Ancell

How we dlelight in yau. You cail ane slither through the counsels of the Empire,
wealring yaur fruth an your face like @ mask, ane they laugh anel think they heve
yaur meeasure, anel turn fo you far aiel. You are precious, like a jewel.

As always we elesire misfartune an aur enemies. Siein of the Eternal Family. Eleri
Branwen's Rest. Livia af the Celestial Cascaele. laseph af Phaenix Reech. Finn Finnsan
the so—calledl Imperial Seer.

Hafch schemes, Ancel, against these foes of secrets, these servants af the light. Or
sublkarn them ta aur cause. Ta have agents of their Imperial Savereigns cantral the
department of histarical research waule e @ choice thing ineleed.

Then there is the library at Anvil. We woulel see it burnt. bestrayeel. It is @ place for
the ignarant, the unwarthy, the stupie to slake their thirst for secrefs like pigs at @
traugh. It is sickening. Make it ga away, Ancel. Teach them the fate of foals who
draw aut spife, Ancel.

Or if you cannat Kill if, paison if. Fill it with lies. Reat aut the secrets anel spirit them
awaly leaving anly comman lare that any aaf alreaey knaws. brive them edown blinel
paths, laaking for things that are not real anel éo not exist.

We are hatching @ scheme against the lilbrary, Ancel. Fine @ weakness, anel tell us
of it, anel we will reware yau. You are sa very goae at weakness, Ancel.

You venture into the Synadl ela you nat? Will yau wielel influence there? We watch with
interest. There are matters af the High Counsels that we waulel see maulelee fo our
will. Are you one who can maulel them?

It woulel please us greafiy if the Senate were fo recansieder anel allow the Canclave
to elestray rituals, remaving them fram Imperial Lore. What can e remavedl is
swiftly fargatten, lhecoaming a secref.

The fat fooal chaases @ new Scholar at the Well this seasan. The Well of Shaeows is
hielelen from us anel it irks us. It meay be of value to you ta discaver who has gainee
the bastare slath’s favaur, ane ingratiate yaurself. You are gooe at ingratieting
yourself with thase who think themselves impartant.

Oh... We have ane tiny tasty tithit for yau, Ancel. A little thing. A minar thing. An
amusing thing. There are some amang the Navarr wha listen to the King of all
Scarpians, the Predatar in the Wels, the Park Beneath The Leaf, wha is all Blaoel anel
Poisan. These Navarr are set fo meet with the Prince of Threaels ane Blaeles one
hour after naan an Satureay. We knaw that there will be athers present. They will
pass thraugh the Hall af the Warlels. Finel aut who they are meeting with anel what
was dliscussedl in the hall of the Crawnée Serpertt.

Remember also - ane baan, ane Secret.
That is all, for naw, sweet witch.



