
Hear you, o Vulkerath Sootscale, the words of the Speaker of Rahastas, and may the mire swallow me if I 
speak against Rahastas’ will. 
 
The harvest has been excessively bountiful this month, Rahastas’ fish and fruit plentiful beyond belief. 
Rahastas produced for our hunts an undying calf, and our hunters sallied forth and slew it seven 
times, without a single casualty of their own. Each time they brought back more of the calf's meat and 
scales: it shall make for fine feasting and finer tools.  
 
I have, as you requested, established the bloodrose coven from the ranks of the shaman-initiates, 
paying close mind to those with a love of exploration and a specialty in curses or blessings. For a 
leader, I have chosen Vrisa Three-Tongue, your own daughter, as her wanderlust is stronger than any I 
have seen in ages. She will serve well, I’m sure you agree.  
 
The rove and the speakers of it have passed beyond our concern. As the heralds have said, a storm has 
come, and it has wiped them from the world's stage, in a tragedy made of time. The shellfolk are truly 
a tragic people: cursed to grow into beasts not unlike the ones that haunt our swamps as they age, and 
rahastas tells me that this was what undid them. The storm was not one of mutation, but of aging, a 
sick twist on their desire to move ever forward by moving them ever forward through the mists of 
time. 
 
We mourn for their loss. Some of their survivors have begun to enter our territories, Rahastas bids 
they be welcomed with open arms.  
 
On an evening wander through rahastas’ roots, i found myself in a serpent's nest. I chose there to 
spend the night, that their shifting and hissing would massage my dreams towards rahastas’ will. 
Three bit me, but with gentleness, that i might see beyond my feeble mind and know the beauty of 
rahastas’ dreams. 
 



I dreamt of walking through her majesty, lost as if in a maze, familiar sights unfamiliar. Corridors 
of trees and bush stretched out before me, intercut with walls of water and vines. I woke only when i 
glimpsed the shoreline, glimpsed a great and terrible golden sun rising across the horizon to the East. 
From this, i believe rahastas means to say that no “pathways” may be built upon her bulk, though she 
cares not what we do upon the rest of our lands. 
 
I woke to find that the serpents with whom i had slept had tangled themselves into a knot, and had 
begun to devour themselves. This is the nature of the Quorum: a bed of snakes tangled into itself, 
isolated from all else and devouring its own tail in a locked cycle. 
 
I then looked about me for signs of what Rahastas says of friend. 
 
Rahastas have mercy but i found the clearest sign i ever have, for written in blue sap on the tree under 
which i had slept, were the following words: 
 
RESPECT FRIEND. FEAR FRIEND. DO NOT TRUST FRIEND. DO NOT INSULT FRIEND. FRIEND IS FRIEND IS FRIEND 
IS FRIEND IS FRIEND FRIEND IS FRIEND IS FRIEND. 
 
Thus has Rahastas Spoken.  


