To Geo@er\:) o the Mourn,

| hope all is well at home. The Houm's a 3000\ place, and don't
desene the il winds it et

\m writing fo you as one who's in touch with some Lok from ﬂlo\erl‘:)
what m'ﬁh’r want to chat to some ok what found a leHer from the
Feni at the last summit, Haﬁhap those fok m‘B\'\’r be ’rh‘\nkinﬁ of
what to do with such a letter.,

The fok 'm +alk‘|v8 to would quite ke a visit from some
level-headed minds who feel fike sﬁaﬂh’: taking on peaceful ferms.
The\j're not looking for a ruckus, and 'rhe\j‘re not the sort to cause
trouble. The\j Just want a tak - no’rh‘\rﬁ rmore.,

\ve made space - \‘)us’r find three whod be minded to come. Send
them ’rhrouah the Sentinel gate to ry coﬁaﬁe 0 Qlo\erltj. o ’rheﬁ
want to be armed, +he,3 can be, but for wWisdom's sake, make sure

’rh23 open with words, not with blades.

Half past ten, on the T—‘r\dag evening of the Solstice. i all be reao\\j.
Gatell let them come, \ don't doubt it one bit,

Mebbe see you soon, i€ £air winds blow.

wise \moSQn



