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1. The Alban War

	 

	Long ago on Alban hills,

	Words of war sat in the winds,

	Carried forth from scheming tongues,

	Taking flight on wretched wings.

	But another foe was now in sight,

	Lurking was Etruscan force,

	Waiting there to join the fight,

	And force Rome to this foul recourse.

	But if in battle Legions bled,

	And triumphed over Alban hordes,

	Both Latins then would be exposed,

	To ever-hungry Tuscan swords.

	 

	And to that end a pact was struck,

	That called for rites in ancient ways,

	When single combat was decreed,

	As it had been in yonder days.

	Champions would fight and toil,

	For Roman fields and Alban soil,

	And to he that holds his ground,

	Goes glory, cities, and the spoils.

	The victor then would hold the yoke,

	The vanquished come to know the leash,

	But with that the soldier’s lives were spared;

	The victor swore a rule in peace.

	 

	So champions were to be picked,

	The bravest men from either side,

	To bring their nations victory,

	And have their families swell with pride.

	Two sets of triplets, one from each,

	A pair so surely omen-born,

	Agreed that they would take the fight,

	And so an oath would soon be sworn.

	The Curiatii from the Alban lands,

	The Horatii from the Seven Hills,

	Swordsmen without parallel,

	Equals in their strength and skill.

	2. Oath of the Horatii

	 

	When the father of Horatii,

	Heard of what had been proclaimed,

	He at once felt both fear and joy,

	Learning what the Gods ordained.

	A vision filled his heart with dread,

	Seeing his sons fall down dead,

	Such petrifying horrors danced,

	Relentless in his frightened head.

	But another welled him up with pride,

	For it would be for Rome they died,

	And Roman soil would lightly rest,

	Upon the earth in which they lie.

	To die for cause of Sacred Rome,

	Was worthy of the highest praise;

	But no father wishes to outlive,

	The sons he has so duly raised.

	 

	Their father’s blood ran cold with fear,

	But the triplets weren’t so easily swayed,

	Even if they were to die,

	They would not give ground nor be dismayed.

	Seeing they would not relent,

	Their courage gave their father hope,

	He raised up three sacred swords,

	And each man began to swear his oath.

	 

	“I hereby swear upon mine life,

	No matter bloodshed, toil, nor strife,

	I shalt not desert mine home,

	But give it all for holy Rome.

	Upon my bones, upon my blood,

	I’ll fight and die as Romans should,

	This land is all I’ve ever known,

	And I’ll give it all for holy Rome.

	In defence of Fatherland,

	May Father Mars now guide mine hand,

	I swear on Jupiter’s Stone,

	I’ll give it all for holy Rome.”

	With salutes and outstretched palms,

	They swore upon their sacred arms,

	Then took them from their father’s hands,

	And went to meet the Fate’s demands.

	 

	 

	3. The Lament of Camilla

	 

	But betwixt the two a maiden trapped,

	By brother’s blood and lover’s oath,

	And whoever won, she would lose,

	As her heart dearly held them both.

	Her promised hand would soon be wed,

	To a man who may well soon be dead,

	But if he did survive the strife,

	He would have to take her brother’s life.

	 

	“At once the Scylla of my love,

	Whose open arms had lent embrace,

	And strong hands that now hold swords,

	Brought comfort to my tender face.

	The other Charybdis of my blood,

	Those sacred bonds of family ties,

	That doth now march to meet their fate,

	Deafened to their sister’s cries.

	I would commit some grievous sin,

	To love the man who slays my kin,

	Or cheer as brothers, blood my own,

	Tread upon my lover’s bones.

	Were I to be Hersilia,

	And place myself between their swords,

	I would not meet her great success,

	But join them as most loving corpse.

	I might only cry against my fate,

	Perhaps more than a maiden should,

	Or I’d only spill what little’s left,

	Of my family’s precious blood.

	But now these men I’m caught between,

	Shall battle for their city’s sake,

	 

	But all that this shalt bring about,

	Is ensuring that mine heart shalt break.”

	 

	 

	4. The Battle

	 

	Both sides went out to the site,

	Flocked to watch the triplets fight,

	Upon their shoulders they held hope,

	And would decide the fates of cities both.

	The clash of steel rang out in song,

	As sword met shield and blood met bone,

	The armies sat behind the lines,

	As six brave men fought on alone.

	 

	The blades of bronze in sunlight gleamed,

	As the first Horatii raised his shield,

	The first Curiatii’s strike was blocked,

	Equal men, neither would yield.

	The first Curiatii took but a scratch,

	Horatii more than met his match,

	His blood ran cold and face turned pale,

	As his strength began to fail.

	Feigning a blow from the right,

	The first Curiatii prepared to strike,

	And brought his blow down from the left,

	Bringing with it certain death.

	 

	Rushing to his brother’s aid,

	The second Horatii dropped his guard,

	The second Curiatii raised his sword,

	And brought it down upon him hard.

	His neck opened in horrid gash,

	A weeping, agonising wound,

	Bleeding at his brother’s feet,

	These Alban fields became his tomb.

	Beneath the blade the brother fell,

	Curiatii now had no remorse,

	As Horatii gave last gasp of life,

	And died upon his brother’s corpse.

	The third Horatii had fared the best,

	And held his own unlike the rest,

	Untouched as yet his brazen helm,

	But soon he would be overwhelmed.

	He had begun to turn the tide,

	Against Curiatii third,

	But to stand and fight against all three,

	Defeat and death would be assured.

