Jean Valows, by the Grace of Suran aq the Holy Paragons, to the Virtuoug Crugader
Mordecat of Zephaniah’s Lament, health ad greetings.

1 hade returned upier coder of old friens to predail upon oy those hnghts dho dould
follod me 1 leadrgg my mad father’s serdice, eden though 1t mean exale. He hag slighted
many that dould ot suffer t, and some fed_good knghts hade joued me.

But T am pursued nou by one dho once professed her lode for me. 1 fear 1 am forsiory,
for at the Dery moment of my defeat at your hands she told me 1 wag gothrg to her. Esme
brings duth her a party greater 1) arms agd prodisions. With your smuggler’s help 1 hade
made 1t 1to these grasslans dhere Feroz meets Yalino, but hugtigg for food agd codertng
our tracks has dory ug Yoy, She dull cateh ug, T am sure. We are sore tired and some
are douned, an de hade o phusich duth ug.

1§ there 18 regpect enough 1 your heart for a questor after the right day, sed someone
to sade ug, and 1 dull serde your cause under your terms. My troops dull serde likedrse
from thetr sorn fealty to me. Though I heg of you, seqd o serdants of Dumon to our
and: 1 dould ot trust my ody kinghts got to act raghly vy the sight of magicrans. My
bights are just and righteous darriors dho hate the Decerder’s lieg, an dull heed to
come slodly to linod your oy culture, dhich degpges maguc almost lihe our oy, 1f not
for the same reagons. Tt pang me to say, but to be reseued by magic... 1 could not tolerate

such a thyg.

We camped last 1 a rurged farmhouse near a monument to Khadya, a bastard daughter of
the LaYy Ruqueza, of 1 read the stone right. We dull be north of that place when ths
letter reaches you. And ug sunftly.



