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Forward by Martin Yoast, LCDR
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To serve is to witness a version of the world most people only see in filtered flashes, like stars through the canopy in an old forest. Scott has been quietly collecting these flashes, refusing to let them fade into the snippets of stories around a fire, ignored by the systems we inhabit. 

In Snapshots and Memories, Scott has woven the difficult and necessary: he has taken the raw, often chaotic experiences of a life lived under pressure and distilled them into a lasting legacy. Military prose is often a choice between technical accuracy and emotional honesty. Here, there was no compromise for either in the tapestry of visuals and clashing history. He captures the precision of the strike and the heavy silence of the aftermath with equal clarity.

As someone who has stood in those spaces, and endured the same “Cold October Thursdays”, I hear the silent voices in these pages. Most importantly, I recognize the heart of a man trying to ensure that these moments- the tragic, the absurd, and the deeply human- are not lost to time. 

It has been a privilege to witness the result over the last decade as Scott has developed and deepened his relationship with the past, and ensuring its relevance for the future.

Martin Yoast LCRD,  U.S. Navy 2007-2021
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SNAPSHOTS AND MEMORIES
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THE COLLECTED POETRY AND VERSE

BY

Scott Mallory

Written, mostly edited, and self-published by Scott Mallory. Copyright December 1996. March 2026.

All errors are my own

These poems and verse epics were mostly written between 1993 and 2021. I present the works in the order they occur in history, rather than when written. Except for Decembers Joy, which spans 1573 to 2004, so it's last. 

This is all written from what I know and believe of history and human nature. I have read wildly divergent accounts of what happened at both Cold Harbor and Rhodes. Cold Harbor is a perfect example. When i went to write A Noble Sacrifice, i consulted an atlas of Civil war battlefields. It showed one battalion of the 98th Penn. in the front center of the Union line. The other Battalion was all the way in the back. There were six different regiments like that in the center. Both because this Could maybe be one of the last significant battles. If it went well, huzzah we all took part. If it went as it did the regiment wasn't destroyed. I have read the 98th was in Hancock's II Corp. They were in VI corps. Hancock was in the center. He was the left flank. Etc. This is my artistic interpretation of those events. 

Some of them have cover information, so the reader might have a better glimpse into what was happening during the incident of the story/poem. I do not expect many to understand the situation for an 18-year-old flying barely trained against one of the best air forces in the world, and how that ended up being the case. The same goes for Wind and A Noble Sacrifice, et al. I have no expectation that 95% of my readers will be conversant with most of the situations presented. 

When I am writing, I attempt to place myself in both the mindset and the situation of the person described. The reason I did not capitalize the word "saxon" in A Chieftains Fall is that, from c. 490 until at least 1700, saxon was a pejorative, not a name of national origin to the native Britons. Even today, switching the word saxon for the word English is not unknown, just uncommon. Much the same for Hakon in Waldemars Advance. He saw many of the island's root problems as being of German origin. Their point of view being valid is secondary to representing it as they saw it.

The same with rawlinson and haig. The intellectual me knows they were both mostly victims of a very flawed system they didn’t create, doing the best they could with what was available in a fully horrific situation. The visceral me thinks these clowns butchered more of their men through incompetence than the Germans did. Being incorrect has no bearing on whether you feel that way. 

Some last bits. The Old Warrior uses the word "kid" three times. The first two of those refer to Pvt. Clarence Abner Brown, an unemployed black 18-year-old from Cleveland. On learning he was being drafted into the army, he joined the Marine Corps. Late in 1967, despite being 19th in line of march in the platoon, he tripped an I.E.D made from an unexploded 81mm mortar shell and was blown nearly in half. It took about a minute and a half for him to die in the arms of his Sargent.

A.I. used in Ballad of A Good American, stands for A.dvanced I.nfantry training.

Bird, ship, and crate are interchangeable terms for the word aircraft; the one being used often indicating the level of annoyance with the object in reference.

A note on numbers. The poems about the European air war express several numbers as names of aircraft. The letters are pronounced as a word. So, P forty-seven. F. W. and so on. On any three-numbered names, such as B.F.-109, it reads as B F one oh nine, rather than B.F. one hundred nine. F.W.-190 as one-ninety. B.F. 110 as one-ten. B.F. and Me. are interchangeable. The abbreviation for Messerschmitt is Me. B.F. stands for Bayeriche Flugzeugwerke. The company Herr Messerschmitt was the chief designer for. Germans tended to use B.F., the official designation. To the Allies, the Me. because it’s a Messerschmitt.

