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 “Aren’t these just giant terrariums?” The voice of Auroch’s rifle was muffled from the wool 
cloak he wore. 
 “Sorry.” He tugged on the front of the cloak to drag it off the rifle’s barrel and stock and 
closer to his neck. “What?”
 “Thanks. How did they manage to flood the place, when it’s just a giant terrarium shoved 
inside a pocket dimension? Where’d all the water come from?” 
 Auroch’s rifle bore a computronium module with an AI construct coded into it, a ponderous 
and adventurous little fellow the adventuring gunslinger had named Sunfisher. They sometimes 
had great chats, and sometimes Sunfisher went a little long on its endless questions. Anyway, it 
was early morning, and they had rented a small boat at the oriel dock just inside the dimensional 
gate from the Oriel Fields. Inside here, Auroch hoped for good fortune or a job, or maybe just to 
see new things. 
 “Well…” This was how he began when he had no idea. “I imagine something went wrong 
with the engines that built the place.”
 “Like a typo or a busted gasket?”
 Auroch admired the spires and towers as they glided through a quiet flooded city, the 
burnished brass and garnet and jade, copper domes and high balconies. A broken stone statue of a 
young lady appeared in the morning mist, clutching a rock pedestal and seeming to question their 
arrival to such a place. 
 “I don’t know. Let’s say it was a gasket. I’d feel terrible for someone if it was a typo.”
 Busy market sounds were coming from a cluster of stilted pavilions, connected with plank 
walkways. Curious vendors shaking out carpets and polishing fruit gazed over balustrades at 
Auroch in his boat. He stroked the oar again to pull the boat in their direction. 
 “Is it pretty?”

 Surprised at that, Auroch 
considered before answering, 
“You know…it is. It’s very pretty. 
Why?”
 Vendors started gathering 
to meet them at a busy dock, where 
all manner of boats were clustered 
to barter and trade. They shook 
fruit and called, hoping to catch 
his eyes. 
 Sunfisher hesitated, 
“Maybe it wasn’t a failure or a 
mistake. Maybe it was inspiration.”
 Auroch smiled at that. 
Sometimes the little guy said 
things that were just beautiful. 


