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Vorreth
T H E  O N E  W H O  K E E P S  T H E  H I V E

✦ ◆ ✦

V orreth is not found — she is encountered. Where her kin rests among clover and waits, Vorreth moves with
purpose through the tall grasses, her long body low to the ground, wings flat and ready.

Her colouring is the same deep black and amber yellow, but worn differently — bolder, higher contrast, spread

across a broader frame. The sunflower petal clusters along her back are full and heavy, not delicate tufts but proper
blooms.

She appears in the fullness of summer, when the flowers have opened completely and the warmth has nothing

left to prove. She is the season at its height: not arriving, not ending, simply here.

You know when Vorreth is paying attention. She does not announce herself. She simply arrives, already certain.
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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 carry Vorreth as a reminder that confidence is not loudness.
She does not announce herself. She simply arrives, already certain. May you learn to move through the

world that way too.


