
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Roxanne

        

        
        
          Genoivieve, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Martin Werner Zander

        

        
          Published by Martin Werner Zander, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ROXANNE

    

    
      First edition. March 15, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Martin Werner Zander.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230364399

    

    
    
      Written by Martin Werner Zander.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Martin Werner Zander

	    

      
	    
          
	      Genoivieve

          
        
          
	          Genoivieve

          
        
          
	          Ulmaetor

          
        
          
	          Numencrön

          
        
          
	          Roxanne

          
        
          
	          Genoivieve II Grand Matriarch of Aphrodite (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To My Beautiful Better Half Yoko :

     Thank you for all the countless late night hours spent editing and proofreading.  Thank you also for creating Ninmeşaora, the best inspiration for all future good characters in our game!

MWZ

      

    



  	
        
            
            There comes a point in my life when I might, in a fit of someone's violent rage, be likened to a Night Hag.  I alluded to this foreshadow once before.  Once we get past all of this house cleaning, I hope you'll continue to stand by me and help me along with my stated priorities, and continue liking me, even as an ordinary girl.  However, I humbly ask that you do not forget who I am.  House cleaning is the metaphor I apply to the complex and convoluted story that is about to unfold here.  The fact that I am making such a declaration is a surprise to me, because I'm not required to, but I must hereby state that everyone in this world gets precisely what he or she deserves, exactly what is coming to them.  And if judgement proves a little harsh or somehow inappropriate to the misdemeanor for whatever reason, then you'll finally see that what goes around comes around.  You will know that, despite appearances, I am not the reason for your difficulties.  It has always been you.  Your problems shall forever be yours alone.
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Chapter 1  :  Ersa Calamy
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THE OLDER I GET, THE more satisfaction I derive from looking back at my childhood.  It's like an inheritance.  I wrote the best memories into my diary so I would never forget, and as time went on, daily reflections forged the foundations of my life's playbook.  I'm obliged to give an honorable mention to those folks responsible for puking me up into this complicated world, and boy, did I ever pay them back for all the trouble it caused.  It was a sufficiently magnanimous compensation, I'm sure you'll agree, once the relevant details surrounding the events become clear.  You'll need to work with me and acquiesce to the idea that nothing in this life was ever meant to be black and white.  I really thought it wasn't ever supposed to be about me, but great powers started manipulating my agenda well before my first breath of life.  Until I was around eight or nine, I could literally watch myself from a distance and kick in little contributions as the feelings arose.  I was a weirdo, I admit, but I had fun, especially during the spider episodes.

Remember how throughout the fourth decade, Ersa Calamy was a hard, overpopulated urban wasteland.  Abject poverty was everywhere, but on the whole, the city wasn't destitute by any metric, and as long as you could adequately sustain yourself by whatever means, it was possible to build a good life in the world's largest city.  The economy had always been vibrant and the free flow of gold was there for anyone to grab.

All along, success in Ersa Calamy has required strict adherence to a proven gameplan.  We must acquire a specialization of great personal interest, and the assertion of a stubborn behavior toward that chosen profession facilitates the reward of money.  There is really no need to lose sleep over the size or the timing of the prize.  Put yourself in charge.  You'll be fine.

Those nice folks, my Mom and Dad, were exactly the sort of urban creatures with the propensity to make money.  My Dad, Jeremy Loveskorne, born here in 603, married Laura, his grade school sweetheart, destined to be my Mom, when technically they were still children.  Laura was from the same vintage, and in fact both birthdays and the wedding were just three days apart so they would never fail to remember anything.

Mr. and Mrs. Loveskorne were artisan tailors, crafts handed down through generations, and in an urban conundrum in which people were beginning to value how they were being seen, the couple established deep business ties with a powerful organized crime syndicate called Greenbone.  This gang was proficient with promotion and distribution, and there didn't seem to be any shortage of demand, so Mommy and Daddy were always struggling to keep up with orders.  Prices rose and that provided plenty of additional incentive.  Greenbone was also well-to-do in Kangas, the inward-looking, military citadel you may have previously read about.  Kangas is located two full week's ride north of Ersa Calamy, up along the Coast where the River Sodon empties itself, forever hidden in the desolate and foreboding ocean.  In that place, business ventures have taken on rather unique forms, and everyone down here wondered how those opportunities ought to be exploited.

