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	Antelope Hill Publishing is proud to present our Second Annual Writing Contest. Last year, we held our first ever writing contest with the ambitious goal of making it an annual project, and we are happy to see this goal accomplished for another year. The wellspring of talent continues to overflow in our community, and we are honored to publish and preserve its fruit.

	While last year we accepted a number of essays as a response to the “Why We Fight” prompt, this year, we wanted to focus only on poetry and fictional short stories. We chose to do this in order to inspire more creative writing, as essays and articles are common in our sphere. This year’s theme, “Small Victories,” lent itself quite well to creative writing, as the contributing authors crafted unique narratives to highlight the little ways we can find hope and exercise courage in the face of our struggle. 
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	We extend our gratitude as well to our generous sponsors, the White Art Collective, Will2Rise, and Media2Rise, without whom this project would not be feasible. We hope you enjoy these unique works as much as we have, and we look forward to many more years of sharing your talent with the world.
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	Legacy

	 

	Nullus Abnormocracy

	 

	 

	Cobblestone memories,

	Her sweet flirtatious jest,

	Wrought-iron balconies,

	Lovers on a grand quest.

	She calms my restless blaze,

	Faint smoke sweetens the air,

	A sheltering embrace,

	Amber perfumes her hair.

	 

	Consecrated chapel,

	Blessed matrimony,

	A newborn arrival,

	Procreant harmony.

	Melodious choirs,

	A song of the nightingale,

	Euphoric new parents,

	Decompress and inhale.

	 

	Cherish the delicate,

	Europa is alive!

	Embrace the exquisite,

	Your descendants will thrive!

	Celebrate your language,

	Indigenous credo,

	Recaptured heritage,

	It all belongs to you!

	 

	 


 

	 

	Rex

	 

	Nullus Abnormocracy

	 

	 

	Ancient defender,

	Noble jousts, majestic walls,

	Serene pedagogue,

	Meditation, pious halls,

	Nebulous mornings,

	Air so crisp it wakes the lungs,

	The freshly baked bread,

	With the eyes closed, one succumbs.

	 

	A boy’s adventure,

	Carrying sticks, playing war,

	Climbing, exploring,

	These ramparts stand evermore,

	God and man embrace,

	Tiny cliff and ancient bone,

	A young man’s journey,

	It defines this cornerstone.

	 

	Charming nostalgia,

	A distant recollection,

	Triumph and defeat,

	Embodies this collection,

	Devotion, honor,

	Formative maturity,

	Wisdom and patience,

	Rex, the kings of destiny.

	 


 

	 

	Unconditional Union

	 

	Nullus Abnormocracy

	 

	 

	Drifting in adoration, I curl up in her womb,

	Floating in the calm of this liquid balloon,

	Covered with devotion, longing for perpetuity,

	The warmth of this unconditional unity.

	 

	Torn away from her heart, light becomes cold,

	My eyes burn; inside I shiver a thousandfold,

	Forever broken from the comfort of mummification,

	The warmth of this unconditional unification.

	 

	Thrust into competition, fighting alone,

	Merciless is the dilemma of the unknown,

	Strength, resilience, and power govern this dominion,

	Over and done is the warmth of this union.

	 

	Matters of character bear upon the mind,

	Casual conquests have long been left behind,

	In her eyes hoping to see that familiar perfection,

	The fine art of this relentless confusion.

	 

	Rekindling a memory comes with time,

	My unconditional love for her is sublime,

	One thousand triumphs can’t compare to the joy of giving life.

	My son cries, felling this familiar strife.

	 

	An old man is often considered a sage,

	Realizing too late that his life was but a cage,

	A life well lived, or fits of insanity,

	I could not understand its perplexity.

	 

	 

	 

	I slowly drift away into the abyss,

	My heart soars back to find the tomb I miss,

	Before I go, this the holiest communion,

	The warmth of this unconditional union.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	To Make Statues

	 

	Ed Altura

	 

	 

	Frozen here amongst the ruins is untouched marble,

	These strong old hands of mine set to work,

	Silt and clay I reject, for a thousand years can’t weather solid rock,

	Carving, shaping, smoothing,

	Seasons change but I press on,

	A once muddied surface reveals a shining core,

	My chisel sinks in for the last time,

	Finally, my work is complete.

	 

	He breathes in,

	An image I’ve made to stand forever,

	His bright eyes beam with gratitude,

	“But what am I supposed to do now?” he asks me,

	“Go away, far away from these ruins,” I say as I grant him my tools,

	He begins a somber walk, looking back at me every once in a while,

	He’s going to the mountains, he’s going back home,

	Oh, how I wish I could spend my days sculpting with him, but I’m tired,

	So I contently return to stone.

	 


 

	 

	The Bird That Once Was Blind

	 

	anonwriter1899

	 

	 

	As a tired and old man,

	I took a look outside my window,

	At a cold land, her fire,

	Now like the embers of a widow.

	 

	Into the glass with my own eyes,

	I saw a small bird crash, then fall to die,

	Its skull was crushed, its beak was cracked,

	Its vision blacked, sockets filled with blood.

