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    Editorial: January 2023

    John Joseph Adams | 316 words

    It’s Lightspeed’s 152nd issue, and our first of the new year. Welcome to 2023, everyone!

    Our SFnal offerings include two flash stories: “The Last Serving” by Lincoln Michel and “A Guide to Alien Terms Useful in the Human Diaspora” by Deborah L. Davitt. Our first full-length short story is “The Narrative Implications of Your Untimely Death” by Isabel Kim. If you ever wondered what would happen if the networks took the reality TV show Survivor to outer space—and gave the producers the power to bring their most popular stars back to life—then this story is for you. In the new short “From the Largest Crater,” Jendayi Brooks-Flemister returns us to the slow apocalypse we visited in last year’s “Up Falling.” While you don’t need to read both stories to understand them, the two form a poignant story of love and family.

    Scott Edelman brings us the first of our fantasy shorts: “A Man Walks Into a Bar: In Which More Than Four Decades After My Father’s Reluctant Night of Darts on West 54th Street I Finally Understand What Needs to Be Done.” It’s the story of one brief interaction in New York City, and the magical consequences it could have on the entire world. Maria Dong brings us our second short story, a beautiful and harrowing tale of servitude, love, and longing called “Braid Me a Howling Tongue.”

    The fantastical continues with a reprint of Seanan McGuire’s story “In the Deep Woods; The Light is Different There.” And our flash story this month is “Between the Stones and the Stars” (by A.L. Goldfuss).

    Our book review team brings you our usual array of terrific recommendations, and of course we have author spotlight interviews with our authors.

    It’s a packed issue, so thanks for checking it out!
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    ABOUT THE AUTHOR

    
      John Joseph Adams is the series editor of Best American Science Fiction and Fantasy and is the bestselling editor of more than thirty anthologies, including Wastelands and The Living Dead. Recent books include A People’s Future of the United States, Wastelands: The New Apocalypse, and the three volumes of The Dystopia Triptych. Called “the reigning king of the anthology world” by Barnes & Noble, John is a two-time winner of the Hugo Award (for which he has been a finalist twelve times) and an eight-time World Fantasy Award finalist. John is also the editor and publisher of Lightspeed and is the publisher of its sister-magazines, Fantasy and Nightmare. For five years, he ran the John Joseph Adams Books novel imprint for Houghton Mifflin Harcourt. Find him online at johnjosephadams.com and @johnjosephadams.
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    The Last Serving

    Lincoln Michel | 1006  words

    The story of Chef Buzzati’s sudden and horrifying fall from the heights of fine dining is well known. However, given that the culinary innovations and legal ramifications are still being debated today, a recap may be in order.

    Elena Buzzati was born to owners of an unremarkable Italian diner in the suburbs of New Jersey in 2024. She grew up surrounded by the scents of roasting meats and the hot gurgle of the deep frier. It sickened her. The headstrong Buzzati declared herself a vegetarian at age six. She had a strong bond with animals and is reported to have spent much of her childhood behind the diner befriending stray squirrels and pigeons. Her parents were—depending on your point of view—conservative, old school, or close-minded, especially when it came to their livelihood. “You are rejecting your culinary heritage,” her distraught father, the son of a pig farmer, would say. Her mother opted for subterfuge, slipping cold cuts and bits of bacon into her daughter’s vegetable sandwiches and salads. Buzzati’s resolve didn’t waver. Indeed, it redoubled after her father’s fatal heart attack and her mother’s subsequent colon cancer.

    A young adult now, Buzzati sold her roadside inheritance to developers—an easy financial decision given that the rise of self-driving trucks had decimated the diner industry—and moved to the city for culinary school. It was here that Buzzati first developed her signature “transgenic gastronomy,” in which the traits of different vegetables were combined to surprising results. Tomatoes that tasted of basil, sweet and spicy chiles, berries the size of melons. “For me, there’s no difference between the oven and the petri dish,” she would famously say in a primetime holoTV interview.

    Her commitment to inventing new flavor profiles for vegetables, and her strong ethical commitment against eating meat, gave rise to her now famous nickname: The Salad Scientist. Buzzati’s rapid ascent through the culinary world was unprecedented, from her Michelin-star restaurant in New York City to her once ubiquitous line of dressings and seasonings. However, given her subsequent actions, we can assume the critics who taunted her with names like “The Weed Wacker” and “Elena Moo-zzati” didn’t go unnoticed.

