Hymn of St. Ragnathus

(by the poet-prophet Arundasian of Melloran)
(Being an epistle of goodlye and nobleste chaste thought of the Elder forests of Darkmere, now cometh under the auspices of the Hammerite Imperium at the centre of the Builder’s eye)

Lo, the builder was given unto kindness,

And e’er deft of touch, he delivered unto us St. Ragnathus.

He, a firebrand from the Central Lands

With strength and clever tongue, fashioned o’ the builder’s hands.

“Gather thine might under me,” he cried.

And united the power of the eventide.

Belay thine ax, O Baldergast, and darkened foes be at thine behest.

So struck the alliance with Alderan

And the ebony things were within found.

The weft of Darkmere came to be

And this new magick for all to see

Gave birth to Imperium across the sea.

This Baldergast hath with him nous
And the beasts of the elder forests placated,

Gathered unto him and thereabouts,

Thusly his shaman had for him fated.

But devious be the mid-souls of ‘Mere

And had their eyes upon Ragnathus’ throne.

Rent asunder was the treaty there

In Melloran, ‘neath the marble stone.

Twas in the time of the Northern Invasion

The secrets and the sacrals gone from Haven.

St. Ragnathus, twixt words didst spy

A twinkle in black Darkmere’s eye.

Going forth on steed of metal

Girding hisself for stern parley or battle.

Saw great Baldergast betrayed

And exploitation of the builder’s lathe.

“An enemy within!” he furious cried,

and smite gold Darkmere in the eventide.

Given unto fair folk there,

The power to chase ancient evil back to it’s lair.

So ‘twas in the eventide of Imperia

The lesson of beauty to cherish and fear.

The gold and ebony of Darkmere

In Seraphic arms came a midnight superior.

(Choral song)

And shall we chase him from our dreams?

And we shall chase him from our dreams.

(Harmony)  (Repeat choral song)

END

