CAPtaiu,

T wrife in desperation. I have taken my chip, the Wanderer over Ice - on a voyage -
ingpived by the tales from the Freeborn and othere exploring the Bay - and cought to
explore for mysell, out through the Gullet and north.

And T found ctrange things, no less - an icland of bones, a lone curvivor, ctrange mana

erystale - and I returned to my chip to cail back to Kallaveca.

Yet we were beset. Strange things - killer whales in the water, yet comehow humang on
board the chip. My crew, they spoke of a curse - they caid we chould never have taken
the bloodied and broken curvivor on that icland with us, who keeps mumbling abouvt
rituals, family and ckin. One by one they were taken by the cea-beasts, until it was just

me and my passenger.

And now, we have run agrovnd. I know where we are - Black Whale's Spine, in the
Gullet, near enough to the chorec of Weet Marsh in Kallaveca. So close to home! And yet,
co far. Though we are ctranded on choals, I could probably fix the chip and get her

moving again... cave for the injuriec I custained when we crashed.

My leg is, chall we cay, in a bad way, and my chest and ctomach twinge with pain when
I put the clightest effort into my activities. Even cending this Winged Messenger, I feel
part of me ebbing away. I can keep myself alive - just. But I cannot fix this injury.

So here we are, two heroes, our voyage on hold, our bodies unable to ctand. My crew lie

below, and I call for aid, to you and other captaine who might lend this Suaq a hand.

Please come to the Spine. I know in my gut that the Sentinel Gate will allow it. Bring a
Physick, for Wicdom'e cake, and if you can, a priest to give us the ctrength to finich this
quest. And bring a blade, becavse I fear a chapechifting beast could arrive any moment.

In Ambition,
Samuli the Boar



