Tothe Most Right Honorable Lovd Burliegh,

Twould appear that three scorve years ago- was a remowkable
time for Stafford for yet another soon to-be influentiold foumily
Adid awrrive in Stafford: the Woodwards. Sir Johw Woodward
and, his wife, Anne; poured their entire sawings into-
puwrchasing several lavge tracty of land surrounding Stafford
from the local fowrmers duwring av seasovn of drought. Money and
food were scarce during the time and av great mawvy of
Stafford’s residents needed some coivv invtheir pouch rather
thaw large tracty of land producing nothing. For several
years, the Woodwards sat upow their worthless lands. Mawny of
the people stowted calling Sir Johuwv “Johuv Spendwrong” and
TJohw Diutfarmer,” for the only crop the lands would give up
was dirt. Tew yeaws later, the gaumble paid off: Rains flowed
from the skies, bringing life back to-the lands:. The crops were
so- bountiful that Woodward had to- hire severad doger
formhandys to-tend the lands he owned. As ‘twould happen, Sir
Johww happily hived those who- mocked him to-tend the lands
that they once owned for o fractiow of the profit they would
have received had they not originally sold them. The
Woodwards quickly grew to-become the wealthiest landowners
invthe town of Stafford.

Through the works of the children, grandchildren; and great
grondchildren of these faomilies most of Stafford as we know it
was buidt. Stafford remained quiet for several decades; o sleepy
crossroads town where everybody knows youwr name. That quiet
tranquility was thwownw into- chawos, though, when her Majesty,
Queen Eligabeth, first caume to-the town. For her Majesty’s
awrival, Stafford put on o Faive. The Staffordshive Faire was av
time of eating; drinking; and merriment. The people evervput
together av gift for her Grace: o wagown filled withv all those
things which the people thought beautiful. twas o most
horrendous site to- behold, for in Stafford ‘twould appeaw that
though most people hold flowers and garlands to-be things of
beauty, others hold that o deer skull and fresh fish are
beautiful: The combinations were atrocious, but her majesty
took it as twas: o gift from the heouts of her people. Her Majesty



way so-taenv by the people of Stafford's good will that she has
made it o point to-progress thwough this town every spring to-
evyoy time withv her peoble.

The coming of the Queen and her count has brought move
business to-Stafford duwring the spring faire than any thought
possible. One man had the knowledge, wealth, and foresight to-
take advantage of this fact: Master Richowd Pate. Master Pate
bosed his grand dreauwmn o the Exchange created by Siv Johuw
Grishawm inv Londown. The Stafford Exchange would be anv
enclosed area where all of the merchanty of town would sells
their wares. Master Pate realiged his dreawm and the exchange
brought him wealtiv beyond the dreawms of avawice. Merchanty
from for and wide came to- Stafford to- sell their wawes. Stafford
becaume awv economic power inthe region. Unfortunately,
where coing flow like water, there ave thieves to-drink thesmm up.
Dwring this peviod of Stafford's prosperity, o master thief by the
name of Jeniah Pupinjoy, usually referved to-simply as “Pup”
infltrated a troupe of the townw's musicions. Using her
cunning and street smouts, Pup covwerted most of the minstrels
into- dawing thieves and catburglaws. Stafford suddenly
possessed gentry, avrich middle class; peasants, revelers, and
even v criminal element. ‘Tway growing faster than anyone

At the peak of Stafford’s prosperity, disaster struck. twas AW
Hallows Eve; deep into-the evening houwrs, whew awnv alowm wovs
raised thwoughout the town. The voice of Master Edwowd,
Bellowys rang cleaw thwough the night; “The Exchange iy o
fre.” Flames blaged through the enclosed merchant stolls.
Cottong and wool to-be sold fed the fire. The vapors from ales,
wines;, and tannery supplies exploded like brilliont suns. The
fire quickly spread; jumping as if by magic to-the suvrrounding
houses and businesses. Eenthe cropy were av ight. Nobody
knew how the fire began; though Bartholomew Woodward was
seenv racing oway onw horseback, chased by Garold Lott,
knocking over mew and womenv alike, kicking thewm with their
hovses. Eventually, the fire was put out, though not before most
of the homes and stores were raged to-the ground. Most of the



influentio and rich merchanty left the buwnt husk of Stafford
behind. Moy residents abandoned Stafford to-find new home
elsewhere. The few people who- remained have v spirit buwrning
within them as hot as the fire. They would stay and rebuilds
Stafford. Proceeding in stages, Stafford is once again
beginning to-take shape for the spring festival. Several
mevchanty hawe set up tenty from which to- sell their wawes. The
people are erecting a maypole to- dance about and rumors
abound that the heaut of any village, the Pub;, will be
operational by the stouwt of the faire. Like avphoenix rising
from the ashes; the toww of Stafford will be bornw agai.

Thy eternal servant,

Mr. Willioum Stoawndey, esq.



