
 

Prophecy Fulfilled 
 

As the USS Reliant sailed toward the Devonshire coast, the crew became alarmed and angry as 

they heard more about the menacing fleet lurking over the eastern horizon. The outrage grew 

with each atrocious detail the exhausted, injured archduke revealed. The crew resolved to contact 

the governor immediately upon return Cape Eastway. The sordid tale was finally finished and 

Archduke Bower fell asleep. The crew continued on a direct course towards home. 

 

 
As home grew on the horizon, hope sprang back to life in the tired hearts of the crew and their 

distinguished guest. They would report this to Governor Bird at once. 

 



Upon arrival, word spread quickly about the archduke’s miraculous return, even more quickly 

about his dire warning about what is about to come to pass. Archduke Bower had an audience 

with the corrupt and ineffective governor of East Devonshire, Eula Bird, who seemed willing to 

listen but slow to react. Bower was not going to wait to see what she did; he dispatched runners 

to points west and south to warn leaders to prepare for action. Word soon reached 

Georgehampton, on the other side of the Devonian Mountains.  

 

 

 
Friskies Manor, home of Princess Shelby, in southern Georgehampton 

 

Here, messengers and the archduke encountered Princess Shelby entertaining Admiral Hestorb, 

Governor Cawale and Fleet Captains Splunt and von Bremerhaven. The happy family reunion 

quickly led to a family dispersal as each member set back toward their respective realms, ready 

to sound the alarm. 

 

Archduke Bower joined Admiral Hestorb and Governor Cawale on their journey back to 

Schulmanicus. As he related the sordid details of his captivity, they began to link together many 

warning signs from the past. Now, they all started to make sense. The evil to come had been 

foreseen. 

 



Post Date: October 5, 2006  

 

This large region will eventually grow into a strong nation. Every story has a starting place. For 

Schulmania, it is the hilly, wooded island of Schulmanicus. In the region view, no other land can 

yet be seen – it has not been discovered yet. As the Schulminions venture outward, they will 

make many exciting discoveries – ones which expand their horizons and ones which will 

challenge their deepest beliefs and way of life.  

 

 
 

Post Date: October 12, 2006  

 

Luckily, these forward-thinking Sims were able to develop the island free of worry.  Each 

settlement continued to grow and the number of fields expanded as the population quickly 

surpassed 1,000.  These Sims continued to develop their culture and technology, living in open 

villages.  One day, this serenity was shattered. A tribal elder had a terrifying vision – one that 

sent the Sims scurrying for protection. He saw… 

 
a killer tomatoé 

 

 



 

Post Date: July 12, 2007  

 

By now, we have all heard the grand plans for Schulmericho, destined to be the largest city in the 

world. 

 
 

The official map, showing the massive area proposed for Schulmericho. The land area is 

somewhat larger than Gran Maru, but the planned density of the core area is higher.  

 

This town would feature the first bridges in Schulmania and dwarf all other cities in the nation. 

 



 

 
 

A truly grand city worthy of the Supreme Wirdle was planned. 

 

 
A sample of what has been envisioned. 

 

But, we all know what happened when the colonists set sail for the Promised Land… 



 
Lost, marooned on rocky islets far from home and with no chance of rescue, the survivors face 

certain death. At home, Schulminions find no trace of the fleet and mourn their loss. 

 



 
Left to determine the future of the Schulmericho site, several options present themselves.  

 

OPTION 1: Abandon the colony site and leave it as a silent memorial to those lost. 

 

OPTION 2: Develop the city as planned, as if nothing ever happened. 

 

OPTION 3: Relocate the city. 

 

OPTION 4: Halt colonization until stronger ships are designed and built. 

 

The Supreme Wirdle chose Option 2. The Schulmericho site has been extensively terraformed 

and is ready for use. She thinks it would be best to use the site and incorporate a memorial of 

some sort within the town. As she prepares to sign the order to round up a new fleet of ships, a 

commotion can be heard in the hall outside. As she prepares to dip her claw in the inkwell to sign 

the order, the door bursts open and a man, running in slow motion, shouting 

“NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!” at the top of his lungs lunges forward. 

 

Startled, the Supreme Wirdle retracts her claw and prepares to arch her back and hiss at the 

intruder. Then, she realizes it is her trusted confidante, W. P. Spittafoane. He said, “STOP! Don’t 

send people back there! I had a vision! A terrible vision! There is danger – danger coming from 

the east!” 

 

She looks at him, thinks for a moment, then asks him to describe what he saw. 

 

He started “The storm… it came from the east… but I had a vision of something even worse! 

Terrible creatures full of evil! They live in the east! They will come to Schulmericho! We must 



not go back there!” 