	Retreating back towards his lines,

	Despair took hold in Roman hearts,

	Having seen their men brought low,

	Their morale threatened to fall apart.

	But it was not for cowardice he ran,

	And fell back with distracting sound,

	But rather he would spring his trap,

	Draw his sword and hold his ground.

	 

	Scratched but otherwise unscathed,

	The first Curiatii brought his blade,

	Ready to send the third Horatii,

	To join his brothers in the Shades.

	But in his charge, but in his haste,

	He’d not seen his brothers lag behind,

	And now joined the battle all alone,

	A grave mistake, he soon would find.

	The third Horatii dodged his strike,

	And countered with one of his own,

	Soon a storm of steel descends,

	And cleaves through bronze and flesh and bone.

	Of all the swordsmen of Curiatii,

	The first by far was most renowned,

	And the cheering of the Alban hordes,

	Went silent as he was put down.

	And now the mood began to change,

	As second Curiatii came,

	But in his wounded, fragile form,

	 

	His end would soon come the same.

	He raised his shield as best he could,

	And swung his sword so hard and fast,

	But soon collapsed into the mud,

	Knowing that he couldn’t last.

	Feigning high then striking low,

	The Curiatii took the blow,

	And collapsed under his own weight,

	Succumbing to his newfound fate.

	 

	Third Curiatii who had just escaped,

	By the skin upon his teeth,

	Saved by brothers, both now dead,

	Could already taste defeat.

	Upon his battered shoulders draped,

	Was a cloak of scarlet red,

	Made for him by bride-to-be,

	“A token of her love,” she said.

	Camilla’s crimson cloak was stained,

	With scarlet blood one could not see,

	A sign of their love cut short,

	The Gods had deemed it not to be.

	 

	“The first amongst thy cursed kin,

	I slew for brother slain by him,

	Thy second brother got the same,

	For opening mine brother’s veins.

	Thy cursed blood has thinned mine own,

	Left father with near-empty home,

	But the last of thy wretched spawn,

	I slay now for Holy Rome.”

	 

	And with that, the blade came down,

	And sent him from his mortal coil,

	As Curiatii’s Alban blood,

	Soaked ever-thirsty Roman soil.

	 

	 

	5. The Return

	 

	Lifted up by cheering men,

	Carried on the shields of Rome,

	His father welled with pride and pain;

	His son returned, but came alone.

	A mighty victory they had won,

	But at what a grievous cost?

	Left now with an only son,

	Struck with grief by greatest loss.

	 

	But he stifled tears that filled his eyes,

	He would not let them freely run,

	Not on this day of greatest pride,

	In celebration of his son.

	The Romans now secured their rule,

	By hand of the Horatii third,

	And Alba Longa would submit,

	Rome’s destiny all-but assured.

	He’d come so frighteningly close,

	To their swords upon his throat,

	But Alban arms and efforts failed,

	And it was he who had prevailed.

	Cheering folks then lined the streets,

	In honour of triumphant Rome,

	And showered Horatius with praise,

	‘Til he returned to family home.

	 

	 

	6. The Death of Camilla

	 

	Those joyous crowds, Camilla heard,

	Which could only mean one thing,

	Horatius had won the day,

	And he had grisly news to bring.

	She had held on to most vain hope,

	Prayed for peace with wasted breath,

	But in her heart she knew full well,

	They’d soon announce her lover’s death.

	She braced herself as best she could,

	So that she wouldn’t be overcome,

	By grief and sorrow, guilt and loss,

	To learn what had her brother done.

	 

	 

	But when he strode through waiting door,

	Upon his shoulders carried red,

	The scarlet cloak her hands had wove,

	Belonging to her lover dead.

	Taken as the spoils of war,

	Her lover’s cloak her brother bore,

	And seeing this, she broke and wept,

	A disgrace he would not accept.

	 

	She wailed and sobbed and cried aloud,

	Pulled at her lover’s scarlet shroud,

	Called out in pain to Gods above,

	Why They had took away her love.

	By now she had lost all control,

	Gone the man who made her whole,

	Her lover gone to Gods below,

	Left her behind a broken soul.

	 

	With this, Horatius heard enough,

	And could not stand to hear her cries,

	Reduced to this pathetic mess,

	Over a man she should despise.

	 

	“Thy brothers fought unto their end,

	Upholding sacred oath they’d sworn,

	Dying both by Alban hands,

	But it is not for them thou mourns.

	A victory they helped me win,

	A Fatherland they did defend,

	But of all the tears thou freely gives,

	Not one hast thou wept for them.

	And to honour their oath with mine own,

	I swear upon my brothers’ bones,

	I shalt not allow our noble blood,

	To mourn an enemy of Rome.”

	 

	His fervour reached a fever pitch,

	His fury now was held unchecked,

	Her lover’s blood still stained his sword,

	As he brought it down upon her neck.

	7. The Outcry

	 

	Horatius with bloodied hands,

	Still engulfed in that red mist,

	Held no guilt within his heart;

	Honour had demanded this.

	His triumph now by this deed stained,

	Golden pride now marked with shame,

	Professing not his innocence,

	But this was justice, so he claimed.

	His father seemed to share this stance,

	Though as a father now bereft,

	Of sons and daughter, he couldn’t bear,

	To see his last child put to death.

	 

	The crowds that cheered now silent, stunned,

	Glory won so quickly lost,

	Stood and watched in horror, numb

	As he was dragged before the courts.