    Finding herself at the age of fifty-five having achieved her wildest dreams—serving legume tartines in Paris, catering a royal wedding in Buckingham Palace, and hosting a wildly popular augmented reality tour of Italy—Buzzati found herself restless. She never had children (no time) and had never married (who could keep up?). What was there left for her to do?

    Buzzati realized she had only one thing left to master: meat. Buzzati had avoided flesh for fifty years, but she had done everything that could be done with tubers, berries, legumes, and fungi. Despite the hateful rumors spread by her competitors, there is no evidence Buzzati ever spliced in animal genes into any of her transgenic gastronomy creations. Meat was the last mountain she had to climb.

    The announcement of Buzzati’s new restaurant, Voi, caused a stir among gourmands. “Can the Salad Scientist Sear a Steak?” read one headline. The restaurant was to be the height of class and exclusivity. Housed on the two-hundredth floor of the city’s tallest skyscraper, Voi’s waitlist was as long as the building was tall. Buzzati’s staff required a down payment as well as a blood sample for all hopeful epicureans.

    After six months of intense experimentation in the kitchen and laboratory, Buzzati launched Voi. On opening day, the city’s finest, richest, and most famous gathered at the base of the skyscraper. As they rose up the building, the scents of the kitchen were pumped into the elevator. The janitorial staff reported puddles of drying drool on the elevators’ floors.

    At the top, the exclusive guests were led to their preordained seats. After a round of wine—a Bordeaux blend made from grapes spliced with coco and chile pepper genes—the dishes arrived. Thin pink slices of carpaccio, roast leg, steak au poivre, spiced dumplings, mounds of red tartare. The guests devoured each one, and the moans of pleasure are said to have overwhelmed the robotic orchestra.

    Finally, Buzzati herself appeared in a blood-smattered uniform to rapturous applause.

    “Please, you must tell us what you served,” Arnold McEnroe, the famous critic, said. “It was a meat like none other I’ve tasted.” There were cheers of agreement. “Baboon spliced with turtle!” someone suggested. “No, duck crossed with pork!” The guests continued to guess until a blushing Buzzati quieted them. “No, no, nothing like that,” she said. “My opposition to eating animals is well known.”

    A confused quiet filled the room. “But what is this?” McEnroe finally said, hoisting a half-eaten kabob. “So juicy! So succulent! You’re telling us it is plant based?”

    Buzzati said it was not that either. “I served the only meat that is ethical to eat. One’s self.”

    For us, today, we know how this story ends. But imagine yourself in the shoes of those diners. They were drunk on wine, patting bellies full of hot meat. They thought they were safe, warm, and fed. They had no idea what they were eating, not until the Voi staff rolled out the corpses of the guests. Each one a clone grown with the pinpricks of blood that Buzzati had demanded for admission. And each one only partial, with chunks sliced out here and hunks carved out there. The guests, confronted with their own mutilation, are said to have been struck dumb. Then the screaming started.

    To this day, Buzzati refuses to explain her actions. Did she really believe this was an ethical path forward for a world that could never quit flesh? Or was the restaurant a high-profile stunt to show the world the barbarity of their dinners?

    Sometimes insight comes from the strangest places. Whatever her intent, Buzzati unwittingly opened a new field of culinary exploration that we will be studying today. Now, if you will place your finger into the DNA sampler and switch on the meat printer, we can begin to cook.

    ©2023 by Lincoln Michel.
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    ABOUT THE AUTHOR

    
      Lincoln Michel’s debut novel, The Body Scout (Orbit), was named one of the ten best SFF books of 2021 by The New York Times and one of the fifty best science fiction of all time by Esquire. He is also the author of the story collection Upright Beasts (Coffee House Press) and the co-editor of the Shirley Jackson Award-nominated anthologies Tiny Crimes (Catapult) and Tiny Nightmares (Catapult). His work appears in The Paris Review, Strange Horizons, F&SF, Granta, and previously in Lightspeed. You can find him online at lincolnmichel.com and his newsletter Counter Craft. 

    

  
    A Guide to Alien Terms Useful in the Human Diaspora

    Deborah L. Davitt | 1011 words

    As you travel the spacelanes, the argot of your fellow beings may at first confuse and disconcert you. This guide is offered to help you acclimate to your new world and the strange beings that people it. All terms will be presented first as definitions, then used in context.

    
      Arakua
    

    Origin: Tarukhxi, noun.

