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HOUND US THE WILD
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THE - JUGGLER

v
A group of players [inds ilself benighted in o small vil-
lage. The villagers offer to share their evening neal in return
for entertaiment, All the players agree to the baryuin save the
_juggler who bids they others lo enjoy their meal but he has other

‘appetites to salisfy.

CHORUS

Oh fine jiggery pokery

I've a rare set of balls with -

mz .
Come watch and 1'11 give you a
show.

HE SPYS A FAIR YOUNG FLOWER

Ah, Hey, my lovely naiden

I espied you 'mongs t the
others.

And where's your Ma and Da my
love?

Have you ary strapping
brothers?

I note your kind concern Sir,
But, alas I'm quite alone.

My fanily's gone a'visiting
And I'm taking my flowers home.

Ah, my darling 1'1] escort Yyou
And enlertain you on the way
I've tricks I vow you've never
seen

And  for you there will be no
pay.

And  he juggled his balls and
her flowers

As they strolled along the
green. E
She swore he was the clever one
For such tricks she'd never
seen.

And coming at last to her cot-
tage : : '

She bade him to come in

For i{n further entertainment
There could surcly be, no. sin.,

Sit your dear self downSir
And we'll hove -a glass of wine.
You've showed (o me some dur-
ling tricks.

Have you olhers just as fine?

Why, so I do, you clever miss.
Perhaps just a one or a two.
But I needs beg for your assis-
tance.

For these tricks just one can't
do.

Come sil upon ny lap a while
Let us see your dainty leg

And 111 show you how lo jugyle
But by morn you'll be nu maid.

Ah, Sir, I can assure you

It's a title 1 abhor,

So he juggled balls and other
things

And by dawn  she's o maid no é\ -

mare.

As the cock crewed up the  sun-
rise.

All the pluyers did depart
Leaving behind a nxiid with mir-
velous tricks,

Which to others she'll soon im-
part,
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Tldlusion

among. the shattered masks
the only 4ong in the miaron
L4 my name

Echoes of a Distant Past

Climb forever through
Autumn wind, biting, wintry
Fragrant with heather’s heady tang.

Brenin Llwyd’s vaporous breath swirls

e

across the valley,
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Verdant hills conceal the sea.
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The Grey King summons me home,
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Here, to Carn March arthur.

Lost voicés eého in the breeze

snatch at my hair and cloak, invade

my soul. Bleating |

sheep summon me

from my distant self,

now~swept away.

An icy~-white blossom drifts from the sky

Absorbed by the earth.



UNWANTON SOULS

With a swing of tha scyths
comes Death’s dread plagus
Taking his toll on precious life
ha plys his dour trade

His victims doth guaver
with fear of the unknown
They pray fFaor a saviar
Too late, Death’s sseds have been sown

Un life doss the blade dsscend,
ripping souls from their bodily home
For in a leather bound tome it is pennsd
that in purgatory they are doomed to roam

Neath’s tapestry is woven
with fear like blazing coals
Life is to be plucked from the chasan,
lsaving behingd unwanton souls




Wall Softly

Wallk softly
on ground where love has lain.

Lighten the heavy foot
that wowld disturh
what love remains

sleeping in the warm sod.

That hallowsd earth
will bloom again
and love will blossom
from her sweetness
when lovers
with light feet
and warm hands
kEneel and worship there.




SRY WARRIOR

The cagle flies
up in the shky.
Watching everthing
through his shining sues.

He is a strong creature

always ready to die.

He aluavs enters battle
with a warrior’s fighting oru.

Yt when the battle
is at an end,

he emerges the king
once again.



