
South Wirdleonia: Bucolic Belva Dear 
  

Northeast of Campo di Carmelcciase, in the fertile Plains of Wirdleonia, many small farmers 

have been contributing to the nationôs larder. Most of these small farms are isolated and small. 

Some coalesce into small towns, clustered around a prosperous farm. Thatôs the case in the 

village of Belva Dear, which grew up around the farm of Belva McBussy, the wealthiest farmer 

in the plains. Itôs a family affair ï the surrounding farms and homesteads are operated by family 

members ï children, grandchildren, cousins, in-laws ï all working together to provide bounty for 

Schulmaniaôs tables. 

 

 
On our way to Belva Dear, we reach this intersection. Left takes us to Carmelcciase, down 

towards the southeast where Princess Katherine has been visiting, and right to Belva Dear. Letôs 

go right. 

 



Upon arrival, we will no doubt be awestruck with the rural charm of the place. Perhaps, even 

driven to poetic musings on the place. 

 

Through the ample open door of the peaceful country barn, 

A sun-lit pasture field, with cattle and horses feeding; 

And haze, and vista, and the far horizon, fading away. 

  -Walt Whitman 

 

 

 
 



 
 



 
 

 



 
 

You come to fetch me from my work to-night 

When supper's on the table, and we'll see 

If I can leave off burying the white 

Soft petals fallen from the apple tree 

(Soft petals, yes, but not so barren quite, 

Mingled with these, smooth bean and wrinkled pea); 

And go along with you ere you lose sight 

Of what you came for and become like me, 

Slave to a Springtime passion for the earth. 

How Love burns through the Putting in the Seed 

On through the watching for that early birth 

When, just as the soil tarnishes with weed, 

The sturdy seedling with arched body comes 

Shouldering its way and shedding the earth crumbs. 

  -Robert Frost 

 




