
My dear friends, if I may be so presumptuous as to call you so, 
 
My sincere apologies for the misdirection on my part – it was necessary both to place 
you somewhat out of the way of a larger conflict and, I must in honesty confess, to 
allow me free reign in certain endeavors into which your intervention might have 
proven problematic for both of us.  I wish to be clear that in this matter I bear you no 
ill-will, but fully understand if the feeling may not be entirely reciprocal.  The politics 
of our shared organization are somewhat murky at times, and it is often difficult to tell 
friend from foe.  In the interest of furthering your education, survivability, and worth 
to the Beloved Emperor, I advise you to hereafter consider me to be a foe, until such 
time as I may earn your trust once again.  I say this not because of any opposition I 
may have to the policies of your master or yourselves, but to instruct you in the dangers 
of the life in which you now lead.  We do not always act of one accord, and not all 
within our organization are as mindful of future generations as I. 
 
But to the matter at hand.  Let this serve as your introduction to Mother Superior 
Iphimedeia of the Sisterhood of the Void.  She and I have worked together for some 
years now on certain matters of which I feel it inadvisable to confide – both for the 
good of our shared organization and your personal safety – and I have found her to be 
brave, resourceful, reliable, and discrete.  Her order is one that safeguards travelers 
between the stars – a useful organization to have contacts with for those in our line of 
work. The Mother Superior has a difficulty which I myself agreed to assist her with.  
Sadly, circumstances have placed me in a position where my personal aid would likely 
do more harm than good, and so I have passed it on to you.  Despite our differences on 
certain matters, I would presume to ask for your assistance in this, not only for my own 
sake, but also for the sake of those under the care of the Mother Superior at this time.   
 
The specifics – during the stop at Iocanthos, the Sisterhood of the Void was able to 
smuggle aboard the MiseriecordMiseriecordMiseriecordMiseriecord in excess of three-hundred children, orphans of the 
constant warfare on the planet.  If you believe that Ghostfire pollen is necessary to the 
Imperium, if you believe that those who live on Iocanthos are under the Beloved 
Emperor’s protection as imperial citizens, then these are the children of heroes who died 
unsung and unremembered for the benefit of the Imperium, no less than had their 
parents been Guardsman or members of the Imperial Navy.  Sadly, there exists no office 
of the Schola Progenium on Iocanthos to care for these children of Imperial heroes, and 
their usual fate is to fall prey to one or another of the various warlords who occupy that 
benighted world. 
 
While I do not claim to know the mind of your master well, and do not entirely agree 
with what I do know, I believe I would not be unfair in saying that the rescue of these 
children from the usual fate in store for them would meet with her approval.  And on 



this matter I cannot but agree – the children of those who fall in the service of the 
Beloved Emperor are to be cared for – it is a promise made from the Golden Throne 
itself to all who serve.  It is our duty to fulfill that promise. 
 
There is, within the sector, one or more organizations which appear to be making use of 
large number of children for an as yet unknown purpose.  The Mother Superior and I 
both believe that these children were originally intended for such a fate.  It is possible, 
nay likely, that whatever organization is behind this matter may attempt to retrieve 
them.  I ask that you safeguard them as far as the Schola Progenium offices on 
Scintilla, or until such time as you can transfer them to individuals whom you trust 
completely (and I believe I have demonstrated by this point that there are sadly fewer of 
them than one would wish for) who will see to their care.  While I do not believe the 
rumors that the Miseriecord is behind these disappearances, it is entirely possible that 
there are agents aboard who may be affiliated.  You MUST TREAD CAREFULLY! 
 
I regret most deeply that my private transportation will not be available to assist you in 
this matter.  You will need to procure your own.  Make use of your primary contacts 
aboard – I have made inquiries and both Junior Purser Darl and Minion LePlar are 
reasonably trustworthy. 
 
In addition to this, I have a minor matter which I would like you to take care of – some 
information to pass on to your master.  The Mother Superior has a dataslate with this 
information – encrypted of course – and will pass it to you when you meet, regardless 
of whether you agree to assist her or not.  It is important that this information reach 
your master.  It is equally important that the matter be kept confidential, so I urge you 
not to indulge your curiosity and attempt to decrypt the information.  Without being 
too direct, this is a matter of high level politics, far above what I would feel 
comfortable  involving you with directly at your current station within our shared 
organization.  I urge you to let the decision on whether or not to share this information 
rest with your master – though I do not trust her in all things, I do trust her in this one. 
 
A final word of caution – my compatriot aboard is a dangerous man (who, in our place, 
would not be?) and however it may appear, he has not forgotten the defiance of your 
psyker, though I believe your cover has held true thusfar.  I cannot speak for your 
master, and on this particular matter I am conflicted, but solely on the basis of the 
friendship I hope one day to earn again I tell you this – under no circumstances should 
my compatriot be allowed opportunity for extended examination of your psyker!  If you 
love your master, and are devoted to her cause, kill the psyker yourselves rather than let 
her fall into his hands!  Better for both of them, I assure you!  I have no doubt that had 
your master known my compatriot would be aboard, she would never have placed you in 



this position, and had Aristarchus been your mentor, he would have hidden you away.  
I was a fool in this matter, and I do not wish you to pay the price for my lack of vision. 
 
That said, inform your master when you see her – I know her secret.  I keep it for now, 
in exchange for discretion regarding my doings. 
 
I have tarried long enough.  I wish you good luck and the blessings of the Beloved 
Emperor! 
 

V.K. 


