


Some things are constants. The eternal struggle (or balance) of life and death. The rising
and setting of the sun. The insistence of governments on collecting their taxes.

And, as Justine learns today, some cultural touchstones have aggressively ordinary origins.

 Blue wishes to apologize for the language in their story this issue. In their
defense, it’s Mario Kart.

—Ronyo

Celeste—

Did you figure out that trick to return to your original form
yourself? Does anyone else know about it?

—Coda

I did! I kind of stumbled into it by accident. Since I had keyed the lock to the
feeling—the memory, really—of that first moment, I was already trying to
recapture that feeling, but this time as a snow leopard. It was only a step or
two away from what it took to do it for real. And it’s not just your original
form; it works for anything you’ve become through the portals, so long as
there are strong enough memories to support it.

But no, no one else knows.

…I need to fix that. Maybe once I get the nerve to show my face back at The
Lighthouse.














