
Bro�er   Bloodcrow   Drak   of   �e   Fr�-Beating   Hearts, 
 
Let   me   te�   you   a   st�y,   �o�er. 
 
There   were   once   a   people   living   under   oppressive   rule.   Designated   as   a   lesser   race,   a   cruder   f�m   of   being, 
�ey   were   shunned   by   “civilised"   society   and   consigned   to   miserable   lives,   doing   only   what   �eir   “betters" 
told   �em   to   do. 
 
But   under   wise   counsel,   �ey   came   toge�er,   sharing   of   purpose,   and   �e   boldest   amongst   �em   spoke   �eir 
vision   of   a   new   era. 
 
“Citizens,”   �ey   said,   “s�   how   we   are   mistreated.   S�   how   �ey   sc�n   us,   and   s�k   to   restrict   where   we   may 
be.   Perhaps      �ey   �ink   �is   Empire   would   be   better   off      wi�out   us.   But   do   not   be   disheartened!   F� 
toge�er   we   can   w�k   great   �ings.” 
 
A�   listened   to   �eir   voice,   f�   it   spoke   to   �eir   hearts. 
 
“We   �e   disaffected   wi�   �nd   our   own   land.   It   sha�   be   ours,   hard-won   by   conquest   and   by   �e   labours   of 
our   own   hands.   We   sha�   make   our   Nation   �ere,   and   it   wi�   mark   �e   dawn   of   a   �ight   new   age.   None 
sha�   give   us   �ders   �   commands   -   we   wi�   be   Fr�   to   act   as   it   suits   us,   in   pursuit   of   our   own   destinies   and 
goals.   Come   wi�   me,   my   friends!   A   better   future   awaits!” 
 
And   lo,   wi�   gl�ious   conquest   �e   once-oppressed   people   seized   land   by   �eir   own   merits,   and   despite   �eir 
many   detract�s,   became   �e   citizens   and   rulers   of   �at   land,   protecting   it   from   f�ces   wi�out   and   making 
a   home   f�   �emselves.   Toge�er,   �ey   accomplished   much:   and   now   �ey   were   Fr�   to   w�k   as   individuals. 
 
An   inspiring   tale,   do   you   not   �ink?   You   might   liken   �e   speaker   to   Thrace,   who   so   boldly   �ought   your 
people   to   �eir   Fr�dom.   Or   perhaps   to   your   current   leaders,   like   Irontide   Vio,   �   o�ers   �at   pushed   f�   you 
to   have   �e   territ�y   of   Skarsind   f�   your   own. 
 
The   tale,   in   fact,   comes   from   �e   past   of   my   people.   It   was   told   to   me   by   my   mo�er,   as   she   held   me   as   a 
babe   wi�in   Dourfe�   K�p   -   bef�e   its   fa�   to   �e   barbarian   h�des,   of   course.   So   believe   me   when   I   say 
�at   �ough   your   own   tale   is   not   new,   it   inspires   none�eless. 
 
I   hope   �is   letter   reaches   you   in   good   heal�.   You   may   continue   to   send   letters   as   you   did   your   previous   - 
�ey   should   reach   us   just   as   we�. 
 
Yours   in   Fr�dom, 

Vito   i   Riqueza 


