Seasons in the Everglade

(The Sophellians are known to conduct a ritual upon gaining admission to the sisterhood.  A council of the Emperor and the upper echelons of the Sophellian Order are gathered together under the guidance of the sister-mentor of the initiate in question.  These people then discuss an appropriate fate for the initiate and a ritual is conducted in order for this fate to be fully played out under the Builder’s watchful eye.  When certain details of this fate are not played out in course, it is up to the initiate to lead a life of greater frugality and asceticism to atone for the error of their path.  This is, paradoxically, a time of both joy and solemnity.)

‘Twas in early Spring, when the earth smiled in flowers

That my love had been charged with meeting her fate

Our faces solemn, alabaster, we discussed it for hours.

For in Midwinter, our pagan friends took their leave

Finding it hard to entreat the earth now

Their bodies gone to soil; sinew as branch - no time to bereave.

Our last topic was that which drove us apart

“Our natures”, said she, “unnatural are they”

“That so many of our sweetest desires fail to start.”

Then in summer, when the time for choice is past

And the earth has moulded us or we in turn, it

Raise uncertain toast, Master Builder, and raise our glass.

Here in the everglades it is difficult to see perfect form

Or whether she is closest in body or time

Both our will and desire seem quite forlorn.


This poem concerns itself with the question of whether we are in charge of our own destinies.  Sometimes the simplest choice is the most perfect and gentle for an individual human being, but necessity, demand and desire take over so many of our choices so that what seems natural is far from being so.

Daughter of Stella Maris

This talks of pools and this talks of seas.

This talks of oceans and things lost on the breeze.

But my love is like a clam in a shell,

Neither a busybody nor a ne’er-do-well.

And unlike the sponge that would absorb it all

She gazes out smiling from within her tiny whorl.

Nothing there is of leviathan in her,

Though in storms and through tempest I sometimes wish she were.

But she speaks to the ocean life and it speaks back,

From whalesong and coral-fish and bladder-rack.

Attempts to define will never concur

With the simple truth that there exists somewhere this pearl.

The Strange Device Excelsior

(from `The Canticle of the Legionnaire Alone` by the Immortal Architect of Goya)

Gather not the fruits of strange harbours

But work upon thine own blade.

That follye man t’which man is so readily averse

Return to thee anew, remoulded, remade.

For the elements have set their course

Like the rudders of Excelsior

Upon the mind of the builder great

And his great plan hove into harbour – o’ builder, come again.

The Legionnaire alone must trial in life

Like the scarab under the builders eye.

And we too must unearth ourselves

To find the cherished casket inside

So who is the Alchemist from the East?

Who brings the cabal and their devilish treats?

Think not too deeply on these words –

For they were meant to set you free.
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?

Ode to Fellheim – the Winter Fortress

(from `The Epistle of the Immortal Architect of Goya`)

O’ spire, born of the dreams of my sleeping heart

Awaken me to my calling ‘mongst the stars.

When the core didst crumble and the body wilt

I laid my sceptre close to heart.

Should I be reborn from broken wills,

Let my wrong-doers know of their lies

And whether of wrath or whether of pride

Shape them, builder, or condemn their lives.

I, in icy tomb, didst watch afear

My mind of snowflakes made all that is clear.

For I am the Lord of the era

And they shall know my name - unspoken here.

Slowly camest the wights unto Fellheim

And prostrated themselves, goodlye noble minds

Cast the shadows from their veins

And came to acknowledge him through me again.
Vacuum Flowers


Tiny flowers, growing flowers ripe with the pollinated resin stuff of dream stuff of dream living on an island of dragons none can touch them growing through blackened death though there be disruptions yes disruptions on that isle where friends are bought where friends are found beneath that rock where friends are lost the ghost of heroism and love growing like a flower like a flower a reflection in a mirror but without the actual flower and still it grows looking on its obverse side now a landscape of moss and a momentary foundation for life before the spores and the pollen and the pixels of a fragmented life begin to blur into another image and the snake starts to think it’s shed its skin but the flowers grow around it in the vacuum where they’re born from the pollinated resin stuff of dream stuff of dream and the dragon will return to see its face in an empty mirror and suddenly they can’t be touched because they’re hologrammatic resin stuff of dream and the friends are truly friends now no reflection in a mirror with no dances to the reverse tune of a dark and blackened resin stuff of dream.

Ode to Baldergast 

O’ Baldergast, the torch of the West and the beloved of the Empire’s best 
Where ‘er thou mayst be, hear our cry and aid us. 
Beyond the veil of death – the passion that thine presence left 
At the festival of flowers and camaraderie of Miurus. 

Through darkness and blood, thine light shineth strong and thine hammer good 
For twas said in holy places that heaven gave up 
One in whose eyes we saw ‘t, the mind of a general and the heart of a poet 
And with the hands of the builder he will lift us up
Sign of the North

Bo, gennae tae dae awnly moon-rite a dae rock o’ Craig 
Crimblae come dae Imperium tae sack mae mighty wabe 
Nah nah thrickly nah. Dae nae reckon wi’ dae lady ae dae night-stars 
Genin come wi dae Baldergast man an we shall tek dem tae dae grave. 

