you oream a fami(iar scene, one you’ve turned over in your waﬁing mind so many times it
comes to you without effort.

Jufia, smiling over fier sfoul@er at you as you open the door to the Opera for fier. Tt was
fer favourite, the Oyem of the Dirtuous Beggar, and your fieart is tﬁumping in your chest
Just (ike it did that night, the first night you took fier out.

Nerves make you quieter than normal, as you guibe fier to her seat, watch the antici’pation
and excitement (igﬁt her face, 6ut around you all is indistinct; the opera is shrouded, the
crowd of faces around you olurred and indistinct.

T he mask of the fema(e mountebank, the heroic Mendicante, gﬁtters as she crosses the
stage, preparing to steal from the pompous miser(y merchant prince A{fonzo. JRe noise
and (igﬁt of the Opera crashes over you, overwﬁe(mi*ng, disorientating.

Julia (aughs as the female fiero steals from the unvigifant man and mocks Aim from the
walls of the imperial mint itself Gefore descending to the streets to (eave fier spoils in the
donations Gasket of the Church of the Little Mother in Tassarto, 6ut the sound is shrill
and figh. Tt echoes and morpfis, becoming the voice of the (ead tenor playing Alfonzo. dfe
opens fis mouth and sings and Julia flinches Geside you; fis off key performance causing
fier Aiand to tighten around your own. Sfie pleads a fieadachie, sfie needs to (eave.

You take her out into the cooler nigﬁt qir, and the dark pressure of the Oream recedes to
memories: the warmth of her Aand in yours, the (igﬁt of torches and (anterns sﬁilfting
softfg on the canal waters. you see her face, and reach for the words you said, for the
words you wisfi you could say to fer now, but they are (ost: she Gefore around you, fier
smile and 6rigfit eyes just out of reach

J he dream sﬁi{fts, out again Guifbing itse{f moment Gy moment from your memories.

You stand in her Gedroom, the sound of the Masquerabe of the Reaper can Ge heard
outside, the crowds casting shadows on her window. Jhis will 6e the first time Julia Aas
taken to the 6ridges of the city to go duelling with you. She is nervous, as nervous as you
were on your first date. dHer Aands are fumbling at fier Guttons, fumbling with the Guckles
on the scabbard and sword you fave (ent fer.

T he dream p(ays out in front of you just as it does in your memories; fer hands in
yours, fingers cold and tremﬁﬁng Just a (ittle Getween yours. The smell of fier Aair as you
Kiss her foreﬁeab, the sﬁape of her shou(@ers Geneath your hands as sfie presses ﬁersel:f
against you. The words you said to fer are (ost, they seemed so inconsequential at the
time, though you grasp (ongingly for them now.



Julia pulls away, smiling a f(ittle now, whatever you said having smootfied out fier fears.
You ﬁe{p her tie on her mask, remember the fee( of her Aair Geneath your fingers and the
warmth of her so close to you. Lou step apart, and she cocks fRer Read, her smile all teeth
and fier sfiou@ers thrown back straight and fard.

you ask Rer is she is ready. Sword in hand, she strikes a pose and fier words echo in the
oream:

“No, 'm nervous as all hell. It's J'ust (ucﬁy that tonigﬁt Mendicante will 6e the one boing
the figﬁting!" she wﬁispers as she s(i'ps into the guise she knows so well.

Another sﬁitft, another memory overwﬁe(ming you. This one unwanted, dreaded, but as
much as you strugg(e to escape, it cannot 6e denied.

Julia pacing the floor Gefore you, fier equipment (aid out on the table, cleaned and
polishied, oiled and ready to fight the Thule in Skarsind with the Joung Empress.

In the dream shadows (ie on everytﬁing, wrapping around Julia as she paces, c(inging to
the edges of the room. In the memory you are speaﬁi‘ng to fer, reassuring her again, just
as you 03id during that nigﬁt bur'mg the Masqueraae of the reaper so many years ago.

But in the dOream you are screami'ng, screaming and she cannot hear you. She paces Just
as she 010, talks Just as she 010, the memory p(aying out Gefore you whilst you stand
ﬁe(p(ess, desperate, voiceless.

Julia stops Gefore you, that feint smile on her filps, saying she has sometﬁing to tel( you.
In the Oream you cry out to fer, Geg her to tel( you, Geg her to refease you from the
torment of not-knowing that sfie (eft you with. But in the dream she just smilfes and
promises to te(l you when sfie returns.

ljou fee( tears on your face as she filfts fer hand to fer ([ps and (ays a gent(e Kiss on her
6ond ring. you can ﬁarb(y see her tﬁrougﬁ the tears as she (eans into your arms and
Wﬁispers “Dont worry, T'(l 6e fine. Wherever | go, you go with me.”

Desolate (oss rofls over you as you pull fier to you, Kiss fier desperately, willing that Kiss
to say everything that you wish you could® say to fier now. But the dream fragments and
she is s(ilpjoing away, aissofving Getween your hands. You wake, tears cold on your cheeks,
fieart swollen with remembered grief.



