THE SHADOW LOVER
Shadow-Lover, never seen by day,

Only deep in dreams do you appear

Wisdom tells me I should turn away,

Love of mist and shadows, all unclear—

Nothing can I hold of you but thought

Shadow-Lover, mist and twilight wrought.

Shadow-Lover, comfort me in pain.

Love, although I never see your face,

All who’d have me fear you speak in vain—

Never would I shrink from your embrace

Shadow-Lover, gentle is your hand

Never could another understand.

Shadow-Lover, soothe me when I mourn

Mourn for all who left me here alone,

When my grief is too much to be borne,

When my burdens crushing-great have grown,

Shadow-Lover, I cannot forget—

Help me bear the burdens I have yet.

Shadow-Lover, you alone can know

How I long to reach a point of peace

How I fade with weariness and woe

How I long for you to bring release.

Shadow-Lover, court me in my dreams

Bring the peace that suffering redeems.

Shadow-Lover, from the Shadows made,

Lead me into Shadows once again.

Where you lead I cannot be afraid,

For with you I shall come home again—

In your arms I shall not fear the night.

Shadow-Lover, lead me into light.
SHADOW STALKER
It was just a week till Sovvan, and the nights were turning chill

And the battle turned to stalemate, double-bluff, and feint and drill

When a shadow drifted northward, just a shadow, nothing more.

No one noticed that the shadows all grew darker than before.

No one noticed, while the shadows seemed to creep into the heart,

But from then the fight for freedom seemed a fool’s quest from the start.

All the hopes that they had cherished seemed unreasoned and naïve

Nothing worth the strength to pray for, or to strive for, or believe.

And the shadows stole the sunlight from the brightest autumn day,

As they sang a song of bleakness that touched every heart that heard

As they whispered words of hopelessness, all courage fled away,

And they wove a smothering blanket over all that lived and stirred.

Herald Vanyel came upon them, and he sensed a subtle wrong,

And there was some magic working; deeply hidden, yes, but strong.

And it moved and worked in secret, like a poison in the vein

Like a poison meant to weaken, this was magic meant to drain.

Herald Vanyel saw the Shadows, and they turned their wiles on him

For one moment even he began to feel his spirit dim—

But he saw their secret evil, and he swore e’er he was done

He would stalk and slay these Shadows, and destroy them, one by one.

Herald Vanyel, Shadow Stalker, hunted Shadows to their doom

They turned all their powers upon him, turned away from other men

And although they strove to take him, he unwove their web of gloom.

So the Shadows fled his anger, their creator sought again.

Herald Vanyel faced the Singer who had sung them into life

And she sang to him of grief and loss that cut him like a knife.

And she sang to him of self-hate, and she wove a net of pain

With her songs of woe and hopelessness bent to be Vanyel’s bane.

“So now what is there to strive for?” was the song she sang to him.

And the shadow came upon his heart, the world grew grey and dim.

But the Singer Of The Shadow did not know the foe she fought,

Nor how dear he held his duty, nor by what pain power was bought.

Herald Vanyel looked upon her, and he saw through her disguise

And she strove then to seduce him into death or madness sweet.

Herald Vanyel looked within him, and he saw her songs were lies,

And he gathered up his magic then, her powers to defeat.

Herald Vanyel raised his golden voice and sang of life and light,

Of the first cry of a baby, of the silver stars of night.

Herald Vanyel sang of wisdom, sang of courage, sang of love,

Of the earth’s sweet soil beneath him, of the vaulting sky above,

Sang of healing, sang of growing, sang of joy and hope and dreams

And theSinger Of The Shadows felt the death of all her schemes.

It was then she tried to flee him, but his song and magic spell

Struck her down and held her pinioned and she faltered and she fell.

Then the Singer Of The Shadows saw her Shadows shatter there,

Saw her lies unmade before her, saw her darkness turned to day

And how empty and how petty was the spirit then laid bare—

Like her Shadows then she shattered, and in silence passed away.
WINDRIDER UNCHAINED
Windrider, fettered, imprisoned and pinioned

Wing-clipped by magic, his power full drained,

Valdemar’s Heir is defeated and captive,

With his Companion by Darklord enchained.

Darklord of shadows his fetters is weaving

Binds him in darkness as deep as despair,

Mocks at his anger and laughs at his weeping,

“Where is your strength now, oh Valdemar’s Heir?”