 

She had him pet her until he could calm down. He said “I saw them! They came to me in a 

dream. They came from the east and killed everyone. They want to destroy Schulmania! We 

have to stop them! We have to! We can’t go back there! They’re coming!” He then broke down 

in massive sobbing. 

 

The two of them talked for some time. In the end, they agreed that it would be alright to return to 

Schulmericho. But, precautions would be needed. Precautions against 

 

 
 

 

Post Date: September 11, 2007  

 

Schulmericho. That word strikes many emotions for Schulminions. One, pride at the vast plans 

for the town. Two, sadness at the loss of the colonization expedition. Now, a new emotion: hope. 

Colonists from the Lake George area and surrounding farms have settled in to the Schulmericho 

site. Finally, settlement will begin. 

 



 
But, the project will not be as planned. For another emotion also applies to Schulmericho: fear. A 

terrifying vision of a horrible fate to the colony caused one of the Supreme Wirdle’s advisors to 

beg her to not send colonists back to the site.  

 

 
In the end, the Supreme Wirdle decided to send colonists back, but take extraordinary 

precautions. Those precautions created the new Schulmericho. A compact, high density town. 

Covering just 1/9 the land area of the original plan the new town would have 1/3 the people 

originally proposed. The reason for the high density, and the new Narrow Style buildings: 

Schulmericho would be the first walled town in the world. For added protection, Schulmericho 

would be completely encircled by a fortified wall. The new plan calls for a compact central 

square with memorial park and marketplace. And now, at long last, we shall see the vision for 

Schulmericho... realized.  

 



Post Date: January 6, 2008  

 

On this very fateful day, three scouting parties fanned out: to the southeast, east and northeast. 

The southeastern party was headed by Baby Monkey, Ty Weaver and Ty Bonsai. The eastern 

group was lead by Prince Excalibur and the Governor General. The northeastern group was led 

by Chancellor Mooky, James T. Kirk, Moe, Larry and Curly. Each was destined to make history. 

The question was, who would make an important discovery first? 

 

As fate would have it, Prince Excalibur and H. J. Franciflora would make their discovery first. 

As they rode ahead, surveying the landscape as they crested a hill, each remarked upon the 

steady breeze and the dull sound they heard in the distance. What was it? They chattered 

amongst themselves. It sounded a bit like an approaching storm. But, most weather came from 

the west. And, besides, the sky was quite clear at the time. 

 

Then, as they rounded the top of the hill, they saw it – the source of the noise. The source of the 

breezes. The end of the journey. They had found 

 

 
Another ocean. 

 

This ocean was different. As they approached it, it seemed different than the World Ocean 

(which probably would need a new name!). It looked different and smelled different. As they 

approached the sandy shore, they found out something else different – startlingly different. 

 



 
This ocean is salty. 

 

The other two groups made similar discoveries shortly thereafter. 

 

 
As the groups met up, they were amazed and impressed with their discovery. They began 

exploring the coastline. 

 



 
It seemed to go on foreveré 

 

A new land and new ocean, full of new and exciting plants and animals… 

 

 
This is a discovery which will reshape Schulmania. Who knows how a new salt ocean will 

change their world view. And, who knows what lies on the far shores of this new salty ocean? 

We do know that it will change Schulmania… forever. 

 



Post Date: July 8, 2008  

 

On the mainland, due east of the island of New Atkinos, proximate to the productive farmlands 

of the interior, sits the new town of Blue Stratus. It was named after the lovely blue sky with a 

few stratus clouds in it when the town was founded. Little did they know how ominous those 

clouds over the town would become. Scratch that. That sounds a bit downbeat. Accurate, but 

downbeat. I mean, it was named for a weather formation. There’s no foreshadowing here, honest. 

Well, maybe a little. Umm, perhaps a bit more than a little. Well, let’s not ruin it for the poor, 

hapless townsfolk by letting them in on their impending doom. Well, that’s not fair. Sometimes, 

fate call stall out and what looks like thick black clouds of doom may just be a storm headed 

elsewhere. Think these folks will be that lucky? 

 

 

Post Date: July 9, 2008  

 

The Supreme Wirdle surprised everyone when she appointed Eula Bird, an Avian Schulminion, 

as colonial governor of East Devonshire. No birds have ever been so highly placed in 

government. Most end up as dinner. But, she believed that this bird had potential. What she did 

not realize was that Eula Bird’s potential was the potential to siphon resources. Miss Bird is a bit 

pretentious and arrogant. She wants her district to outshine Devonshire and her residence to 

outshine not only that of Princess Shelby, but that of the Supreme Wirdle, herself. Eula Bird 

wants to be number one. No doubt, if she had her way, the capital of the principality would move 

from Georgehampton to Cape Eastway and she, not Princess Shelby, would rule. Sometimes, she 

and her flock would wonder aloud how they could make that happen. When she daydreamed 

about that, she could not help but cackle, “Hee hee HEEEEE! Hee hee HEEEEE!” To this end, 

she has pushed Cape Eastway into developing from a fishing port to a full sized city. She had a 

replica built of the Devonshire Government House to serve as colonial government headquarters. 

