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To the Imperial Consul, Jarrick Orzel, of the Cacinean Empire of the Bay of Catazar:

Please ack thic Cardinal Hywel to write to me directly. I am happy to conduct discucsions of theslogy. I
appreciated the thought in directing my questions to a more willing correcpondent. Please also accept my apologiec
for the clap-dach nature of my previous missive: in this one I have tried to precent it more properly, ac I am given

to understand a diplomat, which I cuppoce ic what I am, now, ought to do.

It ic true that the Ancector §'lb/r:‘7‘ created the world, but in many other details T Fear you err. Vet in your errore
you are tantalisingly close to the truth ac we underctand it. The form. The form! Yee, it ic all in that. Human and
orc cpirits are both immortal. But in the lifetime of the world, they only live once. I cuggect you meditate upon thic

truth.

I turn to the delicate matter you raise. The individuals in question are prisoners of Teark, having broken our laws
by trespascing in our lands. (et me explain our (aw. For an outsider to come to the land of the People ricks
disrupting the climate of harmony and ctructure that we work hard to precerve. OF cource, we are now in an
uncommon era, where more outsiders know of ug, and we begin to reveal come of the cecrets we have kept for co
long. In times gone past, those that came here were few, normally adventorous travellere from Zenith (with whom

we chare the peaks), but they did tend to come, at a cteady and clow rate. Most were turned back.

Thus, our law of the Three Paths: outsiders who come without permission (and permission i¢c granted in thic time
only to the diplomats of the mountain-people of Skoura with whom we enjoy a cordial friendship based in mutual

respect) are impriconed until cuch time ac they choose one of three optiong:

® /ive out their natural life on the Icle of Zabor

® agree to have all memoriec of thic place removed from them (which we achieve ucing a herbal preparation,
magic being inefficient for cuch purpoces)

® agree to join the People, having their very cpirit reshaped in order that they might join our fellowship with

the greatect harmony and the least rick of cacophony.
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Do not fear: those that chooce the first of these are well-treated as honovred gquests. We cet no ctore by liberty,
a¢ I have been told many times you do, but we are not cruel. Some of those who reside on Zabor have been here
for ceveral decadec - at least one arrived when I was myself a child, when at the time a man called Ahraz ruled in
your Empire (che ic particvlarly ctubbora - her name ic Ursula of the Hall of the Ricen Sun, if thic ic helpful).
Mogt are of your nation of Urizen as Ursula ic - a few were captured when your cpy network was dismantled,
though most of those have left, having accepted our offer to facilitate this. If they want to leave, they need only
chooce to release their memories. If they consider their minds inviolate, then a life of icolation ic the only option.

Our laws on thic matter are quite ctrict.

It ic poscible, given we are in a new era of communication between ug, that exception could be made. But cuch a
thing would require more trust to exist between uc than it currently does. I think it wiser that I cimply relay thic
information to you, and I imagine you may feel a raft of emotions abovt it. I underctand if come of those emotione
are anger. We have long lived wary of what your Imperial anger can achieve. My hope ic that my candovr will
alleviate come of your concerns. We truly have nothing to hide, but our customs are our customs and our ways are

our ways, and in any case you terrify ug.

In underctanding,

Sage Kristoph,
Appointed by the wisdom of the Council of Sages, and on the advice of the Adepts of Understanding,

Chosen Representative of the People of Teark to the Imperialiste of Casinea.
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To Skywice Gralka,

I omit your titles becavse I write in a perconal capacity, ac one thinking, feeling being to ansther. I will mirror

your own greeting - hells. Hello cuffices. I do not write many letters, though more and more these days.

It ic difficult to exprecs in worde what your letter meant to me. You painted a very vivid picture with your words.
Thinge matfer. People matfer. Yec. Yes, that ic the cimple truth of things. I had not realiced, when you contacted
us via the One Who Speaks OF Unity, that you acted against your Empire’s decicions. “Tt had been decided” - by
whom? By those, perhaps, who act withovt conscience. Those who drive your warlike empire to bloodehed, over and

over. Those who act in diccord, when we ctrive only for harmony. I think you are a good person, Gralba.

I do not know much about your people. Those who we keep here - those from your Empire who have vislated our
laws and trespassed here, and ctayed a while - have told us much. In my litetime, your Empire has changed - in
my earliest memoriec I talked to a woman who in her youth fled angrily eactwards, and che cpoke of a man called
Ahraz who had become your Emperor, and in a moment of utmost grace, worked to find a common underctanding
between the enslaved and their clavers. And yet in my lifetime the granddavghter of a clave ic made Archmage,
and of the High Realm nonethelecc. Perhape the warmongere and cowere of discord do not wholly rule. It ceems
perhaps in recent times there has been a turn in the Cacinean Empire fortunes and in its nature, ac a people.
It intrigues me. It fille my heart with a trembling hope I can barely voice. Perhape there ic yet a chance you will

Join our voices.

