





She was resourceful. Like Sifa, she truly did believe that things
could work out. It was beyond her imagination, to think that we
were trapped in the nightmare of a ruined civilization, on a
blighted planet, with no way out. When I look up where the sky
should be, all I see is ... I think the Eldenians practiced some form
of black magic, maybe worshipped dark gods, unimaginable beasts
that rumble in the earth. They are the ones I hear wailing, feeding
on the souls. This is why they are trapped here, and us too. At the
mercy of the beasts.

I’'m lucky, I guess, to be visited by song. Habib never confessed
what he heard, but it pained him. Marcia remembered horrors,
lived them all as if they had been her own, pain, torture, cruelty.
Her eyes haunted by fires. She awoke and fell asleep with the
sounds of sadistic laughter, of sneers, and of pleas for mercy. Lav
heard every instant of death any Eldenian had every experienced.
She heard all the gasps, sighs, cries, stunned silences, drooling
prayers. The moment where the soul just — whoosh — escapes the
body. When we give up the ghost. Oh inspectors, you chuckle
again, but I've started believing in the soul again here on Elden.
Anyway. Where was I... Let me tell you. We did have some
reprieve. On this windswept island, at the far east of the forest.
Elden, it was called, too. Elden island. Lav was the first to go there,
alone. Never came back. That was the third year. Six months later, I
set out to Elden myself. Found her, her mountain of a body
crumpled right there on the beach. I hope she enjoyed the silence
until the end. When I look up where the sky should be, all I see is
... static. I think I am haunted by song, and not by anything worse
whispers of doom or cries of pain, because I am weak. I am the
weakest of them all.



I wish I could have stayed on the island, but I had to come back to
the base. There was no food, no shelter, nothing, there. Lav surely
would have known how to survive a bit, but me? I draw maps. That
is all I do. And I wanted to be close to Habib, to that glade in the
forest where, I knew, his soul was trapped. So, I came back. As soon
as I left the island, the singing started again.

When I look up where the sky should be... Shall I sing a love song?
This I only hear when I visit the city.

Listen, to the lights of Elden.

Like a resplendent light

on High Bridge

Your face brightens my nights.

Even a thousand years hence

The memories of those sweet summer evenings
Under lanterns red, yellow, and blue

Watching purple boats leave the harbor

With you by my side

Even a thousand years hence

Never shall I.....



... I am tired. Sifa died on the moor, a hole in the back of his head.
Marcia died in the city. She hung herself. I remember finding her
body, swinging softly, a splash of color in this the dust-colored
ruins. Lavinia died on the island. I trust, in peace. Habib died in
the forest. Did I tell you how I found his body, his mangled
remains, and his face ravaged beyond belief? They died years ago,
all of them, but their souls are here.

I am not dead, because I do not want to be trapped here. I was
waiting for you. 'm so glad you came, inspectors. Please take me
away from here, so I can die in peace. But I am tired, I think I
should rest before I die. Yes, yes, I think it’s time for me to sleep for
a bit.

When I look up where the sky should be, all I see... ah, inspectors.
Good night, good night, moonbeams pink and blue. I see only the
shadows at the edge of the world.






