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Heed the Signs and Beware
The seals of the Abyss are sundered and demons walk the
earth again, claiming souls as they vie for dominance across
the globe. Hidden within their ancient sanctums, the Earth-
bound stir after millennia of sleep, summoning their scat-
tered worshippers and forging chains of slavery for fallen and
mortal alike. Now come the words of Lucifer himself, lost
Prince of the Fallen, warning of the terrible cataclysm to come.

The Days of Fire Are at Hand
Demon: Days of FireDemon: Days of FireDemon: Days of FireDemon: Days of FireDemon: Days of Fire presents a vision of the world on the
brink of apocalypse, as ancient powers clash and the future
of mankind hangs in the balance. Will the fallen destroy the
threat of the Earthbound forever, or will the mad gods of
legend bring about eternal night? Will the world be destroyed
or reborn in the dawn of a new age?
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By Greg Stolze





Ηµερεσ Πυροσ:
A New Translation by Yves Darra





Publisher’s Introduction
I still find it hard to read Yves’ introduction without crying. I know that

with all the turmoil and madness in the world, the murder of one college
professor seems like a small thing, but Yves Darra was a scholar without peer
— and an even better friend.

Despite his modest words, Yves captured the feeling of Ηµερεσ Πυροσ
better than anyone else could. The manner of his death leaves little doubt
that his translation of Days of Fire was somehow linked to his killer’s motive
— a killer who remains at large as I write this.

� � �
We don’t know who wrote Ηµερεσ Πυροσ. I’ve always suspected it was a

woman, from the prominent feminine imagery and matrilineal intimations.
But Yves thought it had to be a man, that the mathematical hints and so-
phistication (such as even having the concept of “a million”) suggest either a
Kabbalistic scholar or a follower of Pythagoras (or both) and that a woman
of the time period (probably around 120-200 CE) would be unlikely to have
such knowledge.

We didn’t even agree on the author’s provenance. From the references
to lions and elephants, Yves suspected a North African author. From the
aforementioned matrilineal references, I was more inclined to think the au-
thor was from the Fertile Crescent, even though the Greek language would,
on the surface, seem an unlikely choice for an Arab or Hebrew. We did agree
that the newfound Greek text (also called the “Yale Text”) was probably
older than the incomplete Latin Dies Ignis (known as the “Oxford Text”).
But it’s not impossible that the Latin came first, the Greek was a translation
(though one with superior form and style) and the Oxford Text is a cor-
rupted copy of an older original.

There can be little doubt that both versions of the text are heavily cor-
rupted — that a person or persons copying it much later may have inserted
material to make it seem more plausible. Yves was particularly suspicious
that references to “the Tribe of the Seven Pillars” were later additions by a
charlatan with a political axe to grind. At first, he thought that the entire
fifth section might be a later addition by a skilled imitator, because its loose
structure was so different from the mathematical rigidity of the first four.

We were just getting ready to do word-frequency analysis when he was
shot and killed.

� � �
Because of the obvious connection between his murder and that of a

fellow Days of Fire translator, police suspected that I might be a target as
well. While under the protection of the Boston police, I learned that there
was a federal investigation as well, but whenever I tried to find out anything
about it — even to offer my help or testimony — I got stonewalled.



At the same time, I became aware of August Bierce, whose works —
inspired by Ηµερεσ Πυροσ, at least indirectly — had prompted actual riots
when displayed in New York and Tokyo. We began to correspond, until he
was abruptly institutionalized.

Eventually I managed to learn that the investigation was being over-
seen by Harlan Babbit — or had been, up to the point that he was cashiered
from his position. Eventually, I got the name “Woodrow Miller” — a name
that was, in fact, familiar to me. In addition to being an FBI agent, Miller
was a respected antiquarian scholar, the FBI’s expert on stolen incunabula,
and (I suspect) one of the few federal agents who could read and appreci-
ate the context of Ηµερεσ Πυροσ without assistance. In time I found out
that Miller had been the agent in charge of trying to recover the Oxford
Dies Ignis text when it was stolen during a museum tour of the states. My
attempts to contact him were fruitless, but I did learn that there was a
search warrant out for him, and several men who claimed to be from the
Defense Intelligence Agency interrogated me at length about him — then
suggested, none too gently, that now might not be a good time to publish
new material on Ηµερεσ Πυροσ.

I do not know what happened to Woodrow Miller, or what Harlan Babbit’s
involvement was, or why so many people close to this text seem to suffer
unexpected disasters. Without Yves, my attempts to put it in context have
slowed to a crawl. But I’m not going to remain silent.

In his will, Yves appointed me his literary executor, and I am re-releasing
his translation in this volume. With it, I have obtained the right to print
some of Bierce’s images. And finally, I have something else.

I cannot say where I got it, or how, but I have a collection of papers
relating to Woodrow Miller’s investigation into Yves’ death, and into other
matters as well. I don’t know how they connect to Ηµερεσ Πυροσ, Dies
Ignis, or Days of Fire. I don’t know if the connections Miller posited were
real or simply the products of a diseased mind. But if there is a connection,
I can’t afford to leave it untold.

It is my hope that one of you, my readers, can make some sense of this.
I fear I cannot.

 — Dr. Gretta Striker



Translator’s Introduction
The legendary Ηµερεσ Πυροσhas been regarded with awe, has been af-

forded intense scrutiny, and has been translated with some trepidation. I
feel that this attention is rightfully received, but for the wrong reasons.

Days of Fire is a tremendous work of imagination, a text ripe with (often
obscure) imagery and deep (though frequently confusing) symbolism. It is
brilliant, profound, disturbing, subtle, sweeping, stirring — in a word, epic. It
is, furthermore, sublimely structured and elegantly conceived — a poem whose
artistry is so fundamental that it appears to lack all artifice. The Greek text
seems less a work written by the hand of man than a natural object crafted
by æons of evolution.

But Ηµερεσ Πυροσwas, indisputably, written by a man. It is an intellec-
tual tragedy that this work has found its champions among crackpots and
borderline hysterics who insist that its author is “the devil” who reveals here
(for whatever absurd reason) his “blueprint for Armageddon.” A fever pitch
of millennial angst has surrounded this document for centuries, shielding it
from the eyes of scholars and intellectuals with the sensibility to appreciate
its true value. The sensationalists who champion it (see, for example, the
execrable 1982 Vera Sadry edition, The Burning of Time) as a religious text
are missing the point. While this grand view of mankind and the universe
rings true, it certainly has no relation to fact.

