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Matchbox 1.




Stranded Between Streams...
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Sailing hallucinations, thought to be caused by a misfiring of neurons in the brain, hallucinations among the impacted crewmen is generally triggered by something along the lines of neural damage, physical sickness, drugs, stress, sleep-deprivation and/or fatigue.

It is classed by many from the Mystic Coast Ocean Life Service Manual as “deep sea madness”, and it basically states that being away at sea for a long time seems to take its toll on one's mind, body and spirit...particularly when they're lost.

Which is a fact that Cairo Jenson is reminded of now as he opens his eyes, waking up on a double bed within a private room he and Rei have been sharing on board the sizeable vessel Raffaello Chevalier's party have liberated for their cause.

Cairo: Day 173, huh?...

Lying next to him whilst hugging him as tightly as she physically can as he says this, Rei is quick to chime in and respond to him.

Rei: Yeppy-dippy-roo-rah. Isn't it fun,? We're just like real life pirates, yarr.

Cairo: Pirate talk? For real?

Rei: Yarrrrrrr.

Cairo: That's seriously what you're going with?

Rei: Yaaaarrrrrrrr, matey-boots.

Cairo: (Sigh)... I'd actually agree with you if we were out searching for something even half as interesting as treasure. But at this stage finding dry land would be considered a luxury for all of us.

Rei: It is weird. I thought E.Z.Tek would've been a much better helmsman.

Cairo: I think you and I both know that it has nothing to do with his ability.

Rei: Yeah, but saying anything has anything else to do with reapers makes everyone in this group super grumpy.

Cairo: There is only so long that someone can play ignorant to facts before reality catches up to them. I wouldn't worry about it. We'll be able to survive out here for as long as it takes. But as for the others...They're not as lucky when it comes to things such as lifespan.

Rei: And that's the way it should be. I don't want to share my magic with anyone but you.

Cairo: As much as I am grateful, you and I both know it's not so simple. Given that we're more than capable of using untold power when it benefits a job we're working on, it makes me curious as to why everyone isn't asking us to steam-roll the laws of nature to get us back to civilisation.

Rei: Have you talked to Raffy Boss Man about it?

Cairo: I've been trying to explain we've been lost every day at every time he's available for the past 6 months. He just talks around the issue and acts like I'm being needlessly concerned.

Rei: Kinda like he has no idea it's even happening?

Cairo: It's not "kinda", sadly. It's exactly like he has no fucking clue. And since we know he's not a bumbling moron like some of the clients that we've had in the past-...

Rei: Something is making him think we're still on track.

Cairo: Yeah. Under normal circumstances I would be more than happy to just let all these people die from old age and rob them once they're dead. But-...that fucker LAN went ahead and made this personal, so...I would rather these people see their little conquest through to the end...or at least as far as they can go.

Rei: Have you spoken to anyone else about it yet?

Cairo: You've been with me the rest of the time, you tell me. Have any of the bizarre conversations that I've had with these people over the past 5 months struck you as relevant in regards to our current predicament?

Rei: Honestly?...

Cairo: ...

Rei: No. But I've only really paid attention to what you and the kitties have said.

Cairo: Yin and Yang seem oddly lethargic. Jutah is still diligent as ever, but in a somehow more annoying way as he's focusing all of his efforts on domestically keeping this boat's interior and exterior as clean as possible.

Rei: What about brick-face man?

Cairo: Brick-face man....?

Rei: Yeah, the kinda strong guy with the face that looks as serious as a brick wall.

Cairo: Kurban? It's not inaccurate to say he's that stiff. But still... as far as insults go that could use some work.

Rei: Don't be a meanie and just tell me if he seems normal.

Cairo: As far as I can tell, yeah. But then, he could be training more excessively and I might not have been aware. He keeps to himself and I'm not interested in learning anything that doesn't move our job closer to completion here.

Rei: Maybe his people might be more aware than we think, and could help Raffy see the light.

Cairo: I have my doubts. But then again, I haven't thought to check with them simply because they aren't the superior officer here, Chevalier is.

Rei: OOOOoooooOOOOoooo maybe his girlfriend might be able to get through to him?

Cairo: Zebra, as his sister and his partner would have the most sway...but she's out of her fucking mind. I don't want to talk tactics with her unless I'm simply pointing her at something in order to kill it.

Rei: Here's an idea then. Maybe we should just ask everybody one more time and see if they have noticed anything?

Cairo: It couldn't hurt. Our schedule is wide open today given that we have...literally fuck all to do, so...

Cairo sits up on this note and heads out to the ship's mess-hall with Rei at his side, as she holds on to Scythe Von Lincoln the III in the understanding that today is the day where everything changes.

They have been out at sea for long enough, now is the time where they break through whatever illusion has been waging war on the party's psyche.

Authority is no longer an issue here, it can be Raffaello or any one else, so long as they get through to someone? That's all that matters.