    The process of “scooping” fuel in the form of hydrogen from the corona of a star, nebula, or gas giant.

    See also:il’arakua, mild pejorative. Scooping fuel from nearly-empty space; cf. “bottom of the barrel.”

    
      Csil-rikh
    

    Origin: Vanakh, noun.

    Literally: “Sunrider.” A short-range ship designed for solar sailing inside a system. May be pejorative: “That old ore-hauler is little more than a csil-rikh.” May also be used, with scorn (or envy), for rich idlers with luxurious solar-sailed yachts who are in no hurry to get anywhere and have the excess hydrogen credits to be able to afford such.

    
      Desh’k’lakeu
    

    Origin: Sei’azhi, noun.

    Literally: “cradle of graves.” A generation ship.

    Datapoint: Sei’azhi used generation ships for their initial waves of colonization, overtaking their own ships when they discovered the waygates. Some believe that not all the desh’k’lakeu ships have been found—that some still drift towards distant stars, filled with ghosts. This is likely no more than spacer mythology.

    
      Ks’nis’x
    

    Origin: Xi’a, noun.

    The knowledge that pain is coming, as inevitable as gravity or time; the grief you feel before mourning is required by death or separation, but feel, nonetheless.

    Usage Note: You’ll find this one of use when you hear that a friend or loved one has been diagnosed with a terminal, intractable illness. When the knowledge of mortality’s end is inevitable, and you begin to pre-mourn. Intriguingly, members of this hive species feel this so intensely that they have a word for it.

    
      Leliasro / Mesiasro
    

    Origin: Vanakh, noun.

    Leliasro: Something small that you once took for granted, now lost. The touch of someone’s hand, a laugh, the look in someone’s eyes.

    Mesiasro: Something that once mattered a great deal, but now seems petty, in retrospect.

    Usage Note: These paired Vanakh concepts will prove useful with Vanakh traders. They’ve been known to lower price of hydrogen cells for people who understand that the argument you had daily with your spouse is the now only thing you can remember about them . . . and that now you wish you could remember anything else.

    
      Nx’xiaxh
    

    Origin: Xi’a, noun.

    The feeling of acute loneliness when you are apart from your own kind, no longer part of the hive, surrounded by alien beings. The sense of being drowned in otherness, through your own choices. Lack of connection, loss, having been cut adrift.

    
      Paioullae
    

    Origin: Aiel, noun/verb.

    The sense of time as a river that separates you from those you once loved, either through years spent apart or because relativity has ensured that they died centuries ago, while you’ve remained young.

    
      Qsil-cri
    

    Origin: Vanakh, noun.

    Literally: “home-traitor.” A term used by sedentary Vanakh for those who have made their home in the stars; by extension, the sense of anger at those who have found a feeling of home or belonging outside the tribe. By further extension, the rage felt by those left behind for those who do not wish to return to their homeworlds or clans.

    
      Sauelloia
    

    Origin: Aiel, noun/verb.

    The sense of joy at being reunited, even with an old enemy, after a long span of time spent in isolation. Literally: “the return of sunlight to leaves.”

    The delight in hearing one’s native language spoken without accent, a song from childhood sung spontaneously in one’s hearing. Comfort; home-feeling.

    
      Tei’aska
    

    Origin: Sei’azhi, noun.

    A biological imperative, without which one might perish. Most urgent level of necessity, such as water, air, food, shelter. Cf. Maslow’s hierarchy of needs. “We wouldn’t ordinarily approach you for fuel, but it’s a matter of tei’aska; without your aid, we won’t make it to the next star system.”

    See also: rei’azhal, a need of lesser severity.

    See also: vi’ezhash, bodily urgencies such as food, urination, or sex.

    
      Urdka-abo
    

    Origin: Tarukhxi, compound noun.

    Literally: “fishguts-system.” A planetary system with poor resources in terms of fuel, oxygen, and/or water. To say a system is “not worth urdka” is to say it is a place in which you certainly wouldn’t wish to be stranded.

    
      Weltverlassenesehnsucht
    

    Origin: Terran, noun.

    Longing for a world forsaken—a world that no longer exists or exists only in memory. Can be the result of cataclysm, poor personal choices, or the outcome of paioullae.

    
      Y’shiv’nix
    

    Origin: Xi’a, verb

    Literally: “emergence from death-cocoon.” Death as rebirth; transfiguration, transformation. Coming to terms with loss or grief.

