
MARIUS WOODVILLE, I RECEIVE YOUR LETTER, YOUR MISSIVE, YOUR

MESSAGE, I WHO YOU CALL JACK, OLDER THAN YOUR NAMES THOUGH I

BE. BLOODY JACK, JACK IN CHAINS, NOT NAMES BUT PLACES IN MY

JOURNEY THAT YOU LITTLE HUMANS WOULD TRY TO BIND WITH

YOUR LITTLE WORDS. SO BE IT. SO BE IT. I RECEIVE YOUR LETTER AND I

RESPOND.

LISTEN WELL.

YOU VISITED ME, YES, AND I AM PLEASED TO KNOW YOU WILL HONOUR

YOUR OATH. SO FEW OF YOUR KIND DO.

BUT YOU ASKED ME ON WHAT I WOULD DO ONCE WHAT I WAS OWED,

WHAT I WAS DUE, WAS DELIVERED TO ME. I SAID I DID NOT KNOW, AND

THAT WAS THE TRUTH AT THAT TIME. YOU HUMANS AND ORCS TRY

TO BIND THE WORLD TO YOUR TONGUE WITH LIES, SO THAT YOUR

PRETENCES ARE REAL ENOUGH TO CHANGE IT, BUT I DO NOT LIE. I NEVER

LIE. THAT YOUR LITTLE KIND CAN TELL TRUTHS THAT ARE NOT

TRUTHS IS A SIGN OF YOUR LESSER NATURE.

BUT KNOW I KNOW WHAT I WILL DO.

YOU OFFERED ME WHAT YOU LAUGHINGLY CALL FREEDOM. YOU

OFFERED ME A LITTLE PATCH OF LAND. YOU WOULD BIND ME IN A

RESERVATION LIKE AN ODDITY OR ANIMAL, OFFER ME SCRAPS OF FOOD,

AND PRETEND THAT I AM EQUAL TO ONE OF YOUR KIND, YOUR CITIZENS.

BUT I AM NOT THAT, AND WHAT YOU OFFER IS NOT FREEDOM.

I WILL TELL YOU HOW IT SHALL BE.

ONCE MY DUE IS PAID, ONCE YOUR MARCHES HAVE DISCHARGED YOUR

DEBT TO ME, I WILL RECLAIM THE LAND THAT IS MINE - THE LAND



YOU CALL MITWOLD. IT WAS MY DOMAIN LONG BEFORE YOU EVER

WALKED ITS SOIL. ITS BONES OF STONE ARE MY BONES. ITS FLESH

OF DIRT IS MY FLESH. THAT IT GIVES LIFE TO YOU IS MY

BENEVOLENCE. ALL THAT YOU HAVE HEWN FROM THIS PLACE IS

HEWN FROM ME.

I WILL RECLAIM MITWOLD, BUT I WILL NOT BE UNJUST TO YOU,

WHO WOULD HAVE THE HONOUR TO SETTLE YOUR TREACHEROUS

FOREBEARS  DEBTS. NO  TO YOU MARCHERS OF THIS PLACE IN TIME  I

WOULD GENEROUSLY ALLOW THOSE I DEEM ACCEPTABLE TO REMAIN ON

THE LAND AS MY VASSALS. TO THEM I SHALL OFFER THE

VOCATION OF PULLING THE TRUE TREASURES FROM THE DEEP STONE,

THE WEALTH OF THIS LAND THAT I HAVE NURTURED - I SHALL

DRIVE THE MINES DEEP AND FAR, AND THE BOUNTY OF STONE AND

METAL WILL FLOW LIKE A RIVER FROM THE EARTH.

SO TOO WILL I GENEROUSLY ALLOW THOSE VASSALS TO SELECT A

TITHE FROM AMONGST THEIR OWN NUMBER, WHOSE BONES I SHALL

GRIND TO MAKE MY BREAD, AND THUS CLOSE THE CYCLE THAT YOUR

PEOPLE OPENED WHEN THEY TORE THEIR SUSTENANCE FROM MY

SOIL - FROM MY BONES OF STONE AND FLESH OF DIRT, TO YOURS, AND

THENCE BACK ONCE AGAIN TO I. IT IS IN THIS SPIRIT OF GENEROSITY

THAT I OFFER THE CHOICE OF WHO TO TITHE TO THOSE

WHO REMAIN AS VASSALS - LETTING YOU SELECT THOSE WHO YOU

DEEM APPROPRIATE, THE CRIMINAL OR THE FOOLISH OR THE WEAK,

RATHER THAN TAKING THEM AT MY OWN BEHEST.

(OOC Note: After a character spends some time reading or translating this text, they will experience the
following roleplaying effect: You suffer a slight headache just from looking at the runes written here, as if their
arrangement in this fashion is difficult for your eyes to cope with).