	 

	Then to its aid ran a small lass,

	My neighbor, the local angel of love,

	For whom my heart broke, as I watched her scoop it with hope,

	Into a tiny box.

	 

	A dream of keeping it alive.

	A dream it could one day return to the skies.

	 

	I turned away from this cruel sight, this cold world,

	Which surely could only disappoint this young girl,

	Or so I thought.

	 

	For that winter when its flock,

	Decided to depart,

	Came back the girl with her little box.

	 

	Out of it popped the head,

	Of the small bird I thought long lost,

	Rising high to join its friends.

	 

	 

	 

	And on its wings now soars my heart,

	For I have seen how the bird that once was blind,

	Now flies.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	We Are the Flame That Will Not Die

	 

	Bill Atheling

	 

	 

	We are the flame that will not die,

	Whose stock is strong and true,

	Time honored blood of noble line,

	Forged by struggle, shaped by time,

	Our nations thrived and grew.

	 

	We are the flame that will not die,

	Nor wane, nor know an end,

	Though foemen cursed and spat their scorn,

	The fire within was always borne,

	By kith, and by kin, and by friend.

	 

	We are the flame that will not die,

	And tides and time still flow,

	Though seas of hate, churn all around,

	The sacred fire cannot be drowned,

	Our journey shall not slow.

	 

	We are the flame that will not die,

	No more to wander alone,

	If each of us should play their part,

	And keep that flame within their heart,

	We’ll find that looked for home.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	The Morning Light

	 

	Godfrey’s Bouillon

	 

	 

	Deep shades of burgundy round where I stand

	Wrinkling my toes in the earlymorn sand

	Gazing as Gloom draws back her curtain

	For now is the hour dawn ushers in certain.

	 

	Suddenly, Apollo, the vanguard rider crests,

	Upon blazing chariot that never rests

	Shards of gold dazzle cross the water

	Bright medallions of soldier after slaughter.

	 

	I can feel the air shift slightly now

	The long Night is over, she took a bow

	Now comes the time for smile and ease,

	For morning enlightens, and morning frees.

	 


 

	 

	My Victory

	 

	Christian

	 

	 

	As another grain of sand falls

	So too my inhibition shows

	A little devil gnawing at my conscience

	The root of my endless throes

	 

	While battles rage inside of me

	Between who I am and who I’m supposed to be

	The little devil holds on tight

	My vigor turning to a blight

	 

	Perhaps once more I shall embrace

	The little devil’s “final” wish

	Remaining far from divine grace

	A vice I don’t want to miss

	 

	The little devil lets me go

	Confident in my demise

	And leaving me with no hope

	For this craving to subside

	 

	Then slowly I begin to realize

	How my future is in decline

	If this devil never dies

	Today, for once, victory shall be mine!

	 

	 


 

	 

	One by One

	 

	Cleon II

	 

	 

	 

	
So often I feel like a lout

	Because I feel the sting of doubt.

	Did my forefathers feel this way

	As they stood up to face the day?

	 

	I look at what they had to face

	And how they bore it all with grace.

	Do I live a life they’d respect

	In this world that I reject?

	 

	Evil crawls at every turn

	And always wants to loot and burn.

	Sin and vice are always lurking,

	A certain tribe looks on smirking.

	 

	It’s almost enough to break you

	And I just ask, “What can I do?”

	At first, I thought I’d surrender,

	’Til I’m given a reminder.

	 

	I see proof that I’m not alone,

	That there are others who bemoan,

	They learn and build and somehow grow,

	Defying that which sets them low.

	 

	The pace is oh so torturous,

	Yet they are somehow boisterous.

	When I see how they still do fight,

	I know I too must do what’s right.

	 

	Reinforce my spine with courage,

	With conviction shout the message.

	It is never a guarantee

	That one’s own people will be free.

	 

	One by one the struggle expands,

	New brothers now defend our lands.

	Every battle starts with one,

	And isn’t over ’til it’s done.

	 

	
 

	 

	Melancholia

	 

	Anya Colgan

	 

	 

	Melancholia, a comfortable fog

	A hearty duvet pressing in against your bones

	Smothering your will to shower and make healthy food decisions

	This spiritual ailment should be beaten about the head

	Scolded like a naughty child and sent for a time out

	 


 

	 

	Recrudesce

	 

	Anya Colgan

	 

	 

	This isn’t my first rodeo.

	I have been kicked in the teeth before.

	 

	That dark passenger of depression has stood at my bedside

	Delicate nimble fingers in phantom velvet gloves

	Pressing into my chest cavity.

	Hollowed, shrunken, crone-like

	Shadows in my periphery.

	 

	The fear awakens

	My muscles go slack and I let myself fall

	My body hits the floor but I keep falling.

	The tunnel comes to an end.

	I have dug myself a well

	A hidey-hole to calm me

	Swaddle me in familiar darkness

	Rest my head on conjured maternal comfort

	My earthen den

	My purgatory outside of space and time.