    Being received back into the embrace of the hive after a long journey.

    • • • •

    You may feel joy when you first leave your homeworld, but perhaps it will be mixed with ks’nis’x, the pre-mourning for all those you’re leaving behind. The longer you travel as the only human within lightyears, either alone in an old csil-rikh or on a ship populated by beings totally alien to you, the more you may come to feel that you’re il’arakua yourself. You’ll probably enter into nx’xiaxh soon, drowned, subsumed in loneliness or other identities and cultures. You may even begin to feel that you’re not worth urdka.

    When you meet other humans again, you may find yourself feeling alien to them—and they to you. A sensation of awkwardness may prevail between you; they may consider you qsil-cri. Or they may have spent as much time as you have among the stars . . . and may have lost themselves, too.

    But it’s possible, too, that you’ll overlook the mesiasro, the petty, in the rush of relief at hearing a human voice again and realize that both it and leliasro, the thing overlooked, can be a need as intense as tei’aska.

    And that perhaps, just perhaps, we can all cross the desert—the void of Weltverlassenesehnsucht—and enter the grace of y’shiv’nix wherever we choose to call home.

    ©2023 by Deborah L. Davitt.
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      Deborah L. Davitt was raised in Reno, Nevada, where she graduated first in her class from UNR in 1997 (as Deborah McRann). While an undergraduate, she focused heavily on medieval and Renaissance literature from Beowulf to Shakespeare. She received her MA in English from Penn State, and later found work as a technical writer on projects ranging from nuclear ballistic missile submarines to NASA to computer manufacturing. She currently lives in Houston, Texas, with her husband and son. Her poetry has received Pushcart, Rhysling, and Dwarf Star award nominations and has appeared in over fifty journals including F&SF and Asimov’s. Her short fiction has appeared in Analog and Galaxy’s Edge. For more about her work, including her poetry collections, The Gates of Never and Bounded by Eternity, please see edda-earth.com.

    

  
    The Narrative Implications of Your Untimely Death

    Isabel J. Kim | 5122 words

    Your deathless heart spasms. Once. Twice. You suck in a long, rattling gasp, and twist over the decanting table, great hacking coughs. Someone thumps your back.

    “Welcome back, boyo,” Media & Talent Production Coordinator Kayn says. “They got some great footage out of your death. Viewership tripled for the episode.”

    “Damn,” you wheeze. “Any chance I’m out?”

    Goosebumps pimple across your cold skin. You’re so sick of the Talent Decanting Room. You hope for finales. You hope for your exit stage left.

    “Nah,” Kayn says. “You’re polling too well with the sixteen to twenty-four demographic. The execs want to keep you in the cast roster.”

    “Assholes,” you say with feeling, lying back down.

    “Chin up,” Kayn says. “Least you’re back from the dead, Kingkiller.”

    “You know I hate that name,” you say, staring up at the operating lights. The decanting fluid is drying to a tacky shell on your skin.

    “Shouldn’t have killed Rally, then.”

    “Yeah, well,” you say. You wish you hadn’t killed Raleigh King either.

    • • • •

    Raleigh “Rally” King was Axial Conglomerate’s sweetheart. Redrender’s knight in shining armor. You’d watched him sweat in high definition all through season twenty-seven’s desert sequence, his sword gleaming in the sunlight. You’d watched him cry too—big tears rolling down his cheeks whenever someone died and he couldn’t save them.

    At the time, you’d rolled your eyes. Audiences love sentiment, so of course Rally would cry. The drones are always watching-cutting-streaming the tastiest morsels of Redrender for everyone at home. He’s faking it. It’s acting.

    You know better now, after eight seasons as a cast member on Redrender. The show gets inside your head. You can think you’re going to treat it like a game all through the psychological profiling and the camera tests. You can tell yourself it’s just reality television while signing away the rights to your DNA samples and signing the contract that agrees that termination is at the studio’s discretion. You can pretend it’s all fake until you’re shipping down to Redrender and then it’s not a game anymore. It’s your life.

    It turns out that even if death is cheap in Redrender, it still hurts to bleed out. It turns out that the stupid wargame isn’t just a series of artificial quests—it’s backstabbing and making pacts and persuading people to come die with you. It turns out that the other cast members have also lived the same sort of desperate life that drives people to the promise of a sixteen billion credit trophy if you can find it on the stupid rock. Never mind that no one’s found it yet.