Upon arriving in the mess-hall however, Cairo and Rei are taken back slightly by the image of Jutah aggressively sweeping the floor as if they were preparing for some kind of special occasion, like a banquet.

Yin and Yang are currently sitting on top of some spinning vinyl on two record players that are situated side-by-side.

The cats are spinning perpetually faster and faster, though look stoic and at peace, as if this is for some reason natural.

Not far behind the three, Kurban is busy at work in the kitchen, cooking something for breakfast, but going all out with a ridiculous level of vegetable prep in addition to cooking several other mystery dishes on the countless stove rings.

Typically speaking, a vessel this size would normally house something close to 100 crewmen, all of whom would need to be fed. Which is why all of the equipment and ingredients are present to do so.

Unfortunately, every day that Kurban has been doing this during this week alone he has been wasting countless ingredients because there is only currently 9 people on board who can eat anything, and most of them don't possess the biggest appetite... leaving a lot of leftovers behind as a result.

What makes this even stranger is that the art of cooking is something that Kurban has absolutely zero interest in.

In fact, every day this week that Kurban's been in charge of cooking (or rather he's voluntarily decided that he's in charge), he always seems to forget straight after the fact that he was the one responsible for cooking anything and denies all accountability.

But this isn't him fabricating lies in his mind, as he well and truly believes it.

So too does everybody else on board this cursed vessel.

They have blown through their food reserves countless times over with this frivolous behaviour, and they would've all starved to death if Rei wasn't magically restocking the store room over and over again out of sympathy.

Something which Cairo sure as hell didn't tell her to do, as he stated before he isn't in charge here and would welcome the reality check that such a crisis as a food shortage would bring these people right now.

To clarify, Cairo doesn't harbour any ill will towards Raffaello's people. But he has ascended to a level of power himself at this stage that he sees others falling victim to such curses as a sign of inexcusable weakness.

If he was in charge, he may very well have decided to let everyone die and simply find LAN to kill him first-hand and square away all of this business.

But reality is what it is, and for now, Cairo has to deal with the current laws of the land.

Meaning he has to start by trying to convince everyone, someone, or at least anyone that being stranded at sea endlessly isn't an option.

And short of pushing them down on to the floor and slapping some sense into them one-by-one? All Cairo can do is talk them out of it for now.

Something he tries with Jutah first as he approaches him and asks.

Cairo: Hey there, Jutah....you busy?

Rei: We wanna chat!

Jutah: Can't talk! I'm on the verge of reaching the purity of the moon!!!

Cairo looks down at the brush as Jutah violently sweeps on and on, before then looking up to the ceiling and picturing the stars in the night sky above. And after pondering his response for about a minute, he hits Jutah with some cold, hard facts.

Cairo: You do know the moon is up, not down, right?

Jutah: I can't expect YOU to understand the complexity of what I'm doing!!!

Cairo: Well you've got me there. I have no idea what you're talking about, or what purpose domestic chores play in it.

Rei: Try us, Jutah. We're really smart. We know bunches of stuff.

Jutah: I will not say!

Rei: Pleeeeeeeeeeeaaaaase.

Jutah: No!

Rei: Pretty please...

Jutah: No!

Rei: Pretty please with a cherry-flavoured cola bottle on top.

Jutah: No! No!

Rei: Come on, tell us. Whatcha doing?

Jutah: I said no!

Rei: What if I-...

Jutah: NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!

Jutah's continues violently sweeping his way out of the room as he screams this to the point that his throat sounds pained in many ways, at which point Rei tugs Cairo's sleeve once and remarks.

Rei: Wow, he really isn't going to tell us, is he? No I wanna know.

Cairo: Trust me, it's not worth it. The clown is just speaking disconnected gibberish that's leaking from his brain. He'll no doubt just collapse somewhere down the hall like he did last night, the night before that....and every other night since we set sail on this shitty journey.

Rei: Should we talk to Yin and Yang yet?

Cairo looks over to the cats spinning on the records at the opposite side of the mess hall and hears them excitedly cheering.

Yin and Yang: Meeeeeaoooowwitty-go-round-round... weeeeeeeee

And in spite of some of the downright bizarre things they normally say, this is one of those instances where Cairo knows they're not thinking like their usual selves. Because there are no creepy undertones, they are just being morons.

Which is not their fault, sadly. But in spite of this, Cairo would rather focus on those with a stronger will for the time being, and thus shifts his focus on to Kurban by the mess hall kitchen area, where he and Rei speak to the normally impressive soldier from seats they take by the service counter.

Cairo personally trying to be as blunt as possible as opposed to sugar coating anything, whilst Rei eats a breadstick and watches with a surprisingly bubbly look of anticipation.

Cairo: Hey, Kurban. Got a minute?

Kurban: 60 seconds is an inexcusable waste of time when there are cream soufflés to be made.

Cairo: Is that something that you're at all interested in?

Kurban: No.

Cairo: Then why are you wasting your time
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