	 

	“If the Roman people wish it so,

	Then to the gallows I shall go,

	To offer up to them mine neck,

	Just as thou took my brothers’ bones.

	By mine hand my sister bled,

	By Jupiter I won’t deny,

	But for enemy of Rome,

	I will not see a Roman woman cry.

	So put thine blade upon mine neck,

	And the last of three shall pay his debt,

	I’ve sworn already, thou hast known;

	I’ll give it all for Holy Rome.”

	 

	The crowd was silent, all still stunned,

	Conflicted on what should be done;

	Did he kill her in a fit of rage,

	Or did honour call upon the blade?

	It was now his father’s turn to speak,

	As he stepped up to address the crowd,

	 

	And called out in a booming voice,

	To the Romans gathered round.

	 

	“Thou sees last of my three sons,

	To whom thou owes thy liberty,

	If he had sinned against my blood,

	His punishment would pass to me.

	If not for brothers, and for he,

	The Albans would rule over thee,

	So blame him not for sister’s death,

	When she made of him an enemy.

	I will not merely sit and watch,

	As my last child is condemned.

	My bloodline shall now be erased,

	By hands of men they did defend.

	They swore for Rome to fight ‘til death,

	A promise held ‘til final breath,

	And with their oaths in death fulfilled,

	Has not enough of our blood spilled?”

	 

	And so the horror of the crowds,

	Gave way to a temperance,

	But the death of weeping Camilla,

	Could not be without consequence.

	And so every year, they did declare,

	He should offer penance thus deemed fair,

	It was decreed, the people spoke,

	He should pass under the Sister’s Yoke.

	The Horatii where thenceforth known,

	As heroes loyal and steadfast,

	And in those days still yet to come,

	He certainly was not the last.
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	Honor

	 

	By Firebrand Jay
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Honor thy father and mother, they say,

	To prosper in your land.

	Our heart and soul, our truest love,

	The roots from whom we stand

	 

	Thy heart, o man, seeks all its life

	For something that it holds.

	It seeks for that which, of itself,

	Is greater far than gold:

	 

	The hearth, the homely fireplace,

	Around which rest is found,

	Where weary bones can fill with life

	And brotherhood abounds.

	 

	Upon the mantle rests the cause

	With all its simple grace:

	Pictures of the elder kin

	And of a child’s face.

	 

	Up, we see a father’s life.

	Down, and there’s the son,

	And in his bright young steel-blue eyes

	Our battles there are won.

	 

	We fight because we simply must

	If we are to live on.

	We claw our way through this dark night

	To see the light of dawn.

   

	And in the golden, burning glow

	We will at last know peace,

	For all of us shall know its warmth

	From greatest down to least.

	 

	And wiser now than then we’ll be

	That, if the daylight fades,

	We’ll know to keep the watchmen out

	And tend with care our flames.

	 

	As we draw breath, they have not died,

	And, burning in our souls,

	They shall live on because we fight.

	Our will shall fuel the coals.

	 

	The fight will not be easy, though.

	The path is rough, unknown.

	We wanted bread in early life,

	But we were given stones.

	 

	Yet we, undaunted, know our course

	And will with vigor fight.

	We’ll fashion slings and take our stones

	And set our world aright.

	 

	Although we’re far astray for now

	And fallen far from grace,

	We honor those who stay the course,

	The heroes of our race.

	 

	Honor the men who gave us life,

	Though fools or wise they be

	Because they are, in truth, ourselves

	And our children we.

	 

	Honor thy father and mother, we say.

	Let them look on and see

	That given it was not in vain,

	Their gift of life to thee.

	 

	Honor thy sons and daughters, we say.

	Thus gain eternity.

	For their sake, go and plant the trees

	Whose shade you’ll never see.

	 

	Honor thy brothers in blood, we say.

	We strive to set them free

	‘Til kingdom come with battles won.

	Honor, hail our victory!
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I

	Here I stand, and at journey’s threshold wait,

	Called by eager heart, which within me fights,

	For those grand old tales, crafted by men great;

	Their peerless poesy reaching the lofty heights,

	Which lie far beyond any moderns sights.

	Could I but taste a drop of the favour,

	The genius, granted them by the lights

	Of those muses who guided their labour?

	Such would I consider a fine draught to savour.

	 

	II

	If a fool I am, such an endeavour,

	To undertake, then a fool I shall be!

	Better to try and die than live clever

	Yet never attempt the spirit to free!

	Look ye well my friend, and you too may see

	The soul is made to ever be striving,

	In hopes of reaching its highest degree,

	When unabashed it may its true song sing,

	But that which for to gain, only struggle can bring

	 

	III

	But too long at this threshold I tarry

	Parnassian Maids! Too long have you slept,

	I have need of thee, my song to carry

	Else on this journey I ne’er should have stepped

	But to your verdant bower I have crept,

	Even your most drowsily bestowed gift

	Though it be beyond my place to accept,

	I am but the fool’s gold that first you sift,

	Beyond me shall be found the true gold you shall lift.

	 

	IV

	Anon, Fair maidens! Guide my unfit hand,

	Our sorry state shall here be my subject,

	For hero, I descry those that shall stand,

	And the thumb of harsh oppressors reject,

	My Allegory I hope you reflect,

	To stir the heart is my one great desire,

	The art of poesy shall serve that effect.

