Letter to the Editor of the Windlore
Ta ye Rihcte Honourable mie L. Maistere Fiysh-boie, Cornicle offe ye Baronie offe Windmaisters Hille, 

En ye nome offe Godde, thei willen juste leten eni-bode skreve oune offe thez e-messaiges whilke fludde ta weoreld im ane Noachian deluge thez daies, willen natte thei?  "Whote ho!" crieth summe anti-sociale rogere, "'tis ane raundon passynge menestral, yeve unte hem oune offe thofe "Staumpynge Hildas" whote Johannes Gutenberg haffe inuented, an seen whote wile sclaundre, whote fowle canards, hie conne spewen oppoun ye nobble, uppe staundynge citesains offe thes fin Baronie, an letten ous supplien et wighe ye taxes paied ta ye Baroun!"  Yea, thez aren saed daies. 

Verraily, sen 'tis clir yowe wendest ta ye Vulpyne Herauld skole offe chroniclynge, et thus falleth ta mi ta setten streighte ye recorde:

Mie drie daunce doth TOO werke!  Alle offe ye windes flaide biforn mie mictelie rippelynge paile beli, sauvynge fur oune slew-witted nimbicke ful whilke pauseth anli ta wetten et-selphe im terrour biforn hie-ynge ofter ets felaues!  Nyghe oune houre ofter ich didde reisen mie fingeren ta ye cloudens, thei haide braken thire straungle-houlde onne ye skei, ye sonne shoen, an woe wer actuellie abil ta pakken drie caunvas.  Thanken me eni teime yowe likke.  Whote'er elles mie sheken offe milche michte do (hente: alle ye gurlen, yerde) et sendeth ye wedeir fleien lik ye Bloud Garde.  Ich eam fain tempte ta takken ye titille offe Baroniel Wedeir Godde, nu tha Maistere Nikulai hath surrendred et!  

Ich strangly encourage tha yow re-placeth ye undur-fedde irchouns scracchynge thire enke-isteined fingeren onne ye wallaes offe yowre celler wighe rial "menne offe neues"!

Yowrs en serveise ta ye drem, wighe miche gratitude, en honour offe ye Knyng, Qwhene, Baroun, an Barounesse, etc, etc 

Lord Wistric Oftun

PS: Ich eam alleweyes un-berabilie cute.

