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❖  M Y S T M E R E  F O R G E  ❖

Floreth
T H E  O N E  W H O  B L O O M S  W H E R E  R E S T  I S  F O U N D

✦ ◆ ✦

I n the deep meadows of Mystmere, where the long grasses bend and the light moves slowly across the
afternoon, there is a dragon who has never once been in a hurry.

Floreth does not race across the sky. She settles. Her scales carry the colour of late summer — soft amber, quiet

rose, the pale gold of petals releasing their last scent into the air.

She is not a dragon of grand gestures. She is a dragon of presence. To encounter Floreth is to feel your shoulders
drop — to breathe one breath longer than you meant to, to remember that rest is not the opposite of progress. It is

its foundation.

Where others bloom toward the sun, Floreth shows you that beauty grows best in the quiet, the unhurried, the

still.
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F i r s t  M y s t m e r e  C o h o r t  ·  m y s t m e r e f o r g e . c o . u k Their story continues in your hands.

❖   T H E  K E E P E R ’ S  O A T H   ❖

You who hold this dragon now — may you find rest without guilt, and stillness without fear. May you
bloom in your own time, in your own quiet. Floreth will be here. She has nowhere else to be.


