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 __________________________________________________________________

A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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.
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 __________________________________________________________________

A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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:2367.1
 

 __________________________________________________________________

A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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.
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 __________________________________________________________________

A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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.
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 __________________________________________________________________

A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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.
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 __________________________________________________________________

A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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.
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 __________________________________________________________________

A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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.
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 __________________________________________________________________

A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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.
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 __________________________________________________________________

A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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.
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A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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.
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A dream of words on the wind
You dream of a figure in silhouette, stood on a barren cliff under a dark and starless sky, staring out 
across an inky sea. The figure is you, and all you have ever known of longing rushes through you. 
Across the sea, you see other cliffs, pools of light marking their headlands, and on them you 
imagine you can see figures, figures that are holding onto their longings, twisting with them.

You lean into the wind,  but the wind brings you nothing but bird-song. You look up, and the 
wind changes, breathing fragments of phrases you might have heard before. Yet each whisper is 
cut short, muffled by a swirl of feathers. 

Still, some words linger.

A year we spent circling each other you and..   petal-tender heart will know the bite… ...gold is 
missing, the sun is…  time is all we…  For love’s sake I do not… hold fast the chain… he, I and the 
bitterness…  .the sharpest strike… Forgive the state it’s… All the facets of my beloved…

You have had this dream before – although it is different now. There are multitudes of longing 
here in this wind, it has a darker, wilder quality than before. Inchoate. Something more. 

The wind changes, bringing a sky full of parchment pieces, inked in a thousand styles. Beyond, you 
watch the figures movements soften and find yourself smiling through the tears streaming down 
your face.

Role-playing Effect: When you wake, you experience a roleplaying effect. 
You may be in touch with something in you that needs to be let out. Or you may be filled with 
desire to help others find the things they most long to say. Or you may be torn between the two.
Either way, you know that sometimes, things that can’t be spoken out loud can be written in 
letters, and you sense that the Loquacious One may have influenced your dream. 

The strength of this effect is your choice. By the time you sleep again it will have faded.
__________________________________________________________________________________

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.