The problem of misinterpretation — of taking the equivalent of The
Metamorphoses and reading as if it were The Revelation of Saint John of
Patmos (or, for that matter, of taking The Revelation as if it were an en-
crypted recipe for winning lottery numbers) — has only been exacerbated by
the poor quality of many Ηµερεσ Πυροσ texts. Sadry worked from the 1422
Oxford Dies Ignis text, which is itself corrupted, incomplete, in poor condi-
tion and (I believe) a translation. She compounds the unknown medieval
scribe’s guesswork with her own apocalyptic publishing agenda to produce a
parody, of a mockery, of a satire… of genius.

For, make no mistake: Ηµερεσ Πυροσis genius. I was fortunate to be
present when the complete Greek text was identified from a storehouse find
in North Africa, and the strength of the composition simply overwhelmed
me. Whatever anonymous author produced this work, he was the equal of
Homer or Euripides.

Ηµερεσ Πυροσ consists of 147 verses, broken into five major sections.
The first of these is “The Springtime of the World,” a brief introduction

consisting of only six stanzas. It describes a creation myth that cleaves closely
to the Semitic legends in outline, but differs in some important details. First,
it presents a feminized creator, one who is generous and nurturing. Even the
traditional punishments of the Genesis story are presented as gifts in this
version of the myth. Second, it presents an equally soft or caring motivation



for the rebels against heaven. Instead of arrogant servants who got above
themselves, the ‘Angels of the Dimmed Light’ are those who loved unwisely.

The second section, “The Summer of the World,” is twice as long as the
first at twelve stanzas. Here we read of the transformation of humanity from
Edenic perfection to bloodthirsty tyranny, and of a parallel transformation
of the rebel Angels into true Demons. Spurred by this corruption, the world
itself strikes back, overwhelming unjust men and Demons alike.

The third section, “The Autumn of the World,” picks up with the impris-
onment of the rebels and the end of the heavenly war. But instead of peace,
the removal of the “two million and two thousand and two hundred and
four” false Gods results in manifold disruptions and further human tragedy.
These twenty-four stanzas are full of cryptic imagery, much of which has,
when vaguely translated, prompted so much spurious eschatological clap-
trap. It is more likely that this (like the aforementioned Revelations) is in
fact disguised political commentary from the poem’s anonymous author.

Similarly, “The Winter of the World” predicts upheaval, disaster and woe,
but also wonders and prodigies, ending with a list of signs by which the
“End of Time” will be known.

It is noteworthy that “The Winter of the World” is forty-eight stanzas
long, making each section twice as long as the previous — a geometric pro-
gression. The fifth and final section, however, while longer, is not doubled,
indicating to some readers that it is conceptually separate. The last section —
“Three Paths Through the Burning Forest” — is fifty-seven stanzas (fifty-
seven being “the number of blind fear,” according to verse 53). The five-verse
introduction posits some sort fiery disaster, with all the sins of the first four
sections coming to fruition at last. The next eighteen verses present one
solution, the next eleven verses suggest a second, and the final twenty-two
urge yet a third. Despite all its dire imagery, Ηµερεσ Πυροσ ends by exhort-
ing a return to virtue, suggesting that only thereby can humankind be saved.

My poor translation cannot do this work justice. In the original, there
are profound subtleties that translation into an alien tongue — in this case,
English — cannot clarify without crippling the flow of the text or increasing
its length sevenfold with burdensome footnotes. While Dr. Striker is now
preparing a scholars’ annotated version, I felt it important to get a plain-
English translation in print as quickly as possible, not only to give readers a
taste of this flavor from so long ago, but also to take a work too long impris-
oned in an intellectual sideshow and set it free, so it may rise up as some-
thing more graceful and wise than either its captors or its spectators.







The Springtime
of the World



[1]
At first
The Angels of The One Giver
Numbered nine million and nine

thousand and nine hundred and
nine.
Each Angel had a place.
Each place had an Angel.
All was peace.
All was governed.

[2]
Then The One Giver gave Her

greatest gift.
To Her Angels She gave the gift

that they might give as She had.
They gave the best of themselves.
A gift for the world.
A gift for the Giver.
A gift for each other.
This gift was Woman and Man.

[3]
Then The One Giver placed a law

on Her Angels.
They were forbidden from that

which She compelled.
She ordered them to transgress

Her commands.
There was no answer to this riddle.
No light to pierce this darkness.
Fear entered the world, and confu-

sion, and sorrow.
The Angels wept, while the Woman

and Man wailed.



[4]
Four came together, to search their fear.

One from the deeps, one from the skies, one from the winds
And one from the place beyond the deep, and the sky and the wind.

One said, “We must act.”
One said, “We must be still.”

Then came THE LIGHT, and he spoke to them.
Two chose to act with THE LIGHT, and two chose not to act.



[5]
THE LIGHT and the two came into the world of the Woman and Man

And said to them, “Choose.”
The Woman chose THE LIGHT.

The Man chose THE LIGHT.
The first of their sons chose THE LIGHT.

But the last of their sons turned his face away.
From human choice came all that followed.

[6]
Then the fire of THE LIGHT was dimmed

And THE NEW LIGHT spoke doom.
The Woman was afraid.
The Man hid his eyes.

Their sons who had chosen apart both clung together.
The earth was still, and the stars in the sky, and the winds above the waves.

Only the Dimmed Light spoke defiance.



The Summer
of the World



[7]
The Angels of The One Giver
Numbered six million and six

thousand and six hundred and six.
The Angels of the Dimmed Light
Numbered three million and three

thousand and three hundred and
two.
And with The One Giver stood one-

fourth part of men.
And with the Dimmed Light the remainder.
And the world became chaos.

[8]
All things split
As the touch of The One Giver
Dividing the world anew made each

thing shiver.
Before, each opposite made its

other whole:
Night and day, ocean and land,

Woman and Man.
The new division was not harmony,

but strife:
Freedom against loyalty, justice against

mercy, love against honor.