I't was by the hand of Wyland I came into existence. To mosl
I represented little more than a fine piece of art, a tool for
binding nations or slaying my custodian's enemies. Most who
viewed me had no idea of my full potential; my role as the nuster
smith's prodigal  son had long since  faded into obscurity.
Throughout the ages I, like a whore, have been passed from hand
to hand. I have -built and destroyed nations. I have freed and
~enslaved countless munbers. My creator would have wept had he
still lived, o ;

You nust understand; mankind is blessed. Not a blessing in
his eyes perhaps, but nonetheless a trait which insures his sur-
vival as a species ... nortality. For were the hunan mind unable .
to metamorphose onto a higher plane through death, " evil would
rule and the good stagnate. I

Today man has forgotten the fate of the past. Elves,
dragons, trolls and other denizens of the elder ages are now but
fantasies of children. I. do but hope that magic yel unfaded
remains well hidden or misunderstood; perhaps like myself.

It was in Hern's hands my song first was heard, but like for
the rest of his kind the mortal world overcame him and he becane
a figment, visible to only those of mixed spirit. 1 was hidden
in obscurity - occasionally hefted by would-be kings. By one
such man I was driven into stone and forgotten,



Arthur, having discovered my nature and thus freeing me in
an age when elves were but fantasies and superstition to men,
showed me the ancients were not all gone. Arthur uniqowingly
called to me and I gave him his heritage, but his blood began to
burn with the inner magic his human side could not accept. I was
cast into the sea and a man died. '

In time I would share my song with many kindred souls -
Charlemagne, Napoleon and Samuel Adams to nane a few. Butl times
are rapidly changing; the world of faerie has become more obscure
and I find myself laying under glass to be viewed as an antiquity
(if they only knew) . : '

I now sit quietly, days of glory echo in my memory as
thousands of dull eyes view my inprisonment as little nore than
times past. A child stopped at my resting place today, and some-
thing happened, a feeling, a touch I have not felt for a long
time. This one's eyes opened in wonder as I sang my eternal

song. And I then knew as her mother pulled her away, I am not
alone.




MY LOVE

I am devout to her beauty, as Eros
Slays my heart and blinds my eyes
with his cupidic bow and arrows,
from aloft her in the shinning skies.

Hers are the pooled eyes and the coppertone .

Of the goddess, Venus from fallen Rome.
Desired is she, more than Jason's Golden. Fleece.
She is my Aphrodite of ancient Greece.- - = .
She shines a Eos, the coming dawn. .

Her beauty gleams, it shines so bridght,
Lighting the path for Apollo, the rising sun,
She magnifies the early morning light.

She filters into my dreams,

Haunting my land of slumber.

As a phantom in the future,

Her visage strolls through a resevoir
Of times in my mind spent together.

My heart unlocks the door, her eyes melt the key,
As she stalks through my pools of memory.

She is a celluloid dream come to life,

Never to fade away and die, never to feel strife.

I pledge my heart in hands of praying faith to her
As she journies over

The horizon yet further

Across the vast blue water.

-I am fighting many wars for her love
For even though she is but one,
She is the one and only one,
That I could ever love.

It would crush my heart

And tear my soul apart,

If someone else were to win her love,

The love for me, of my pretty little, whitc dove.



Thou art the hunter of hearts.

Thou hath no soul.

Thy arrows but wound, they do not kill.

Thou leavest thy prey in agony, to only hope in vain for meréifgl death.

Thou hast brought down the mighty and the meek with equal cruelty;

In life,. Thou art the bringer of folly and pain.

My heart hath felt the pierce of thy cruel dart.

I feel my life flow from my wounds and yet, no death will come.

I gasp for breath that will not come, I am drowning but yet I breath on.
There is no salve nor balm to ease my pain,

Not even in the empty embrace of sleep can I forget.

The pain awakens me again and I bleed anew,

Cupid I curseth thy name.
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The nobles in their steel and their damask ride by
The high lord in his splendor above them.
Their fine blooded mounts

More worthy than we.

All bow as the hunt rides by.

The sheen of their steeds who curvette in their pride

Does but glint off the jewels of their riders.
We stand in their dust

And pray to the gods

"Let our maids find no favor amongst them".

But the lord's restless eye quickens to treasure
Spys the gold in the dross of our days.

And she who is waiting

For youth's sweet reward

Bows low as the hunt rides by.