	 

	My fear of falling evaporated

	I have hit bottom

	Toes wiggle in damp soil

	Fingers caress roots.

	I look up.

	 

	 


 

	 

	Epitaph

	 

	Corydoras

	 

	 

	No vaunted marble will bear my name

	Unmartyred, my bones will find no rest in reliquaries

	My hand grasps neither banner nor sword

	Ink and time alike forget my deeds.

	Distill my life, then, into 4 simple words

	Carved in common stone, amid ranks of common stone

	“Loving Wife and Mother.”

	Greatness does not stir my blood

	I withdraw from pride, from ambition

	From the chorus of worldly praise and paychecks

	To serve instead, like a cool breeze

	Doing the ephemeral work of love.

	A diaphanous life of no renown

	But one spun from unnumbered small sacrifices

	The cribside sleeplessness, the dust-covered hobbies

	My body made a home for outstretched hands

	I am not my own.

	History eschews my indulgent smiles, my homemade meals

	Swept floors and scale cleaned from bathroom sinks

	Ignored by the nodding arbiters of merit

	And yet, here I stand

	Indispensable.

	 

	 


 

	 

	Thoughts of Home

	 

	John David

	 

	 

	 

	
Her call is like a whisper,

	In the air that fills my lungs,

	I hear it always listener,

	You know it too in familiar tongues.

	 

	Is it a thought that decays?

	A garden of flowers that now rot and wilt,

	Of a travelling land that forever fades,

	Whose soil always turns to silt;

	 

	Where yet, I am, held fast by its precious sun,

	Whose hands are clearly felt,

	Plunder of a heart not yet undone,

	Like reflections in ice that is yet to melt.

	 

	Here, in this homely land,

	Where fear and dread are all away,

	With no dunes to know the desolation of sand,

	Ne’er is contentment lost in the comely May.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Our humble dwellings amber in the sun,

	Bird chorus fills the sky with verse,

	Between the land for which I come,

	And the gentle stream at the edge of our universe.

	 

	How my home does beckon me,

	Though I may no longer walk its streets.

	How my home does beckon me,

	From memories I’m yet to greet.

	 

	That tug on my wandering soul,

	To return to that fair isle.

	To pass atop the rolling Earth,

	On the axis of that mile.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	Small Victories

	 

	Sue Denim

	 

	 

	To Great Victories the glory,

	Retold, remembered, survived by history,

	Pored over by scholars, dissected, debated,

	Common knowledge to common men, celebrated,

	 

	To small victories the shade cast by the Great,

	Forgotten, at best remembered late,

	Obscure, niche, neglected,

	Excluded from the histories and poetry collected,

	 

	And yet the Great owes the Small,

	They push the Great to prominence tall,

	While they squat behind, unseen,

	As the knight’s steed is hidden by its rider’s sheen,

	 

	The sand dune is a mound of grains,

	The Great stride the sum of small gains,

	The try-line crossed after many phases,

	The novel penned with many phrases,

	The city built in many stages,

	A people, a nation, though many ages,

	 

	Remember Small Victories, however small,

	Without them there is no Great at all,

	The dune does not scorn the grain that props it higher,

	The cold the spark that leads to fire,

	The first inch along the journey of miles,

	The last page to finish thick files,

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Nothing is too Small to lead to Great,

	No action futile or too late,

	None above the lowest or beneath the highest men,

	None complete, not worth doing again,

	 

	All men can win small, should and must,

	Let them be bold, in themselves trust,

	Be tempted not by plots of Great victory in one fell swoop,

	Nor for the small wins to be too lofty to stoop,

	Be the grains and let the dune form,

	Be raindrops rather than the storm,

	 

	Lay the bricks upon which the next man may lay more,

	Let him work so the next can do his chore,

	Someday a great monument over your bricks will stand,

	The credit to the last sculptor, the thanks to your hand,

	It will be a Great victory while yours was Small,

	Yet without it yours stands, without yours it falls,

	 

	Take pride in your Small victories, strides and gains,

	They may not win you glory but let them cause you no shame,

	They are wanted and needed and you must provide,

	That one day Great victories are remembered with pride,

	And who knows, perhaps you will be that last grain of sand,

	That lets the dune taller than the others stand.

	 

	 


 

	 

	No, I Overcame

	 

	Ella Dennis

	 

	 

	I am able to complete all that is of my mind

	To finish any feat little by little at a time

	Sometimes by surprise will come a substantial kind

	Of clear-cut crystal vision coming from this mind of mine.

	 

	Through the gritty gravel, the splattering of rain

	Through suffering the senselessness through arbitrary pain

	Through dire dust where we swear we’d give up but

	We adjust and then we ponder until trying again.

	 

	I try I try trying to overcome

	Fail after fail slightly forward toward each one

	Not to realize visions I formed had really gotten done

	When can one say when one has won?

	 

	Did I simply win or lose?

	No, I overcame

	As of now,

	Victor is my name.