	Rouse the dormant flame from where it retire

	Breath upon weak flicker: Breath to life roaring fire!

	 

	V

	A Gentle youth, of aspect fair and Strong

	Though but modestly clad in farming dress,

	Is the subject of our hea’en guided song

	With oxen strength and sharp wit is he blest

	And with the name of Arthur is yclept.

	With first down of manhood upon his chin,

	And adventurous heart within his chest,

	Tired of meek life, anew to begin,

	Yet held back by the fear that such is not for him.

	 

	VI

	Though the weeds he wears now would little show,

	His heritage is in truth a noble one,

	For his father, before he was brought low,

	Was a scion of the knightly aeon,

	Sir George was he hight, t’was far his deeds shone.

	King Pendragon did he honour and serve,

	In ‘membrance made him namesake of his son,

	In neither duty nor joust did he swerve,

	Godly Justice he did, His faith always preserved.

	 

	VII

	A place he held at that far famed table,

	At which sat the flowers of all knighthood,

	At which were burnéd all deemed unable.

	Many were the foes against which he stood,

	Many were the heathens his sword made wood,

	Divers Knights he’d saved from evil enchaunt,

	And tracked the Holy Grail that caught God’s blood.

	The best knights of Gaul he taught not to taunt,

	In battle was bravest, never seen to avaunt.

	 

	VIII

	When foul discord arose and tore apart,

	That company of braves, erstwhile friends,

	Loyal Sir George took up his true King’s part,

	‘Gainst treacherous Lancelot’s evil ends,

	Which against all propriety offends.

	Even till the end when bastard Mordred

	Toward Albion’s throne thought to pretend

	That Sir never felt e’en an ounce of dread,

	But remained by his King, ‘til his proud King lay dead.

	 

	IX

	Only then, when the King buried did lie,

	Did Sir George his arms and shield cast aside,

	Likewise his armour white he set down by

	A secret lake, where best he thought to hide,

	Tokens of bygone time; in sadness sighed.

	There was but little for him to do now

	But find new employ, this change take in stride,

	So he purchased up a farm, and some cow,

	Turned his charger to draught, traded sword for the plough.

	 

	X

	In such a way he led his humble life,

	Labouring in the farmer’s simple kind.

	A worthy shepherdess he took as wife,

	The type of woman that is hard to find,

	And when she died a son she left behind.

	With her ended the joy of George’s days,

	And cruel age his hardy strength undermined,

	That which is worst of all nature’s decays,

	Obliging all someday to forfeit mortal maze.

	 

	XI

	Thus upon cow’s milk and knightly stories

	Was young Arthur raised, wherefore in his heart

	He longed to gain for himself those glories,

	Which knights of old fame once took part,

	And gladly would to new horizons chart,

	Were it not for trembling hesitation

	The like that hinders all great human art,

	Stifling the urge for new creation,

	Confining most to hold still in their own station.

	XII

	For brief escape from labour the lad took,

	Himself down pleasant path which away led,

	Through quiet vale to crystal tarn o’erlooked,

	By stately pines whose handsome boughs high spread,

	And mountains proud which hung high overhead,

	There to find what little peace could be found

	From life’s hard toil of which only the dead,

	Ever find release, when soul then unchained,

	Considers itself blessed if glory it obtained.

	 

	XIII

	His mind was troubled by unpleasant thoughts,

	Of the state the realm was currently in,

	For long had passed the days where justice brought

	Peace unto this cherished land which had been

	The jewel of all worthy Christendom’s kin,

	Where once each man called his neighbor brother,

	Each woman close guarded herself from sin,

	And thus each looked out for one another,

	Until wicked Satan wished this light to smother.

	 

	XIV

	So sending out a sinner cruel and bold,

	One well versed in both guile and deceit,

	Charged by any means this land take ahold,

	Using any method that was found mete

	The justly anointed king to unseat.

	And so speaking with silver tongue of lies,

	He gained the throne through methods left discreet,

	With swift force pressed the loyal to comply,

	Now is known throughout the land as King Mordecai.

	 

	XV

	No love had he for native Christian Folk,

	Rather Saracens and heathens preferred,

	Though he kept the Christian secure in yoke,

	Deeds of foreign men he left undisturbed,

	To do what e’er they wished; though much perturbed

	By this injustice were land’s native brethren,

	Nought could they do, though inwardly they burned,

	To cast off the evil that dwelled within,

	Once healthsome land now cursed with Hell-sent affliction.

	 

	XVI

	Such concerns were the thoughts that raced within

	The mind of young Arthur, who dreamed of how

	He victory over tyrant would win,

	And to achieve such quest would be his vow,

	If God to him such a task should allow,

	For there is no harder burden that’s borne

	Than by those that are by force made to bow,

	To masters that their service treat with scorn,

	For such servants as they are of all honor shorne.

	 

	XVII

	But how could such attempt be brought about?

	The days of daring bravery were gone,

	Of willing men it seemed there was a drought,

	Happier by far to scrape and to fawn,

	Than risk their lives usher on new dawn,

	So futile did it seem for one lone soul,

	To lead solitary charge, one sword drawn,

	Against that which is entire legion whole,

	To face such bitter odds, was to ride straight to Sheol.

	 

	XVIII

	Entangled within such rumination,

	Arthur failed to spy from lake arising,

	A sight of such dazzling sensation,

	A maiden’s fair form, her aspect shining,

	Swift o’er the water came as though flying,

	Fair was her skin, of purest silk her dress,

	With Venus herself her features vying,

	And even just one single golden tress,

	Would send e’en an ascetic mad such to possess.