It has been nearly a year cince your action - I do not know when you wrote this letter, but I acsume lesc than
that. Vet you ctill fear reprical? Worrying. Please, let me know if you truly find yourself in utmost peri. I can offer
you little but canctuary, but... there ic always canctuary here. In thic one, beavtiful valley, in thic cacred place,
there ic canctuary. Write to me, Gralka, if your kindness causes vislent hande to rise up against you. We can
alwaye make to you the offer we make to any who find themselves here, drawn by the call of fate and by a memory

they barely underctand.
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Perhape thic happened last time. I have a cence of... I do ot know. Perhaps... but the tipping point ic not yet.
Not yet. Too fast. Too coon, tos coon it comes. We need to dance better this time, Skywice Gralka. Do you hear the
cpirits of those you knew dearly in life, or whose fate has cleaved to yours? Licten to them. (icten to their wisdom.

They are waiting.

You acked about quiet places, and what I think of when I meditate there to clear my mind and empty my heart.
In quiet places I think of those who came before me. Gifted ag I am, as an orc, to be able to hear their voices,
cometimes they quide me. My great-aunt was a vellut player in her youth, and as che aged che became a
Forewoman in our great quarry - a kind woman. I have a vivid memory of her arguing with Adept Milena, who in
my youth was chief of the Adepts, about come finer point of philscophy, of the detailc and meaning of the
recurrence. And then che turned to me and cmiled. I hear her voice, in the quiet placec. Her wisdom guides me,
and, appointed ac I am to the Council of the Sages of the People, co I quide them. Everything builds in itself, and

everything matters. Everyone matters.

You have cpoken to me about many things and I fear I will not be able to addrecs them all. Write to me again,
even if you are cafe from reprical from your warning. I cay it again: I was co ctruck by the genuine kindness and
warmth present in your letter. You have my free permicsion to write to me on theology and philocophy at any time.

We like to begin a cescion of learning with questions to the other. So I lay come out to you.

Tell me - what do you believe? What do you think it ic, this thing we call the world? How do you underctand your

place in it? What will happen when you die?

One day, I hope we meet. Speak to me then of the cky and of the cnow and of the peaks.

In underctanding,

K ris fa,b h
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Fintan,

| apologise for my late reply. It proved a little dibficult to get together the mana to
send it - a temporary supply issue. And then your most recent letter was addressed
to the wrong citadel - luckily, through some serendipity of Autumn, | happened to be

visiting the very place you sent it tol A piece of luck.

Firstly, let me offer my sincere condolences at the death of your Friend Ravadi In
Axos we keenly understand the tragedy that dying represents, in the abstract, but
griek is always an individual mystery. | wil not pretend to understand how you Feel - |
am simply sorry you Feel such pain. | rust that your Friends vigllant spirit protects
her spirit From the worst of the Creator's tortures in the world beyond When |
arrive - of which more later - | would be honoured i you would tell me more about

her, about her passing, and how you are markinﬁ her death.

Secondly, to business. You are the ambassador o Axos - it seems to me quite natural
that you might entertain a visitor From Axos without it rousing any suspicion?
Therefore, | have decided to bring myself, and Bawn-Watch, to the Empire. | wil be
planning to attend with the shield quite openly - I imagine there may be others who woant
to talk to me adbout it But the offer | have made is not something | will discuss with

them - that is For you alone.

We do not need to conclude our business at the coming summit. | have been meaning to
visit the Necr‘opolif; For a humber of years now, and | have some echolarly cohtacts
there | occasiondlly exchange letters with. | have written to them and they have helped

secure me a reasonable rate at a place caled M\,/‘Panwy‘s Rest, F'lshguar'd, Necr‘opolis.
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So for the time Ioein@ address letters to me there. + wil do me a Power?ul 5ood to

take my;elP out of the Gates For a little while. | have just comp\e+ed my annuol
devotional rites to my ancestors whose spiri’rf; remain here, Pro+ec+ed Iay necromantio,

and | have asked them for ﬁuidance and protection on my journey.

I will talk to you of Vigilance, Wisdom, and Understonding, and in person we may take
the measure of one another. I you are wiling and are wiling to open your heart and
trust, | am wiling to light within it the Hame of Understanding | will ensure | om suitably
dedicated to this task. Bone Dust is hard to come by, but | wil make the effFort.

Perhaps I will even sample libso when vi«;i+in3.

| have made some early inquiries with Grand llarch Adonai's of-Fice and requested that
they liaise with llarch Maxatious's people to moke sure he is aware of my visit, as given
this nasty business in the western mountains, the Empire is rather a dark subject of
conversation at the dinner tables and devotional meetings in high society at present. |
will be just one of many travelers, of coursel Utimately simply a scholar with a fading
career, though, | like to think, no little skill and wisdom However, a number of people in
lpatavo know that | have the shield, and as my dynasty is old and well-regarded, and as |
intend to make my journey publicly known, | don't wish to cause a diplomatic incident

inadver+en+ly. Forfend that | cause scandall

| will see you soon. | hope we can bealn a Priend«;h]p 1+ cannot and will not reploce the
greater one you have lost - but we should make the best of the GPH-ePuI world the
Creator weaves, and continue in the face of sorrow.

In viglance, underr;mnolin@ and wisdom, and in Ravadi's living memor-y,

Theodosia (of the Gates of lPaJravo!!)



