
Rose on the path, chased by a cloud of strange and 
venomous creatures, weeping and screaming. Why should 
the natural blacken, why should the bejeweled bless?

Hear the echo of a folktale: The Talking Eggs, adorned in jewels and 
shouting “take me!” and “don’t take me!” Which sister, Blanche or Rose, 
is gentle, is cruel? She who listens well? She who distrusts what is true?