Darklord has left them by shadows encumbered,

Darshay and Windrider trapped in his gloom,

Deep in his prisons, past hope, past believing,

Heir and Companion, will this be your tomb?

Out of the shadows another draws nearer,

Out of the twilight steals one furtive light.

Shadows dance pain, while the Light sings 

despairing,

Drawn here by Darshay and Windrider’s plight.

Power new-won have the Singer and Dancer,

Power to shatter their curses at last—

Power that also could free the sad captives;

Power to break the bonds holding them fast.

Heart speaks to heart in the depths of the darkness

Grief calls to grief, and they falter, afraid—

Why should they sacrifice all for these strangers?

Then new compassion sends them on to aid.

Dancer in Shadow, she weeps as she dances,

Dancing, unmaking the shadow-born bands.

Sunsinger now through tears gives up his power—

Sings back the magic to Windrider’s hands.

Spent now, the twin fall unseen into shadow

Gifted to strangers all that they had gained.

Darklord returns, and by fear is confounded—

Flees the avenger, Windrider unchained!
SHIN’A’IN WARSONG
Maiden, Warrior, Mother, Crone

Help us keep this land our own.

Rover, Guardian, Hunter, Guide

With us now forever ride!

Gold, the dawn-sun spreads his wings

Follow where the East-wind sings,

Brothers, sisters, side by side,

To defend our home we ride!

Eyes of Hawks the borders see

Watchers, guard it carefully

Let no stranger pass it by

Children of the Hawk, now fly!

Maiden, Warrior, Mother, Crone

Help us keep this land our own.

Rover, Guardian, Hunter, Guide

With us now forever ride!

Speed of Deer, oh grant to these

Swift to warn of enemies,

Fleeter far than any foe

Deer-child, to the border go!

Cunning as the Wolf-pack now,

To no overlord we bow!

Lest some lord our freedom blight,

Brothers of the Wolves, we fight!

Maiden, Warrior, Mother, Crone

Help us keep this land our own.

Rover, Guardian, Hunter, Guide

With us now forever ride!

Brave, the great Cat guards his lair,

Teeth to rend and claws to tear,
Lead the battle, first to last,

Children of the Cat hold fast!

Hawk and Cat, and Wolf and Deer,

Keep the plains now safe from fear,

Brothers, sisters, side by side,

To defend our home, we ride!

Maiden, Warrior, Mother, Crone

Help us keep this land our own.

Rover, Guardian, Hunter, Guide

With us now forever ride!

Gold the dawn-sun spreads his wings

Follow where the East-wind sings,

Brothers, sisters, side by side,

To defend our home we ride!

Eyes of Hawks the borders see

Watchers, guard it carefully

Let no stranger pass it by

Children of the Hawk, now fly!

Maiden, Warrior, Mother, Crone

Help us keep this land our own.

Rover, Guardian, Hunter, Guide,

With us now forever ride…

With us now forever ride…

With us now forever ride!
The Cost of the Crown

The stars are very beautiful

Above the palace walls.

They shine with equal splendor still

Above far humbler halls.

I watch them from my window,

But their bright, entrancing glow

Reminds me of the freedom

I gave up so long ago.

The Royal Circlet of bright gold

Rests lightly on my brow,

I once thought only of the rights

The Circlet would endow,

But once I took the Crown to which

I had been schooled and bred,

I found it heavy on the heart

Though light upon my head.

Although I am the Head of State,

In truth I am the least.

A true Queen knows her people fed

Before she sits to feast.

The good Queen knows her people safe

Before she takes her rest,

Thinks twice, and thrice, and yet again

Before she makes requests.

For they are all my children,

All that I swore to defend.

It is my duty to become

Both Queen and trusted friend,

And love my children, high and low,

From beggar to above.

The dearest are my Heralds

Who return my care with love.

The dearest are my Heralds,

Swift to spring to my command,

Who give me aid and fellowship

Who always understand

That land and people first have needs

That I may not deny,

So I must send my dearest friends

To danger and to die.

A friend, a love, a child

It matters not, I know, indeed

That I must sacrifice them all

If there should be the need.

They know and they forgive me,

Doing more than I require,

With willing minds and loving hearts

Go straight to grasp the fire.