And, a large new palace to serve as a new capitol, when the time comes. Oh, did I fail to mention 

her massive palatial estate? She felt that she needed a suitable home in which to spread her wings 

– and her influence. Her expensive new home, built by taxpayer funds, dwarfs those of Admiral 

Hestorb, Princess Shelby, Governor Cawale and even Wirtyplace, home of the Supreme Wirdle. 

It will prove most interesting to see how Cape Eastway will figure into the greater picture of 

Schulmania. 

 

Let’s see what 33% of the Devonshire annual budget bought, shall we? We will start with the 

government district. It features the replica of Government House in Georgehampton as well as a 

presumptive capitol building and a new Governor’s Palace for Eula Bird. There is also City Hall 

and some surprisingly massive government offices. Governor Eula Bird has big plans for this 

strategic end of Schulmania. 

 



A clone of Government House, seat of Princess Shelbyôs power, is first up on Eula Birdôs list of 

tactics to drive power eastward. 

 

 

Post Date: October 5, 2008  

 
Today, we see the motivation for Admiral Hestorb’s relentless march toward progress. You see, she has 

an inspiration; one that drives her on a noble quest. Her explorations, her colonizations, her developments 

are all driven by a need; a desperate need to end the nightmares which have been haunting her. These 

terrifying, recurring visions have tormented her for months. She has spent sleepless hours trying to quell 

them in vain. In desperation, she turned to catnip to soothe her misery. Alas, it did not succeed. The 

images kept returning – day after heartbreaking day.  

 

What could these images mean? Why do they keep recurring? What can she do to make them go away? 

 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 

 



Post Date: October 5, 2008 (Part 2)  

 
As she entered the structure, she knew she had come to the right place. Is it something from her past 

haunting her? She had to find out. She decided to consult with her inner visionary. What does she see? 

 

 
The message was clear: “You know something is wrong. You forgot about it. But it is still there. 

Remember it and you will know what you must do.” 

 

She must search her memories to find something she knows is wrong. That means a trek to the Admiral 

Archive, high atop Mt. Hestorb. Just as she got herself ready for the arduous journey, she was interrupted 

by a serious of disturbing images. 

 

 



 
 

 
She shuddered. She knew she had to find the cause of these terrible images so that she could put a stop to 

them. She needed to go search her memories as quickly as possible. The trek to Mt. Hestorb must begin at 

once. She began the long walk through the woods and across all of her consciousness to reach Mt. 

Hestorb. It seemed like it would take forever. But, she had found the trail to the summit before she 

realized how far she had come. 

 



 

Post Date: October 5, 2008 (Part 3)  

 
She grabbed the book, dusted it off, and flipped open the cover. It is not a good sign when a book has a 

disclaimer. But, this one did. It caused her to reel, taking a step or two backwards and left her questioning 

her fortitude. It read: 

 

 
She decided she was up to the challenge. So, she turned to Chapter 1, entitled “If you are looking for 

trouble, you will surely find it.” Ominous. She began to read. It seems, according to this work, that 

trouble was coming and it could not be avoided. Big trouble. Dangerous trouble. This, she figured out 

already. But, what was the trouble? She read on.  

 

She reviewed many trials and tribulations. Life as an esteemed and revered leader is not all Fancy Feast. 

Many difficult choices and hard decisions must be made. Sometimes, unforeseen events cause the best 

plans to be shredded and discarded. One of the hardest decisions she faced was scrapping and rebuilding 

the fleets of exploration after the Schulmericho Shipwreck to make the ships sturdier. It cost vast sums 

and halted maritime exploration for an extended period of time. But, that hard choice had a good ending – 

the discovery of Tenne. There had to be something else. She read on. Chapter after chapter, she was 

unable to find any one event which seemed to be the trigger of this whole scenario. Hestorb decided to 

flip to the index and look for a chapter which seemed to be particularly ominous. She found it. “Hidden 

Dangers & Ominous Signs” was Chapter 6. She turned to page 333. It began: 

 
 ñHidden in plain sight, the seeds of oneôs own destruction yield a bountiful crop of woe. Woe to those who do not 

seek out the seedlings of doom and pull them from the soil! Woe to them who greet the morning sun in the east when 

it shines only to warm the terrible harvest to come. Tremble in fear! Seek out the black stalks of wrath growing in 

your midst. Grasp them and rip them from the ground. Tarry not, for the wicked sun will rise and shine on them, 

casting you into the shadows. You will reap despair in a harvest of misfortune. You must find these seeds. You must 

remove them. You must hurry. Or, all is lost.ò 

 

She dropped the book and jumped back in alarm. She had to go… quick! And, out the door she ran. To 

where, she was not sure. She looked up and saw a new road sign.  

