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O‐h     listen       ‐ye        whose  bo‐          ody‐   

Seeks          re‐     fuge      in      the    wa‐   ters    Whose 

Soul      se‐           eeks        strenth               i‐  in          the        Ussci      

Who     un‐      derstands            the           de‐      eep            link           be‐    tween          the 

Spiritual   and   the     phys‐   ical 

Listen    ye     to     these      tales     of     the     great    and   won‐   der‐    ful 

Ab‐ yss        that lies    be‐    neath    the              tran‐     quil          and         tum‐             ultuous 

Sur‐                 face          of‐the          Waaa‐     ters. 



  For          it           is          that          in         this        bath      of            an‐      ciant        se‐         crets 

  And    hi‐       den    passions     that     the     great‐     ness   of   the   Uscci  sl‐     eeps 

  In      its      full‐   ne‐    ss       Re‐   ady     to        grant    the‐deepest      and    most    pro‐    found   

Under‐     stand‐     ing 

              To‐                                     the                      wield‐         ers                       of         ma‐       gic 

That so ded‐    i‐    cate       them‐      selves     to‐the               a‐    a‐    a‐      art 

That         the   wa‐    ter    and    the     Us‐    sci                     flo‐     o‐    ws               thro‐      ‐ugh 

Their     veins      as                   thi‐     i‐     ick                                                        as       bl‐   o‐   o‐   d. 



Oh        lis‐      ten        ye         to‐      the        tale 

From     blood‐   lust         that         can‐not           be‐e         tamed 

                 For       their    mind‐is   blank       to      all    but      car‐      nage 

  of       the        mad‐  dened    squid‐heads                              Creatures     born     from    mal‐lace 

                    Save      the      touch          of‐the    shaman’s  minds 

And      the   mys‐    Hcal     trap‐   pings      that      they   use      to         bend‐these      monsters 

           To 

     Their                       will. 



   For         it‐is       through       them                          that          we                             have         true 

   com‐   munion    with         the         Uss‐          ci 

                     For‐they‐are‐the‐Ussci‐and‐the‐ 

Beau‐          ty          of‐the        sea                           in    wielding   the rain‐    sHcks‐that    channel 

Water          gi‐   ven    fo‐    orm              They‐are  the‐strength  and‐the        terr‐        ible   

  The   Us‐    sci’s  pow‐   wer             there‐is‐an‐un‐der‐stand‐ing‐be‐tween‐those‐sa‐vage‐minds 

    And the           true          might            of              the     sha‐ man’s‐link        to‐the           spirits. 



  Oh   lis‐        ten ye       to‐the       tale‐of       the       ma‐   chines‐     of‐    anc‐    ient‐    ma‐    king 

That    sit       on      the   ocean  bot‐   tom    con‐   troll‐ing   the   flood  gates  which   open  and 

Close   be‐  cause water                                          laden  with the pow‐wer 

 Of   Ussci  is  placed           deep  with‐  in  them 

Through         our    doing 

                   And                 in                    the          acHvaHon 

       of               these           con‐         trapHons           carries        the‐power     to‐our           great 

       ci‐   Hes    above. 



            For      it‐     is        though             the             passages         and              the           doors 

     That         they             open                that                   the               life‐           giving          wa‐ter 

     Of             be‐low          and                the                 great              power         of‐the        Ussci 

  Flows            to‐us                   in‐our       ma‐jest‐ic         king‐           dom 

Ven‐er‐            able          ma‐   chines          by       un‐known        makers          a               his‐tory 

   lost                 in                 an‐     Hq‐     uit‐   ty          a‐    a‐    a‐      and             leg‐             end. 



O‐  o‐  oh      lis‐   ten      ye      to       the     tale         of      the        fair                mer‐           folk 

Whose        beau‐   ty      and      strength   of          spir‐   it        are‐the          things             of 

Leg‐gend                           whose       migh‐ty            ciHes    of      kelp                 and          cor‐al 

Anchor      the     great‐    ness         of     all                   that        is‐in     the       watery      depths 

      Whose         com‐  mun‐  ion        with       the             U‐   u‐    u‐   u‐   ssci        is           like 

                 The 

        Murmur         of‐waves                    in                   the                            moonlight. 