These tears that burn my eyes

Are all the tears the Queen can shed,

The tears I weep in silence

As I mourn my Heralds dead.

Oh gods that dwell beyond the stars,

If you can hear my cry,

And if you have compassion,

Let me send no more to die.

Trio
Selenay:

Will someone please awake me

From the nightmare this must be.

The arrows, broke, and headless

Mutely cry out death to me!

But my people stand in peril and

I have no time to cry.

No time to pray or ponder…

All:

I sent you off to die!

Elspeth:

Thoughts, I cannot comprehend it,

Oh, this sight is like a blow!

Cold agony has stopped my breath,

I stand mute in my woe.

They all knew we had quarreled

And now no one asks me why.

They surely guess what I know now…

All:

I drove you off to die!

Dirk:

I cannot think for heartbreak,

And I cannot speak for pain.

All my self-accusations

Sear my soul like fiery chains!

My guilt is branded plainly,

Far too deeply to deny,

I burned you both in anger…

All:

And I sent you off to die!

Selenay:

It was my will that sent you

Riding off to meet your fate.

Elspeth:

It was my anger drove you,

And I see my wrong too late.

Dirk:

It was my jealousy that
Scourged you off still wond’ring why.

All:

And all that I can think now is:

I sent you off to die!

Battle Dawn
I must contain my anger

Or I won’t control my power,

But gods, how long I’ve waited

Just to see this very hour!

It’s just as well I’m not the one

Who calls the storm of fire,

For I would turn this battle-plain

Into your funeral pyre!

The priests all say I must not hate,

But I will not pretend.

I saw the wreck you made of her,

My Herald and my friend!

The scars you left in flesh and soul

Will be so slow to fade!

Oh, would I had your coward heart

Beneath my naked blade!

I must control my rage

Or lose ability to plan.

I must direct the fight from here,

Not charging in the van,

As you will likewise do, no doubt.

For all that you are cruel,

And revel in shed blood and pain

I think you are no fool.

But in the Name of all the gods,

You’re all that I despise,

Who planned to take by treachery

My kingdom as your prize.

My throne, my child, my people,

All, you plotted to despoil

By tricks that only miracles

Enabled us to foil.

I must control my fury

Or let slip all that I’ve sought,

But vengeance would not be enough

For all the grief you’ve wrought!

Gods grant this day you fall beneath

The steel of me and mine,

And drink full deeply of defeat,

That cold and bitter wine!

My Crown is on my brow,

My naked blade within my hand,

My army, like an eager hound,

Lies waiting my command,

With how you’ve tortured, killed and lied
Revealed to them this day…

By all the stars that ever shone,

By all the gods known and unknown,

For Herald Kris and my Queen’s Own…

I swear that you will pay!!!

Price of Command
This is the price of command:

That you must always stand alone;

Letting no one near

To see the fear

That’s behind the mask you’ve grown.

This is the price of command:

That you must watch your dearest die;

Sending women and men

To fight again,

And you never tell them why.

This is the price of command:

That your mistakes are signed in red;

And that you will not pay,

But others may,

And your best may wind up dead.

(Bridge)

This is the price of command:

All the deaths that haunt your sleep;

And you hope they forgive,

And so you live,

With your memories buried deep.

This is the price of command:

That if you won’t, then others will;

So you take your post,

Mindful of each ghost,

You’ve a debt to them to fill.

This is the price of command.

Threes

Deep into the stony hills,
Miles from town or hold,

A troupe of guards comes riding

With a lady and her gold.

She rides bemused among them,

Shrouded in her cloak of fur,

Companioned by a maiden and

A toothless, aged cur.

Three things see no end:

A flower blighted ‘ere it bloomed,

A message that miscarries and

A journey that is doomed.

One among the guardsmen has

A shifting, restless eye.

And as they ride, he scans the hills

That writhe against the sky.

He wears both sword and jewels

Worth more than he could afford,

And hidden in his baggage is

A heavy, secret hoard.

Of three things be wary:

Of a feather on a cat,

The shepherd eating mutton and

The guardsman that is fat.

Little does the lady care
What all the guardsmen know:

That bandits ambush caravans

That on these traderoads go.

In spite of tricks and clever traps

And all that men can do,

The brigands seem to always sense

Which trains are false or true.

