T he nigﬁt Gefore the festivaf starts you dream lfit'fuf(y. you oream but more than that, you
remember. A scene unwinds in front of you.

you are stood outside a theatre in Jassarto. Jhe 6oards outside announce the (ast sﬁowing of
T he Opem of the Dirtuous Beggar”.

You fiear a voice that you Aave not fieard for years, a voice how gone from the wor(0,
Julia Barossa, Dead in Skarsind,
Julia Barossa, gone to walk the llaﬁyrintﬁ three years ago.

"you real’(y shiould see it some time” she says as you pass Gy. T he (ead p(aying Mendicante was
excellent. It's such an interesting rofe. Tt would 6e great to p(ay it one day.” sfie says as sfie
strikes a pose simifar to the the protagonist in the Grigﬁt(y coloured poster.

T hat said” she adds, fer voice turning nasty "1 reckon they shiould Aave taken the tenor pfaying
Al:fonzo and thrown Aim in the canals. He was terrible.”

"say” sfie asks, a smirk on her (i'ps "d0 you think we can get Rim up Gefore the magistrates‘?
T Rere is on(g so much you can do to art Gefore it's murder!”

She (augﬁs, (ike she always 0id.
T he l:augﬁ ecfioes cold in your ears.

T he Thule have taken so many from the Emyire.

Now she is Just another name in a (ebger, another 0ebt yet to be paib‘