Loveskorne Tailors' supply chain was based on another important relationship, one that was entrusted by Greenbone to be an exclusive.  It was with another seemingly innocent, hubby and wifey duo named Frandel and Paulenka Beggarstiff.  They were right around the same ages as my parents, within a couple of years one way or the other.  They had also ascended out of the burbling cesspool of Ersa Calamy with a similarly appropriate business acumen.  In particular, they were tied to another organized syndicate called The Dionysus Ivy League, head-quartered here at The Dionysus Monestario di Colossus, the stupendous establishment occupied by The Vortex, the most powerful and most revered cleric in the world.  Whenever there is doubt, things tend to skew toward The Dionysus Pantheon of Chaotic Neutral, and that exalted place was headquartered a mere ten-minute walk from our store.  That was much too convenient for my taste, and it eventually proved responsible for many more issues than it could resolve.  Those are matters we'll gradually get around to in due course.

Both couples worked their businesses with appropriate fervor, and it is safe to say we were all well off within the first ten years.  On days when work wasn't all-consuming, my Mom Laura sometimes hung out with Paulenka.  They had been besties as kids in elementary school, and although they were a year apart, pretty girls tended to gravitate toward one another and they got along nicely.  In their early adulthood, the two women carved out a neat little circle of habits and everything worked out well, at least until the babies started coming.  That's where I come in, this time for real, and it included a couple of others destined to be important fixtures in this tale.

In mid-629, Paulenka produced a cute little girl named Paulina, and within just another year, both women were pregnant, Mom with sweet little me, and Paulenka with darling little Markus, Paulina's baby brother.

And so there I was, flat on my back naked, unproductive and incompetent, frantically waving my arms and legs around like a gimp.  That was perfectly normal, of course.  But other things were not.  You see, for some inexplicable reason, I vividly remember all of that.  I can remember the intense claustrophobia I experienced - and also enjoyed - before being deposited into our benign atmosphere.  It was all so nicely lubricated and wet.  I remember opening my eyes and immediately realizing what the score was.  The egress was so bright.  I absorbed every morsel of information from the first moment and my cognitive database grew by leaps.  I was self-aware from Day One.  I wanted to calculate and analyze everything I saw, like some geek alchemist in his advanced age, but this was me during my very first few days alive, breathing my own air and living autonomously.  I had no need for the crying, except that I did, on occasion, become overwhelmingly frustrated with the physical limitations of my maladroit, cack-handed little body.  When I did cry, the entire neighborhood knew it.  I was an over-sized jelly roll, a ham-fisted cripple with no prospects in life beyond lying around soiling diapers and indulging in nonsense.

Sleep did at some point overtake me, but it wasn't as easy or as often as Mom had hoped.  I was too busy.  But when I did sleep, I had vicious nightmares of black, hooded monsters with burning, gold eyes carrying scythes - which I also enjoyed - and I got excited and began raving along with them, madly swinging the blade around, trying to hack up and slash away at all those imaginary things that I had been dreaming about.  I know better now what parts were imaginary and what indeed weren't.

"Is she sleeping?" Jeremy asked.

"Yes, finally!  She has a burning energy for being just three months.  She must have colorful dreams.  She waves her arms and legs around and laughs out loud in her sleep like a lunatic," Laura mused.

"That's weird, but we may assume she is intelligent and healthy.  Maybe stop feeding her so much fermented honey and fruit juice.  Perhaps the mead is affecting her judgement," Jeremy wisely suggested, though he also had a good deal of booze on his breath, and reeked of stale smoke and sweat.

"Where have you been," Laura quizzed, looking sideways at him, hoping to detect some kind of jerky, nervous response.

"Frandel has been inviting me to hang over at The Monestario.  Those Dionysus types smoke and drink non-stop over there," Jeremy admitted.

"I'll bet that isn't all they do.  You keep your shit together, husband," advised Laura with a stern but not overly jealous retort.  She knew the score.