Three things are most perilous:

The shape that walks behind,

The ice that will not hold you and

The spy you cannot find.

From ambush, bandits screaming

Charge the packtrain and its prize.

And all but four within the train

Are taken by surprise.

And all but four are cut down

As a woodsman fells a log:

The guardsman, and the lady

And the maiden, and the dog.

Three things hold a secret:

Lady riding in a dream,

The dog that sounds no warning and

The maid who does not scream.

Then off the lady pulls her cloak,

In armor she is clad.

Her sword is out and ready and

Her eyes are fierce and glad!

The maiden makes a gesture and

The dog’s a cur no more.

A wolf, sword-maid, and sorceress

Now face the bandit corps!

Three things never anger or
You will not live for long:

A wolf with cubs, a man with power,

And a woman’s sense of wrong!

The lady and her sister,

By a single trader lone,

Were hired out to try to lay

A trap all of their own.

And no one knew their plan

Except the two who rode that day,

For what you do not know you cannot

Ever give away.

Three things it is better, far, that

Only two should know:

Where treasure hides,

Who shares your bed,

And how to catch your foe!

The bandits growl a challenge

And the lady only grins.

The sorceress bows mockingly,

And then the fight begins!

When it ends, there’s only four

Left standing from the horde:

The witch, the wolf, the traitor and

The woman with the sword.

Three things never trust in:

The maiden sword as “pure”,

The vows a king has given and

The ambush that is “sure”.

They strip the traitor naked and

Then whip him on his way

Into the barren hillsides

Like the folk he used to slay.

And what of all the maidens that

This bandit raped and slew?

So as revenge, the sorceress

Makes him a woman, too!

Three things trust above all else:

The horse on which you ride,

The beast that guards your sleeping and

Your shieldmate at your side!
Demonsbane
Along the road in Hardorn,

A place called Stony Tor,

A fearful band of farmers

Flees Karsite border war.

A frightened band of farmers,

Their children and their wives,

Seek refuge from a tyrant who

Wants more than just their lives.

Now up rides Herald Vanyel,

“Why then such haste?” says he.

“Now who is it pursuing?

Whose anger do you flee?

You are all of Hardorn.

Why seek you Valdemar?

Is Festil no protection,

Or bide all his men too far?”

“Oh Vanyel, Herald Vanyel,

We flee now for our lives.

Lord Nedryn would enslave us,

Our children and our wives.

He’d give our souls to demons,

Our bodies to his men.

King Festil has not heeded or

He happens not to ken.”

Now up speaks Herald Vanyel,

“The border is not far,

But you are all of Hardorn,

And not of Valdemar.

You are not Randale’s people,

Can call not on his throne,

But damned if I will see you

Left so helpless on your own!”

So forth goes Herald Vanyel,

And onward does he ride.

On Stony Tor he waits then,

Yfandes at his side.

With Nedryn’s men approaching,

He calls out from on high,

“You shall not pass, Lord Nedryn!

Nay, I shall not let you by!”

Now only Herald Vanyel

Stands blocking Nedryn’s way.

“Now who are you, fool nothing,

That dares to tell me nay?”

Now up speaks Herald Vanyel,

His voice like brittle glass,

“The Herald-Mage called Vanyel,

And ‘tis I you shall not pass.”
Now there stands great Lord Nedryn,

Behind him forty men,

With a wizard there beside him,

He pales and speaks again,

“So you are Herald Vanyel.

This place is not your land,

So heed me Herald Vanyel

And now turn aside your hand.

Let be, I’ll give you silver,

And I shall give you gold,

And I shall give you jewels fair

That sparkle bright and bold.

And I shall give you pearls,

The treasures of the sea,

If you will step aside here,

Leaving these poor fools to me.”

“What need have I of silver,

With sweet Yfandes here?

And all the gold I cherish

Is sunlight, bright and clear.

The only jewel I treasure’s

A bright and shining star.

And I protect all helpless,

Not just those of Valdemar!”

“Now I shall give you beauty,

Women slaves and men.

And I shall give you power,

You’ll never see again.

And I shall give you mansions,

And I shall give you land,

If you will turn aside this day,

Aside and hold your hand.”

“Now beauty held in bondage

Is beauty that is lost,

And land and mansions blood-bought

Come too high at the cost.