	 

	 


 

	 

	To My Son, Upon Becoming a Father

	 

	Dark Enlightenment

	 

	 

	Sit by the fire, and drink deep my son

	Let me give thee wisdom our fathers have passed on

	While thy wife gives birth in blood and pain

	Ours but to pray and wait

	Why thy mother was in thy wife’s place,

	Said thy grandfather unto me, and his father unto him,

	Be not o’er proud, lest the fates cut thee down

	Love and work thy native soil, with might and main and toil

	Build a life for thy wife and child, shelter them in care so mild

	Honor God, do thy duty to our city

	On the widow orphan aged infirm have due pity

	All thy life thy shall reap and plow

	Till thou are aged as I am now

	Then having loved thy wife and sons

	Do as I have done, send thy sons into the world and find a wife

	Risk thy precious boy in war, strife, ventures near and far,

	That he might return to do his ultimate duty,

	To lay a son in his mother’s arms, and raise his son to do the same.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	Prophetia Abbatis Ischyrionis 
(The Prophecy of Abba Ischyrion)

	 

	Servius Aurelianus Episcopus

	 

	 

	Yore have the sage and rev’rend monks bespoke

	Of what would once befall the latter tide.

	An abbot, asked by disciples, broke

	His longsome Silence; thus he wisely cried:

	“We have fulfill’d the Laws of God, our Lord,

	“And those who shall hereafter come will do

	“The half of what we bore and meekly warr’d.”

	“But, Abba, shall the last ones too?”

	Someone besought, to which he thus replied:

	“The men of th’End Times shall achieve no deed;

	“A great Temptation, Will, and also Pride

	“Shall overcome them; many will concede.

	“Nevertheless, whoever keepeth faith, by Grace,

	“Shall more than us beknow our Lord’s sheen Face.”

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	Heaven a Roof (Originally, Eight Spokes)

	 

	Paul Fahrenheidt

	 

	 

	Canto I: The Shining White City

	 

	Hear me you Saxmen | you sons of far stars,

	That you may recall | the song time has marred.

	This dirt we stand on | foreign to our feet.

	Long lost to us | is our home of wet peat.

	 

	I beg your ears | for my forefather’s guide,

	This song was once sung | by men more than I.

	The sons of the Saxmen | they have no need,

	For their father’s fables | only their greed.

	 

	And yet they’ve gathered | round this ancient oak,

	The chiefs of their clans | are yet to have spoke.

	Their spear-shafts of ash | all cast to the ground,

	Their ears are intent | to hear this Skald sound.

	 

	The rites of this moot | still sacred it seems;

	Not yet cast away | by haughty black kings.

	Yet I see the ire | in envious eyes,

	Of those who despise | their forefather’s things.

	 

	By the name | “Sigmund the Skald,” which I wear,

	I’ll sing of the songs | the Saxmen must bear.

	As few find the time | to learn of their kin;

	I must remind them | why we sit in sin.

	 

	In times last recalled | by no living man;

	The men of short-swords | the greatest of clans.

	And yet their bright blood | goes back further still,

	To ice-coated lands | yet untouched by chill.

	 

	Cities of magic | by rainbow’s light lit;

	Here the world’s wyrd | was carefully knit.

	And ancient green groves | were verdant with life;

	Plague was as foreign | as hatred and strife.

	 

	Back in those times | when men had true honor,

	Their women were honest | prudent and chaste.

	They gave to the gods | and thought first of God,

	And all living men | remained in their caste.

	 

	The shining white form | the wise one-eyed took,

	Stood strong in the sky | where many did look.

	I ask for his boon | may I drink his mead,

	So tongue in my mouth | may never mislead.

	 

	Long was the reign | of the wise one-eyed lord,

	’Twas not once unjust | nor took up the sword.

	Yet there are some things | the wise can’t impart,

	And black rusting envy | poisoned men’s hearts.

	 

	So too did their thoughts | turn base and perverse,

	The foul fate of men | put on them a curse.

	They turned on their kin | betrayed their own kind,

	They murdered and maimed | and made themselves blind.

	 

	They too grew debauched | their women were whores,

	No more were the streets | where men would once build.

	The ancient green groves | once landvaettir’s home,

	Were cut down and burned | were lined with men killed.

	 

	The shining white form | of wise one-eyed king,

	Did melt from the sky | like snow in the spring.

	The rainbow’s light left | the nights without stars,

	In God’s soul was grief | in men’s souls, a scar.

	 

	Flung from that city | and into the frost,

	Our foolish fathers | were naked and lost.

	So too were their families | thrown out alone,

	And on the cruel Earth | they hoped to atone.

	 

	The Earth was our land once | our father’s home.

	Its forests and fields | were ours free to roam.

	The landvaettir stayed | with us for a time;

	Wotan still loved us | despite all our crimes.

	 

	Forever left lonely | outside the gates,

	Of that magic land | where once men were men.

	We poor cast out sons | were burned by the sun,

	Never let back | into heaven again.

	 

	 

	Canto II: The Rise and Fall of Earth

	 

	You Saxmen may laugh | but I say it true;

	Your forefather’s folly | was what made you.

	If you lent your ears | to tales of the skalds,

	We could have stayed | within those white walls.