A note on dates. When the subject is American, I write the date as we do. October 14, 1943.

When the subject is European, I write it as they do. 1, July 1916.

A few acronyms

K.I.A. killed in action

I.E.D. improvised explosive device 

***
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Dark Age / Medieval
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***
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Post-Roman Britian C. 450-675

***
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A Chieftains Fall

Mercia Attacks Powys 674

***
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Peace

A Commentary on Humanity in Medieval verse c.1200

***
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The Whys Behind Waldemars Advance

***
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Waldemars Advance

Battle of Wisby 27, July, 1361

***
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Wind- Terms and Conditions

***
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Wind

Conflict at Hochbaum Vale 13, June, 1420

***
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The Great Siege of Rhodes 1522

***
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Post Roman Britian C. 450-675
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The whys behind a Chieftain's fall
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Used with permission c.2025 P. L. Kessler

Britain before Rome was a collection of native Celtic peoples whose predominant language was what would become known as Welsh. Rome held Britain for 400 years. While the southeast of the island was significantly Romanized, little of the rest of the island was much swayed in their customs or lifestyle. Nothing north of what is now the current border between Scotland and England even had a Roman presence.

Rome left Britain in 424 A.D. leaving a huge power vacuum. Nature abhors a vacuum. This was also the time on the continent that major population shifts were occurring. Peoples like the Saxons, Angles, and Jutes were being pushed out of their traditional homelands in northern Europe. Finding no place at the fire within the Roman Empire, they took ship to Britain. They immediately began to attack and destroy the native peoples of southeastern Britain. 

By 550 A.D. they had taken about half of what would become England. The blue/grey areas of the map are the remaining areas of the Cymru. The green areas are the still mostly fragmented Germanic kingdoms. See the first map above.

Once established, they began to expand and unify their areas by political intermarriage, as well as outright conquest, against both the remaining Cymric peoples and their weaker Germanic neighbors. South Rheged fell in 613. Elmet was crushed by 617. Urien, King of North Rheged, was killed in battle in 618, and they were gone. So fell the Gododdin. By 638, most of what would become southern Scotland had its Cymric-speaking peoples broken in battle and been taken over by what was becoming Northumbria. They and Mercia were becoming the dominant players in a now Germanic Britain.

Northumbria ruled the north. Mercia had crushed Elmet and allied by marriage with East Engle. Map below. 

West Seaxe spent the 630s to 650s crushing the Cymric peoples of what would become Cornwall farther and farther down the peninsula. Mercia went after Pengwern. By 670 Pengwern was destroyed, and the marriage alliances with East and middle Seaxe gave Mercia control of all Middle England and southeast England.

The decision was made to keep pressing west to destroy the remaining Celtic peoples before turning north to fight Northumbria. Now it would be Powys's turn to fall beneath, or turn aside the axe of Anglo-Saxon Britain. 

In the years of Roman occupation, the empire had brought many Gods and religious ideas to Britain. Christianity was only one of them. When Rome withdrew, they for the most part took their gods with them. Christianity caught on. Saint Patric was a young boy when he was captured from a beach in central Wales and taken to Ireland. Most of the early Christian communities were close to the coast.

[image: ]

map of Britian 600-670

Used with permission c.2025 P. I. Kessler

The medieval Christian communities, as they became more popular and widely spread, measured time by saints' days. March 1 was to honor Saint David, the patron saint of Wales. Dewi Sant in Welsh. Padarn was a saint from South Wales whose feast day was April 24. Saint Paul of the Cross was celebrated on April 28. Saint Asaph was from Powys, and his feast day was May 1. The term Wales is a corruption of a Germanic phrase meaning those who spoke differently. 

Cymru Pronunciation Guide.

On multi-syllable words, the accented syllable will be in all CAPS

There is no soft C in the Welsh. Always a K sound. 

W is indeed the double OO sound, like moon. 

U is most frequently pronounced with an I sound. 

DD is its own letter and has a TH sound; see Gruffudd, below. 

In multi-syllable words, Y becomes the U sound in the early syllables, and an I or Y sound only in the last one. In single syllable words and some two-syllable words, it can vary.

G, in the final part of a word, has more of a K sound. 

LL is also its own letter and has a THL sound.