The power I have already.

All power is a jade.

So, turn you back, Lord Nedryn,

If of me, you are afraid!”

Lord Nedryn backs his stallion,

The wizard, he comes nigh.

“Prepare yourself, bold Vanyel,

For you shall surely die.”

The wizard calls his demons,

The demons he commands,

And Vanyel, Herald Vanyel

Only raises empty hands.

The wizard calls his demons,

The sky above turns black.

The demons strike at Vanyel,

He stands and holds them back.

The demons strike at Vanyel,

They strike and hurt him sore,

But Vanyel stands defiantly

To raise his hands once more.

The sky itself descends now,
Upon bare Stony Tor.

It hides the awful battle,

The watchers see no more.

The wizard shouts in triumph,

Too soon, he vents his mirth.

For Vanyel calls the lightning down

And smites him to the earth!

The clouds of black have lifted,

And there on barren ground,

Stands Vanyel, hurt, yet victor,

The demons tied and bound.

He looks down on Lord Nedryn,

His eyes grow cold and bleak.

“Now I shall give you, Nedryn,

All the power that you seek!”

Now Vanyel frees the demons,

And Nedryn screams with fear.

He sets them on the Karsites,

Who first had brought them here.

He sets them on the Karsites,

And on the Karsite land.

They look down on Lord Nedryn

And they do not stay their hand!

Now Vanyel calls the farmers,

“Go tell you, near and far,

How thus are served the tyrants

Who would take Valdemar.

I am the bane of demons,

Their quarry I defend.

Thus Heralds serve a foeman

And thus Heralds save a friend!”

The Duke’s Eldest Daughter
The Duke’s second daughter

Was ravishing fair,

Bright blue were her eyes

And bright gold was her hair.

The Duke’s youngest daughter,

With eyes like the sky,

And hair like night shadows

Made courtiers sigh.

But the Duke’s eldest daughter,

A maiden called Jane

Brown-haired and browned eyes,

Was decidedly plain.

No suitor had she,

Not a soul sought her hand,

Although she must wed first

By her father’s command.

And nobody knew,

Nor would care if were told,

That plain little Jane had

A voice of pure gold.

Since no one would miss her

At night, on her own,

Through evening-dark forest

She’d wander alone.

For Jane knew a secret

She’d learned by chance,

A place in the forest

Where elves came to dance.

At night, as she watched them

In their magic ring,

Enthralled by their music,

Jane started to sing.

Shocked by her own boldness

Was still pleased to find,

That harpist and dancers

Did not seem to mind.

Came winter, and Jane
Dare not wander by night,

But drooped in the corner,

A pitiful sight.

And cruel, her two sisters

Impatient to wed,

Would heap bitter scorn on

Unhappy Jane’s head.

There was no escape

From their torments but sleep,

And long in the darkness,

Jane softly would weep.

One evening, they followed

Her right to her bed,

And one said, in anger,

“I wish you were dead!”

So Jane fled in tears to

The snow and the storm,

Without even a thin cloak

To keep herself warm.

Soon lost in the dark and

The snow soft and deep,

She felt herself nodding

And falling asleep.

“Perhaps this is better,”

She said with a sigh,

And gave herself up

To the storm, then, to die.

But before death could claim her

With fear-filled alarms,

She was snatched from

Death’s cold hands by

Strong elven arms.

To elf voices’ urgings,

She lived, she awoke,

Embraced by pure love

And a warm elven cloak.

Now Jane disappeared

In that storm, it is said,

And both the Duke’s daughters

Are certain she’s dead.

But if you should chance near

That wild elven hill,

You’ll find that the elf-folk

At night dance there still.

And the music they dance to

Is sung and is played

By a proud harper-elf

And his dear mortal maid!
Draw the Circle
Snow is lying on the meadow,

Ravens roosting in the tree.

All the world was deep and silent,

Whispers dancing on the breeze.
Up the stair to Kethry’s workroom,

Kero made the dark ascent.

Peering through the mist and magic,

Wondered where her courage went.

Draw the Circle ‘tween two worlds,

Celestial fire to cleanse the girl,

One to watch and one to pray,

And two to bear her soul away.

The Moon is every woman’s friend,

To her Your goodness condescend,

And let this night, in vision,

See the emblems of her destiny.