	 

	XIX

	Her slender feet kissed wave tops as she stept

	Not a ripple caused by their gentle touch,

	When spying her, Arthur to his feet lept,

	More amazed than fishers who in storm’s clutch,

	Had witnessed the savior performing such

	An act which banished fear, e’en one stept out,

	Thus amazed was he, his disbelief much,

	Heretofore keen senses began to doubt,

	But inward reasonings failed to quell truth without.

	 

	XX

	Barely across the shoreline had she breached,

	When still she stood and the boy soon addressed:

	“Bold young man! Your every thought I have reached,

	Dreams of acting savior to those oppressed,

	By cruel tyranny which has them repressed,

	Yet thy still refrain thyself from action,

	Turned away by fear from that noble quest,

	Dreading outcome of power’s reaction,

	Such care will ne’er bring your vision satisfaction!

	 

	XXI

	“Will you continue to tremble like child,

	That cowers at the thought of unseen ghost,

	Or monster, phantoms only, that beguiled

	Its mind’s fancy, and its courage engrossed,

	In such terms you fear the power Imposed.

	Yet if bold you will be; the fight uptake,

	Where one pathfinder goes, there trails a host!

	You wait that another the first move make,

	But if all men did such, no man’s thirst should be slaked!”

	 

	XXII

	The boy, thus admonished, still caught between

	Fear and doubt of the image before him,

	Unsure how his words he might best convene,

	Before that beauty all his thoughts seemed dim,

	“My lady, whether Nereid or nymph kin,

	Whether heaven sent or mind’s delusion,

	Your words, their mark hit, have unstrung my limbs,

	But despite my heart’s inner effusion,

	In strength and skill I’m unfit for its conclusion.”

	XXIII

	At this a smile graces the lady’s face,

	For his humility, “It’s well thou speak,

	My duty is these hindrances displace,

	Storgella am I called, since time antique,

	Those that love me are not among the weak,

	Great deeds have they performed for hearth and home,

	If you have the will I gift what you seek,

	Talent beyond your years to you make known,

	Chivalric skill of old that once before far shone.”

	 

	XXIV

	For the first time Arthur gazed straight into

	That lady’s enchantingly sharp gray eyes,

	“There’s no greater goal that I care pursue,

	Than whate’er one so beautiful advise,

	Only tell me how I can gain such prize”

	She says, “Only for me that love maintain,

	Which for family love, the self denies.”

	Then stepping swift from sand, close to him came

	Kissing his lips once, twice, and three times ‘round again.

	 

	XXV

	“Now, brave man, I’ve given to you great skill,

	The task which remains is now in your hands.

	All that’s needed now is great strength of will,

	And equipment against foes for to stand,

	Such lies buried over in yonder sand,

	In all truth it is thine inheritance,

	Gain it, you’ll find you’ve knowledge to command,

	Swift wield it ‘gainst enemy resistance,

	My charge given! Secure thy people’s existence!”

	 

	XXVI

	The beauty, her words finished, again resigned

	Herself to the cool water of the lake,

	Leaving the man newly minted assigned

	With task that thrilled his soul, shaken awake,

	At once in the glory of old to partake,

	Recalling the lady’s words he looked towards,

	The sand she at the last did indicate,

	Quickly began to seek for what it hoards,

	Not long had searched before it gave up its rewards.

	 

	XXVII

	There he found, unrusted, beauteous gear

	Armor pure white, and alike sword and shield,

	Saw in gleaming helm his own face appear,

	All forged of adamant in place concealed:

	Merlin’s workshop where those giants are sealed,

	Crafted with all that old genius’ skill,

	To force weapons of lesser craft to yield,

	Attempt to strike past that shield would fare ill,

	Blade guaranteed, ‘cept ‘gainst other ‘chaunt, blood to spill.

	 

	XXVIII

	Upon that shield’s visage he saw quite clear,

	Familiar heraldry divide per pale

	On the right a lion up in full rear,

	The sinister an eagle flight detail,

	Stern countenances friend or foe to hail,

	Recognised as his father’s escutcheon,

	Providence proof against future travail,

	And without solipsistic discussion,

	Started home again to ask father’s instruction.

	 

	XXIX

	Thus weighed down by that glorious burden,

	He trailed back through the verdant woodland glen,

	Though used to work t’was no small exertion,

	And so glad was he the cottage to ken,

	For sinking sun had turned day to evenin’,

	But soon saw his blind father at the door,

	Engaged with trio of dark-aspect men,

	Even from afar heard heated discord,

	His pace quickening more, the trouble to explore.

	 

	XXX

	Within earshot he came, still afar out,

	His father’s rough voice heard, in anger raised,

	“I hear you but your bold assertions doubt,

	Claiming my land for yourselves, you’re half crazed!

	If you think I’ll give it to thou depraved!”

	“The king gives us the right,” said one full stout,

	“As recompense to those you once enslaved.”

	“I’ve never slaven a man, you lout!”

	“You raided my Saracen fathers, this you doubt?”

	 

	XXXI

	Old George’s gray eyes seemed aflash with rage,

	“Aye, I fought many brave heathen long hence,

	And they themselves against me did engage,

	But when we then fought, true honour was thence!

	Must I mutual warfare recompense?”

	Unmoved the men did then their staves display,

	“If you won’t give freely then make defense!”

