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Précis for the Collection
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This poetry collection serves as both a lamentation and a rallying cry, chronicling the slow erosion of tradition, the upheaval of once-stable societies, and the silent struggles of those caught in the tides of change. It speaks to the weight of history, where the lessons of the past are often ignored, and the foundations of culture and identity are steadily undermined by forces both internal and external.
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Through vivid and evocative verse, these poems capture the essence of a world at a crossroads, where the battle between sovereignty and subjugation plays out in the quiet halls of governance, on the windswept fields of the farmer, in the trenches of the soldier, and within the hearts of those who watch helplessly as the fabric of their nation frays. The collection explores the burdens of those who bear witness: the watchmen, the sentinels, the shepherds of culture and law who, in their silence or inaction, allow the encroachment of forces that threaten to reshape their world.
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Recurring themes of betrayal, resilience, and faith weave through these works, offering both a dirge for what is lost and a testament to the enduring spirit of those who refuse to yield. The clash between old and new, the weight of broken promises, and the silent suffering of the forgotten form the backbone of this collection.
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From the fading echoes of Albion and the vanishing traditions of a once-proud land to the relentless march of progress that silences dissent and erodes heritage, this book asks the reader to stand witness. It reminds us that history’s warnings are often whispered before they are shouted, and that the cost of silence may be greater than we dare to imagine.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Summons to the Reader
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Oh, ye who roam the boundless deep, where thought and legend swell,

Where empires rise and ages weep, and time tolls wisdom’s knell,

Draw near and find, upon this shore, the vessels I have wrought,

Each keel cut sharp with ink and lore, each mast with meaning fraught.
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Some sail through halls of fallen might, where Rome and Carthage fell,

Where kings once stood in gilded light, now ghosts with tales to tell.

Some track the tides of present days, where silent battles roar,

Where freedom’s torch is set ablaze, or dimmed by hands of yore.
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Yet all who seek may claim a lamp to guide through fog-bound seas,

A flame to pierce the cloying damp, to stir the mind’s unease.

So take thy leave or take thy fill, these pages wait for thee,

For every book’s a tempest still, and thou, the captain free.
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The Ballad of the Fading Tongue
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Oh where is the speech of the sages of old, the cadence of Chaucer, the thunder of Blake?

Now lost in the tap of a finger-grown cold, where words shrink to whispers for brevity’s sake.

No ballads they weave, no riddles they tell, no echoes of Homer or Milton remain,

But stare at the glass of their hand-woven shell, as language lies gasping in shackles and chain.
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No lore do they gather, no wisdom they seek, but prattle in phrases as brittle as frost,

For history’s weight is too heavy to speak, and knowledge unprized is but knowledge long lost.

And yet in the shadows of silence and dust, the echoes of sonnets and verses still play,

For though they may slumber, the words do not rust, where one heart still sings, they shall never decay.
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The lands, once a chorus, now babble and drone, where Babel's own folly takes root in the ground,

And tongues once united now fracture in stone, their syllables sundered, their harmony drowned.

Yet what care have I for the fate of the throng? A poet needs little, a thought and a pen,

For words, like wild butterflies, flutter in song, and rest on a flower, then vanish again.
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So write though the deaf and the heedless abound, let ink etch its mark though no reader be nigh,

For words are but ships, and the sea is profound, and some sail unnoticed, yet still they must fly.

If one fleeting verse finds a heart to ignite, or lingers a moment in soft golden light,

Then silent or spoken, forgotten or bright, oh what does it matter? I’ve had my delight.
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Ode to the St. Lawrence Spring
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Lo, Winter’s grasp, though wan and worn, still lingers on the sodden ground,

Yet vernal whispers stir the air where Canada geese in flight resound.

Their echoes trace the breaking ice where rivers churn and thunders roar,

As thawing tides in silver veins reclaim the Seaway’s frozen shore.
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The robin calls from boughs still bare, where yet no bud nor bloom is seen,

But nestled deep, the crocus wakes, and shoots of daffodils burn green.