There’s a bowl upon the table,

There’s a fire in the bowl.

From the fire, a voice is calling,

Prophesying new and old.

Suit of armor in the corner,

Never made for human head.

Beast and demon dead and glaring,

Curses better left unsaid.

Draw the Circle ‘tween two worlds,

Celestial fire to cleanse the girl,

One to watch and one to pray,

And two to bear her soul away.

The Moon is every woman’s friend,

To her Your goodness condescend,

And let this night, in vision,

See the emblems of her destiny.

Up the stair in Kethry’s workroom,
Behind the door shut good and tight,

Magic and the mist commingle

In the silence of the night.

If you need a magic potion,

Or a sword to split the air,

Make your way to Kethry’s workroom.

Can you find the hidden stair?

Draw the Circle ‘tween two worlds,

Celestial fire to cleanse the girl,

One to watch and one to pray,

And two to bear her soul away.

The Moon is every woman’s friend,

To her Your goodness condescend,

And let this night, in vision,

See the emblems of her destiny.

Draw the Circle ‘tween two worlds,

Celestial fire to cleanse the girl,

One to watch and one to pray,

And two to bear her soul away.

The Moon is every woman’s friend,

To her Your goodness condescend,

And let this night, in vision,

See the emblems of her destiny.
Earth Spirit
Earth Spirit, feed our Clan,

Put your blessings on the land….
Swift red deer for crimson meat.
All that brings for us to eat….
Air Spirit, where you go,

Precious breath of life bestow….

Teach us from the ether green.
Join the Kyree as we sing….

Fire Spirit, lightning’s power,


Light us in our darkest hour….

Essence of our Shamans’ souls.

Strike the spark that makes us whole….

Water Spirit, in the air,


Ancient guardian from above….
Sent by gods to cleanse and heal.

All protection you reveal….

Wind Spirit, dancing high,


We have heard your mournful cry….

Voices weave in rising song.

Voices mixing wild and strong….

Moon Spirit, in the night,

May you give our Shamans light….
With your cycles rule our Clan.


Teach us your immortal plan….

Idra’s Sunhawks
Idra was a princess,

Your elder sister, she.

With gold and jewels aplenty,

She had sugar cakes for tea.

She left them for a soldier’s life,

Preferring to live free…

She learned how best to win a war

And formed a Company.

She called us all her Sunhawks

And taught us how to fly.

At soldiering, we were the best

That silver and gold could buy.

We drink to Captain Idra,

The leader of our band…

We’re proud to be her Sunhawks,

Every woman and every man.

We fought for Captain Idra,

‘Twas for her each castle fell.

We followed her to battle and

We followed her to hell!

Until the day she had to choose

Between you for the throne….

She sent us back to Hawksnest

And flew homeward all alone.

We waited through the winter,

But heard from her no more.

We sent two of our best

To find the Captain we adore.

They found your brother banished,

They found you on the throne…

And what you did to Idra

They found out on their own!

So sit upon your golden throne,

Contented in your dream.

You’ll waken to the nightmare

When you hear the Sunhawk scream.

Run where you will, Oathbreaker,

You’ll wish you never were born…

By Priestess, Mage, and Common Man

You’re thrice declared forsworn!

Dressed as merchant, priest, or beggar,
We’re coming now for you!

And the one who guards your life

Is yet another Sunhawk, too!

We seek revenge for Captain Idra,

The Sunhawks seek their prey…

And “Justice” is our byward

And our swords spell Judgment Day!

Yes, JUSTICE is our byword

And our swords…

Spell JUDGMENT DAY!!

The Captive
She sits, and she weeps,

And she weeps all alone,

In a prison disguised as a bower.

She was bought by a lord

For her wealth and her land,

She was sold by her father for power.

Now she, who was free

As a bird in the wood,

Is caged in a prison of gold,

And, wing-clipped, she mourns

For the life she has lost,

A wild swan that no one could hold.

Below, in the hall,
Where her Lord sits to drink,

He boasts how he conquered her pride.

“Just a touch of the stick!”

“Did she not run away,

As she did as a child?” “Oh, she tried!

But I was prepared for her tricks,

You have seen.

“I’ve no forest, just croplands and fields.

All my horses are guarded, my sentries alert,

And ‘gainst Elf magic, Cold Iron shields!

