Vision for Garravaine De Rondell 5911.2

This is a recurring dream you have been having off and on throughout the season. Feel free to embellish the details if you like.

You are relaxing on the beach at the shore of a lake. Although you're not in the lands of House de Rondell, it feels comfortable, like home. There is only one thing bothering you: you cannot find your Goldenfire Scale anywhere. But the only person who has visited you since you last wore it is Beatrix... Just as you are pondering this, Beatrix walks down the shore and you find yourself overcome with a love so strong you it's more like a devotion, but you cannot help but ask if she has seen your beloved armour. Her answers seem evasive and you are not satisfied. Your questions continue and your voices raise; eventually she is forced to admit that yes, she took it without your knowledge, she needed it to protect her on some errand of vital import to the Empire, while you lay on the beach and swam in the lake. Suddenly you are furious and as you tell her you will not trust her to leave your sight, roots spring out of the ground and hold her fast. The plant-life continues to grow and just before it covers her face she declaims that no one will ever love you but she. The sky grows dark, a storm rolls in over the lake and the waves began to crash against the shore.

You awake shaken, and can't shake the feeling that you have witnessed something deeply personal that was not strictly your business, similar to if you had accidentally heard your parents arguing or something of that nature. In the cold light of day, you realise your feelings for Beatrix are unchanged, and your armour is just where it is meant to be.