	Stuck mad and free, the old man meant to slay,

	Soon brought down in blood, like a statue toppled lay.

	 

	XXXII

	To this hellish scene was Arthur witness,

	Too distant yet to render any aid,

	But the sight of his father’s last distress,

	Full mad made him, his mind’s reason unmade,

	Dropped the armour and swift unsheathed the blade,

	Descended upon the murdering band,

	And soon were his newly learned skill displayed,

	Such a crazed flurry they could not withstand,

	Though only sword’s flat he used, quick did they disband.

	 

	XXXIII

	His rage faded, and he let them retreat,

	For he saw his father still in great need,

	Fouly wounded was he, upon step heaped,

	To his side came, unsure how to proceed,

	On each shallow breath, black death he could read,

	Into his arms his father gently took,

	That old and frail soul, was this just meed?

	For one once so strong and noble of look,

	Who had justly lived life, to such a fate forsook?

	XXXIV

	Through the pain elder’s eyes the younger’s met,

	Pale and trembling as with tears softly wept,

	With frail voice spoke:

	“Son, I’ve but one regret,

	That oath made to nation I have not kept,

	While it to tyranny slaved, myself slept,

	But e’en in blindness I can see decried,

	A hope anew which lies within thy step,

	With my blessing do thy duty, my pride!”

	Then with a prayer to God, gave up the ghost and died.

	 

	XXXV

	Upon father’s corpse many tears were shed,

	While in Arthur’s breast the bitter rage grew,

	Took his father up, laid him ‘pon the bed,

	Swore by God that before the grave he knew,

	Avenged he’d be, the fell enemy slew,

	Then bedecking hisself in armour bright,

	Saddled the old charger which waxed anew,

	Like colt neighed and cantered in great delight,

	And out on new path rode, ‘twas past the mid of night.

	 

	XXXVI

	Bright was the sun ere to city they came,

	A curious sight to those that him saw,

	Who pondered his looks, his purpose or aim,

	Some in mockery let out their guffaw,

	Others in whispers exercised their jaw,

	While stately he rode through the drawing crowd,

	The hearts of some few roused up into awe,

	Some declared he were with madness endowed,

	Many in silence stayed, though inwardly they bowed.

	 

	XXXVII

	He neither stopped nor stayed but onward sped,

	For to reach the king’s stately pleasure dome,

	An end to make of his reign or life’s thread,

	But of his presence Mordecai was made known,

	Who went to stay that Caesar’s march to Rome,

	His facade kept calm though inwardly jarred,

	For sign of knighthood he’d thought overthrown,

	Gathered advisers and most loyal guard,

	And met the unwelcome knight in palace courtyard.

	 

	XXXVIII

	Arthur lifts his voice, is the first to speak,

	As eager ears of court and crowd listen,

	“Mordecai, you are the one that I seek,

	I fear you won’t care for my commission,

	To remove you now from your position,

	Your acts offensive to God and man are,

	Having reduced his people’s condition,

	Awhile doting on those from lands afar,

	E’ev now to take our land, and gift to strange barbars.

	 

	XXXIX

	“Even by such hands was my father slain,

	Therefore do you see me in this array,

	That his blood might not have been spilled in vain,

	For his life and more do I ride this day,

	To challenge you to enter into fray,

	Or forthright forbear your high claimed station,

	These are the choices, each carefully weigh,

	I give you fair time for preparation,

	But mark well my resolve, for I fight for nation.”

	 

	XL

	The Ill-countenanced King clenched hard his teeth,

	For then to respond were to justify,

	But for now kept that sharp tongue in its sheath.

	A flippant courtier was first to reply,

	“He must be a fool, our liege to defy!

	Naive as a pup that has just been whelped,

	Like a child in costume’s attention cry,

	I fear his condition can not be helped,

	As for all his big talk, he’s small beneath the belt!”

	 

	 

	 

	XLI

	Another chimed in, of a wiser sort,

	Who gleaned well the danger which had appeared,

	“Such treasonous speech we must quick abort,

	Lest to the people he become endeared,

	To be made a rebel heathen revered,

	We cannot tolerate such violence,

	All men that preach this nonsense should be feared,

	With crafty lies the masses they incense,

	We may not tolerate their foul intolerance.”

	 

	XLII

	To these words unaffected Arthur was,

	Merely sneered at their jesting and complaints,

	To him little more than an insects buzz,

	“The truth that I speak abides not restraints,

	Already within many a-heart waits,

	Until it comes time to shake off its sleep,

	So enough of these, your silly witless prates,

	By those creatures which on my shield I keep,

	Does the lion care for the opinions of sheep?”

	 

	XLIII

	The king then resolved a quick end to make,

	That before all his sentiments be snuff’d,

	So sent out his guard the young man to take,

	But none approached that was not soon rebuff’d

	With ease Arthur aside their attacks brush’d,

	Wielding a tree’s limb in place of a lance,

	As on the king looked with cheeks blood red flush’d,

	For the people watched as though in a trance,

	Knight’s part began to take, e’en cheered on his advance.

	 

	XLIV

	This new urging on he had to belay,

	The challenger he resolved to confront,

	And so called back his men from their essay,

	Addressed himself with a guttural grunt,

	“Now I see that thou art no lying runt.

	In combat I will then defend my claim,

	You’ll quick learn I’m no easy prey to hunt,

	And as sure as Mordecai is my name,

	This challenge you shall regret—I’ll make you eat shame!”

