
Hear you, o Vulkerath Sootscale, the words of the Speaker of Rahastas, and may the mire swallow me if I 
speak against Rahastas’ will. 
 
I am not an administrator. I am not a leader. I am the speaker of rahastas. I speak for our 
father-mother. You are the elected representative of the tribes, and it is you who commands our 
family. I understand that you are troubled by the weight of leadership, but the solution is not to place 
the family under my command. I have passed the recommendations you have given me on. I most 
likely shall not again. If you seek one to communicate with the different appendages of our family, 
Vrisa is well suited and desperate for a position.  
 
The coven has been reinforced, as you requested. Our healers have spread far and wide, doing their best 
to combat this plague, but it has changed. It spreads faster, and kills quicker, sometimes killing 
before our medicine can be applied, leaving the corpses with eyes blue as the deep sea. Rahastas whispers 
that this, as all our troubles do, comes from the west.  
 
Vrisa has apparently repaired her terms with the Keitan raiders, and your proclamation has been issued. 
She looks after those shellfolk who make it to our borders, though more and more join with either the 
Sancerren crusade or the new keitan tribe of “Ay’ambe,” established with both Tauhan and keitan, 
living in supposedly willing harmony. 
 
If you wish for knowledge of the outside world, write to Durvalis and his coven of gossips. I do not 
wish to be involved in such worldly affairs. 
 
Rahastas dreams, for a while, but they may wake soon, in the fullness of their power. None from our 
generation, nor our fathers generation, nor our father’s fathers, have seen Rahastas as such. We must 
prepare the way. 
 
May the mire’s eye be ever upon you and may your belly be ever full. 
(10 wealth is returned unspent. Generally if you want an idea of what's going on you can 
ask me for more advice/info that would have trickled up) 