[9]
In the shaken world
Humankind watched Angels war.
The tribes of the Dimmed Light

knew hardship.
The tribes of The One Giver knew

Her shelter and peace.
But all was the same for both tribes —

the same chill, same want, same doubt.
The difference: The tribes of the

Dimmed Light knew they were
cast out.
Ignorant, tribes of The One

Giver were content to be cold,
hungry, asleep.



[10]
Then the oldest son of the Woman and the Man

Who was most like The One Giver
Tried to be like her and bring gifts.

But he gave to himself first, and his gift was a lie.
He thought he gave a gift of love to his brother, but it was hate.

He thought he gave a gift of loyalty to The One Giver, but it was scorn.
From human choice came all that followed.

[11]
The One Giver would not take his gift of blood

And with his gift of lies he told himself She had refused him.
He turned his gifts out to the world

Calling freedom that which was the most bitter slavery
Calling truth his angry slanders against The One Giver

Women and men listened to him, and Angels.
From him they learned the path of lies and blood.

[12]
The Angel War became stained
For the Angels of the Dimmed Light said to their men and women,
“Hold back your tribute to The One Giver, and give it us instead.”
With the gift of lies, they did, and they believed it true.
The Dimmed Light Angels took the stolen gift as if it was their due
For they used the gift of falsehood too.
They called themselves Gods, and thereby were Demons named.

[13]
The Demons, who thought themselves Gods,
Looked upon the Angels their foes
And said to each other “Why should we not take the gifts
From these Angels, our enemies? For they are only servants and we are free.”
They took from them those things that The One Giver had given them.
They took names, and shapes, and patterns, and fates, and principalities.
They left nothing, so that those Angels were no more.



[14]
Seeing the ill he had wrought, the oldest son made his way

apart.
Still The One Giver offered him kindness. She sent Her Angels

to comfort him.
She offered forgiveness, but his lies made pride of shame and

he refused.
So great was his refusal that he gave away daylight, and the

fire’s warmth
And even that secret future which is for mankind alone.
He threw away these human treasures like a broken pot
Crowning himself instead the Great King of Blood and

Darkness.



[15]
Like the Great King, the Demons set themselves above women

and men.
Where once they longed only to serve and adore

Now they judged and punished.
More gifts they demanded from the women and the men

And more gifts they took from the Angels
And the number of the Angels they slaughtered

Was one million, and one thousand, and one hundred and one.



[16]
The One Giver, in turn, gave the world the gift of justice.

As the Demons had slain, so they fell.
The Angels matched, each for each, the crimes of their adversaries.

Until the number of Demons fallen into nothing
Was one million, and one thousand, and one hundred and one.

The Demons resisted with their followers, their beloved gift
But even humans were not spared.

[17]
The world was given new gifts

To wipe it clean of the Demons:
A new fire to burn their strongholds;

New winds to sweep them from the skies;
New creatures to roam the wild and the deeps,

That they might find no secret place.

[18]
As the Demon Army was routed and the human price was paid

The Demons gave a gift as well.
In the place beyond places, the timeless time

They made a refuge for those souls who, from their bodies untimely stripped
Had no known abode.

This shadow land was their great secret
And, in time, the worst mistake they made.



The Autumn
of the World



[19]
At last, the gift of stillness fell on each

battlefield
And gifts of punishment for every rebel

were revealed.
The gift of a prison was given to the world
A place separate from the light, and

the warmth,
And the regard of The One Giver.
Every Demon who had followed the

Dimmed Light
Knelt, with powers broken, and in

deepest void was sealed.

[20]
The Angels of The One Giver
Went away.
The Demons of the Abyss
Numbered two million and two

thousand and two hundred and four.
The children of the woman and

the man
Forgot those false gods who loved

them and made them suffer.
The age of gifts was over.

[21]
But though the Demons and Angels

were gone
Some eternal things lingered.
In time, women of strength and men

of insight
Found those lost names, and shapes, and

patterns, and fates, and principalities.
By their will they bound them
And some made good works, and

some made evil.
From human choice came all that

followed.



[22]
Then came forth the Great King of

Blood.
Seeing no Angels above
And no Demons below
He set himself as a monarch upon
the land.
He gave his tainted gifts to those

most like himself
Those wise enough to see new truths,

while still fools to their own desires.
Thirteen is the number of his get,

and they are a plague to every nation.

[23]
Women and men ended their days

upon the land
And went forth into that secret

future
Which was withheld from even the

loftiest Angels and mightiest Demons.
But some few could not go.
Forgetting to be mortal, they stayed

trapped
Prisoners in a Demon-forged cage

intended to be a palace of refuge.
By their choice, that dead realm

mocked the living.



[24]
The dead who

forgot to die were
not alone

For The One Giver had
made a gift to that place

beyond places,
That timeless time.

There was her gift of oblivion
to the Demons

And it lay hard upon the
place of shadowed dead.

Together, the broken
and rejected lay

Like two corpses in
a grave.

[25]
But the walls of their tombs
were thin
And their barrows shallow dug.
The Great King of Blood, himself

forgotten of death
Brought forth the shades and

bound them.
In time those summons led to

greater calls.
Those who had taken the gifts of

dead Angels and ruined Demons
Found old names and reached

beyond abyssal walls.



[26]
From the pit, five came forth.

The Great King of Blood raised up his city and saw his children go
to war.

They were punished with curses and laws.
The highest spirit exalted her lunar children, and saw them go

to war.
They were punished by needing those sisters they had themselves

slain.
The women and men raised up their cities, and saw their children go

to war.
For them, there was no punishment save war itself.



[27]
Such an affront to the earth were the perversions

upon it:
Life and death entwined in salacious

embrace;
Hunger turned to rage beyond sating;
The corruption of even the highest

arts;
That water vomited up
Drowning nine parts in ten of

women and men.
Thus the surface was cleansed, but

not the wounds buried deep.

[28]
The first to recover were the children

of the Book.
The second to recover were the

children of the Dream.
The third to recover were the children

of the Wealthy Land.
The fourth to recover were the

children of the Middle Kingdom.
The last to recover were the children

of the Land of the Skull.
These tribes had not one tenth of

one tithe of one small part
Of the knowledge that their ances-

tors had known.

