overwhelmed you. Transformed 
you. Into me. I know all you do. Have all your memories, desires, hopes, dreams, and fears. I know of The 
Path, The Stone, the many loves you have, and even the regrets.” The finger pulled away. Her blank face 
seemed to be smiling at me gently. “Just as you would, I will help where I can. Whatever it may cost me in the 
end.”  

“Hopefully the cost won’t be too high.” I said after a moment’s pause.  
“I do not estimate that it will be.”  
“Can I just point out how weird it is to be in the room with two of you at the same time?” Bea finally cut 

into the conversation. We both looked over to find her eyes drifting back and forth between us. 
“As time passes, we will continue to diverge.” Vielia assured her.  
“Believe me hun. It’s just as odd from my standpoint. I just had half my brain turned back on.” I added. 

She smiled at that. Rather than dwell on the issue, she moved on.  
“So what’s the next step?” 
“I believe we have work to do.” Vielia stated, finger raising to point behind us. Cegorach stood there, 

face split in a cheshire’s grin. It did not bode well for us whatever it meant. As if recognizing that thought in my 
head, he broke out in a bout of mad giggles.  

“It is time, my special little Harlequins from beyond the stars, to join the dance.” He twirled in place 
twice like an antsy ballerina. “But first! There is one last ritual to conduct.” At the face Bea and I made he 
laughed all the harder. “Oh, don’t worry. You’ll like this one. Except for the ending.” The last few words were 
spoken in a stage whisper without an inch of his smile departing.  

 
It was too much sensation for any one body to handle. Every nerve ending was on fire with pain or 

pleasure or some combination of both. A part of my brain was insisting that my right hand was actually ice cold 
while the rest insisted it was literally on fire. I tried to look at it to figure out which it was, but my eyes were 
claiming my fingers were actually snakes fighting with each other. At least that explained why they hurt.  

“She Who Thirsts we call to you.” I heard my voice muttering with a groan of ecstasy.  
“To the Dark Prince we dedicate this hedonism.” Bea added her own tortured cries to the air.  
“He hears. She listens. They accept.” Cultist’s voice broke in as quiet and sad as the last echoes of a 

funeral bell. Her eyes were black pools where a drowning soul looked out at me and pleaded.  
Something pushed on my ribcage from the inside. Bones creaked and bent as I saw my flesh distend. A 

hand pressed out from my core. Wanting out. Wanting release. There was a fleshy, tearing noise that seemed 
to fill the entire universe. Blood fountained into the air in droplets that broke apart into a fog. Copper and gore 
fought to be the first to invade my nostrils. I was falling, but at the same time I was dragging myself out of my 
own body.  



For a moment I stood there, gloriously remade into perfection. I knew instantly that my voice would be 
able to make hardened men weep with three notes. That a full song would burst hearts or break minds of entire 
armies. My powers from the other realms were nothing but candle fire compared to the might my throat would 
drag out of the Warp. I had sworn my service to a new master and they had rewarded me for it.  

But then something happened. The connection to Slaanesh slipped away. My flesh began to drip and 
run like melted wax. The power of my voice broke, shards stabbing at the inside of my throat to slice away 
connections She Who Thirsts had made. The Warp receded from my mind. Everything began to clear away. A 
nightmare passed out of my mind, the storm roaring in anger and rage as its prize was snatched away. I found 
myself shivering, naked, and tacky with drying blood and other fluids.  

I immediately threw up and passed out. But not for long. I woke up to the pain of my body slamming 
into the floor. I wanted to curse and yell. Except my body refused to move. Every muscle had been utterly 
spent. They ignored even the simplest demand for movement. Even blinking felt like sandpaper being drawn 
across my eyes.  

The smug bastard also known as my current boss leaned down and just about poked me in the eye 
with his ridiculous nose.  

“So who was she?” His voice was light and teasing, like a childhood friend after seeing me with that 
cute girl from the next class over. I would have guessed he was smiling. I couldn’t tell because all I saw was 
his nose and a bit of his floppy hat.  

I tried to answer. I really did. But what came out of my mouth was a string of nonsense that mixed 
several languages I knew together. One letter even hung in the air, flashing green like a neon sign for a 
moment after I spoke. The nose shifted to watch it before focusing on me again. 

“No need to be shy. You should have told me you had a cutie in the enemy camp. We would have had 
a lot more fun with this!” Now he was berating me. Or at least pretending to for his own amusement. Instead of 
attempting to figure it out, I closed my eyes and tried to sleep.  

“Not that I don’t like the classics. A good old murder-orgy fueled by drugs always seemed to get their 
attention in a hurry. But there’s so many better ways we could have done it. I haven’t gotten to pull a honeypot 
on ‘her royal sinfulness’ in decades!” He had transitioned to over-exaggerated whining. I just wanted him to 
shut up and let me recover from whatever the fuck he had injected into my veins.  

A foot impacted with my shoulder. The force rolled me over onto my back. There was pain, I think, but it 
was buried under the sensation of my very skin crying out when it touched the cold crystal. I didn’t even bother 
trying to express the pain. I did open my eyes though. That nose invaded my vision again along with more 
floppy hat.  

“Don’t be so sour. It worked. I’ve stolen your soul from the idiot just when she thought she had you. So 
now you’re free. Chaos can’t do anything to you anymore because you’ve got nothing they want.” He paused, 
considered, then amended. “Well, not nothing, but nothing worth tracking you down just because you use your 
mental powers for.”  

“I… want… my… soul… back.” I forced out the words through teeth gritted against the pain. It was like I 
had gravel in my throat. Sharp gravel. Mixed with glass. I’m pretty sure I spoke in several languages again.  

“I gave it to that nudist who recommended you. She said she’d keep it safe until the right time to give it 
back. Not like you need it right now anyways. You’ll be much better off without it. You’ll see.” Nudist who… oh. 
Her. I wasn’t entirely sure how I felt about that. Then again, she could likely have erased me with a whim 
before now, so what was the difference? 

The Laughing God kept going with his teasing, taunting, questioning tirade, but my ears switched 
themselves off. They were as tired as the rest of me. That was all the peace my body needed to drag me into a 
deep sleep. I didn’t want to go. I had so many questions. I needed to know she was okay. That the insanity 
required to protect our souls against insanity hadn’t- 

 


