
                                                   PID:84
Name:Eva i Corera Meridan i Erigo 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:360
Name:Tree Bear 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:367.5
Name:Brother Geoffrey Orchard 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:774
Name:Amris Johan Merkovich 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:1201
Name:Fabio Costas de Sarvos 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:1326.1
Name:Eleri Bronwen's Rest 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:1470
Name:Kazimir Zarekovich Zybysko 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:2519
Name:Creed 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:2594
Name:Richard 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:2638
Name:Tarquinius 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:2769
Name:Armand the Enchantress 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:2989
Name:Tyburn Weaver 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:3181
Name:Farren Silver Streams 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:3401
Name:Keziah 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:3416
Name:Soratio sesser i del tot i guerra i faraden 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:3544
Name:Leif Dreambinder 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:3771
Name:Larskin Otterways 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:3935
Name:Luke 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:4040
Name:The fool of glory 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:4304.5
Name:Caracalla Tarraco di Sarvos 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:4334
Name:Solene d'Alba 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:4539
Name:Vraalbuka Strascovitch 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:4562.2
Name:Aureliana di Sarvos 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:4590
Name:Father Nikolovitch Drakov 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:5409
Name:Leonora von Holberg 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:5817
Name:Matias Sigeing 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:5827
Name:Veikko bondforger 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6119
Name:Yasha 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6126
Name:Liissa Sigeing 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6255.5
Name:Perfidious 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6292
Name:Zakhar 'Crow' Strascovich 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6418
Name:Nesseta Constanta 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6423
Name:Sagua i Ezmara 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6514
Name:Bakar i Riqueza 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6775
Name:Zivan Volkov Ketsov 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6813
Name:Jeziah i Radah 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6818
Name:Enid of Goatsbridge 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6855
Name:Eliza 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:6977
Name:Thatcher Grayson 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:7128
Name:Isolde Hannasdottir 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:7323
Name:Saura Farkas 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:7382
Name:Arina 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:7771
Name:Bryn Vision Enduring 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:7798
Name:Pipkin 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:7846
Name:Kaisa Denmother 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:7935
Name:Raine Tealeaf 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:8085
Name:Anatoly Paukov Zorkin 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:8578
Name:Kazmir Milankova Ygrev 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:8937
Name:Zakal Antigonus Shatterhorn 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:8996
Name:Iskra Marzwenanova Navratil 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:9009
Name:Fedelmidd Sydanjaa's Heart Floer 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:9320
Name:Willfyre Waters 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:10011
Name:Wyrm Jongleur 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:10149
Name:Skywise Karrak 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:10175
Name:Ambrose di Sarvos 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:10244
Name:Ibrahim i Taziel 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:10297
Name:Fausta 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:10350
Name:Edmund Torawyr 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:10439
Name:Lenore Hearthweaver 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:10456
Name:Ragnhild Honeytongue Skaersdottir 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:10619
Name:Calidan du Lois 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:10985
Name:Elina Realm's Visionary 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11101
Name:Tiresius of Ember's Wake 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11226
Name:Vasili Drukhanov 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11259
Name:Casimir Pakkanovic Mislova 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11265
Name:Juno of Lapis Heights 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11301
Name:Kalina Jadwigowna Piosnkowa Prochnost 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11319
Name:Kedeman i medidian i erigo 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11445
Name:Stravomir Rabovich 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11488
Name:Izarra i Riqueza 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11570
Name:Francisco i Cervanted i Riqueza 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11615
Name:Noble Seri of the Twisted Rose 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11636
Name:Mirella of the Twisted Rose 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11807
Name:Fern 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11872
Name:Radka Kolarov 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:11967
Name:Finch Hawthorne 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12082
Name:Ignacio i Zhuri i Erigo 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12083
Name:Thoraya i Zuhri i Erigo 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12140
Name:Sufyan i Zuhri i Erigo 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12341
Name:Khalil i Carno i Guerra 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12477
Name:Leon 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12483
Name:Tegwen Berinore 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12617
Name:Sami i Fuegi i Riqueza 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12630
Name:Suspira i Riqueza 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12669
Name:Tristan Lister 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12806
Name:Držiljudi Budiveli Danyleski 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12878
Name:Unnr 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:12908
Name:Lilly Fisher 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13119
Name:Cricket Morrowind di Sarvos 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13144
Name:Cadwgan Teach 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13151
Name:Camillo Valvino di Tassato 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13157
Name:Ricardo i Riqueza 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13158
Name:Kerando i Riqueza 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13204
Name:Sofonisba Amilcara di Sarvos 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13233
Name:Ciagan de Rhys 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13234
Name:Koshka Grevov Helina 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13235
Name:Avicenna i Hayim I Riqueza 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13242
Name:Ajax i Fuego i Erigo 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13253
Name:Nathaniel di Regario 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13281
Name:Esmee Gardener 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13385
Name:Bathsheba 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13431
Name:Drysford 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13595
Name:Holden Rodd 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13648
Name:Ludwig 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13884
Name:Jullia Southshore 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:13909
Name:Caela 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:14050
Name:Xiomara i Hayim i Riqueza 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:14083
Name:Lord Artreus D'Fauntine 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:14159
Name:Red 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:14285
Name:Halkyon of Sojourn's Heart 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:14581
Name:Vasily Aleksandr Sokolar 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:14601
Name:Berilo i Erigo 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:14785
Name:Meirion Scattered Step 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:14846
Name:Julien Constant 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:14971
Name:Iarovit Nowak 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:15036
Name:Marianne of House Elyan 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:15258
Name:Dirk T Bogman 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:15493
Name:Obanus 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:15957
Name:Asthore Embracing Fold 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:15969
Name:Mouse Cowherd 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:100029
Name:Seren Embercast 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  



                                                   PID:148331
Name:Isolde 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream interrupted
You dream of standing on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out across an inky sea. 
You turn away from the sea and look inland and a great plain spreads before you. A hot wind blows 
across the plain. You lean into it, craving words, but the wind brings nothing but bird-song. 

No words come.  And so you feel it, inchoate, your blood fierce with longing. Twisting you, 
turning you inside out. And then, almost indistinct, barely registering against the yearning - a 
conversation.

“They closed the doors” 
“Yes, Rossignol”
“Do do not be sad, Meliflee, they can still send us their letters”
“That’s not why I am sad, Rossignol”
“Then, why servant of the eater of dreams? What could trouble you?”
“Who would want less communication in their world? Who would want less dreaming?”
“Oh, no, that’s not how they mean it – remember what Ammar taught me?”
“I do, but I don’t understand. And I wanted to organise a great evening of exchange and now I 
can’t”
“Don’t be petulant, it will all come all right”

As the conversation ends, it fades away and you are left, gripped with nothing but your longing.
The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. 

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect that lasts as long as you 
wish it to: If you collected a token from the Lashonar Heralds last event you feel a great need to 
hold it, to let whatever it invokes in you out. At the same time, you remember that you have 
offered words to Lashonar, and know that this is the Equinox when you should fulfil that pledge 
and send a letter.  You may be sure that it is your own longing that you wish to put down in a 
letter, or you may feel a strong urge to seek out someone to pass the token on to and need to tell 
them to write. If you did not collect a token, you may choose to be filled with an urgency to 
receive one, and go in search of heralds that might bear one.  
__________________________________________________________________________________
The Winds of Fortune announce that Heralds of Lashonar will be in the Hall of Worlds close to the 
start of the Equinox. This is an OOC document you should not take it into play. Feel free to make any 
notes about what your character remembers from the dream or vision instead.  