Oh, we caught her before

She was out of the gate,

And I taught her to never try more.

What I get, I will hold!”

He was raising his cup

When a sentry appeared at the door.

“There’s a mountebank, sir,

A magician,” he said,

“That for shelter and hope of reward,

Says he’ll entertain you, sir,

And all of your guests.”

“Well is he any good?” asks the Lord.

“Why, judge for yourself!”

Cried the mage at the door,

Though whence he came, no one could say.

And with that, he began

To produce wondrous things,

Such marvels, their breath stole away.

When at last he was done,
They shook off their trance,

And the Lord tossed him gold with a smile

Saying, “Well done sir Mage,

Would my Lady were here,

But she finds evening gatherings a trial.”

“Good my Lord,” said the mage,

With a low, humble bow, 

Though his eyes were not humble at all.

“I pledge in the morning, before I depart,

In the meadow in front of your hall

I will show you more wonders

Than you have yet seen.

Bid your Lady come watch if she will.”

“She will come,” said the Lord.

“I’ll escort her myself.”

The Mage smiled,

His eyes were cold still.

In the morning,

Assembled in front of the hall

Were all that could get leave to be.

And the Lord and his Lady,

His grip on her arm

Leaving bruises where no one could see.

And the Mage moved his hands,

And the crowd hushed its noise,

Each one staring as hard as he could.

And at last, she looked up

And he gestured once more,

And the people froze still where they stood!

Now he walked to the Lady,

A smile on his face,

And a tenderer smile in his eyes,

And he took both her hands

And he said, “You are free!

What, do you find this a surprise?

You, once the friend

Of the feathered and furred,

And found yourself trapped in the net?

You were beloved

Of the forest’s Fair Folk.

Did you think that your friends would forget?

With Cold Iron, this brute

Kept the Elf Lords at bay.

Cold Iron stops their magic, it’s true.

But they called upon me,

Who am also their friend,

And I am as human as you.”
“Now come!”

And he drew her away from the Lord,

Who nevermore her Lord would be.

For the joy in her face,

He’d have risked ten times worse,

Then he cast the last spell to set them free.

Now as though from deep slumber,

The people awoke.

At his side, then, the Lord felt a lack

Saw his Lady was gone!

While then over his hall

Flew two wild swans, a white and a black.
Wind’s Four Quarters
Wind’s four quarters, Air and Fire,

Earth and Water, hear my desire!

Grant my plea, who stands alone,

Maiden, Warrior, Mother and Crone.

Eastern Wind, blow clear, blow clean,

Cleanse my body of its pain!

Cleanse my mind of what I’ve seen,

Cleans my honor of its stain.

Maid whose love has never ceased,

Bring me healing from the East!

Southern Wind, blow hot, blow hard,

Fan my courage to a flame!

Southern Wind, be guide and guard,

Add your bravery to my name.

Let my will and Yours be twinned,

Warrior of the Southern Wind!

Wind’s four quarters, Air and Fire,

Earth and Water, hear my desire!

Grant my plea, who stands alone,

Maiden, Warrior, Mother and Crone.

Western Wind, blow stark, blow strong,

Grant me arm and mind of steel!

On a road both hard and long,

Mother, hear me where I roam.

Let no weakness on my quest,

Endow me, Wind of the West!

Northern Wind, blow cruel, blow cold,

Sheathe my aching heart in ice!

All around my soul enfold,

Crone, I need not call you twice.

To my foes bring cold of death,

Chill me, North Wind’s frozen breath!

Wind’s four quarters, Air and Fire,

Earth and Water, hear my desire!

Grant my plea, who stands alone,

Maiden, Warrior, Mother and Crone.

Maiden, Warrior, Mother and Crone.
There’s Always a Reason
Tarma:


A curse upon all Bards!


Another on their tongues!


A double curse upon their songs,


I swear!


A triple curse upon this fool


Who chose to sing of us!


If I could catch that Leslac,


I would skin him then and there!

Kethry:


Now, sister of my heart,


And partner of my hand,


I think this fury goes a bit too far.

(Oh yeah?)


This Bard has only done


What every Bard is bound to do.


We should be glad he’s chosen now


To flatter us, not mar.

Tarma:


I swear to you, my friend,


That all that stays my hand,


Is custom grants a Bard


Immunity.  But


If he sings love songs underneath


My window one more time,


Not even that will save him from


A beating, straight from me!