The great blooded stallion does plunge and then cease.

The lord becons for her to come closer.
With her eager eyes lowered

She obeys in the dust

And is taken up on the saddle before him.

She was gone just that day and all of the night.
We found her at dawn on the green.

And of that brief time

She never has spoken.

But she bows in tears when the hunt rides bv.




+ This peaceful time

Unicorn's Glen

As I lie resting
On a soft bed of grass
Undernecatch g glant,
A bubbling brook

Dances by, .
Singing its water songs
Tor faeries, fauns,

aged oak tree

and elveg,

A graceful unicorn

In blinding White Splendounr
Prances By.

Brownies and Pixies
Play games in the clearing
Full of wmerriment and laughter,

I treasure

To dream as T wish,
Unhinderad,
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UISIONS DOF A UNICORN

‘Ivory horn and ebon hoaof,
Noble beauty all aloqf

Oressed in a coat of pure white hair

N

Unbridled love within its stare A b
Eyes of sapphire, dark, deap blue, ,C?
Noble, honor, ever true | ) "

Ebon hoof and ivory harn,

These Lhings males a unloorn




Forlan’s Creaturs

Shadows duelled in the corners. The only words heard in  the
dungaon  was a chanting of an_ancisnt language. Drops of watear

fell from the ceilling ubove...drip...drip...drip.. It wes, =all
quits monetanous. Then suddanly a new voice was introduced to

the darkness. 1t sounded quite angry, as though Just awakened
From a dasp sleanp. A scraam piercad through-tha.dahk, musty air.
. A shadow could now he Sewn, cast upon the wall by the flickering
torches, But this shadow was not human. No...it was much too
large and had an Dtharworldlg shape. Now it turnad the. cornar,
laughing "and hissing all at oncs. Oroal Eall‘Ercmivlang"teath,
Just as tha drip af  water, but a  naw '  sound L was
addad...drip..hiss..drip..hias. Wherever the monstrous liquid
hit the Ffloor ths stone actually burned. It stormed up  the’
stairway and through a door, bursting outdoors. It raised its
hand to shiseld its Byes fram the blazing sun. Leathar craakaed ag
it sxpandad its wings and lifted inta tha air. It Flew in the
direction of the mountains, '

Back in tha dungaon a wizard lay on the hard floor,
seamingly dead. But wait...a Finger maved...than a hand, ~The
Lonjursr pushed himsglf  off the floor. A loud hiss floated
through the darknass, followad hy & yelp of pain. The wizard had
plantad his hand in a pool of the corrosive saliva left by ths
manstar., ‘

The wizard is Forlan, a mere initiate to the dark arts. O0Ons
must be brilliant, or quite mad, to learn ths art of magic. But
Forlan sesmed to be the latter, for he had called a deman  forth

From tha abyss. This was quite faolish, evan learnad wizards
hesitate to do so. '




Forlan uttered waords hansath his breath. "May uyour hlood

boil within your veins!” and indeed, the monster’s blood did just
that! It turned its horrid head skyward and scresmsd. Its
leathery skin burned &1l about it, yst it  lived, The damon
turned toward Farlan and struck out with a clawed hand. Ths

stesl sharp claws ripped through the armor and into Forlan’s
skin.  Forlan drew wup his hand and hurled ths sword with all his
might. Ihe mighty blade plungsd into the creaturss skin, and
lighting spread From the wound to angulf the monstar. Tha deadly

streakaes of lightning brushed across Forlan, too, and causead

gresat pain and injury. The monster lived, but was greatly
weakaned.



He creeped up the stairs and through the broken door. He
gazed intg ths horizon, hut the monstar wes gons Fram sight.
Forlan bent over and picked up rock. He held it in his hand  and
chanted a shart gspell. 7The rock Floatsd upwards, than it fFlew to
the sast For about three faet,

PSg...my Friend has taken refuge in ths mountains, MNa
matter, I will find him bvantually.” His fForaehead creasad as  in
worry. Then he said, almost baneath his breath “"Unless he finds
ma Firstl™ .

