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	The Acoustic Funambulist was savoring a Moondiver cocktail, a colorful mixture of heavily fermented fruits with a dash of stardust spices, in Zornnivias, the main city of the small planet Nekton, in the Andromeda Galaxy. The day was hot and the terrace of the cafe was crowded with locals and visitors alike, all enjoying refreshments.

 

	- "Do you mind if I sit here? The place is full and I can't find an empty chair anywhere." asked the most curious character pointing at the vacant seat facing the acrobat. His features resembled that of a toad, with big bulging eyes almost on the sides of his flat head, a tiny nose and an extremely wide mouth. He had long arms and legs emerging from a compact body, almost no neck and a rather sad expression. However, the most fascinating aspect was the fact that he was semi-transparent, a ghost like appearance of the most unusual effect, like an ancient hologram.

 

	- "Yes, of course." responded the funambulist with a smile. He had never seen such a being before and was already itching to find out where he was from. "It's a very hot day." he declared, going for the small talk.

 

	- "Doesn't bother me." said the other with indifference as he sat down and called the waiter over. He ordered a drink and sat motionless with a blank look on his face.

 

	The aerialist returned to sipping his drink but his curiosity would not leave him alone and since innocent chat was leading him nowhere, he decided on a less subtle approach.

 

	- "How come you are so transparent?" he asked bluntly, still smiling.

 

	- "Oh that… That's because I'm in between lives." groaned the spectral entity.
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