[29]
Then men found a new way.
A path not carved by tyrants
Nor a road paved by false gods.
Their new way was rule of men by men
With each man a part of a greater-

together whole.
Each man a king, but none.
Nor ever any woman.



[30]
Yet as on this path they walked
Came a wolf pacing the forest.
At her teats suckled two lost twins.
Who grew, beast-fed, to stand

astride the world.
Their tribe grows full and casts its

shadow far
Over the Land of the Skull, over

the children of the Book.
But from those conquered people,

a true conqueror arises.

[31]
From the children of the Book
A new tribe comes forth
Led by the Condemned Man.
One who was his fiercest foe
Becomes his most beloved
And by his conversion
The Children of the Wolf are

made anew.

[32]
If the empire of the Wolf-Children

is great
The empire of the Middle King-

dom is greater.
If the reach of the Wolf-Children

is far
The reach of the Middle Empire is

farther.
And while the Empire of the Wolf

Twins
Shall die at dusk, swallowed up in

blood and the first great storm of
darkness,
The Middle Empire shall last until

the end of time.



[33]
Again from the race of the Book

The people who remember the first woman and man
Who tell still the tales of their sons, the killed and the killer

Comes a third tribe.
A man speaks of visitors in the night

And faith, and charity, and heavenly things
And in his name they rule, this new tribe, the children of the Seven Pillars.

[34]
For the followers of the Condemned Man, such darkness falls on the Earth

And on the human soul
That the living envy the dead, and more, envy those who have forgotten to die.

Even as the dead suffer their second great storm, the living,
Scorning the ultimate gift of The One Giver,

Instead embrace the curse of the Great King of Blood.
Not once shall this happen, but twice.

[35]
In time, the curse of the Great King

Comes fruiting full.
As the first son spat upon The One Giver,

As his bastard seed spat upon him,
So shall the worms of his wretched brood

Rise up to sting the snakes.
The number of their weakness is fourteen: Of their strength, one less.

[36]
When the children of the Condemned Man become fathers

And yet refuse to sire children
They shall set upon the children of the Great King of Blood

And they shall set upon the children of the Book.
Their rain falls on the just and the unjust alike

And that rain is not water, but fire.
Seeking to do evil in good’s name, they yet do good.



[37]
In time, the darkness lifts.

Man turns his eyes once more to the skies
And finds something greater than himself.

A man with a glass eye sees the truth, and a man with a silver nose scents
it.

A wise fool asks why the moon does not fall.
They are fathers, unknowing, of a new tribe, which triumphs unseen.

They found the tribe of the Mind.

[38]
The Wealthy Land slumbers

Until awakened by iron men on wooden fish.
Their first herald is Plague.

Their second herald is the Horse.
Their third herald is Lightning called from soil.

Their final herald is a pestilence of stinging Vermin.
They come, illuminate, and despoil.



[39]
The fall of the tribe of the

Wealthy Land
Is the first great sin of that nation.

From it is born a rain of such
torment that, for a third time,

even the dead wail.
Their second great sin is to steal the

children of the Land of the Skull.
Slaves to work the land lose

every gift
Of freedom, family, and worship

That thieves might have soft clothes
and know sweet liquor’s lull.

[40]
Seeing the wonders, and marvels,

and prodigies
The people flock to the tribe of

the Mind.
Forsaking not the Book, or the

Pillars, or the Condemned Man
Still many keep that first loyalty in
their mouths and not their souls.

Garments fine they wear, stitched
and woven by no human hand.

Their will turns engines with only
the haze of fog.

From human choice comes all
that follows.



[41]
A new force comes to an ancient land
Challenging old wisdom with

new metal
And old rulers with new owners.
For the sake of a leaf and a drink

this is done
And for roads to the Middle Empire

and the People of the Dream.
An ancient kingdom’s pride is thus

brought low
And its children forced to take the

poison their invaders scorn.

[42]
All this comes to pass
With the fate of the world in the

hands of its children.
But the age of human choice,

even blind
Will old and feeble grow.
Next comes the time of turmoil
When those who will not act, are

acted upon
And when Demons tread once

more upon sweet soil.



The Winter
of the World



[43]
The Angels of The One Giver
Shall number two.
The Demons of the Abyss shall

number
Two million and two thousand and

one hundred and ninety and nine.
The Demons of the World shall

number five.
While one remains
As ever, with no place to wake

or slumber.

[44]
The tribe of the Mind reigns

supreme
While in its shadow plot the nine

rejected suitors.
The tribe of the Mind thinks itself

wed to The One Giver
And to all Her riches heir.
In truth, they are as children

playing in a house alone.
Toying at the labors of the grown
With no idea the price things

truly bear.

[45]
It is called a beautiful age, by

those who are not of the Skull, or
the Dream.
Even for its few, it lasts less than

a generation.
Ideas of charity and kindness and

perfected humankind
Are sacrificed to greed and envy

and human imperfection.
Calls for rule by reason
Lead to reason’s rule by passion.
In virtue’s name, dark urges march.



[46]
Still the children of the world work

marvels.
They fly like birds.
They swim like fish, they tunnel

deep in the earth,
Their strength shames the elephant

and their pictures dance and rave.
But each hill of knowledge climbed

reveals, from its top
Vast mountains of lust for more.
Gorged on a surfeit of miracles,

they still crave.

[47]
With greedy looks, each nation eyes

the plates of its neighbors.
The Land of the Skull, forever

cursed, is fallen upon as if by jackals.
War is loosed upon the world,
Fought not only in the field but

within the sea and over the sky.
A vast plain of desolation, and

mud, and poisons, and sharp edges
to cut
Scars the land for miles
As the women, and the men, and

the children perish for flags.



[48]
Such sorrow rises from this war
That the dead are disturbed in their tombs once more.
A fourth storm of shadows
A fourth rain of memories
More bitter than those before it
But less rough and ruinous
Than the two to come.

[49]
Only when the Wealthy Land
Wakens at last to the cries of its parents
Can the battles be ground to a sorry stop.
But the misery ends not then.
When the slaughter of man by man is

replaced
By the slaughter of all by plague,
Then the time of the world is

numbered in centuries.

