Dean, dearest Idoia i Cuevas ifm’go,

Lover and CBetmyer of Mine. You stole from me what was mine, ‘1
should have been Dean. You Eetmyec[ me to comjo(ete your research
into the ritual that so many c[esyise, cfe.gpite my Enowfec[ge of what it
would do. You turned the Silent Bell and the Shuttered Lantern
against me. You had Aenea shun me and turn me away from Anvil.
You had me anuisitecf just to torment me. You drove me to c[estroy
my cabal of the Well of Hearts. You are the cause of my reclusion
and my descent into what 1 have become.

You have what is mine now. You have my text for Footsteps of the
Fallen. You are the one who has twisted it into the what is now
known as (@icﬁening Cold Meat. Bring it to me at my army'’s
camp, in Weirmoor, Weirwater, Dawn cfum’ng the coming Winter
Solstice, one hour Bgfore micfm’gﬁt on the Saturcfay. 7 have asked
several others to attend, the CBoyar of Dark Heart Vale, the
ﬂrcﬁmage of Winter, the Senator for Karsk and Hubert Gremani.
You may each Em’ng a sing[e guest to my audience with you. Bring
me my ritual text and 9 shall forgi\/e you.

Cadaver