F, single f has a v sound. i.e. Trefor is pronounced Trevor

FF is the f sound

R, always roll your r's in the Welsh

Cymru: pronounced koom-RY

Gwendaren: goowen-DARR-ren Think Gwen-ETH, but with Daren at the end

Llewellyn: THLEW-eth-len

Cynan: KY-nan

Gruffudd: grrif-FITH

Madog: mad-OC

Penmawr: pen-MAHOURR, a as in are, 

Clwyd: klooh-ID

Powys: pow-IS, pow as in power. Ys as in hiss

Blodwyn: blod-WIN, means white flower

Ceredigion: Kerry-DIG- eon

Sant: a as in ah, not ant

Gwernymynydd: goower-nu-mun-NETH Mynydd is Cymric for mountain

Pengwern: penGOOWERRN

Rhys: rhees

Gwendaren and Ranulf are both constructions for the poem. But they are built directly on historical archetypes. Cymric poetry written in the early 600s dealing with the fall of Rheged and Ureins death, as well as the Gododdin deal with like men. Referring to a leader of society as an aspect of a top predator or dangerous animal was common. Likewise, referring to them as the Shield of a place or people. This continued until at least the 1380s.

The modern city of Chester was known to the Cymru as Caerleon. Fortress of the Legion. The Roman Road to central Powys led from it. Gwernymynydd is an area near the border, with mountains north and south directly on either side of the road. The battlefield was on the slopes of a steep hill astride the road. One of the reasons Pengwern fell and Powys didn't was the terrain. It has been said Wales would be bigger than England if you just flattened out all the hills and mountains. 

By 700 or so, the native Britain's were boxed up in the margins of the island. At the end of the peninsula in Cornwall. In Wales, and in the northern parts of Scotland. Soon enough, bigger problems would arrive in the form of Scandinavians gone a Viking.

A note on commas in A Chieftains Fall. Cymru poetry has a beat to it. A meter. Here, it is 1-2, 1-2, 1-2-3. Commas were the only way I could think of to make sense to a modern audience reading this. Modern editors, and their programs did not like this. Sorry. 
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painting of the Battlefield today

The Battlefield today. The Cymru drew their line across the narrows just below mid-photo, blocking any progress into Powys unless defeated. You are not taking an army around this. The only other way into Powys is about 30 miles either north or south of this, at the time over a weeks' travel. At Army rates of movement, likely two or three weeks, with no road and no better terrain.

*** 
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A Chieftains Fall
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THE STRUGGLE FOR DOMINANCE AND SURVIVAL IN POST-ROMAN BRITAIN

Mercia on the ascendant, clashes with Powys c. 674 A.D.

***
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Written June 2018

***
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I come to you, a tale to tell

Of brave Gwendaren, wondrous well

Valiant, strong, and handsome he

A daring warrior band, he'd lead

Fine men all, both strong and hale

Sure Powys men, of hill, and dale

***
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From fine Penmawr, the shining jewel

By Clwyd's banks, Gwendaren ruled

Many tower'd home, to comforts, hearth

For humble man, to noble lord

Warm the great, hearth fire roared

In truth, no cup went empty, at Penmawr

***
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Food in plenty, of the best

Golden mead, flow'd freely

Gwendaren, always open, with largesse

Music, round the fire flow'd

With much delight, of young and old

Penmawr's bard, renowned, about the land

***
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Fierce Eagle ruled, from Penmawrs nest

Coal black hair, on maille clad breast

Blue eyes, whose gaze would wilt, a lesser man

Bright the spear, held in the hand

Hardy shield, for Powys land

Fierce protector, of his border, from Penmawr

***
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Fierce Eagle, he had raised four sons

And all four rightly, fame had won

For prowess, both in raid, and in defense

Men of power, far and near

Had learned with reason, much to fear

Ne’er Gwendaren, nor his sons, you'd disrespect

***
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First born Llewellyn, handsome man

Sharp thinker leading, sword in hand

His charge, was known to break, the fiercest spears

He'd taken, to himself a wife

Fair Blodwyn, bred to noble life

From the line, of noble, Ceredigion

***
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Second-born, the quiet one

Valiant Cynan, tall and strong

But when angered, he left corpses, 20 deep

Thoughtful man, his manner mild

But like the boar, his fighting wild.

And once begun, he or his foe, would die

***
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Third of brave, Gwendaren's sons

Was Gruffudd, he the wildest one

Always first to charge, and first, to fight

Gruffudd's manner, was the bear

And small offence, was needed e'er

He lowered lance, and charged, into the fray

***
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Last born, of this noble line

Brave Madog thoughtful, strong and kind

Dreadful, in a charge, or stout defense.