    And it turns out that the golden boy Rally is just as nice as he seems on camera, and then you kill him.

    He thanked you while he was dying.

    You hope he’s having a good time space-side. You wonder if he ever watches the show.

    • • • •

    You reintegrate into the storyline twelve hours after waking up in the Talent Decanting Room. It was a nice break. You took a high-pressure shower, slept in a real bed, shot the shit with Kayn, and siphoned some of his insider info—you get a good tip about the Amaba Basin’s layout. Kayn might be a corporate bastard, but he’s a congenial one.

    He’s congenial all the way through herding you into a skiff and flying you down near camp, kicking you out with a cheerful “Don’t fall off of any more cliffs!” as he drops you back in the narrative.

    Not a minute later, a low whine starts to reverberate in the air. Drone-cameras have a distinct sound. The privacy was nice while it lasted. You do your best to look “brooding” instead of “sweaty” as you walk back to camp.

    Redrender is a beautiful planetoid. It’s a great stage set for the Game Of The Century™. A great place to “create alliances, betray your friends, and find the galaxy’s most valuable prize!” Redrender is supposed to be an action-adventure survival reality show. In practice, people watch it for the interpersonal drama. Redrender is a shifting mess of temporary alliances for the sake of plundering supplies and maps.

    “Kingkiller’s back!” Lowry calls from the camp’s watchtower, and the announcement is met with a couple of whoops. Aw, the kids missed you. They’re new enough not to be scared by your reputation. Kingkiller’s a name to them, not a definition. Guess they never watched before season thirty-four.

    You’re allied with ten others at the camp, all scouring the Amaba Basin for the next map scrap. It’s not a bad crew. Two-thirds freshers, one-third veterans. The gates open for your entrance.

    “Thought you were dead,” Marc calls from where he’s poking at a fire. He scowls at you. He’s a vet—he remembers how you received your nickname.

    “You wish,” you call back, heading to the main building built out from the microprinted pseudo-ruins. Other cast members give you nods as you walk by. You receive commiserating glances and winces, but no one’s willing to break character and say, “Sorry you didn’t get out, Jamie.”

    You don’t blame them—these guys are always scraping for screen time. You’re the weirdo getting followed by four drones and trying your best to die.

    You haven’t been subtle about wanting to get out. You dream of your old microapartment. You dream of working showers. You dream of clean deaths. Anything as long as it looks accidental. The execs don’t resurrect you from suicide. Axial Conglomerate standard media and entertainment sector laws prevent the glorification of self-harm in T-13 class media.

    You hope your gear hasn’t been redistributed yet. You head for the main building, then make the executive decision to detour through the mess hall before checking out your clothes and weapons.

    The door to the mess swings open. You step in, and then stop. There are two figures sitting with cups of coffee, half-eaten plates of food. They both look up. Only one of them smiles apologetically at you. Only one of them would publicly call you a friend.

    “Shit, sorry Jamie. I should have warned you about this,” Aava says. “He just showed—”

    “It’s fine,” you cut in numbly, because it’s not fine, but you’re used to acting. Aava’s still after the prize money—you can’t break character if she’s around. You can hear the drone whining behind your head. “Look who’s back, huh?”

    “Jamie,” Rally says, turning toward you, standing, the handsome bulk of him very protagonistic. “You thought you could kill me, didn’t you?” His voice is steady. He was always a better actor than you were.

    “I did kill you,” you say. “Just thought it would stick.”

    Rally strides forward, all the way into your personal space, grabs your shoulder tightly, and smiles with all his teeth. “We’ve got some talking to do.”

    The audience must be loving this.

    • • • •

    You let Rally drag you back to your bedroom. You sit on the bed. Rally sits on a stool made out of a couple of ammunition crates. Both of you ignore the mess of clothing and knives on the floor.

    The hum of the cameras around the two of you is loud. You wonder how many of the nanometer-sized drones are around, capturing multiple angles, closeups and cutting from your face to Rally’s and back again.

    There’s a whole conversation you should be having that couldn’t have been spoken in the mess hall. Raleigh’s face is stoic. You give the world’s most miniscule shrug. There’s no one else in your bedroom. There’s no one else’s career to ruin here.

    Rally’s whole posture shifts. He smiles. It’s a small thing, only the barest flash of teeth. “Hey, Jamie.”

    “Shit, Raleigh,” you say, relaxing against the headboard. “I thought you got out.”

