John “Cartwright”





History:





	You were born in darkness, both figuratively and literally. You and your twin sister Jane’s earliest memories were of a veritable dungeon in which you spent your days. The place was musty and smelly. Your own wastes were strewn around, and you knew no language save the warmth of your sister in the cold times, and violence against the people that caged you in the first place. You had infrequent contact with these monsters, but when you did it was sheerest horror. From what you can piece together now, they were occultists of a sort. They would use you and your sister as pawns in some cosmic ritual.


	You estimate that you were nine when they put you to sleep. Nine years of torture and perversion. On that occasion, you and your sister were used for ritual purposes as you had become used to. Then you were bound and trussed. Spells were said over your prostrate forms. You slipped into a drowsy place, a place of darkness. It was a darkness you could enjoy, however. It was a warm, comfortable, soft darkness. The time was spent dreaming, and learning. Through no process that you understand, knowledge was imparted to you during this dreaming time, and you became aware.


	When you awoke, you had language. You spoke and understood English, as did your sister. The years had wrought many changes on you both, and you found yourselves older. You were almos
