T he nigﬁt Gefore the festivaf starts you dream lfit'fuf(y. gou dream 6ut more than that, you
remember. I he memory pu((s itse[f to the fore and (ays out a tableau Gefore you.

ljou are stood upon a Griage. Around you mist rises from the canals and paints the Scene in
stark contrast of white against the 6lack of your shadow. A figure strides tﬁrougﬁ the mist
towards you, sword drawn.

"AR, A{fonzo" It faugﬁs "what a pretty coflection you fiave there.” motioning to the collection of
ri6bons that ﬁang from your Geft. "1t almost seems a shame to 6reak up the collection”.

"Cut it out Jufia!  You know my name is not Alfronzo” you say to the figure.

she considers this "Jrue. Obut tonigﬁt,” sfie says as sfie toucfies fier hand to fier mask "Jou may
call me Mendicante, not Jufia”

Her 6lade comes up quick(y out you parry it With ease.

"Shall we dance?” she asks as the duel on the Gribge Gegins



