Adélaide de (fal-d)ise da,{ad?w’o‘zw, Empress of Dun Sancerse, Puchess of
Sancerre; and (ounless %ij{%ma, lo Gracomo-ffenri dffarcount, (rand

Jes WWWy&wZZWWW WW leller shall weack you.
ﬁ%pﬁwﬁﬂ%&xawﬁm&m JMWWM/@KW:I% yam//%ﬂw/b
is wonlh all of Theirs hundhedfold. J order in nedundancy, thine crusade directed
f/ze/{fs/é//eam of then cilies. Jhese leadess c/zodmﬂamf/ze/{fv/éémy/bﬁ lhal
Jought sainlly in The upcoming conflicls. [hés tragedy against thein pesple. ﬂfaca/&
u/@lﬂ#wmaé/&

[hese days shall be elehed inde owr history i infamy. How many lives have been
/Mtc}pma/me/b.s%/www?f/w ?/eezié/m?d&m wene nel as expansive as Pun
mdfion. s W@M&fﬁ%@am@w&%dwa/w Jis W@Wd
lhe quantily of lives ax@%/zedwdh}pa/fau/zm. So-easy iis Z&WW
lo wends and numbess. f@m&émmy & is he Sanls way %J/ue/aéngw.x #w&
could empalhize, %WWJW%&W&IMW lhal s a loss of
/%&c}z/ﬁz%&/mmém. [{/amayéw g&vmad

[his mern; J& seen Jahaun child; lvas sick; unsaindly JW&HWW%
walk W/&KW#/M mine curcosilies lead me Z@’Wﬂ?mm&
few medics weve here: H learned thal They @ passed. #/W H couldn help
alive lo- meurn. %ﬁé@/mdﬁumaél lhal weuld as m/[#xzddﬂm//W tn addilion.
/}d@mmwﬁmﬂ[ﬂwwwﬁmﬁw/wﬁdm&céddﬁm
hepes and dreams %W@W@kwﬁmﬁawddpfwﬁ/é&odm/mf,
aunls, uncles, WWMWW



Jwas then Jd come U such smple realizalion, &f/wafea/.ly s ZZVW/MZW
L}zcmwﬁerwﬁ/y/u///%am How much There is Toeach person. Sach wilh lhees

suwrn enlirely %L@Wm, memeories and bonds. M/W/Mtw, %MZW
W&K lhan ysws swn.

f/w/&ﬂgx Jbezy MJWW/WJ Wﬂa;am, Zé&ﬂbfzy Md/aafmedyea/w.
/zzeMc'é/&

In under an hous, thal impessibly /m;/ slory was erased. /VsZ/Mt/M, lhere were
lens of Thousands sf dead, lens of Theusands of loves and deams and lives. Al
dead

I sur hislony, wele faced inguslices sf impossibly high scales. (ffars will near
lhousands WW@M?WW yet/zw%a/gmow{e%iiﬂ/wm

on scale c&mfwa,é/& lo thes.

w&aéa//wwlamammﬂma

Empress fdélaide de (fald{ise de fwdc;wézw

Wttached is a tanscrigt of a gpeech, along with one slthen letler; with a brief
subsnder.)



(Give snder to Pelerss faéuwd&ﬂm&ﬂyaayno ke is lo naise a master of Duade, in
addilisn, he is To command Fulehine and his BWM lo-enter H/ Paric and lo

1t is the 10th of Brumaire, in the eighth hour, sutside sf Chiteaw
Guillaume~le-Conquérant, surrounding it is an spen field. Residing within the field
i an ecean of steel, datted with the banners sf a hundhed houses. beneath them what
must be a hundhed theusand knights. They face a balcsny, which raises up her
majesty Empress Adtaide do Val-d Oise do Lesdiguivres first sf bor name. This
branscription begins frem the first quarter of the cighth beur, ending ot half te the
tenth.

commence the Declaration sf Retribution. By path of Saint Ssut. T have seunded the

T s what gow all wish to hear. That the Saints bave guided ws. That we brow
of what honible wnsaintly Chass has tuwrned Tauhan to fiond. That we brauw how to
phratect surselues against it.” The Empress pauses. These weuld be bies. The bruth is
as bitter as it is horrifying, we stand at a precipice of the unkrnewn. We stand
against a ferce we do net understand, yet sne s powerful it can annihitate an Empire
in @ matter of mements.”

You may lose your life in a mements netice. You may be held captive, bound ts
fiendish. flesh, conscisus! As you massacre your comrades! - It is pessible that we
may ol fall victim! That suwr ambitisns are naught but suicide! As we all burn te
fiend! As we all storm back inte Dun Sancere and deveuwr sur swn famities!”



BMIWWMIWMM/IWWW@/ T&up%ﬂ&lﬁmm/ T&g[ue
oll to Chivalhy! Ta give llto the Saints!”

When, T screamed dsun the slspes of the Haute-Alpes with infantrymen ot my side!
Rushing inte a corbain death! T loarned then what T was made af! What ol of
Sancerre wauld vish to uphald s croed! And nauw! With o million bives cast ints the
dint! With menstors tortuning the innacent as we speah!”

1t is time for all of Sancerre te make a choice! What is sur Chivaly! What is sur
Hou dare we besmirch the name of the Saints that came before!”

T Empross Adétaidde de Val-d Oise do Lesdiguiores, first sf mine name, will be
jeining the vanguard! Not sn harseback! Not buried in the bach lnes!” The Enpress
saises her hatihet it the acs. T will fight in the mud with the infantrgmen! Tf T
am te die, MIM@M&M@MMWW/"
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