Mz/ dear A[&M/.h -

T bhank you and well dore for your Vl.z'forlf over the Syhod =~ | assuwme 1t was you. 1 1t wasn't, then do show thi's

letter to whoever (t was, and consider Sfeppl'hj down rn therr favour!

My motherland may not thank you now, but history shall judge you Kindly, | think = if you stay strong, never rest,
keep éw'{d/'hg. More, my grandmother demands: more, my yre:\f“mhc{e recommends: more, | ask, in the khow(edje we

heed hone of us say a fA/'hy.
There's a second letter with this one, and j/f‘f. Please see thewm rnto the hands of the rnew Empress.

The deeds of those who hallowed the world have borne fruit indeed: keep your eyes peeled, for if time has f:\m_g/\i me
Ahl/f/\l.hy it rs the love of the Ewmpire for ;‘L‘e:\[/'hy éer\wfz/ and seif/'hy it on frre, and my mortal father wouldn't have
recognised that as any Kind of Virtue. Or if ﬂ\erf do burn 1t, do at least breathe in the smoke. Someone should

benefrt from my good work.

You are formally invited to accompany the Imperial delegation to Tamarbode on Saturday afternoon, an bour or so
before sunset. Check the Gate for the correct time. | shall know that it (s peaceful if yon or the Empress are with
the grovp. Bring a couple of the talkative Navarri who wanrted to talk business with the Great Fungus, so that they
don't think z/om're lyrng about what my great~uncle wants. Do try and persuade the Empress she doesn't want too
many bodyquards or we'll get a bit crowded: | don't think zfom’{[ be able Lo 71t more than seven people in the

vestribule all told.

My great=uncle remembers your Spire from when you partomimed a struggle agarnst those who would rarse
abominations to fight for the Empire. He remembers that yon are building upon a great foundation (ndeed at the
Spire of Bounteous Creation: may strong new shootls rise from that rotting corpse. He remembers that yon have
done His will before. He remembers that you have been host to His berald, and that you Killed rt. He remembers that
lalian was full of shit: good for you, deposing bim. Drawing on your face with Winter doesn't (mpress Liofir.
Bullshit tastes foul on an Archmage’s tongue. Sitting on the fence (s nothing but a pain in the backside. Llofir's

attention s an bonour. Don't waste rt.

It (s heard that one ives who claims she was Gilead of Nathan's Forge, and that she has continned the cycle of
those who take my (mmortal father's bargain. To her I'd say: You're not my father. You're a whole new person, with
a Legacy to use to burld the future. Perhaps you might (ke to use words [ike "Ambition’. If she wants to come to see
what three certuries have made of me, | don't mind, provided that her vision of the past doesn't get in the way of

matters of the present and future.

Grlean damy/\fer of Grlead, of Tawarbode

P.s. | have émﬂyer all to do with the vallorn and that's the way [ like rt. | don't object to the Navarri ‘L‘A(k/'hj about

the é(oadri ‘L‘/‘/'hgs, but rf f/\zz/ use that word to refer to me then what happens next is your fault.