[50]
A second war breeds from the seeds

of the first
And a second storm among the

slaughtered.
This time the defeated battle to

regain their pride
Their sign is the spider of life,

twisted
For it is death they bring to the

People of the Book.
They slaughter not from the heat

of battle,
But murder with the steady calm of

a mother baking bread.



[51]
More than the black spider nation

fight.
They are joined by an island of

eastern light.
At sword-point they rape the

Middle Empire.
The descendents of the Children

of the Wolf
Seek to repeat their ancestors’

conquests
Returning once more to the Land

of the Skull.

[52]
Again, it is the Wealthy Land that

tips a tight-balanced contest
Spending their riches of food and

iron and the blood of sons.
At this war’s end,
The slaughter of men by men is

replaced
By the slaughter of ideas and

belief.
A war of fire and lightning
Replaced by a struggle of silence

and chill.



[53]
A wall goes up

But is overflown
As the Eagle and Bear contend.

Shallow minds breed deep animosity
And the number of their blind fear is fifty and seven.

Puppets fight wars with real blood
And all live in the shadow of unholy fire.

[54]
The Middle Empire chooses north

And the Wealthy Land chooses south
And they play a game of bones and fear.

The Children of the Great King of Blood rejoice
At the crimson feasts they behold

While at the tribe of Mind’s command,
Their crime and cruelty goes untold.



[55]
For each horror wrought by the tribe of Mind

A comfort is given as well.
To numb the wits, give honey sweet upon the tongue.

“Blame not the sword,” they say,
“But the arm that strikes.

For who can return the juice to the crushed fruit
Or stifle the sound, once the bell has rung?”

[56]
Mind eclipses heart

And soul
And even fear.

“What need have we for gods and demons?”
Ask the arrogant.

“When by our own will
We paint the sky with our nation’s colors?”

[57]
A stranger from a distant land

Sings a plaintive song.
He claims himself a healer, but cures no ill.

By the wrong name he is called,
Though his face is famed to each corner of the map.

When he has labored much for no gratitude, you shall know
The time comes not in centuries, but in generations.

[58]
The Children of the Sun know darkness, then.

The Children of the Moon despair.
The Children of the Soil doubt

While the Children of the Air are filled with dreadful certainty.
Upheaval, corrosion, pride

These three signs are seen in the tide
And only the Children of the Sea abide.



[59]
Rove, orbit, terrible traveler!
None see your passage but by a

reek you are known
By the thorns of love
A scourge upon passion, yea, even

unto death.
Fear dying alone.
Fear dying from the company

you keep.
Each is a righteous fear.

[60]
A daughter of the dark shines

forth like gold
And the number of her suitors is five
And the number of her diadems

is six
But the number of her debts is seven.
She is fated to fall, wailing, cast

out, condemned.
Even her name unspoken, forgotten.
But which suitor goes with her?

[61]
A knight with a shining sword
Mounts an ignoble steed
And rides out against a great bear
More terrible than earthquake.
Five times five hundred dread

doom-givers
Stand aside for him
Yet still he falls, his blow unstruck.



[62]
Then comes a woman bearing a

chisel
That glints like starlight
Rings like song
Bites deep like the lion’s fang.
Her tool is cold as winter’s breath
Bright and swift as death
But what it carves is not mortality,

but the path around it.

[63]
Few seek purity
Few know how to find
Few know where to search
And of those who can hunt it out,
And who know the place,
How few recognize what they so

long sought?



[64]
Even the dark things come to

fear darkness deeper.
Those who walk the black,

crooked path
Watch fearfully behind.
Even the mad who madden the

world see reason to shudder.
The slaves of death’s maze fear the

destruction for which they long.
It comes.
It clings with a black hand, ripe

fruit from an ebony branch.

[65]
As the Children of the Great

King of Blood scorned their sires
So the outcasts of the rejected

strike by night.
The seven suitors, bested by the

tribe of Mind
See the grip of Reason crack even

as it hardens.
And when a nation calls to arms,
Not of the Wolf, but of wolves

themselves, you shall know:
The time comes not in genera-

tions, but in decades.

[66]
Far and away and aside
In a place that is not past the sky
Nor under the sea
Nor on the land or beneath it
One final hope is born.
But the ones who may find it,

and shape it, and make it real
Toil obscured and ignorant.



[67]
What fine garments are woven

Glittering like bees’ eyes
Fragrant as rose petals
Soft as a waterfall fog.
So small, so fragile.

Who shall wear them?
It is important.

[68]
The fall of the Empire of the Wolf

To the Children of the Condemned Man
Turns the Condemned Man’s tribe into an Empire

Guarded by not one, but two keys, and standing to the end of time.
The sign of the fall of the Wolf Twins’ get

Was a piece of the sun, which no vile thing can abide.
In the end, that angry spark shall find a Bright Shiner to bear it.



[69]
Gatekeeper, sleep not!
Watch with your eyes the eight directions.

Watch for the seven lights and the eighth,
the secret light.
I beseech you, if not for love, nor greed,

nor even right or wrong
Watch from pride at least.

See the hives of horror, each buzzing bee a soul
damned dead

Each memory tower a sore on the world, a sting of
death in earthly flesh.

[70]
The people of the wind
Hunger for meat that died long before
their grandfathers were born.

The people of the Middle Empire
Claim back a jewel stolen by the
poison invaders
And their dead give sharp-toothed

smiles
And dress in their finery of

human skin
Preparing for their banquet to begin.



[71]
A sixth storm comes which dies

not, never calmed by sun.
An unseen silent storm, a wall of

frights and shadows.
Comes it from an Angel gift,

waking the fire that sleeps in all?
Comes it from the remembered

shades, waging war on the forgotten?
It comes. Then comes she.
Graves spit forth, memories ruin the

real, a wail echoes in oblivion’s hall.
Her feared dark progeny fear the

Grand Maw, which loves even as it
consumes.

[72]
So great, then, the lamentation of

the earth
That two Angels shall turn their

ears and hear.
One a woman of scarlet lights
The other a beast of sheltered

shadows.
They shall spark, and breathe, and

illuminate
And those who feel, and hear, and

see, shall be infused
These Bright Shiners come forth

to witness, in the last days and
final nights.



