
   

 

FARMER’S DELIGHT  
By Edmund Tolliver  

There is no doubt that 

everyone was worried at 

the prospects of trying to 

recover from the harshest 

winter seen in several 

generations. With the 

added worries about lack 

of healthy, viable crops in 

recent 

years, 

many 

people 

feared 

another 

year of 

starvation.  And as the 

winter cold slowly faded, 

the typical early crops 

were planted much later 

than expected and the 

plans of belt tightening 

were already being 

prepared.  

It was with great relief 

that the early crops, 

planted fairly late in the 

season, proved to be quite 

successful and passed all 

expectations of what the 

farms would produce. 

Those knowledgeable in 

the farming, as well as a 

couple of self-proclaimed 

“Weather 

Wizards” 

are 

saying 

these 

amazing 

returns 

are all due to the cold 

winter. There is a basic 

assumption that Nature is 

struggling to right herself 

after decades of magical 

abuse.  Regardless of the 

reason, there is nothing 

but relief from many 

farmers that this year few 

will go hungry.
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The rules are simple, if 

you think you know 

the answer, send your 

response to Fairfax 

Wendt in Sorvan. The 

correct answers will be 

placed in a drawing 

and a winner will be 

selected from them and 

announced next issue. 

The winner will receive 

5 piece of silver.  

THIS WEEKS 

QUESTION 

The Storm Lord 

rained havoc in 

Novashan for many 

years. What 

Kingdom was the 

Storm Lord 

originally from? 

 



 

 

WATCHFUL EYE 
By Fred the Vermillion 

I have travelled the lands of 

Novashan and Nardmyrr for most 

of my life, ever watchful of the 

people and the moods of every 

town I visit. I have seen the happy 

celebrations of a town with a 

bountiful harvest; I have watched 

the tears of widows after war. I 

have enjoyed myself and learned 

so many things.  

I have walked the streets of 

Wyndover and been accosted by 

the White Stag guild and invited to 

supper with the Silent Man of the 

Larks. I have paid “toll” to the 

Garroted Throats in a back alley in 

Maelcor. I have even shared a 

bottle of the finest cabernet with 

The Nightingale in Tarn. So I’d say 

I’m a bit of an expert on some 

affairs of the shadow.  

Which begs me to wonder 

exactly who is behind the Red 

Doves, a guild I have been seeing 

of late? They are quite noticeable, 

each wearing a burgundy cloth 

about their arm. I have seen them 

in Grey Haven and Pelain; spotted 

them drinking ale in Sorvan and 

talking to farmers in Lenik.  

Are they making a move, 

finally ready to make their 

presence known? Who leads this 

band of men? Perhaps it’s time to 

see if my reputation can precede 

me into a meeting.  

Be careful, dear reader. Until 

they’re true intentions are known, 

it would best be wise to tread 

carefully with these strangers to 

the shadows.  

LOOKING FOR WORK 
By Dunbar Farmer 

I ain’t much for fancy words 

but I was taught by mum many 

years ago so I can least about 

get what I want to say written 

down.  

So enough lollygagging, an 

I’ll be getting to the point, ain’t 

nobody want to read an old 

man withering away in his 

thoughts even on paper.   

I’m looking to hire a couple 

of strong young men to help 

bring in my harvest this fall. It 

ain’t like I can’t do it on my 

own, no siree, Ol Dunbar here 

ain’t no lesser man. Even 

without the use of me left arm I 

can still handle my own. Jus 

seems easier to hire a couple of 

young folk to make things go by 

faster.  

I ain’t rich, nope, just a poor 

farmer. It ain’t no way to 

become rich, it’s just a might bit 

safer then soldiering and I done 

that for to many years. Done 

fought some of those Tomar 

people, had to fend of 

something called the Dark 

nearly two decades ago, dealt 

with the Storm Lord and his 

mess of orcs and all kinds of 

nasty things, even lost my arm. 

Nope farming is much safer.  

So I’m offering to give you 

room and board and if the 

harvest is done on schedule I’ll 

add in a whole piece of silver. 

All I need is two or three strong 

souls what ain’t afraid of a hard 

day’s work.  

Come find me in Crossroads, 

about a mile south of town 

down the old dirty road just 

past the tree what done been hit 

by lighting.   

 

The Novashonian is a paper for the people and by the people; printing news that the people wish to 

read. If you have something to say or simply want to share a tales please feel free to submit your words to 

us. You can visit Fairfax Wendt in Sorvan and he will see that they are forwarded to us. Enjoy. 

 