    The drone’s whining immediately cuts. Breaking the fourth wall isn’t good television.

    Raleigh’s smile pulls bitter. “Nope. I woke up on the slab a week ago, and they shipped me back down after Kayn told me where your camp was, and that you were being re-integrated soon. I think the execs expected me to try and turn the camp against you.”

    “Understandable,” you say with a wince. Rally’s death had been bloody. You’d both thought that something graphic would be your best chance at getting off-planetoid. “I appreciate that you didn’t.”

    Rally shrugs. You stare at him. He looks just the same as the day you killed him. A little rough—you all look a little rough—but there aren’t any new lines on his face, or any sign that you’d ever fought him at the Alecret Cliffs and thrown him off the waterfall overlook. Same as how there’s no sign on your skin detailing how Rally had grabbed your shirt and brought you plunging soundlessly into the water with him, bashing you against the rocks.

    You bet the shots were beautiful. You had choreographed them to be.

    The fight at the Alecret Cliffs was the narrative crux of both of your arcs—Rally’s last stand against the antihero upstart, your desperate attempt at overthrowing the golden boy’s throne. You’d thought that would be narratively satisfying enough to end both your storylines. You’d built a beautiful enmity with him over the five seasons you shared. Mostly you know Rally through his acted anger, through his feigned violence. Despite everything, you’re glad to see him now.

    “It’s been three seasons, man,” you say. “What the fuck are they playing at? I thought for sure they’d been done with you. That you got out.”

    “I don’t know,” Rally says, putting his head in his hands. “I was talking with Kayn. Got a copy of my contract and he helpfully pointed out that there weren’t dates in the termination clause. I think the execs think there hasn’t been that much drama this season—they’re probably trying to stir the pot a little. Bring back what Kayn called ‘our epic rivalry.’”

    “Motherfucker didn’t tell me anything about this,” you say. “What’s our play?”

    Rally looks up. “Do we have a play?”

    “Of course we have a play,” you say with confidence you don’t feel.

    “All right, Jamie,” Rally says. He sounds tired. Resurrected a week and tired already—that’s no good for the cameras. “I’ll follow your lead.”

    You hum thoughtfully. Rally’s good at playing determined, at emanating generalized righteousness, at keeping a crew together. Rally remembers you as a villain, but you’ve been playing nice ever since he died, so your classic good guy-bad guy thing won’t hold.

    “We’ll do a reconciliation arc,” you say firmly, calculating storylines and scraping together what you remember of the season before Rally’s death. “I’ve been doing a redemption thing after my ‘near miss.’ I’ve been trying to get cut by being boring—except that’s not working, and Kayn told me that I keep polling crazy high. So maybe we play it like you don’t believe my face-heel-turn, but I’m still trying to befriend you, and you’re trying to keep an eye on me, and then I try and save you from something but we still both eat shit again while having some sort of emotional conclusion.”

    “I can do suspicious,” Rally says. “Also. ‘Kingkiller.’ Really?”

    “I didn’t choose it!” you protest. “Just use my actual name, all right?”

    “Sure, Kingkiller,” Rally says, cause he’s the sort of guy who thinks that’s funny. “What’s our time frame?”

    You think for a bit. “End of the season,” you say. “We’ll build our story up ‘til the end of the season and execute. No breaking kayfabe unless we’re alone, just to be fair to the rest of the cast.”

    • • • •

    Day to day livelihood on Redrender isn’t glamorous—it’s a big stage set full of fun murder props and bullshit mythology, but people still have to eat. You take your kitchen shifts and your patrol duty between the strategy sessions and scouting missions.

    Your crew maps the entirety of the Amaba Basin and plunders a few of the lesser sites, comes back with some maps and once a couple of old bottles of liquor which the crew cheers about. You’re significantly less excited. The planetoid is lousy with alcoholic dead-drops: a tipsy cast is a fun cast. The whine of the camera drones is loud that night. You angle your way through the party by drunkenly picking a fight with Rally, adding a little texture to your slowly repairing relationship.

    Rally rises to the occasion admirably, chewing the scenery and saying some very hurtful things about your moral character, ending with calling you a “reckless, suicidal, maniac, who’s going to get all of us killed,” which is correct enough to make you laugh. It’s fun to have a co-conspirator again.

    You and Rally knit the story of your grudging friendship by inches. You don’t spend a lot of time alone together—that’s the last thing you need
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