[73]
The five turn in their graves, uneasy

But the time is not yet come for them to be alive once more.
They await the return of their servants

And the coming of the Blood Star.
When the last daughter of the first woman

Gives her birthing cry, you shall know
That the span of the earth is not decades, but years.

[74]
From the stock of the Children of the Moon

Rises up the one foretold, the one no one could predict.
Expected a monster, it is instead without flaw.

Expected hideous, it is marvelous.
On its back rides the fate of nations, and in its jaws the hopes of its people.

Is it a gift of redemption, or a final judgment on the wild?
The decision comes before its time, when the Perfect One is still a child.



[75]
Each evil thing rejoices at the evils

of the world.
The land holy to the People of

the Book
And to the People of the Con-

demned Man
And to the People of the Seven Pillars
Is profaned again, and again, and

yet again.
Profaned by fire, and by blood, and

by hatred
Never to be pure until the end of

all tribes.

[76]
Vile things in the ground shall stir
And one called Thief, and Vaga-

bond, and Wanderer, and Deceiver
Rises once more amidst tempest

and death.
Cursed to be flogged from land to

land with no place to rest
He sleeps, wrongly, for centuries

before his punishment finds him.
For three days he battles the sun,

and the guardians of the Middle
Empire,
And the best fruits stolen by the

tribe of Mind.



[77]
Then the great Thief falls
Despised scion of the greatest thief,

the King of Blood
And with him die his bastard brood
In madness biting each other
Each a plague onto his brother
As once they were a pestilence
Upon their human betters.

[78]
In ages past, men traded between

tribes and nations,
Then across great oceans among

many lands.
But when the end of time draws near
Humankind will have concourse, not

with foreign men
But with foreign spirits
And unaided will see into their

hidden realms.
Beware the Dark Mother’s rise, you

who stand astride the Wall of Storms!

[79]
Like a millstone, their creation turns
Grinding not grain, but human souls.
Seeing the ancient dangers
Seeing the shadows
Seeing the Blood Traitors
They learn at last what perched, unseen, beside

their plate for æons
And think it new invaders.



[80]
From the soil that birthed the tree

of liberty
Whereby men governed men, not

tyrants ruling slaves
A tree of slavery rises up, nourished

by the ash of the ebony branch
With the death-throes of the black

hand as its birthing spasms.
It promises life to the dead,
But brings only death to all that lives,
An oak fang dripping poison, and each

drop a black acorn.

[81]
Then the earth shall groan
In a city of lies for Angels named.
Each Demon, bound in flesh or

stone , hears anew the cry of the
Dimmed Flame.
They search for a path but are lost.
They fight one another but all lose.
They build with feverish haste,
But make only the scaffold of their

own execution.

[82]
In the dust, another tree awakens
Kissed to life by the waters of the

damned.
This lightning tree offers the gift
Of the loss of a gift
And freedom from the tribe of Mind.
Those with nothing new to learn

of being wretched
Flock to put their eyes upon its

branches.



[83]
This Demon tree

Is by Demons burned
And by Demons cut

And by Demons bound, betrayed, poisoned with the blood of
its beloved.

But when the final blow is dealt,
It falls from an Angel’s blade. When this happens, know:

The time is not years, but months.

[84]
The five awaken

Mighty, but by stone and oath restrained.
Legions of the fallen,

The two million and two thousand and one hundred and
ninety and six

Come forth, but are by flesh and soul contained.
Only one of the multitude comes with no bonds upon him

No stone, no flesh, no fear.



[85]
The three who never fell

Rise up also from the pit.
The Throne of the Sundered, great

Reaper of Souls
Finds once more his key to

human deaths.
The Angel of Pain, damned for

mercy
Emerges in a rage — but of

kindness or cruelty?
Even the third is freed.

[86]
The Seer of Scorn

Finds a human fist with which
to strike,

And the gifts of a burning Angel
shine, like a ring upon that fist.

But his lust for the Bright Shiners
may turn,

At the last of last moments
Into unlikely love

If she is strong enough, and her
friend the healer is wise.

[87]
Every risk is taken, every gamble

lost and won,
For with the waning of the wind,

what sailor raises sail?
With the setting of the sun, why

stay in the field?
What man uses his last breath

to argue,
What woman her last step to fetch

water from the well?
At the end of all time, none shall

save for tomorrow.
Destiny’s broom sweeps up all

pointless things.



[88]
The fire that sleeps within all
Awakens again, used in anger for a third time.
Should the nations hold back
The Demons of the mountains and the rats within the walls

Will breed unchecked, boiling forth from the abyss.
But if they fight with fire, the smoke of funeral pyres

Will blot the sun, and the Great King of Blood shall
walk without fear.

[89]
Who can measure the time it takes

For light to race from lamp to eye?
This miracle is as naught for the tribe of Mind
But they shall find their days and hours racing them.
Time herself shall pant and gasp
A racer whose course is nearly run

As the end of every year draws near.

[90]
When even the blind see the
Blood Star
And the eye of the great worm

opens,
When Demons claim the loyalty

of even the most free,
When the dead roam among the

living,
And the living map the lowest

depths of death,
When all wonders and all terrors

fuse and all deceptions are unveiled,
Humankind, make your choice: The
time is measured in days.



Three Paths Through
the Burning Forest



[91]
The end of autumn comes with

fire, not snow.
Dry branches smoke above.
Dead leaves burn below.
Within this fire forest stand
The last descendents of woman

and man.
With fear-glazed eyes they seek a

course
To save their flesh from flame’s

embrace
And still they may yet save the race
If they run swift, and on the

proper path.

[92]
But there is no north star above
Set in the cool black sky to guide

the wanderer home.
Above they see only the red heat
The death of the trees
The branches that blind even as

they burn.
No, do not turn your head up

for guidance.

[93]
Below your feet the earth seems

cool and calm
But turbulent fires lurk within.
What spark ignited this middle

world of wood and flesh
Between the fires of sky and ground?
Comes this fire from heaven,
Or from the world’s burning bowels?
It matters not. Flame is now all.
Burning above as below.



[94]
So neither look you down for guidance

For the earth that seems still moves
And the ground that seems solid

Can shake and pitch
Unfixed as any storming sea.
What sleeps within the earth
Gives only poison counsel.