	 

	Outcasted to Earth | our fate filled with dread,

	We made a new home | in paradise stead.

	A place where the plains | met mountain and sea,

	Though we were cast out | we still were called free.

	 

	When landvaettir left | we bonded with beasts;

	We tied them to carts | and set for the east.

	So too we west | and northward and south,

	From old ice-wall’s edge | to ocean’s blue mouth.

	 

	We spread through the world | took tribes as our prize,

	We conquered and killed | and mixed our pure blood.

	And when men’s urges | tainted their honor,

	Wotan wiped world away | with a great flood.

	 

	Ten-thousands of years | passed fathers and sons,

	We died and revived | one after a-one.

	Off to foreign fields | we planted new roots.

	In blood and in soil | so called we new moots.

	 

	 

	 

	Names in the hundreds | we came to be called,

	Some grew their hair long | some cut to be bald.

	Some sailed off to sea | to seize foreign shores,

	On land most remained | to fight countless wars.

	 

	By horse and by sword | by spear and by shield,

	Against mighty foes | did none of us yield.

	Built we great kingdoms | which fell to our kin,

	Not one place on earth | where we had not been.

	 

	And as the time passed | we learned newfound tricks,

	To harness the force | of powder and steam.

	Did we so want | our white city again?

	Or was our desire | born from haughty dreams?

	 

	We cloaked the blue sky | with thick choking smoke,

	We made it a point | to cut every oak,

	We raped the earth’s soil | clawed gems from her womb,

	We never knew | we were building our tomb.

	 

	If you, brave Saxmen | laid eyes on their work,

	What say you to these | the makers of murk?

	Who turned rivers black | and set them aflame,

	And rushed to forget | from where they had came?

	 

	They built iron mounts | and slaughtered their beasts,

	Hate poisoned their minds | forgotten was peace.

	They brought up from Hell | a weapon they’d made.

	Invisible fire | broke bones and skin flayed.

	 

	They thought such power | was worthy of them,

	Each of the Saxmen said | “Stave off the end!”

	No king ever listened | and weapons were launched;

	The green Earth was burned | which no man could mend.

	 

	Some possessed wisdom | that thing no one keeps,

	When wisdom is needed | honor is cheap.

	Worthless white husks like the dead | stalked the Earth,

	Our folly-made hellscape | gave a new birth.

	 

	Our scattered old tribes | spread outside walls white,

	Made our way back | to that beacon of light.

	Great Wotan was there | the wise one-eyed king,

	And waiting for us | several gifts did he bring.

	 

	Ourselves we recalled | and place we had lost,

	We gazed on our folly | and realized its cost,

	We built mighty ships | that sailed astral seas,

	We brought back our beasts | and saved many trees.

	 

	We’d failed to protect | our Earth green and gold,

	Yet our task remained | to pay back our sins.

	We boarded our ships | that sailed through the stars,

	Towards foreign shores | like our hero twins.

	 

	 

	Canto III: The Green Thunder Dome

	 

	Atop ships we built | we too built a dome,

	With rivers and soil | to copy our home.

	The few sacred oaks | from Earth’s dirt we saved,

	Carved runes in their bark | were they so engraved.

	 

	Above this great dome | was heaven, our roof;

	The sun that stood high | was not one in truth.

	A bright ball of fire | that we’d artificed,

	Nor did we rebuild | the great walls of ice.

	 

	When nighttime would fall | the dome would be clear,

	The sea of the stars | adorned on that sphere.

	Below lay our mountains | our forests and groves,

	And herds of white sheep | from which came our clothes.

	 

	And we made it such | that clouds came to be,

	Beneath the great dome | which Saxmen preserved.

	Yet something was missing | not all was well,

	The hole in our souls | was what we deserved.

	 

	 

	 

	For four hundred years | under dome did pass,

	It seemed more and more | like sky than like glass.

	So just as before | did we soon forget,

	That we had to pay | our outstanding debt.

	 

	As many years passed | old Earth left our thoughts.

	The dome was our heimat | elsewhere was not.

	Soon the thoughts which | brought down Earth had returned,

	No one remembered | the world we had burned.

	 

	Many small chiefs | would ordain themselves kings,

	Every false skald | crafted glories to sing.

	So born were bands | which with brothers would war,

	So too did women | return as their whores.

	 

	Our new home fell | into pointless old strife,

	Thankfully wise Wotan | gave only steel,

	We’d proven unfit | to wield weapons worse.

	Each petty king | sought to make Saxmen kneel.

	 

	These pointless wars | fought for generations,

	Each king saw himself | head of our nation.

	Then to the humble clan Bremer | was born,

	The man who would mend | our tribes that were torn.

	 

	Albrecht the Storm-Born! | Donner’s brave son!

	And with his birth | a new people begun!

	His arms were iron | which no man could best,

	A lightning filled heart | thundered in his chest!

	 

	When he had grown | from a boy to a man,

	He set out to mend | his greed-cursed land!

	First he fought Bersi | the weakest of chiefs,

	When he was brought low | Albert claimed his fief!

