No Man Is An Island

A Story From the End of An Era

by Dylan Greene

The Confession


There's something I must impart upon you, Kiersey, and I admit to a certain vulnerability in this situation. It is a paradox, and one you may come to understand the more you recall of this. I have transcribed all of these passages in advance, but most importantly I have put them into your mind directly through my magic. In my experience, perhaps if I elaborate on my point of view that I can make things easier for you. No matter what I say will cause you to hate me, and I admit that I hate you as well. 


But I can think of no one else to trust other than you. All that I have done, well, was for you. But of course, not in the connotation you think of. I'm sure you would never think of me as a spurned lover, as love is something I do not understand. Unity, communion, that I understand. But not love. Maybe, though, you can see through my eyes just a little.

The Thirst For Knowledge


My colony was...rather starved in certain areas of knowledge. My interactions with the Central Mind, the other Miscreations, they were never particularly enjoyable. I was alone in a crowd, surrounded by the thoughts of others endlessly flowing back and forth to the point of incoherence. It was only through surrender that I was able to survive. Yet, the Central Mind was never satisfied, demanding it know more. 


I was selected due to my status of being “inactive”. According to the Central Mind, I was underperforming. It was its command for me to separate from the colony and bring back a very specific piece of knowledge. They wanted to know the fear of separation, the separation of parent and child. It was an act of cruelty, assigned as such by the morality of lesser beings. But it was what the Central Mind was hoping for. 


I was escorted outside of the colony up to the surface with a fellow Miscreation, their name was Renifal. I remember it was with great joy that Renifal mentioned to me a quote from a book that they told no one else about. They had kept it from the Elder Brain, a secret memento, and what I heard from them was “no man is an island”.
For It Tolls For Thee

But the greater irony, of course, was that I emerged from a cavern that emptied out into a cove. Within swimming distance, I spotted a small island. There was civilization, clusters of houses. One structure stood above all others, a large bell tower that watched over the city. I don't know how I feel about it, the watch of the bell brings comfort and fear at the same time. Is the bellringer a guardian or a tyrant?


Though it is not my task, I want to meet this bellringer. I must know them. How I am to steal away into the darkness, I still don't know. I was told of magical artifacts that could alter my visage, something that appeals to me on many levels. Though perhaps my identity remains as an illithid, I would not mind stepping into the skin of another being. I assume limitations, after all, can't see myself being able to convincingly take the form of a tarrasque or dragon.


Truth be told, I find magic a lesser form of power. True power comes from pure psionic ability, the molding of the world to my ends. I have no need for spellbooks or rituals, for my mind is one of many. But alas, I find myself at a quandary. I must don myself a disguise and it's going to be an endeavor to achieve that.


I had no money, nor would anyone want to retain my services. At least not in terms of what would be allowed in these lesser societies. But if I could put any of my skills to work, I could easily lift a trinket or twist a nobleman's mind to fear my presence. Easy enough, and I can “coax” a ring off of a blacksmith. I don't care about them, I don't care about anyone.


I constructed a small vessel, a crude raft that would allow me to reach the island. I hated the sunlight, the harsh, burning feel of the rays. I confess that my hands shook as I paddled. My physical form is not too important in a dark cavern. Here, I am reminded of my limitations. The weakness of flesh, the frailty of bone, truly incapable of the power that a mind can bring. Were it up to me, I would become a Central Mind. I would become a floating brain, devoid of all physicality. Or at least, that's what I told myself. Sometimes I wonder...what do I want? Should I even care?


But my thoughts of this apathy were dashed when I heard the ringing. I stared up at the center of the harshly lit town, I was approaching the docks. My thoughts turned to the bellringer. Man, woman, or perhaps something else entirely? I was only made aware of the notion of gender recently, as 