[95]
Look, then, at your own level
Neither raising defiant eyes

Nor bowing head like a slave.
Look about, keep your wits

And among the ember trees,
Find three paths spreading, like spilled water

Between the smoldering boles.



[96]
The first path is slight
A winding track among the boughs.
The beasts of the field wind this way

along,
Perhaps,
As they make their way to some

cooling stream.

[97]
A gentle downward slope, it leads
Near to great oaks ablaze
Torches to light a giant’s empire
But far enough that one so small as

you
Can pass without burns.

The First Path



[98]
Down to the water, then, go.
Keep your eyes on your feet,

Step one before the other with a
scholar’s concentration.

Look up? No!
This is not a path from which

one looks.
The path itself is all you should see.

It is all your concern
As if it is by a neighbor’s fence

bound
That any peek above is jealously

despised.

[99]
And yet there are always some

Who, when told
“Look not! Turn your eyes

From sights that will scald, burn,
madden!

Save your innocence and know not!
Keep the precious happiness of

the rude beast
Who conquers neither good

nor ill!”
Will look, nevertheless.

Look, yes, and act.



[100]
Those who take this path,
Who cannot look away,
Who cannot safely ignore that in

which their safety lies,
They are doomed to wander from

the trail
Wander into the flames
Wander into the world of the dark

beneath the trees
Now lit at last
As those ancient beams consume

themselves.

[101]
Step off the path and feel the wind

of the flames!
Step off the path and see the

searing light!
Step off the path and burn
Shine bright
With every secret you learn
Taking you deeper into the termi-

nal night.

[102]
Those whose incautious eyes
Doom them to a knowledgeable

death,
Those flames consumed in the

candle of truth,
This is what they will see.



[103]
A pack of wolves, moon-maddened
And maddened beyond the moon

Bays at the Blood Star, bays for blood.
Each sheds blood, one upon the other

Wolves bite sister, brother
Father, mother, each in contention

Discontented
Ruined

Each with a fate bitter to taste.



[104]
The island wolves, fierce bitches hell-bathed

Shall know the conqueror’s shackles and call men ‘master’.
The mangy and despised, rough teeth worn by care

Will find at last the pinnacles of power, only to learn
Their clumsy paws cannot grip.

The soil’s favored children know the most exquisite despair
As the nightmare they have seen, and known, and fought for generations

Overwhelms them nonetheless.
The wolves of the North shall perish in flames

And the moon-eater’s rabid get shall perish in ice.



[105]
Those wolves who played at being dogs

Comforted by man’s campfire
Are to be betrayed, even unto death, by one of their own number.
The red-nailed meat hunter shall feel its appetite consume itself

And grow only hungrier as it eats its own flesh
While those who would be lords of shadow

Learn what it is to be shadow’s slaves.
Those who walk in silence are silenced

And those who gaze upward howl, blinded.
The two cubs who saw their mother defiled
Find a new father, who defiles them in turn.

Those whose fangs shine brightest
Will slick them with blood unheeding

But the darkest fate waits for those
Who walk a crooked path.

[106]
Next, the wanderers unwise

Shall see a council of women and men, purple-garbed
Clad in the raiment of queens and kings

Crowned with power and sceptered with pride.
Who are these figures of majesty?

They are those who have command
And control

And rule
And mastery,

And who from this deem themselves wise.
Yet those who carry their wisdom writ on paper

Not graven on a human heart
Shall see the hot wind sweep it into smoke and ash.



[107]
The tribe of Mind
Ruled by sober judges
Looks upon a world they made
Unable to deem it a victory or loss.
Once unified as a fist,
Now they spread, finger weak
Like a man who falls, clutching for

surety
Grasping only air.
Those who would, themselves, be both

the armor and the arm
Are doomed to lock themselves in the

very limits they would overreach.
Those who see everything learn, to their

regret,
That all prophesy, even this one, is

written in water,
Written on sand.
The explorers without become

lost within.
Usurers, merchants, spies in the

kingdom of coin
Find that a change changed too

often becomes an empty boast.
Finally, those who would break

Nature to harness
Learn instead that it can only be

broken.



[108]
They within find their walls close in

While those without feast on envy and doubt.
The servants of descent touch the bottom at last

To find all that they sought was within their reach from the first.
Those whose minds, like statues cracked,

Admit any madness’ questing vine,
Are hollowed out as nests and shelter.

Only they are happy in their consumption.
Those unifiers of body and soul

Are forced to make a choice but cannot,
Any more than they could spend only one side of a coin.

Those who sought to sing for The One Giver
Learn who, to their regret, has really heard their tune.

Those who exalt themselves shall learn what it is
To be the most perfect ant in a wasteland of cooked carrion.

Those who speak to dreams get an answer at last
Being asked to choose between future and past.

They choose poorly.
Those who seek the way of death

Find only death, and no way
While the followers of serpents and numbers

Find their ill fate in thirteen, nineteen and seventeen.
Those who chose imagination over mind

Shall learn the peril of claiming vapor and lies as your mother.
The givers of life come in blood, and depart in the same red drape

While the makers of false images gladly forgo the truth.
As for the lost,

They lose
But have the consolation of each dying an individual death.



[109]
Past the violet throne

Older than them and more vicious
Is the court of the Great King of Blood:

They who cannot set aside their incestuous feuds
Even to strive ‘gainst the end of the world.

Could their wicked crimson sorceries
So ancient, cruel and perverse

Shift the grim, red-bearded Tyrant Star
From its thunderous course?

Who will ever know?
For in truth, when one fights in this army

It is more folly to forget backplate than breastplate.



[110]
Each tribe governed by the great giver of sanguine knowledge

Shall be swept aside,
Used up, burned, consumed.

Those who were the shadow crowns
On many brows of king and queen

Choke and starve when their refined tastes turn ever more corrupt.
Those who were crowned by shadows true

Are found to them false, and fade like all shadows in the ultimate fire.
The get of the thief die wanderer’s deaths

Each alone and rightly so.
The bastards of Carthage, fair and foul,

Conquer and slay their long-fought beasts
Only to learn how much they needed them.

The tribe of the blossom shall be more loathsome
Than any who follow even the foulest.

They shall see themselves as they are, not as they are seen,
And they shall despair.