Dad Jeremy Loveskorne definitely applied himself to alternative interests.  He turned into a tried and proven party boy, and some nights he simply didn't come home.  Frandel Beggarstiff was not a good influence on him, but the business relationship was sound, and for that sake the questionable behavior was generally tolerated.  Malfeasance was overlooked. 

Paulenka had her hands full with little Paulina and Markus and didn't have time to notice much else.  It seemed her babies were an ongoing headache and hubby Frandel was not the sort to contribute his fair share where domestic duties were concerned.  In his mind, providing the adequate finances easily absolved him from any additional responsibilities, regardless of how gut-wrenching the troubles might have been for his ailing Mrs.  He had allowed himself a prolific field of freedom.

I have to report once again that Mr. Beggarstiff was a rotten influence on my own, otherwise satisfactory Daddy.  It isn't that I cared so much personally, because I could not yet see whether it affected me all that much.  Instead, I watched the behavior of Mrs. Loveskorne and Mrs. Beggarstiff with considerable interest, because If anyone could be negatively affected, it would be them, and before I knew it, I was able to walk.  That's when the neighborhood began to take notice of Paulina and me.  That's when the story-telling really began, stories containing illicit amounts of fantasy.

By the time Paulina was four, she had perfected the habit of sitting upright with her back pressed to the wall, praying.  People wondered about that at first, and eventually concluded that The Dionysus Pantheon had captured her interest, possibly a result of her Pop's joyous activities there and their inclusion in The Ivy League.  The difference between my version and Paulina's version of the life story is vast, and it has to do with how our two fathers dealt with us.  Mr. Beggarstiff loved his daughter Paulina and doted on her constantly.  He was a father, not a husband.  But because of Mr. Loveskorne's altered state, a shitty condition that I deeply resented, I came to view Frandel Beggarstiff as a conniving, lying piece of shit who couldn't control himself in public.  He knew I didn't like him because by age five, whenever he showed up at our place asking for Dad, drunk, fried, or sober - I didn't care - I resorted to throwing kitchen knives in his direction as hard as I could.  That was a popular story that got around like a summertime grass fire, and it happened more than once.  I wanted him dead but had not become sufficiently proficient in the use of the blades my dreams had years earlier been preoccupied with.

Mr. Loveskorne had at some point, completely stopped loving me.  He didn't treat me badly in any overt way.  He just utterly ignored me, and I cannot put my finger on precisely why.  I blame that knob-gobbling Stiff-beggar for that, but what I really want is someone to explain to me exactly why I was the one to take the blame for their misbehavior and indiscretions.  And why didn't Laura Loveskorne stick up for me?  Exactly what does a 5-year-old girl do that is so unforgivably wrong to her own Mother?

Another story surrounding my behavior grabbed considerable attention around the neighborhood.  I took to the streets.  I felt a driving need to keep the area free of pests and resorted to killing everything that did not pass my scrutiny.  People watched with interest as I followed cockroaches down the street, eyeing them keenly as I got as dirty as a farm boy.  I loved close inspections with the magnifier, sometimes roasting and toasting them in the sunlight.  That was fun.  When faced with the prospect of losing one down a drain or under someone's furniture, I stepped on it as hard as I could.  I derived pleasure from the disgusting splat and the awful mess it left behind, and it did not get cleaned up.  Ersa Calamy cockroaches have always been special.  I just laughed at people and everyone pretended to think I was so cute.  After a while, they became afraid and began to worry, not about me, but about what might get into my head next.  I loved the spiders, considering them masters of engineering design and construction.  They showed a profound beauty in their coldness, displaying an unflinching patience and a mercenary skill I also felt obligated to learn and adapt to my daily routine.  I wanted to crawl on the ceiling upside down and lower myself on a silk thread.  I could maybe hand out impotence hormones to certain people.  I did what I could to augment spider populations, because they would potentially assist me in achieving my lofty goals of submission and dominance in the neighborhood.  Watching egg pods hatch was always a celebration.  Some patient Mummies produce a hundred little ones dispersing evenly in every direction.  It is so beautiful to watch.  Several times I swallowed the pods, hoping thousands upon thousands of pretty little spiders would crawl out of every cavity of my body, but I was forced to accept that it simply does not work like that.  Still, the acquired obsession concerning my private parts would identify uses later.  I humbly apologized to the spiders for my silliness and promised to compensate.

