THE CPISTLE T@® THE
PeRaNODS - ovu ot

1. Ye have locked yerselves wp in cages of
fear--and, bekold do ye wow complain thast

Je lack FREEDOM!

Z. Yo have cast out yer brothers for devils
and wow complain ye, lamenting that yewe
beew left +o ﬁgl«f alone.

S. All Lhaos was once yer Iéu'/tgo/om; '/Cru'/% held
ye dominion over the ewtire Ventaverse, bhut
/foc/«,// Je was sore afraid n dark corners,

nools, and Sink holes.

%. 0 how the darkunesses do crowd wp, one
a/ga/mg'/’ the other, in ye hearts! What fear
ye more that what ye have u/roug/«fcn?

s, \/6/'(/74 v@r{//i say unto you, wot afl

the Sinister Ministers of the Buavarian
Tlluminarti working /fogc/f/tcr i muHtudes,
could so entwine the land with Aribulation as

/m/vc /cr 94/56/655 u/a/mmgs.