It was dark bhsfore Forlan was ready. Hs exited the keep

which was his home, No sooner had he sat Foot out the door than
‘he was transformed into an owl, with a silver pendant dangling
fram. its neck. Tha owl Flew ta tha east, towards the mountains.
: The owl came to = thatched hut, tha homs of a pleasant
farming Family. Farlan flew arcund thse building until hs found
an opening in the roof. He wiggled his way through and Found
“himsslf perched among the rafters. Forlan had an axcallent view
of the homa. The man wha livaed hers obviously hoeard Forlaen’'s
antrance, For he looked up,

"Come  hera dear,” ha called to his wife, "ws  have
visitar]|”

"And a beautiful one at that!” cames the woman’s  raply.
"I’va naver sean an owl that looked sao wondecrful bhefaora,” Har
Bues Nacrrowed and Faorlan realized she had spotted the pandant ha
wore. Hae  fesared that they might try to steal it and movead
towards ths hols in the roof through which he entersed. Tha waman
saemad . to have natice this foar sha called out to him. "o nat
Fear, You must be no ordinary owl to have such -8 brilliant
pendant. Wes would not dream of taking it From you.”

A child now appsared at their side.  "I’11 bet ha’'s & good
omen!” The boy exclaimed. Y

Tha hours passed and the family went to slesep. Forlan, too,
‘bagan to grow waary. Than, aver so Eaintlg,-a,ﬁlapping of wing

‘ould be hsard. The sound greuw loudat.until}FDrlah}raaliiad that
thess were no ocdinary wings, they were wings of leatharl  Hs ,
poksd his hsad through thse opaning in the roof and saw thes damnon.
ha brought fFaorth from the abyss caoming his way. = He ra-gnterad
the hut and screschad and hootad as loud as possible, but the
Family did not awaksesn, At tha last possible moment he Flaw From
tha hut and lightly perched on a tres not Far away . From his
vantagse point Forlan saw tha demon crash through tha roof of thea
houss. Horrid screams echosd through the darknass as tha Family
‘perishad - inside their own home. Faorlan turnsd his haad. Waa
this the horror which he had brought into ths world? Was it
indesd his fault For what was happening to the Family, or was it
a crual twist of Fats? ‘ o

Forlan decided he could: takae this no longer. Hs Flew to ths
ground and immesdiately tranaformed ta his human shapa. Howavsr
in place of his robes he wors armoc and in place of his wand was
2 sword. He rushed with 2ll his spaed and burslt through thas hub's
daar., What he bshseld as hs entered mads him wincs. Tha
craaturs  was faasting on the remains of tha Ffamily, bloocdiecd
limbs hung from its mouth as it turned toward Forlan,

B



"Thare 1s one lagt chancel” Said Farlan. With +this he
graspead ' his pandant and stood erect. A light, pure. as mint?r’ﬁ
first  snow, sengulfed him. The remains of Forlan's armor Fell
‘frcmwhis-bodg. ‘The light totally ohscured Faorlan from visw, Tha
- monster shiaslded its syes from the light. When the light finally

. subsided a great unicorn stood in Forlan’s stead. Pcross  tha

side of this wondrous being was a gaping wound, seemingly causas
from the claus of the demon. The white skin around this aresn was
‘slowly being stained red. The unicorn chargad, and its hgrn
plungaed into the maonster’s side, Killing it instantly. The

unicorn, which was Forlan, was exhausted. It, too, died thst
night. In tha marning villagers cama from all aver ta seg the
sight of the battle. There were No dead bodiss among the ruins
of the humble home. Whare tha monster had been was & blackened
hole in the ground. Where the remains of the bodies of the thrse
family members and ths body of the unicorn had been ware Ffour
straight, tall, and proud oek trees. One of these traees, whsn
sean in the darksst aof nights, glows with a glorious . white light.

And on these nights the ghost of a unicorn can be ssen cunning in
the pasturs nearhy.