I started murdering rats with a large slingshot I had stolen from a homeless junkie, and I began to doubt whether blades really were the best way to issue summary judgement.  I loved the cats because they always watched over me so keenly.  Ersa Calamy has had thousands of cats on patrol.  They seemed to encourage my missions and never stood against me.  Sometimes a cat prevented a cockroach from escaping so I could splatter it and deposit the mess into someone's drink, preferably Frandel's lunch soup.  It's all pretty impressive for a 5-year-old girl, don't you think?

"What is wrong with her?" they would ask, bewildered again and again with my behavior, without any thought to assist or supply some advice.

"What the fuck is wrong with all of you?" I wanted to know.  They would never grasp what my eyes could see, and on that very day, I resolved to become influential enough to force them.  I will push their noses into the shit and make them wallow around in it until I get the repentance I deserve.  I demand respect.

By 640, Paulina and I had pretty well completely drifted apart.  In spite of her philandering scumbag of a father, whom I would have gladly squished like any other cockroach if he had ever tried to touch me, Paulina stayed in school and proceeded with her childhood more or less normally.  My life took a turn south when Jeremy and Laura stopped looking at each other.  They stopped talking to me.  They had decided to give up on Roxy, independently I gather, due to the rift created between them and the decline to the business relationship that resulted from Mr. Loveskorne's alternative activity.  It was so thoughtful of them to stick up for me, and I have never forgotten it.  Another concern was the ill-repute my mother suffered, mostly because of my perpetual darkness.  The days of Loveskorne Tailors were numbered, but we somehow managed to limp along nevertheless.  The Beggarstiffs went right on doing as they were and did not seem too much affected, and that helped keep the wheels turning.

As for me, by age eleven, the time had come to take life seriously and further my ambitions on my own account, and one night I simply slipped away in the dark.  I had a fresh set of regular daily clothes, a few personal hygiene utensils, two sharp weapons from the kitchen and a pocket full of the gold I had been embezzling from the store.  I was very young and stupendously pretty.  Nobody was ever going to get any of that from me.  I know, because three times in two days I jammed that wicked kitchen knife into a hand that reached for me without my consent.
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Chapter 2  :  Looking into Darkness
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LIVING AS A DERELICT vagabond on the streets of E.C. suits me fine.  I am a runaway child, a common statistic in a city where newborns are regularly traded as slaves or held for ransom.  Here, little girls are abducted for all kinds of reasons, and boys too, and our own Greenbone is one of the leading perpetrators of the industry.  Care to conceal my true appearance is wise, and I act like a smallish person who is dangerous, unpredictable and in dire need, someone with nothing to lose.  An occasional street merchant tosses me an apple or a small loaf of bread, the result of a clever bribe I developed, but this is not for the purpose of getting food.  I have plenty of coin.  I want to see who has the heart to pity me enough to extend a hand.  I hope to recognize he whose limited patience just shoos me away.  I need to identify who is only after the gold in my pocket.  But most of all, I'm shortlisting those nice people who solicit other kinds of favors from seemingly helpless, innocent little girls.  I have that wicked, serrated kitchen knife on standby for any unwelcome purpose.  Folks of all persuasions may earn my eternal ire or profound gratitude.  These feelings are complicated.  I remember everything and everyone, every face, every voice and every action they take, and believe me when I proclaim that if you are on my radar, you will never be free to forget who I am and what I am destined to become.  Take that as a warning.  Fame and notoriety are my calling and that new life begins today.  I know what I am about.  I was tapped before birth.

And so the time has come for me to ask you to lend an ear.  I am no longer relating stories or reading from memoirs.  I am here, completely healthy, well and autonomous at age 11, feeling no remorse for any decision I have so far been entitled to make.  I think about my parents a lot, and for some reason bitter anger pervades my consciousness.  The thoughts were only invasive at first but are gradually becoming permanent.  We'll need to revisit those matters as there is a deal of unfinished business over there, and I'm authoring a long and intriguing playbook for that.  However, there are a few more urgent matters to get to first.