Ne’re one to press, first of a fight

Ne’re one to break, and flee in fright

Brave Madog, once engaged, stood to the last

***
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Fierce Eagle, brave Gwendaren be

The only thing, to bend his knee

The power, of the Lord Christ, son of God

He'd pilgrimaged, to Dewi Sant

And lived nearby, St Asaph's lands

A noble lord, supportive, of the church

***
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But then one day, the word had come

Pengwern was burned; Ranulf had won

And now, those lands belonged, to Mercia

Those few Cymraec, who made their way

Out from the fires, begged to stay

Gwendaren, took them in, and gave them home

***
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So it came then, in the fall

In Penmawr's bright, and shining hall

Gwendaren, called his council, up to war

Ranulf, in the spring will come

To burn and kill, until he's won

Lest we meet him, at the border, sword and spear

***
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Let no man, who's sitting here

Sit idle, through the winter drear

But train, with kith and kin, to brace the thaw

For e'er afore, the birch hath leaf

The saxon scum, with all his thieves

Will be here, both with torch, and axe in hand

***
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As the winter, passed Penmawr

Gwendaren and his folk, trained hard

Weapons sharp, and harness, in repair

For as the thaw, was coming soon

So Ranulf, known as Cymru's doom

And all his pagan spawn, would come, to burn

***
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When it came, on Dewi's day

Blessed saint, for Cymru's sake

The word, went out to gather, at Penmawr

Winter's grip, was nearly done

Soon enough, would Ranulf come

Bringing with him, all the saxon, dogs of war

***
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From still snowed hill, and boggy dale

Men of prowess, clad in maille

On horse or foot, assembled, at Penmawr

Thereby on, Padarn's feast day

The noble host, had made their way

The Bishop, of Saint Asaph, blessed them all

***
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By next days morn', the word had come

Ranulf was massed, at Caerleon

Prepared, to cross the border, and destroy

Men of Powys, warriors all

Issued forth, from bright Penmawr

Resplendent, all in maille, with spear and sword

***
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On roads of Rome, they made their way

Till on Paul, of blessed Cross’s Day

They reached, the hills and fields of, Gwernymynydd

Here Gwendaren, chose to stay

Ranulf would have, to come this way

With no way 'round it, here they'd fight, or fail

***
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Gruffudd argued, to go on

No glory here, in waiting 'round

Press forward, strike them hard, and kill them all

A life of war'd, been Gwendaren's

The field was good; the flanks were strong

I'm your father, I the chieftain, we stay here

***
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By afternoon, on valley's floor

The saxon scum, were seen to pour

Ranulf, Cymru's bane, was come at last

Gruffudd, wished to charge at once

Gwendaren, let them come to us

To better know, what they bring, to the field

***
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Father we, must charge them now

Strike them hard, and ride them down

Let them, feel the sting, of spear and sword

These are no farmers, hard at work

But warriors here, to kill and burn

For the last time, hold your ground, we will stay here

***
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Ranulf advancing, up the hill

A chieftain, of Pengwern in trail

Made known, that he would parley, 'fore the fight

Wretched Rhys, brought on in chains

To speak the words, of Cymru's bane

For Rhys, had come to learn, the saxon screech

***
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Men of Powys, gathered here

Should yield to me, our victory clear

Do so, and your life and lands, are yours

Fight, and by the Axe of Tyr

Not one of you, will live from here

And I will burn, your Powys, to the ground

***
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For that to be, you must win past

The power of Christ, is in our breast

Your pagan god, avails you, nothing here

We stand our ground, protect our own

You should turn, and get you home

If fight you want, then you will find it, here

***
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Ranulf's hate, was plainly clear

By Odin's eye, and Odin's spear

'Fore nightfall, I'll hold your head, in my hand

Only God knows, who shall fall

The outcome certain, not at all

By dark, we'll see whose hand, is holding whom

***
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The die was cast, the sides were set

The drums of war, beat in their chests

No quarter, asked or given, here today

Different Gods, and different lives

So warriors clash, and brave men die

For such, the ways of men, since from the Flood

***
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So often is, from sire to son

The father's wisdom, is ignored

Gruffudd, with a shout, charged down the hill

Ranulf, turned to face him

Climbing down, from off his horse

Great axe, held in both hands, to face the charge

***
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A graceful step, and lance passed by

A mighty stroke, an angered cry

He smote, the horse's leg off, with his axe

Beast and rider, tumbled down

Brave Gruffudd, struggled from the ground

Ranulf, raised his axe, and cleft his head

***
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Ranulf took head, up by the hair

This is the fate, of all you here

And tossed it, up the hill, to lie between

Gwendaren, in his heart was sore

But this was battle, grimmest war

Afore the sun went down, would many, die