	 

	So too fell Wulfgar | and Godric, and Hild.

	Within five short years | the Saxmen were one!

	From Albrecht the Storm-Born | came Albrecht, King!

	Against men’s black hearts | brave Albrecht had won!

	 

	Wise Wotan was watching | his grandson’s great feats,

	And when Albrecht won | he called for a feast!

	The wise one-eyed once king | crowned his own blood,

	Proclaimed that his birth | brought this tribe from the mud.

	 

	And Albrecht’s companions | men brave and true,

	Were gifted with rings | and clans that were new.

	So Saxmen who sit here | thence come your folk,

	Whom Albrecht the Storm-Born | freed from their yolk.

	 

	Just as the hero’s life | came to a close,

	Our ships made landing | on our newfound home.

	And Albrecht remembered | and shared our tale,

	He named it Niwegeard | We broke from the dome!

	 

	 

	Canto IV: Niwegeard

	 

	It was not long | until Albrecht had passed,

	He gave one last gift | that gift which was caste.

	When we left the dome | to settle this Niwegeard,

	Each man had a place | no more tempers flared.

	 

	When the brave body | of Albrecht broke down,

	No man could be found | worth wearing the crown.

	So his companions and clans | built a bright pyre,

	The crown was destroyed | with Albrecht in fire.

	 

	This left us kingless and | sin stalked our thoughts,

	Was this the end | of all Albrecht had wrought?

	Wotan was absent | he’d sent all he could.

	Yet he stood watching | disguised in a hood.

	 

	So the first moot was | called under an oak,

	We took from our dome | to plant in new soil.

	Though we had failed | Albrecht made a new start.

	The Saxmen could stand | without any man royal.

	 

	 

	 

	Albrecht’s companions | and clans made a pact,

	None would take arms | nor another attack.

	While this new homeland | was fertile and green,

	A great many threats | lay seen and unseen.

	 

	In the form of brute beasts | gray wolves and bears,

	Such that all men | needed shields they could wear.

	And swords they could swing | against more than beasts,

	So too had come here | the men of the East.

	 

	Albrecht’s eight companions | as many clans,

	Went eight directions | claiming their own land.

	But they kept between them | our ancient dome,

	So that we’d never | forget our lost home.

	 

	Wotan gave a smile | and vanished from sight.

	His sons had made peace | and left their own hell.

	With Albrecht’s example | their eyes looked out,

	In land that he’d gifted | they’d learn to dwell.

	 

	Now let us sing | of clans given root,

	By our king’s bondsmen | who called the first moot.

	Who come from their eight | spokes of land each year,

	Back to this dome-taken | oak we put here.

	 

	First was fair Oswald | his clan just as Just.

	Next came strong Cedric | arms untouched by rust.

	So too came Aella | not once was he beat.

	As did good Godwin | of foot very fleet.

	 

	And when Egbert came | it’s said Albrecht hailed,

	Next honor-filled Ulf | whose faith never failed.

	Then lucky Vindur | whose eyes saw all things.

	Fraywulf was last | besting all but the king.

	 

	Each of these bondsmen | swore an oath sacred,

	Their clans upheld | upon each of their deaths

	So long as the Saxmen | stand on this world,

	No brother-blood shed | when we still draw breath!

	 

	A fair word of warning | you gathered chiefs,

	There’s gods-given reason | why I’m not brief.

	For I start to see | old urges rebirthed,

	And I don’t desire | to make second Earth.

	 

	Hence why wise Wotan | decreed that the skalds,

	Sing songs of our fathers | cast from ice-walls.

	So before every moot | a skald must remind,

	That envy and hate | made our fathers blind.

	 

	And with this wisdom | I ask you to hold,

	Make not the mistakes | of ancestors old.

	But temper your hearts | with love and respect,

	For your actions here | our sons will reflect.

	 

	So ends the song | sung by Sigmund the Skald,

	Our four and five hundredth | year on this plane.

	And now that our burden | has been remembered,

	This moot shall begin | I solemnly claim!

	 

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	Just a Clump of Cells

	 

	Fraxinus

	 

	 

	They want you to think that her life is of less consequence than yours. That your daughter in the womb, for whom you eagerly await would be better not being at all. “It’s just a clump of cells” comes tumbling out their putrid maw.

	 

	What fell beast would have you believe, this child of mine were by chance bequeathed, subject only to man’s law. Forgive them father for they know not what they say, their sins are their own and without redemption, a grave toll they will surely pay.

	 

	Small wonder that her very being breeds contempt in the hearts of these demons abound. Her light in this imperfect darkness makes for the ideal surround. It envelopes me as a shroud of blue-painted sky across the crumbling ceiling of the rotten illusion seen from below, I’m enamored with each day I have by her, and relish in those devil’s woes.

	 

	Life before her was nothing but a void. Abyssal wandering without purpose, my dreams were bare, moribund, destroyed. My eyes laid upon her for the first time in life, my burning soul wept in ecstasy as it’s relieved of its strife. Pale white skin as of sheets of crisp snow, the scarlet rubies that are her lips did glow.