The streets are lively, crowded and perfectly unsanitary.  I have no respect for the slipshod vagrants and drunken fools who approach me thinking I'm one of them, or thinking something else.  People usually ignore me and that is completely fine.  There is this one destitute fellow though, a decrepit old dude with a long crooked nose, inhabiting a dirty spot on a grubby old street.  He maintains a conspicuous stare, beaming straight at me in a certain benign way every time I pass by him, yet he never makes a move or utters a sound.  On my tenth or twelfth walk past him in as many days, he takes out a little hand-written card and displays it in my direction.

It reads, "The truth will cost you a single silver piece."

"What kind of stupid do you take me for?  What do you know that could possibly be worth a silver piece?  I can buy two nice apples for that amount!" I said to him with the strongest disdain.

He spoke for the first time and in a way that demanded my attention.  "Little girl, you are the Chosen Child of Salvation.  You must Deliver us all to Redemption.  Little girl, listen to your heart!"

"What the fuck are you babbling about?  You need to stop sniffing the fuel tank," I responded, quite surprisingly adult-like.  I've sniffed the kerosene myself more than once.  It's pretty good stuff.

"You know!" he yelled out loud.  "You know who you are.  I can see you - I can."

People looked at him and then at me.  He tried hard to get up, but chronic atrophy pretty well prevented him from getting anywhere.  He wasn't well.

"You're insane!" I yelled as I high-tailed down the crowded street.  I had to get away from him and decided to change my daily habits.  There was nothing else pressing.

That evening, I bought myself a gorgeous dinner made up of roast ham, fresh bread and butter, a mountain of fried chicken, stewed vegetables, fruit preserves and a huge flask of fresh apple juice.  I bought the lot from a street vendor in a better class neighborhood I have grown to trust.  A good home cooked meal is something I truly miss, and although folks on this particular street eye the dirty little girl with disdain and suspicion, all worries are instantly gone when I produce the shiny gold and three silver pieces I need to cover the expense.  I must be a hard-working farm girl and that explains my grubby appearance, totally copasetic.

This lovely food illuminates an understanding, and I'm feeling refreshed and revitalized in a special way.  I decide to adopt this feeding process as standard for the coming days.  Putting a little meat on my bones is good.  I've been on the streets for what must be a year, and now feeling a little lean, prioritize the importance of taking care of my health and beauty.  It's my 12th birthday in 642, and like a shot without warning, a distinctly suave and sophisticated maturity suddenly infiltrates my personality.  I elect to buy some nice clothes, wash up and rest at a hotel for a night or two.  The shelter is starting to feel rather substandard.  I get a manicure to clean up and polish my nails.  At a salon, I order a shampoo and have my beautifully shiny, black hair tailored to the stylist's satisfaction.  I have unwittingly taken another baby step toward the magnificent indoctrination that hasn't yet become clear to me.  I feel a major change coming.

The wild dreams of black hooded monsters with burning eyes return while I sleep in relative comfort, and I decide to hold up in the hotel a third night to experience that again.  Extraction of any further details could assist with my quest.  I do need to be careful not to burn my gold too fast, else I might resort to crime to get by, but this little respite from the drudge has been enlightening in a way that I hadn't expected.

In the dreams of the third night, one of the hooded monsters runs straight up to me, removes his hood and reveals himself.  It's the vagrant I spoke to several days ago, and unhooded he looks more like a creature from a nether Plane, real or imaginary I cannot say.  He very clearly repeats what he said then, "You know who you are!"

That's fine - okay - so now I am wide awake and cannot sleep anymore.  It's only two hours past midnight but I feel compelled to get dressed and roam the streets.  That homeless guy was right.  I know who I am, sort of, but details remain at best ambiguous, and I now wonder perhaps he knows more than I gave him credit for.  He knows what I don't.  We need to talk, and it only costs a silver piece.