The fickle frost retreats, returns, a vagrant ghost of bygone might,

While sunlight gilds the lengthening days and carves the shadowed tomb of night.
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Oh, soon the earth shall don her gold, her emerald crown, her scented grace,

And we who watch with patient hearts shall bask within her warm embrace.

The St. Lawrence sings a waking hymn, the sap shall rise, the winds shall play,

And Spring, once but a whispered dream, shall claim her long-awaited stay.
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The Soldier’s Grace and the Children’s Flight
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Through streets where the lanterns flicker and fade,

Where wolves in the shadows like spectres invade,

Two children ran breathless, their eyes filled with dread,

Fleeing the yoke where the numbered are bred.

The masters had weighed them, had marked them as grain,

To harvest their souls for the State’s iron chain,

But freedom still whispered, though distant it seemed,

A dream yet unbroken, a land still redeemed.
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The wolves closed in silent, with hunger unchained,

Their teeth bared in malice, their mercy unfeigned.

No bell tolled a warning, no watchman had cried,

No hand reached to aid them, no door opened wide.

Yet out of the dark, with a whispering tread,

A lone figure limped where the fearful had fled.

His coat bore the scars of a soldier long past,

His breath scented faintly of poppy’s old cast.
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A hand touched the first beast, a stroke to its hide,

And the fire in its eye turned to ash in its pride.

A whisper, a murmur, a word half-untold,

And the next slunk away, like a cur from the cold.

The pack turned in fury, yet none dared to fight,

For the touch of the soldier was more than mere might.

One by one they departed, their howling now weak,

For the hand of the just makes the ravenous meek.
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The children stood silent, their hands clasped in fright,

Yet hope took their hearts like the breaking of light.

The soldier knelt slowly, his bones stiff with pain,

And murmured, "Come swiftly, this way to the lane.

This city’s grown hollow, its soul worn away,

But beyond lies the land where the steadfast still stay.

Where wolves do not govern, where men till the loam,

And the strong guard the hearth, and the meek have a home."
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Through fields newly greening, past rivers they trod,

Where hedgerows stood sentry and daffodils nod.

The farmhouse stood waiting, its windows aglow,

And there at the gate, with their faces in woe,

Two hounds came a-begging, their noses upturned,

For hands to caress them and kind words well-earned.

With laughter and kindness the children knelt down,

And kissed their new guardians, all golden and brown.
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The farmer came forth with a nod and a stare,

His wife with an apron, her hands in her hair.

"The lost have come home," said the soldier in jest,

"The wolves of the city now trouble them less.

A hearth must be waiting, a meal must be made,

For labour and love are the world’s true trade.

Let silver be buried, let gold turn to dust,

For wealth without labour is folly and rust."
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They washed in warm water, they ate at the board,

Where butter lay golden and bread was well-stored.

The hounds sat beside them, with tails all a-wag,

And the fire leapt high in its crackling brag.

Outside, in the pastures, the stallions ran free,

And the hawk turned in circles, a king of the lea.

The fields bore their treasure, the barns held their yield,

For the strong plough the land, and the weak take the shield.
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The watchmen stood armed where the valley ran wide,

The priest lit the candles where mercy abide.

The farmer sowed barley, the soldier stood tall,

And none let the wolves cross the meadowland’s wall.

The children grew strong, with the hounds at their side,

Their hands in the soil, their hearts full of pride.

No ruler who hoards up his silver and grain,

Can rule a land starved of the strong and the sane.
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So let it be spoken, and let it be known,

A land without farmers will reap only stone.

A land without shepherds will fall to the beasts,

A land without watchmen will fall to the feast.

A church without faithful is empty and bare,

And a throne without warriors is lost to despair.

So rulers take heed, and the mighty beware,

For a land feeds its young when the wolves are not there.
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