***
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Let these maggots, crawl to us

Once engaged, cut them to dust

No prisoners here, today; we kill them all

And I will give, 500 gold

To the man who lays out, Ranulf cold

And brings to me, the head, held by the hair

***
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Madog and Cynan, held the left

Llewellyn, held the right

Gwendaren, led the center, by his rank

The saxon, were assembled

They advanced, on up the hill

The hills, began to echo, with their war cry

***
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The saxon charged, straight up the hill

The Cymru, stood their ground

Many were the fallen, so the blood, went streaming down

The saxon line, drew back a bit

Then turned, and charged again

Then again, and once again, the fighting fell and grim

***
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Cynan now, was full enraged

He fought, with axe and sword

As the saxon line drew back, he charged, the left wing forward

The saxon right, was staggered

Fell back, but didn't break

Cynan kept on pressing in, heedless, in his rage

***
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Cynan mighty warrior, was like a boar enraged

Saw only what was at his front, a whirl of deadly blades

Cut deeply into saxon lines, he soon fought, beyond aid

Like the boar, beset by hounds

Harried, from all sides

As corpses piled around him, soon a spear, had pierced his side

***
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Then an axe laid open bare an arm, a spear broke in his leg

Like the boar he would not stop, although he'd sure be slain

Still with one arm, from the ground, fought on in blinding rage

Madog saw his brother fall, and knew there was no aid

Gathered in, and drew the left wing back

Through the grief at Cynan's fall, prepared, for their attack

***
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The saxon soon recovered, and fiercely charged again

The Cymru shield wall, stood its ground

With dreadful loss, to each side, the blood kept pouring down

The saxon charge, was spent at last

They drew back, once again.

But there was too much hate between, so neither, would give in

***
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Gwendaren called Llewellyn, prepare your men to charge

As your ready lead the right, and hit these bastards hard

Madog and I, will then press in, and push them down the hill

Brave Llewellyn, noble stallion

Charged them fiercely, down the hill

The saxon left was staggered, but again, refused to break

***
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Then Madog, and Gwendaren charged

The saxon right, bent back

But the center, wherein Ranulf fought stood fast, refused to crack

The saxon right, was giving ground

Madog, pressed fiercely in

But that was when, Llewellyn fell, and the Cymru’s right caved in

***
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Llewellyn noble stallion, led them fiercely charging in

Many were the fallen, and one of them was him

The Cymru’s right, in disarray, fell back up the hill

Gwendaren rallied most of them, although some few had fled

Gwendaren's heart was grievous sore, at now a third son's death

But this was far from finished, he sought out Ranulf, for revenge

***
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Madog broke the saxon right, they fled in disarray

But with Llewellyn's fall, the saxon left then did the same

So then, the death continued, both sides turned by rage

The sun was sunk low in the west, the moon began to rise

Since the moon was nearly full, enough light left to fight by

Enough light left, to fight and kill, enough light left to die

***
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The flanks of both had shifted, while both centers held the same

With dreadful loss on each side, and neither would give way

Both kings still faced each other, in this deadliest, of chess games

Battles eagle was Gwendaren, and he chose now to strike

Mighty were his sword strokes, his voice a fearsome cry

Find Ranulf, and then kill him, or in the trying die

***
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Madog soon had joined him, and was fighting by his side

They cut a bloody pathway, deep into the saxon line

Turned in equal measure, by a father's grief, and pride

They came to Ranulf’s Husscarls, his valiant warrior guard

Cutting their way through them, the blood was pouring out

There was Ranulf of the Axe, prepared, to cut them down

***
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Ranulf stopped his Husscarls, Gwendaren held his men

Even after all the bloodshed, it would come down to these two men

The fate of Powys, and of Mercia, would be decided then

Ranulf struck the first blow, and split Gwendaren's shield

Gwendaren cut him on the thigh, but this wasn't to the yield

One of these men, soon to die, on this grim and bloody field

***
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Ranulf was aflame with rage, Gwendaren was the same

They hacked and slashed each other, but neither would give in

This fearsome duel, was to the death, the outcome certain grim

Ranulf now was limping, Gwendaren cut deep in his side

Gwendaren took a spear up, from the grasp of one who'd died

It was time to end this, the fearsome eagle, now would strike

***
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Ranulf struck a mighty blow, that took Gwendaren's arm

His sword fell from his limp grasp, and the blood was gushing forth

But Gwendaren drove the spear point, deeply, into Ranulf's groin

Both men fell down to their knees, but this was not yet done

Gwendaren picked his sword up, with his one remaining arm

And split open Ranulf’s head, so that his brains, came pouring out
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