I arrive dismayed to find him not there.  He had been sitting right there, on the same dirty road at the same spot for at least the past three months, and now that I elect to engage him, he is gone.  At this hour, most of the street activity has naturally subsided, but a few late-night revelers are nevertheless out roaming the streets drunk.

"He died," said the crackly voice of a tired, old woman appearing close behind me.

"Oh, how sad.  I was hoping to talk with him about something," I said, not knowing what if anything I should say.

"He kept raving on and on about identifying the Chosen Child of Salvation.  He was desperate and hysterical.  He tried in vain to get up, and instead had a massive stroke and died instantly," said the woman with an air of reverence.  "He was a deeply spiritual person who had no time for pecuniary considerations."

"Do you have any idea what he meant by that?" I asked, already formulating my own ideas.

"He meant you, I suppose.  He described you so clearly.  You might have continued with your scruffy farm-girl disguise, and lived another day in peace and silence.  But now - some several of us have also been watching," the old woman divulged.

"Watching me, why?" I asked.

"You are The Chosen Child, are you not?  Do you not know it?" she shrieked in the darkness of night.  Her voice had suddenly cleared up as its volume increased, and her elevated presentation had a surprising hold upon me.

"I do," I admitted.  "I know I am in some way special, that I have been singled out.  I've vividly seen it since birth, even strongly felt something while in my mother's womb.  I felt that man die in my sleep.  But I cannot understand what is happening," I lamented.

"You shall, my dear," she crackled.

By this time, unbeknownst to me, a group of another seven suddenly appeared out of the darkness and was moving toward me from all directions.  I was apprehensive and turned to run, but immediately bumped into another benign looking, senior man I had not realized was already standing close behind me.

"Have no fear.  We are not here to harm you!  We are sworn by our lives to protect you and ensure your safe passage.  Oh my goodness!  She touched me.  Look everyone!  Look!" the man exclaimed with his hands held out, exuding what seemed like genuine joy.  I think the thought of being touched describes him perfectly.  Something is loose upstairs.

"Take us to Salvation, dearest little girl!  You are the Chosen Child we have long dreamt about, and you have dreamt about us, that we know.  What is your name, beautiful child?" asked another old woman, with a bulky, hooded gray cape on.  She was almost certainly blind as she had only empty, glaring holes where her eyes were supposed to be, yet she seemed to see me most clearly.  She pointed a crooked finger in my direction and could see right through me.

"Roxanne Loveskorne," I admitted sheepishly, like a stupid, shy little girl.  I don't know why I told the truth.  Why did I state my real name like that?  It was as though these people had ripped down all my defenses and torn away my disguise.  By now, I was utterly vulnerable, completely naked in front of them, and then they all began to cry.  I felt like it, too.  That was really stupid.  Their behavior was almost too much to bear, yet they were adamant, and possessed no inclination to ever again let me out of their sight.  For good or for ill, I am bound to accept the brunt of their will.  I am their prisoner.

––––––––
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Many Have Waited Patiently For This.
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NINE SOBBING, BLUBBERING, hooded people encircled me, and while holding hands they fenced me in, ushering me toward their desired destination.  I suppose the formation was ostensibly to protect me from any urban nighttime eventuality, and most likely they are frightened.  They are paranoid I might suddenly bolt into the night, never to be seen again.  They each took their turn to touch my hand, a tender little gesture I had the strangest mixed feelings about.  It was creepy from one point of view, but I judged it sentimental and compassionate as well.  Relative to the squished cockroach carcass in the soup missions I conducted years ago when I was still young and immature, this was actually very nice.  I'm a big girl now and admit the cockroach squishing thing was disgusting.  What I did notice, and I apologize for having to mention this, but I cannot ignore how each of them possessed a certain smell.  A night in a hotel to wash up and don some fresh clothes would do everyone the world of good, but right now was probably not the ideal time to dwell on such a trivial point.  These folks have plenty of excellent excuses, I'm sure.  When I am old enough to give advice, I'll politely mention something about it.

The hoods were lowered and it was now possible to identify four men and five women in a range of adult age classes.  Together they hummed a common tune I had no idea about, but that could have only highlighted the fact that I have so far not gravitated toward any particular music genre.

