Now, if you've ever owned a Capillata, you know that finding all of your creatures is sometimes difficult. Perhaps they're young and blend into the surroundings, perhaps they just happen to like bothering you.

 Perhaps they aren't there at all.

 Not too long ago, on a ship known as Patient, the Hand received a young Dale through the ever-open Warp. He was a scrawny little Child-stage, and only about ten minutes or so old. From what the Hand could tell, he was also either a purebred or a direct spawn of Muco. Either way, the Child had no name, so after observing him for an hour or so, playing in the land area of Nornhulu, the Hand decided to name him Malt for no particular reason.

 Malt grew up at a normal rate, and didn't appear to have any obvious mutations, but for reason the Hand nor any Chichi's aboard the ship could understand, he never expressed the need to mate. Malt simply sat at the edge of the water and stared into it, occasionally grabbing a nearby Mini Commedia and forcing it into the water until it changed into a snail. He would then examine it closely and toss it away after a few seconds. Every day he would repeat these series of actions, without even bothering to eat until the Wolfling Vendor above his head rained heavy Pecan Seeds and Rainbow Cheese Wedges down into his gravity-defying, snow-white hair. However, the Hand was not worried about Malt, as he was feeding and occupying himself and therefore was alive, at least.

 Perhaps the Hand should have worried.

 Only a year after he had arrived on the Capillata, Malt disappeared. No Norn knew where he had gone, and the Warp hadn't been used. The Hand was at a loss to what else to do, as Malt seemed to have literally disappeared...Over time, everybody aboard the ship forgot about the strange Norn, and life returned to normal, which was, while monotonous and uneventful, pleasant and predictable.

 Then one day, the Hand heard something...strange...coming from the second Nornhulu room. It tentatively teleported to the nearly untouched room and found it thick with Double Plants and strange fauna it didn't recognize...and another quality, a strange thickness to the water that reminded the Hand of toxins. Up on a small platform of rock coming out of the wall, it found two young, light blue Norns playing with what appeared to be a purple Mini Commedia...upon closer inspection, there was one male and one female, the male having strangely gravity-defying hair that reminded the Hand of somenorn it knew from long ago...when it tried to touch the male, it looked fearfully at the Hand and swam away. The female simply looked over at the Hand and stared with wide, bloodred eyes, holding the Commedia like it was made of precious gold...and then it, too swam away, following her brother into the dark, murky depths of the unexplored cavern.