	 

	XLV

	Then with quick prayer to his father below,

	In dark mist was enveloped, hid from view,

	Up lept hellish imps, black armour in tow,

	In this sulphurous gear dressed him anew,

	Likewise brought weapons before they withdrew,

	His spear dipped in stygian poison perverse,

	Which from the rock of first landing did spew,

	Last came a twisted horse black as a curse

	Out from the ground it grew, Amphiaraus reverse.

	 

	XLVI

	Thusly equipped, each the other did face,

	Steeling their resolve for the coming fray,

	As the beasts beneath them stamped in their place,

	At last with a charge of such fierce display,

	Bout was begun without further delay,

	But in this first test neither did succeed,

	For each shield the others lance did dismay,

	Once more to opposing sides did recede,

	As the sun neared its zenith, heating man and steed.

	 

	XLVII

	The second charge’s result were the same,

	Struck against shields with but a hollow blast,

	Neither able ‘pon the other to gain,

	A third time they forward their horses dashed,

	This time on meeting their lances stuck fast,

	The spears burst into a splintery flood,

	Violent from horses were the riders cast,

	Hard down upon dirt, trodden into mud,

	Yet quick did they arise, ‘twas seen that both poured blood

	 

	 

	 

	 

	XLVIII

	But Arthur when upon his feet faltered,

	His wound burned with pain worse than bite of steel,

	The wicked king smiled to see him altered,

	“I warned you should regret your foul ideal,

	But I’m not cruel, you still have time to kneel,

	Consider now the truth that I shall tell,

	Those knights of old, they were the true evil,

	In violence did all other men excel,

	‘Gainst compassion and humanity did rebel.”

	 

	XLIX

	“Renounce now your people’s barbaric past,

	Then be free to go in humility.”

	Yet Arthur looked out at faces aghast,

	Found therein his resolve’s tranquility,

	“I do not care for my mortality,

	Not for my own success did I proceed,

	But their hope brings to actuality,

	Already this end have I guaranteed,

	For I may be killed, but now they have seen you bleed.”

	 

	L

	The people cheer as his sword he displays,

	Careless of pain to battle turn again,

	Yet as his strength grows—Ah! the poet’s fades.

	I have sung of that power’s vicious reign,

	Ay, even against it made a campaign.

	Faded is the rest from my feeble view,

	But God let not my weak voice be in vain,

	May it find home in the hearts of a few.

	As for how the tale ends—my friends, that’s up to you.

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
S E L E C T E D   P O E M S


	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	Bend the Knee

	 

	By Nullus Abnormocracy

	 

	An amalgamation of wandering ethnicity,

	Arriving on the shores of your beloved native soil,

	Covetous aliens demand prompt inclusivity,

	As the element of your essence begins to recoil.

	 

	Caricatures of extraordinary chronicles,

	Bizarre concoctions created to replace your decay,

	Pretentious conceits designed to change every particle,

	On day zero, the aura of your past is wiped away.

	 

	Stolen images replaced with vulgar imitations,

	Standing in shock while your sons and daughters applaud and cheer,

	Their very presence always testing your limitations,

	Frenzied crowds of interlopers scream: “We were always here!”

	 

	Contrived assumptions that register false reality,

	Illusions created by a deconstructive merchant,

	You and all your kindred are expected to bend the knee,

	Zealously demanding that you bow before the serpent.

	 

	Crowds kneel before a malevolent humiliation,

	These savages take your spirit while gloating in your face,

	The serpent won't rest until it has your full submission,

	Traitorous zealots seeking to eradicate your grace.

	 

	An amalgamation of wandering ethnicity,

	Threatens the existence of your family and your clan,

	Covetous aliens demand prompt inclusivity,

	Resolute righteous convictions will kneel before no man.

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Bloodstream

	 

	By J.C. Adams

	 

	Birthrite bring the babe, to kiss the garden, and bless the crown

	Set sails in wonder, to secret futures, of our renown

	 

	Antiquity sings, their dreams through mothers, into child’s gaze

	Passed as tradition, is blown from embers, to leader’s blaze

	 

	O’er the vicious world, where young teeth are cut, and heroes rise

	Where crests are burnished, and wise men are learned, beyond the guise

	 

	Brethren bound by blood, through time and conquest, stake our just claim

	The soil we sweat on, to birth and bury, to make our name

	 

	At the battle cry, pity not my life, but let me fight

	We carry the wars, that won us our world, lose not this sight

	 

	Neither death nor trial, fade my fighting spine, only will shame

	If I don’t stand true, before the unborn, free from their blame

	 

	The tales of elders, told at fireside, this be our guide

	Cherish the shade trees, ponder noble men, become their pride

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Day

	 

	By Edward Altura

	 

	Should I not see your face again, remember:

	 

	I walked alongside you through every hardship.

	I bore witness to every struggle, and every grace, and every silence.

	I saw you learn to walk in time, and each step you took I was by your side.

	 

	This is not the first you’ve stumbled, and it won’t be the last.

	I’ve laid myself bare to fight for you and generations past.

	 

	For the weight I carry isn’t just that of those who came before,

	But of those who are yet to come.

	Don’t shed tears for me, or the setting of the Sun.

	 

	For Morning will shine again, Night will fade away.

	In time we’ll meet each other, in the brand new Day.