 

 



Considering the choices, there was no good option. She barreled pas the sign and raced down the hill into 

the woods. Surely whatever evil seedlings of doom must be growing there. She must find them. She must. 

Tumbling deeper into the woods, she noticed that the trees must be blocking the sun. The dappled light 

grew ever fainter as she went farther in. The woods grew ever thicker. 

 

 
Admiral Hestorb hesitated, knowing that the darkest reaches of the forest held the darkest secrets. The 

trees she encountered seemed to be growing in rows. This was not natural. Someone, or something, had 

planted these menacing trees. As she entered this forbidding grove, her tension level mounted. Disturbing 

images flashed into her mind in a rapid-fire progression of misery.  

 



 

 



The strobing images caused her to stagger back. In fear, she almost turned back. She steeled herself and 

decided to press on. She did not come this far to turn back now. This was it. She was ready to face her 

fears. She was ready to confront the repressed memories hidden deep within her. She was ready to 

challenge the torment she has been experiencing once and for all. She must know what the problem is. 

Know it, face it, and defeat it.  

 

She began her final approach. As she entered the thickest part of the woods, the part where darkness holds 

sway and the gnarled black trunks and branches intertwine like a coarsely woven fabric of impending 

doom, she heard again the horrible sounds of hissing and buzzing and groaning, ever louder with each 

passing step. Despite the growing cacophony, Admiral Hestorb pressed on. Each step a determined effort 

to face down this menace. Each step brings her closer to discovering the terrible truth. 

 

The darkness closed in around her as she descended deeper into the woods. She thought she could take no 

more, but there appeared to be a glimmer of dappled light ahead. She trudged on. She approached what 

appeared to be a clearing. There was no doubt anymore – this place as no accident. It was cultivated. 

Who, or what, would cultivate the seeds of terrible nightmares? And, why?  

 

All perfectly good questions to ponder later. Now, she could see there was something ahead. She knew 

she had come to the core of the issue. This is where the problems came from. And this is where she must 

face them. 

 

 
She strode up to the structure. It was bound tightly. She started scratching her way through the cord and 

into the side of the structure. She had to find out what was inside. As she penetrated the brown side of the 

structure, the loud background sound suddenly stopped and it became eerily quiet. The puncture began to 

grow as she continued work. No light, no sound emanated from within. The opening gradually got wider. 



She was able to widen it just enough to look inside. She tried, but saw nothing. She continued until the 

opening was wide enough to allow some light from outside to penetrate. As the light shone, it seemed 

almost to be sucked into the blackness of the structure’s ominous interior.  

 

Once again, she peered inside. It seemed to be empty. As she scanned the walls, she saw nothing. But, at 

one corner she saw something faintly reflecting light. She stared intently, eyes narrowing. As she focused, 

she made out eyes staring back at her. 

 

 
 

The effect of these hideous eyes glaring unblinkingly and menacingly at her caused her to jump back with 

great alarm. The shock of this was too much. Hestorb awakened with a start, unable to continue the 

dream. As her heart raced and adrenaline coursed through her body, she remembered all of the vivid 

details of this surreal dream. And, she knew the cause. Something she had forgotten from far back in the 

past. She remembered where she saw those eyes before: in the vision which foretold grave danger to 

Schulmericho. Admiral Hestorb was now on notice: defend Schulmericho.  Now, the hard questions: 

When? How? From whom? 

 

 

Post Date: September 4, 2009  

 

But, Archduke Bower could not rest. He had the responsibility of the entire fleet on his paws – 

he could not rest until the expedition was safely back in port. He went to bed early, tossing and 

turning and pacing the floor. He had never commanded an expedition before. But, there was 

something else. What was it? The materials have all been loaded on the ships. He has an 

experienced and dedicated crew. His vessels have all been checked and are the sturdiest 

Schulmania has to offer. There are no navigational charts to review; no one has been out that far 

and no one knows the wind patterns. So, what was it? Something kept bugging him as he laid in 

bed. Sailing east into the unknown is certainly a big undertaking, especially when the number of 

potentially perilous variables is so high.  

 

As the leaders discussed the signs that peril was approaching from the east, they also mentioned 

the biggest question on their minds: How would the Supreme Wirdle save Schulmania. Or, can 

she save Schulmania? They would find out soon. 

 