                For‐it‐is‐with        their            be‐nev‐ol‐ant       aid 

           That     we     have‐learned         so‐much‐of‐that              pro‐      found                element 

                     And     in exchange  we  have        become        guardians of their sacred coral fields 

           In     their  beds    of  magical    coral        where        they  must lay their eggs                       and 

               Thus    their        fantasHc   civilizaHon   has   grown                                         kept     safe     from 

                       The        wandering   horrors   of‐the deep                by                                             their 

                       kin‐       ship      with    us      and       our    love     of           them. 



       Oh         lis‐       ten           ye            to‐the‐tale‐of      the        na‐       gas        of          the       chasm 

       Whose‐scalps‐of                          writhing    snakes   and    grim‐    aces      of           ire 

        Turn      even      the‐strongest       of‐warriors       in‐         to          cold‐stone 

        And       who       def‐       end       their     wret‐    ched      do‐      mains    with 

                                             The    animated    statues    of‐stone    that  were      once   breathing men 

      Be   afraid    and    be       wary. 



                             For              it‐is         not         their    gaze        that                    fre‐     ezes    men‐to 

    sol‐                id        rock‐their                        beat‐    ing   hearts                  made        un‐      moving 

        It          is          their      bot‐       tom‐    less         hat‐      tred        and        also        their      fear 

    For   they         fear    the    day       that    we 

Come‐to   take‐our     re‐venge          up‐pon           them.        The          day‐that         we‐tear‐out 

Their   manes  of   serpent    flesh    striping   from    them     their    invulnerability    and   wards 

War   with   these   snake     women      of      un‐speak‐able      evil      is      surely        at     hand. 



         oh‐listen      ye‐to‐the‐tale                                      of‐the             great‐tur‐tles 

                    Who      long‐ago           were   given‐form             by‐the      gods                   of‐the      sea 

         up‐pon   the‐ocean             floor  whose‐mighty      shells      shaPer    steel    as         the‐waves 

        break  up‐pon  the rocks  whose  rows  of   mer‐   ci‐less‐teeth  rend‐flesh       from           bone 

         Who     have    with‐in      them        the   divinity        and       the         grace       that        prove 

           That       these       awe‐          some       and          terrible             creatures    have   been‐forged  

           By            the          greatest      and             wise‐            est                        of                  beings 

           And       that         with‐in           them       lies           the‐truth       un‐         fet‐        tered. 



          For           it           is          with        them       in         bonds        cre‐                           ated         by 

          Our     mas‐       ter‐         y              of           the        spir‐               it‐           ual           do‐        main        

                             The‐           ey                                sub‐           mit                      to              us           their 

            Ma‐                a‐                 st‐                 ers 

                             it              is           our         du‐ty 

           And        our    charge      to           nur‐     ture      them     well           to       treat    them       as        

              Al‐lies          and‐to     raise‐them       up‐as            an   hon‐   ored  link     to     the      Us‐   sci. 



              We              are              the              people               of‐the       realm‐of         phys‐          icality 

         Our‐lives         are         intertwined     with‐the        realm‐of         spirit‐              u‐               ality        

         The        Erde          the          E‐    e‐    earth              is‐the      fast‐   ness       of      our     bodies               

         The      Aether     the      A‐  a‐   a‐    air      is‐the       sharp‐ness     of    our     minds 

         The    Ignis  the    Fi‐     i‐     i‐     re         is‐the      pas‐   sion    of     our         fe‐   e‐  e‐   e‐   elings 

          But    the  great‐est        of‐these           and           the   force‐that‐makes  us‐a‐chosen    people 

                     Is 

                 The                   Ussci              the               wa‐               ter 

                 The              majesty             of                  our                   Spi‐            i‐                 i‐             irits. 



             The                 Us‐               sci              binds                 us                to‐               geth‐            er  

              In‐                to                   a                great                    cul‐             ture              to              stand 

             The             test               of           H‐   me                    it                gives             us              strength 

              That          can‐not            be           as‐sailed                  It             will             ensure            our 

                  Perm‐       an‐ance         upon    these‐realms. 



                                    For             even      as         our      bodies      and      our       minds    and  

                                                                            Our                 feel‐          ings           be‐ 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Dust          the           real‐           ity 

  That        we 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one 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bound 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al‐ 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