Dae tink dey avelly awnly rite but nae on dae rock o’ Craig 
Moonsie come to tickle dae mind, dae memory we awake 
Dae tribesman crawl widdin’ dae flesh, illuminate wi dae moon 
And sup like woodsie o’ dae burning man o’ rock, dae playg o’ earth come soon.
The Coming of the Ferrum Miurus (by Alexius)
A nation in fear. 
Metal ascendent. 
A nation in darkness. 
Machines shatter the stillness of the night.
The Canticle of the Legionnaire (by Cookie Dough)

If thy strength doth waver, 
find him in the dark, 
If for fear thy voice doth quaver, 
hear him in the dark, 
If in times of battle, thy faith is labored, 
rest your thoughts on the Builder, 
for he shall find favour 
on your soul and heart.
Crawling through the book of Days (by Cookie Dough)

The pages turn 
and burn, 
their ashes mighty flames. 
The high towering wood, 
stood not where it should, 
and the skies dropped fiery rain. 
Then heaven's light, 
dimmed before night, 
as the water before him stained grey, 
he'd dreamt of the night 
when all would go bright, 
but not the near murder of day. 

The grass crawled about, 
opened its mouth, 
and fed on the fiery rain. 
The branches screamed 
as they flew through 
the masses of grey 
in the darkness' rays. 
But none were in pain 
as they fed on the rain, 
their shapes transforming away, 
he then knew all must die 
in order for the sky, 
to give back the sweet light of day.
Temple of the Red Thorn

"Art thou drowning in tears? Art thou sane? 
or hast the love frozen in thy veins? 
Is that which thou mourn the shape of the demon that possesseth thee? 

Doth thy ire burn bright? 
Art thou loathsome tonight? 
Doth the fire of the candle emit much less warmth than thou canst handle? 

Art thou vengeful or disarmed? 
Invigorated or charmed? 
Is't the sole transit to thy heart the ghost train that ne'er departs? 

Doth thy belly ring with the sound, 
of a hallowed underground? 
And the labyrinth beneath, is't conquered by a trail of crumbling teeth?"
HI Introduction (by Alexius and Ibsen’s Ghost)

Past… 
That was forgotten 

History… 
That was erased 

Books of it were burned 
With passing of the amber autumn 
When the rains of blood hath poured upon our land 

When the world was split in half, 
By the Builder’s Final judgment 

And the sky collided with the earth, 
By the light of falling stars 
We fled from our homeland, 

Scorched by the all consuming fire 
We had fled from Altalon. 

In the year of exodus, 
When our ragged ships hath 
Arrived on the banks of Dayport. 
Our lips spoke not of the horror t’which our eyes bore witness. 

Truth was thus extinguished 
In the great fear of a return 
To the shameful corruption of our squalid past… 

Long before the Age of Darkness 
Long before the Trickster’s fall 

There was a great, singular Empire 
Of The Hammer 
And The Master Builder 
With an iron fist that ruled the world… 

~Tenants of the Athalonian Keeper Council
The Grand Cathedral (by Alexius)
Here stands a man on a brink of salvation 
Free of any foul deviation 
Governed art his actions by our nation 
And encased his spirit by the chains of fate. 
Spread art his divine wings onto the world below 
Sealed up art his eyes to the eternal darkness 
Knoweth he doth naught of the illusive lies 
Shall ye praise him for his concentration? 
Maybe ye shall tell him it's too late? 
Shall ye bring about our damnation, 
With a singe word that will awaken him from this eternal state?
The Black Spiral Dance

Taketh thou a son of metal to forge anew thy dreams. 
Bury him within his own house and burn it to the beams. 
And then sing a spiral song… 
Of love and death and lore. 
Track thee down a holy son and lead him on to war. 

~ Kinsmen of the black spiral dance
The Archonian Chapel (not sure who wrote this one – myself, Alexius or both)

Decadence of skies 
Fuels the forgotten forge 
Burning blind souls in denial 
Silver quickening within 
The shadows watching 
Walketh thee the path onto despair 
Where frozen in the depths 
Of steel and stone and earth, 
Stands an ancient machine of wishes. 

~Notes of the Red Thorn Brotherhood
THE RIDDLE TENETS OF THE IMPERIAL BROTHERHOOD

Six angels in the Grand Cathedral on the Isle of Athalon each bear a brass plaque.  These are:-

1 – Angel of the Precursors
Queen of the night takes with her a train of stars;

Fearful to see, terrible to witness.

Constantine sits waiting in her entourage.

The rose of silver thorns, love and sickness.

2 – Angel of Ferrum Miurus

The spirit of war is the single path of metal

Sure as the passions, judgement as nature.

To choose one's illusion is of repugnant fettle

But in the quiet of the mind a noble indenture.

3 – Angel of the Imperial Hammerite Legion (from `The Proctors Song`, Hammerite Scripture)

The spirit of the law is a fine inheritance

If you harden your heart you are more easily deceived

But is the law the assurance of worldly defeat?

Or the creed that lifts you beyond all need?

4 – Angel of the Cabal  (from `The Reawakening of the Cabal`, source unknown)

Quietly awaiting the song of metal, deus ex macchina arise,

living in the soul of the alchemist, seeing through his eyes,

We saw your lives as analogue long ago, and now we will reclaim

The technology is ours as magick was, and like magick we will reign

5 – Angel of the Shadow Order

In whorls of sand, lines are drawn and fates are met

The impact of the past is never known until too late

But we were born in the gaps of that which is unset,

And that which once was can be remade - we wait.

6 – Angel of the Northern tribes

The body of the builder shall ye know

Known unto each other there shall grow

A war not war but divine exchange

A battle not battle on fruitful terrain