	 

	Divine design gave us our bairn so beautiful, completed our family for which we did yearn. An accomplishment open to all who are true of moral fiber, qualities that should be easy to discern. This wonder of mine should no evil befall, woe betide the unfortunate soul that would run afoul of this pitfall.

	 

	Life itself weaves through her, as a thunderstorm through the clouds. Each spark, each smile, each quirk does beguile, and it’s not enough to simply say I’m proud. It’s scarcely believable that these monsters would discard such beauty, utterly inconceivable. Death will be the only eternity they deserve, neither the fruits of maternity nor paternity.

	 

	 

	Our enemies are numerous and these times grow darker, our manifesting differences are starker still. Treading water in this mire weighs me down beyond belief and for a second feeling like forever I felt that there would be no relief. But as quickly as the trepidation set that my life was incomplete, she sprung forth and is guiding me on what is my greatest feat.

	 

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	Coward Man’s Chagrin

	 

	Bando Gora

	 

	 

	You disgust me, coward man

	Your beady eyes and greasy hair

	Your face half stuck in your favorite scoff

	Your tepid stench lingers in the air

	The reptilian flakes of your scalp shed

	Yet aren’t a fraction as venomous as your actions

	Your frigid blood undetectable as you slither

	Frictionless from disappointment to deception

	Nauseating all who catch a glimpse of your nature

	Stay away from me, coward man.

	Who couldn’t go so far as to look your mirrored image in the eye

	Without resigning to your fate or

	Blaming someone else

	Able to unearth excuses anywhere,

	A man who is most confident when defeating himself

	Stay away from me, coward man.

	Who would sooner judge a subject than talk to that subject

	Too meek to question the validity of that which you hear

	Reselling it without hesitation at face value for your leisure

	How dare you gossip my fall from grace

	When the furthest you have ever fallen is from groveling on knees

	To bowing on face

	Stay away from me, coward man.

	Too scared to take the leap

	And suffer the epiphany that

	Not only was the water deep enough to break your plummet

	But the shore was close enough to grasp

	And you could exit baptized

	Having forgot your purpose for life

	Stay away from me, coward man.

	Who is too busy forming a reply to the first word

	To consume the completed thought

	Either so sure of yourself or so worried

	That you might be categorically wrong

	That you must poke a hole in the first target you sight

	Measure your perspective, coward man.

	Your comprehensive lease on life

	Your worldview in its raw, uncut totality

	Let it be tepid,

	And greasy,

	And disgusting,

	And nauseatingly incorrect

	For sunlight disinfects

	And makes it much easier to repair

	The consequences of one’s actions

	I know personally

	When I stand in the sun

	I feel damn courageous.

	 

	 


 

	 

	A Volte-Face

	 

	Victor Holz

	 

	 

	A world of dust and ash

	The ruins of greatness surrounding

	 

	All around, limping beasts

	Stumbling into the darkness to die.

	They don’t look around in wonder, amazement, regret or disappointment

	Heads down, simply shuffling ahead.

	 

	Corpulent and soft,

	Hollow behind the eyes.

	Dead.

	Contented but not.

	 

	Some on the periphery,

	Self-removed from the herd

	Watch the others pass by.

	 

	Disgusted by what they see around them,

	They gather in small groups.

	 

	Vomiting the vices which were force fed to them back into the world,

	Some curled fetal from the effort.

	Their shared excision a joining force.

	 

	Once rid of their darkness and shame,

	A hand in the ashes, and a mark of the Light smeared above their eyes.

	 

	Together they stand.

	Backs straightened, faces to the wind.

	To walk opposite the others.

	Taking any like them who will come.

	 

	Back to whence they came.

	To a light unseen, beckoning from beyond the hills.

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	Crainn a Phlandáil

	 

	Cool Hoolan

	 

	 

	While deer ate all the sapling

	Our waterways turned to sand

	Ancient cities crumbled, we

	See paintings carved with crayon

	 

	Faerie phantoms drum the beat

	Awakening dormant clan

	Wading in the yellow peat

	Transmit dreams to make me stand

	 

	Will you drown your brothers’ hearth

	With the waters in your hands?

	Or wrap white birch ’round the earth

	Sowing thistle in your lands?

	 

	Lugh’s bellow slowly hurt me so

	I’m a son that turned astray

	But who are we, me fellow,

	When we sit alone to pray?

	 

	As mystic marches inward

	Lo the grail lie on a tray

	Time we dig down in the soil

	For Excalibur today

	 

	We plant the dear new sapling

	Our fresh waters braise the land

	Ancient cities rumble, we

	Are greatness carved again

	 

	 


 

	 

	Clwyd

	 

	E.W. Howard

	 

	 

	Britannia’s eyelash flickers

	An SOS in snare

	An Elwy spire glitters

	By candles lit for prayer

	 

	Here the trowels and forks still swing

	And bailers jive till dusk

	Quilted hills and dales sing

	And cloak the rasping husk

	 

	Festering din and doner

	Washes from town to grave

	Dry-stone dykes we honor

	As friends beyond deprave

	 

	Crenelated armistice

	A searing lull to bare

	Tippled choirs stir in us

	Spring tonic soothes the air

	 

	We sow, chant, and drape our sores

	Weaving merry braids of gauze

	 

	Matron! Quickly—Matron!

