O Vulkerath Sootscale, Honored of the Tribes, I beg you to hear my words.

Rahastas has smiled upon us once again.  We have not been as bold as the fishing fleet with our explorations, but sometimes there is more wisdom in emulating the willow tree then the fisher-bird.

Some of our traders ventured across King’s Gate into Dun Sancerre, offering healing salves for a pittance. Though much of the people there are ignorant of the larger going ons, we offered a balm to a Baron for his aching knees. From him, we have learned much: 

Dun Sancerre is a nation divided. It’s Empress (a strange term for their Most Honored, to be true), Adélaïde de Val-d'Oise de Lesdiguières, breaks with the tradition of that land. It is against their custom to allow women to rule (a truly backwards notion, for all are swallowed by the Mire in the end) and through breaking that custom she has driven some of the tribes to attempt to separate from their larger assembly. 

This collection of tribes refers to themselves as the “Republic of Verlan,” and are led by Patrice-Joseph Paul Yves Roch Gilbert de Boncompagni, (these children have too many names) a merchant chief. Though this republic is far from us here at Rahastas, the Northern Tribes are quite close- perhaps a strong partnership with this Republic could prove fruitful, if one with the Empress Adélaïde does not.  They have begun to strengthen the bonds of trade.

Weylin’s get has also met with some visitors from the Tauhan Fleets. Though more warlike than us, they seem to share many similarities: they too have a strong set of traditions, albeit one that values freedom and travel over allegiances to home. Some of the Northerners have begun to embrace aspects of these traditions, combining them with their devotion to Rahastas.

The Fleets have gone further than just the Northern Tribes, though: Some have crossed the Gravesea, travelling along the Sancerren coast as far as Ashling’s Smile. They seem to have come to explore, more than anything else, driven by their commitment to their ideas of the “Rove.”

Within our own lands, too, we hear much: From the Quorum, we have heard, caravans coming across the Fools Pass seem to return with more than they set out with. Lizardmen, Frogmen, Humans- one wonders if the Quorum shares our lineage, or if something stranger is going on here. Any attempts to track them has failed- they vanished like smoke when our eyes were taken off them.  Beware: The Quorum may plan harm against us.

Lastly, I speak of the Merchants of Al’Daric: A grasping people, I should say. They seem to care more for gold and power then for harmony or tradition. Though perhaps that is an oversimplification: From what I hear, gold and power is their tradition. Several of the Merchants mentioned the “Pathways,” in passing. Further discussion over bowls of grumbo and bottles of Berry Liquor revealed more: These Pathways are the creation of their academy, miraculous inventions which allow one to step from one door to another in mere moments, regardless of how far apart these doors are. Though allowing for the establishment of these Pathways would certainly enable easier trade with Al’Daric, I would caution against the allowing of strange magics before the Speaker has been consulted on the subject.

It may be a moot point soon- I have heard rumors from the north that the Sancerren Empress is mounting some form of military action (an invasion or a war or a raid? The rumors are unclear) against them.

May your belly be ever full,
Durvalis Shining Scale
