Callback Side: 3 & 10 & 11 & 15 

Laundress 3: But the goddess Ceres heard the cry of her tree, and her mind immediately began to move upon torments that she might inflict.

Ceres: Oread!

Oread: Yes?

Ceres: There is a place in far-off Scythia. Nothing grows there, no wheat, no grass, no trees. There you will find, huddling together, Cold, Fear, and gaunt Hunger. Tell Hunger I command her to visit this brute and establish a home for herself in his belly. I give him to her as a toy.

Oread: I will.

Laundress 3: Oread flew off to the Caucasus, a bleak and nightmarish region. There, in a field of stones, couched Hunger, pulling from between the rocks, with her teeth and filthy fingernails, some tiny bits of moss. Her hair hung down in lank and matted locks. Her eyes were sunken and circled, her lips were slack and cracked. The vaults of her ribs stuck out, as did every bone in her body. One could count the knobs of her spine.

Oread: Hunger? Ceres commands- or rather permits you-

Hunger: Yes?

Oread: To go to-

Hunger: Yes?

Oread: To go to Erysichthon and… and never leave him until he is finished… 

Hunger: Gladly.

Laundress 3: Hunger crawled through the air to the house of the victim. As she flew overhead fields withered and men starved. The birds scattered from her path, too weak to fly.