	She shifts

	She sighs

	She stares

	 


 

	 

	Don’t Waste Your Days

	 

	June

	 

	 

	Words cannot describe my fear,

	That all my life be wasted here,

	That work and grief shall be my chains,

	To choke and bind my corpse remains,

	 

	Murdered by my lack of cheer,

	Killed as though I wasn’t here,

	Meaningless, devoid of reason,

	Alone through every passing season,

	 

	For I should spend my waking days,

	Consumed by that my heart relays,

	A choice to have a joyful start,

	Or pain me so till life depart...

	 

	 


 

	 

	Motherhood

	 

	Mrs. Kestrel

	 

	 

	As I lift up my burgeoning toddler

	I can feel the momentum of 100 women before me

	Embracing in their arms their own children,

	Like an infinite zoetrope playing the images of our nurturing

	If they had not raised in their arms their own children

	I would not have the opportunity

	 

	At night I lay my precious children down for bed and tell them stories,

	Some I make up and some that have been told to me

	I pass down a tale whose mere existence is a miracle,

	Its manifestation old and its persistence admirable

	Sometimes I will have to sing them to sleep,

	My voice sounding like my own mother’s

	The triumphs of the matriarchs before me echo

	 

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	Providence Swing

	 

	Carson Kilgrey

	 

	 

	 

	
I cut myself off,

	I take myself out

	Of the portrait.

	 

	Shock and awe or

	A disgusted pause

	Before words whispered,

	“How could you?”

	 

	The slippery difference

	Between us,

	Is it only years

	Or providence swing?

	 

	I bind myself thus,

	I commit myself to

	The renewal.

	 

	Slack and slow to

	This laborious phase.

	Men about me chanting

	With one voice.

	 

	The holy fire lit

	Amongst us,

	Is it only worldly doubts

	Or providence swing?

	 

	I cast my guilt out,

	I raise my sword up

	With my brethren.

	 

	Home and hearth found

	In we, the ignited,

	The titanic mass demanding

	Our world back.

	 

	This martial bond swelling

	Within us,

	Whose hand could it be

	But providence swing?

	 

	What loss could compare

	To eternal defeat?

	Such men I have found,

	With many yet to meet.

	
 

	 

	A Forgotten Plot

	 

	Tucker King

	 

	 

	To the west of my plot

	Lay a wood long forgot

	 

	Thick the vines have grown

	Constricting the cherries and the oaks

	Across which refuse is thrown

	Left by vagabonds and careless folks

	 

	The dying trees hang over my hearth

	Ivy from foreign places grappling branch and trunk

	Slowly pulling them to the earth

	Threatening my home

	These invasives left alone

	Will rip the roots out of the dirt

	To drop their wood corpses on my modern thatch roofed bunk

	My dominion I must reassert

	 

	With ax and saw I labored forth

	Felling, bucking, hauling

	Piles built high of brush to be burnt

	 

	Though most won’t see the effort it took

	To clean the land that I call home

	’Fore too long will sit a chicken coop

	And a garden to feed my own

	 

	 

	 


 

	 

	Temperance Hymn of the Newly Reclaimed Soul 

	 

	or T. Total’s Tune to be sung with Triumphant Bird Chorus

	 

	Nemo Knows

	 

	 

	I

	 

	“I don’t recognize thou, new me, sober and soul clean

	“Whence went thy mud-dragged ragged dreams once propped up aloft?

	“Impossible thoughts have filled thy head with contentment

	“What was unimagined now lives as if infinite!”

	 

	This begins my first spring march

	Again it starts; life as a gift of living

	Art of knowing that poison’s worth avoiding!

	 

	A robin’s peep-peeps mark the street’s many musics

	And I’m full of bird-song, amazed-glow, absorbing all

	Van Winkle’s crumbs tumble boulder-like from my tear ducts

	And mirrors abundant guide my green glad meander.

	Now near nine months passed since vine’s drafts were left abandoned

	 

	“Thine eyes hunger like a she-horse fatigued from birthing

	“And thy long lungs pull sloshing fine lines all about thee.

	“Whose white scleras are these nested ‘midst the just-stretched flesh?”

	But wince of time’s ice raps on many passing windows

	And somewhere a young girl’s long-off laugh fades into clouds

	 

	Yet here I still stand, new-born babe-me!

	I coo too with the rock dove today

	Strength of peace abides me, throughout me

	Prayerful, proud without war-seeking

	 

	 

	 

	All those old red chains have bloomed into autumn-dry leaves

	Swiftly crunched and strewn to pieces ‘neath white leather shoes

	Sloughed away and shoved off away to some n’other place

	Never again to be seen nor dreamed of nor pondered.

	No man blocks me, still I wrestle my lone way onward
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