Kethry:


I rather do believe


You are a bit too hard,


A fool cannot help being still a fool.


Take my advice: Ignore him!


Do not give him any heed,


You’ll only make him think you care


If you are being cruel.

Tarma:


Now have you taken count


Of what our coffers hold


And what state our finances are of late?


This fool has driven all away


Who’d PAY us for our work,


Now only “worthy” causes seek us,


Poverty’s our fate!

Kethry:


A curse upon all Bards!


Another on their tongues!


A double curse upon their songs,


I swear!

(Hehe!) And a triple curse on Leslac


That he chose to sing of us!


And if I ever catch him,


I will fry him, toes to hair!

Tarma:


Thought you’d see it my way!
Mirror Spell
Vengeance is as vengeance does,

Sweet the taste when eaten cold,

Sweeter still to send thy ill

Back into they face three-fold!

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire,

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire!

Shape the shield, above, below,

Shape it hard and shape it strong,

Power bending to my will,

Power to contain thy wrong!

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire,

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire!

Now within it, mirror-bright,

All thy surface facing thee,

What thou sense, reflect until

Trapped within, ‘tis three times three!

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire,

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire!

And within conceit sublime,

Make it clear as diamond air,

Let all wrongs to curse or kill

Return to be trapped also there!

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire,

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire!

(Bridge)

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire,

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire!

Be thou trapped in thine own curse!

Be thou caught in thine own wrong!

Be thou burned by thine own flame!

Be thou shuttered by thy song!

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire,

Earth and Water, Air and Fire,

Mold thy power to my desire!

Mold thy power to my desire….

Filk—The Leslac Version
Leslac:


The warrior and the sorceress


Rode into Viden Town.


For they had heard of


<break in song>


To bring it down.


An overlord with iron hand


Who ruled his folk with fear…

Tarma:


Hey, barkeep, shut that minstrel up


And bring another beer!


A-a-a-and bring another beer!

Leslac:


The warrior and the sorceress


Went searching high and low,

Tarma:


That isn’t true, I tell ya,


And I think that I should know!

Leslac:


They meant to find the tyrant


Who’d betrayed his people’s trust,

And bring the monster’s power and

Pride

To tumble in the dust!


To-o-o-o-o tumble in the dust!

Tarma:


Oh, like hell!

Leslac:


They searched through all the town

To find


And bring him to defeat,

Tarma:


Like hell!  What we were lookin for


Was wine and bread and meat!

Leslac:


They found him in the tavern and


They challenged him to fight!

Tarma:


We found him holding up the bar,


Drunk as a pig that night!


Dru-u-u-unk as a pig that night!

Leslac:


The tyrant laughed and mocked at them


With vile words and base,

Tarma:


He tripped on Warrl’s tail,


Then took exception to my face!

Leslac:


The warrior was too wise for him,


His blade clove only air!

Tarma:


He swung, I ducked, he lunged,


And then he tripped over a chair!


He-e-e-e-e tripped over a chair!

Leslac:


With but a single blow,


The warrior brought him to his doom.

Tarma:


About that time, he turned around;


I got him with a broom!

Leslac:



And in a breath, the deed was done,


The tyrant Lord lay dead!

Tarma:


I didn’t mean for him to hit


The fire-iron with his head!


The-e-e-e-e fire-iron with his head!

Leslac:


The wife that he had kept shut up,


They freed and set on high.


And Viden Town, beneath her hand,


Contentedly did lie.

Tarma:


I went to find his next of kin


And to the girl confess,


“Your husband wasn’t much before,


Bu-u-u-ut now he’s rather less!”


“He was a drunken bum


And I’ll be better off,” she said,


And while I can’t admit it,


I’m not sorry that he’s dead.


So here’s a little something, but


You’d best be on your way.


I’ll claim it was an accident,


If you’ll just leave today.


I-i-i-i-if you’ll just leave today!”

Leslac:


In triumph, out of Viden Town,


The partners rode again.


To find another tyrant,


And to clean him from his den.


The scourge of evil and the answer


To a desperate prayer…

Tarma:


Don’t you believe a word of i-i-i-i-it!


I know, ‘cause I was there!!