Nine unhooded chaperones escort me into what I judge to be the darkest, dirtiest, most foreboding street in all of Ersa Calamy.  Even that shit-bag Mr. Beggarstiff wouldn't muster the courage to wander around here, at least not at night.  There are destitute characters randomly scattered all over, and not only human ones.  I can see all kinds of races of monstrous humanoids I had previously not even known existed.  Two or three are already dead, and several more appear to be dying right where they sit.  I can intimately feel them, and proudly salute their fading spirits as they bolster my strength.  I consider how many will want to die to support this cause, and I don't expect this to become a thing, but I can clearly state that five people died on this street tonight in some kind of reverence to my presence.  I profoundly felt it, and am on some level in awe of it.

I wonder this is all meant to invoke some kind of mood.  I don't wish to adopt a sardonic sentiment, but I can say that I find it all - don't let me say it out loud - amusing.  But then I perceive those darker, more complicated sensations returning and remember the dreams I had in the hotel.  This is clearly not meant to be a laughing matter, yet it appears nobody will mind if I indulge myself in a hearty lampoon.  It seems they rejoice in my satisfaction, and it feels good to blurt out a hearty laugh.

Down a steep, grubby, dilapidated old staircase we walk, in single file with me in the middle, some four floors underground.  The handrail is rusty and dangerous to touch.  By this time, I'm prancing about like any curious and happy 12-year-old girl.  Arriving at an impressively old, oak door covered with various steel knockers, a musical bar and rhythm is played out by the benign man I ran into earlier, signifying an entry code.

The giant door, some ten inches thick of steel and wood, swings open on the most massive, well-greased hinges anyone ever saw, and we all carefully slip inside.  What a stunning chamber we have entered, a stately room easily sixty by eighty feet, fully adorned with polished stonework and miraculously detailed statues and ornaments.

Tonight I am required to get some evocative education in the fine arts.  In particular, the lecture emphasizes art sculpture based on highly polished, igneous obsidian, steely mineral hematite and metamorphic quartzite.  I'm made to understand a little about alchemy and metaphysics, more correctly geology and geophysics, and quickly come to the conclusion that the fundamental matter that makes up the physical universe stands as the most complex study in all known academia.  I am actually fascinated, though I don't want to appear too eager to absorb endless volumes of superfluous information.

I don't want to disappoint anyone, either.  I'm here to do what I must.  Obsidian as a magical stone enhances spiritual clarity by releasing one's emotional and morphological limitations.  It vacuums out stress and tension, detoxifying the body by clearing away ancient trauma.  I definitely have that problem.  I am told that buffed up obsidian also facilitates personal growth and development.  I can accept all that, but actually I think they chose it because it looks nice, especially when perfected to this stark luster.  The surfaces are polished to such a degree that you can use the ink black stone as a perfect cosmetics mirror.  How many years of rubbing did that take, I wonder?  How many decades of pains-taking effort and tax-deductible donations were required to conceive and construct this monumental masterpiece of a temple?

Quartzite, I am told, is meant to encourage personal optimism and confidence during the colossal life change I am expected to embark upon.  I think it just produces a lovely contrast to all the imposing blackness emitted by the blazing obsidian ornaments and statues.  The quartzite fixtures have a beautiful, pinkish-white brilliance that reflects back very prominently in the polished obsidian.  Quartzite is used for the walls and flooring, the enormous altar at the end of the hall and the open stage in the middle.  What a beautiful contrast!  I wonder these Nine ownerless nut jobs are going to get their jollies watching me dance naked on that stage.  There should be legislation controlling any sort of egregious activity aimed at or involving children, at minimum limiting such filth to consenting adults, and then only for decent pay.  I am sorry for that horrible sentiment, but you know the accuracy of my premonitions has always been surprisingly spot-on.  There is nothing else like it.  By "it", I refer to my divination skills, not my naked dancing.  I do need to consider my delicate position as I harbor significant doubt about my decision-making privileges.  I declare I am not a child anymore, but how does such a declaration support my case?
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