
Hear you, o Vulkerath Sootscale, the words of the Speaker of Rahastas, and may the mire swallow me if I 
speak against Rahastas’ will. 
 
Rahastas stirs. Three crows flew between the Old Oak and the White Pine as the full moon was at its apex. 
One devoured the other, then was devoured by the third. The third then fell upon a rat, only to find 
that the rats guts were full of the Yellow Berries, and both perished upon the mire. 
 
I choose these as my Sacrement, and ground the crows bones for my masking powder, and cooked the 
rats guts for my pipe.  
 
Rahastas stirs.  
 
The fish harvest is/will be/was plentiful. 
 
The Great Hunt found the Mother of Beasts that Rahastas raised for us, and fell upon her. Three 
warriors took scars to show their children, and we took the Mother’s flesh and eyes. Ten times ten 
times, did the Hunt then venture out against the Mother’s spawn, each time more successful then the 
last. Our fleets will be laid heavily with Rahstas’ blessings.  
 
Danger to the East, O Vulkerath Sootscale. Rahstas speaks of lands gone mad, of a rival long thought 
dead. Tread carefully, O Vulkerath Sootscale. Beware the Ultralands, for they must not be left 
unchecked. The other nations are like children, before its Might. 
 
We too are like children, but our Mother-Father Rahastas guides us well, and our poor neighbors have 
no such guide.  
 
May the mire’s eye be ever upon you and may your belly be ever full. 