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Advent

	 

	By Altair Anderson

	 

	One does not glimpse the lighthouse beacon,

	Exhausting each mote of fog, inspected;

	Nor blindly groping, sans direction,

	Toward land and sea, intersected.

	 

	But bind your eyes your mind’s horizon,

	And marshal all your sense attention;

	Sentries keen of what’s beyond them,

	And light you’ll find, all else rejected.

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	Why We Fight

	 

	By Arminius

	 

	Stuck in the midst of this vast abyss,

	I find my way through the crowd.

	Men sleeping or sitting there, listless,

	Their silence bafflingly loud.

	 

	I feel terrified, alone, and lost,

	But I know that I must press on,

	No matter the cost,

	Towards the dawn.

	 

	In truth, I do not know why.

	Why do I crave that great light?

	Why don’t I lay down and die?

	Why do I press on and fight?

	What is this that holds my eye?

	 

	It is some vision of what lies beyond,

	Some ideal that has branded me with fire,

	A brand which pulls others to respond,

	With either brotherhood or with ire.

	 

	As our numbers grow, so shrinks the abyss.

	I find my way with the crowd,

	Men staring, standing there, fearless,

	Their voices wondrously loud.

	 

	Together we march on, bringing light where we go,

	Waking those who sleep, and uniting those who know,

	Those who know of the future we must bring,

	So that our people may live, and our children may sing.

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	Why We Fight

	 

	By Taerus Atellus

	 

	Did bow and shield and sabre break,

	Upon a merciless advance,

	Just to see our flame lay snuffed,

	Choked of life, deprived of chance?

	Did the thunder of their marching feet,

	That filled our mothers’ hearts with dread,

	Drive our fathers’ knees to bend,

	Or bid they take up arms instead?

	 

	Within the heat of battle’s throng,

	The spirit of your race was born,

	Now darkness wakes and conflict looms,

	Bellona blows Her sacred horn!

	Will you be like those men of war,

	Whose eyes watched as our blood began,

	Or like those wretched wastes of life,

	Who turned their backs on us and ran?

	 

	Where once stood the bravest men,

	Upon their lofty fortress walls,

	Now is left an empty place,

	That beckons you to heed their call.

	For the drum of battle doth now beat,

	And atop the hills the war-cry’s voiced,

	And that is why we all must fight,

	For us there is no other choice.

	 

	
 

	 

	For You

	 

	By Koch Borler

	 

	 

	

In his cage rattled chaos 

	With the finest red silk torn 

	Made gnashing discordant cries 

	The call of he yet reborn 

	 

	A demon was certain 

	Yet without one form nor feature 

	So he sought out a sage 

	To shape and lighten the creature 

	 

	When all answers escaped him 

	Into the eyeless rotten 

	Did one stare back sincerely 

	Giving knowledge forgotten 

	 

	“Appalling heresy!” 

	The retort of he who hasn’t seen 

	“Such bitterness and hate!” 

	Left indifferent to the man’s fate 

	 

	As firefly memories 

	Danced in his head 

	Distinct was the brightest one 

	Burning his bed 

	 

	Countless were the wicked nights 

	More a battle than a rest 

	Until revelation struck 

	Like a swift blow to his chest 

	 

	When the sun met him sober 

	In his spirits renewed 

	Did he cast away old lies 

	His heuristics improved 

	With determined vigor 

	A hammer and bolt in each step 

	He searched for the wise man 

	To confide in what his heart wept 

	 

	He soon found the elder 

	His instincts did not fail 

	Though fearing displeasure 

	With his story, he regaled 

	 

	But the wise man would listen 

	His whole face beamed a smile 

	Now aware that his efforts 

	Were not in vain but worthwhile

	 

	There with the closure 

	Of his ailed grimful past 

	The future looks bleak 

	As dire new threats amassed 

	 

	Humbled by the wise man 

	Of his unique bravery 

	He asked, “Why do you fight 

	And what fight is there for me?” 

	 

	“My blood is your blood 

	When I saw you bleed 

	Your aching heart labored 

	Mine a faithful steed.

	 

	“Damnation and curses 

	Upon my ears your noise fell 

	But I held back my tongue 

	Since your words were mine as well. 

	“Through resistance, through fright 

	Even ironic respite 

	I waited with patience 

	For I too carried such plight.

	 

	“You may hoist me up high 

	Like your marbled king on his throne 

	But my shoulders hurt still 

	From when I paraded my own.

	 

	“The reason for fighting 

	Such a fight that we share 

	One that will sharpen minds 

	Hearts to open and bear.

	 

	“Hold this to be the reason 

	As our Lord sees it true…”

	He last whispered supremely,

	“Because I was once you.”

	 

	
Untitled

	 

	By Caligula

	 

	I sit and muse the past of our kind,

	Whose fervor’s called by all ancients divine;

	That, from within Earth, goes great many lore,

	Or from above as angels, to mentor

	 

	Archaic peoples, came our fathers. They

	Would discover other kinds, and stay

	Near to show them how to optimize,

	And brought ease to their base and troubled lives.

	 

	Of how to raise a crop, they’d not a clue.

	“Harvest” was naught, and they had never slew

	A creature bred alone to grace the plate;

	They’d little use for tools in their state.

	 

	So for a reason we may never know

	Our fathers longed to see all people grow,

	And voyaged ‘cross Earth’s oceans and her seas

	Undaunted by their might and mysteries.

	 

	They met all other peoples with a smile,

	And taught them to domesticate the wild

	Beasts whose labor they were all surprised
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