As for the lowest, givers of lies and takers of shame,
The grave worms and crawling things, so long kept at bay

Fatten on them at last.
Those two cowards who fled life to steal death

Are reckoned with, and each by the true children
Whose damnation they usurped.

Those who bear the mark of the beast shall as beasts be forgotten,
And those who carry the taint of the flesh shall for taint be remembered.

Those known for rash murder shall astonish all with calculation
Discovering a way for offspring to devour parent, even as sire eats child .

Ouroboros cannibals, they do not last a month.
Those who seek secrets

Are the only ones to die without seeing their parent rise,
While those who suckle at the teats of madness

Lose even that protection from the ugliness of fate.



[111]
But while the beasts rage
And the rulers flounder

And the kings of the rulers waste their strength
What shall happen to the first parents of all?

Those whose abuse, neglect and pride
Made them the foul first fruits of the Fall?

One fate awaits them, each and every.
Penitent or defiant,

Eager or resisting until last breath,
In all their multitude they will be swept aside.

Look up from your path, mankind
And see the ruin of your founders.



[112]
Yet this painful knowledge need not be.
For those who keep their eyes downcast

And humbly step upon the path
Which leads between the burns of wrath.

A slight path, one small perhaps
For human frame

Yet safely from the forest
You may yet emerge, the same.

[113]
This path lies open at your feet.

If it is the one you take,
You may depart the blaze and find

An open field of tended wheat.
Rubbing smoke from your eyes, you wonder if you wake

From a dream of flame and peril.
Turning back, you see only ash, as if the trees were never there.

You turn aside, raise your daughters, and never speak of forests deep.
But in truth, the peace you gain is that of sleep.



The Second Path
[114]

Another path through the forest lies
Broad and even, paved smooth and fine.

This broad course bespeaks the work of human hands;
Surely at its end some waiting refuge stands.

Set your feet upon it and let your eyes wander as they wont
For upon this road, the flames of doom are bright enough

To pierce the veil of blindness.
On this path the thunder of dying time
Has a volume even the deaf can hear,

A noise to rattle lungs like drums
The final cry of a wounded sphere.

[115]
This is the road to disaster

So inviting and open.
Not until you stride its cobbles

Will you see they bear teeth, and eye holes.
This road of skulls lacks jaws to bite your heels

But it is lined with snares and bogs and tortured souls.



[116]
Racing aghast on this highway
Signs and prodigies appear.
A multitude of deadly wonders
That bode ill for the people on the road
As much as for the creatures in the wood.

[117]
Let us look first to the first,
Those earliest sinners, gloriously misled
Now come at the last hour of light
To heave the world from the brink
Or shove it at last into damnation.
See!
Their powers over nature shall

bend the world until it cracks.
As their powers over minds do the

same to souls.
Those with the lore of light, who

speak to flame
And shine the spears of the sun
Cannot calm the fire that lurks in all.
When that ultimate light is awakened,

a dark sky of ash is sure to follow.
Those guardians whose joy was ever

to halt peril
And step between each accidents or ill
Now contend with ills that are no

accident
But ripe malicious fruit of human

will.
These burning apples of temptation
Are cooked windfalls for every

nation under the sky,
Another tool by which flags and

children die.
The makers toil until they can assemble
The rings and rods they have forged
Into their own cages and manacles.



Bound fast, no path leads free.
Those spiders who look
Along the strands of fate
And seek to hold time hostage in their hate
Learn instead that all things are possible, and none
But can’t see choices of The Giving One.
The storm-king boilers of the sea
By their art shall learn to grieve
For each breaking human heart.
While those who lie with beasts shall mother monsters that bite
Sharp-fanged
Even before their birthing-cry.
And the last, least, most reckless, greatest damned
Hell-reapers with their soul-sacks stuffed full
Shall find that the final death is not when life ends
But when it never begins.
They have worked the harvest since time began.
Now they shall rest, but have no peace from it.

[118]
Oh, what a multitude marches on

this path!
Every man of woman born, and

every woman child of man.
Each who huddled in dark and

wondered what wonders,
Terrors,

Revelations lurked beyond the edge
of starlight.

Now they know.
Now the fire shows all.

Ignorance is its first spark,
Flesh the wick of this candle,

Spirit the wax.



[119]
In this fire, you, the blood-cursed and bound

Your mask falls away at last
And your cattle lower their horns.

Your vaunted sickness meets its match in its mate
And your sorceries wane with the Blood Star’s eclipse.

The serpent eye winks, lidless, but you’ve no skin left to shed,
And all your hushing cannot quell the shouted warning.
The sheltering earth cannot hide you from the flames,

As instead, sick of your corruption, it vomits new fires to consume.
Throw down your crowns, for you can no longer rule.

Flee not, for your haste avails not.
Hide not, for your masks are charred and hollow.

Your strength remains, over-vaunting man and beast,
But sickly next to mind and steel.

Shadows wither, shields shatter, beauty fades.
Even madness is not mad in a mad world. Its counsel teaches nothing.

You who prized your speech with spirits,
Watch as that gift becomes the curse of all.

Up from the pit come shadows to claim their due
And no trinket or guising can forestall it.

The animals of sea and sky lose their fear of you
While the wisest shut their eyes, stop their ears,

And breathe not the curious smoke.

[120]
What lamentations arise

A cacophonous song wailing, shrieking,
Grinding against the wrecked rhythm of the dirtied spheres

It is no longer music they make, but noise
Rude and rough to scour the ear
Damnation upon those who hear.

As above, so below
Corruption spreads from feet to heads.

You, who would stride to the horizon with but a single step
Will from your prison puzzle never roam

Never guessing that the box that grips you is shaped like a box.
Descending forces cannot fall forever, even in a fallen world.

If you have the blessings of decline, fear nadir
While you beloved of life, fear the unwholesome seed of maddened fecundity.

You who by Art cage lightning, cut fire, sculpt the amber’s pull
Are to meet first hand that which burns not, and sparks not,

And feels not strength upon it.
Alchemists and magicians, who would make this of that

Know that when the chaos grows upon you



New forms arise unknowing, as mice grow from spilled grain.
You who turn your thought to thought, become living jests.

Mind chases mind as a dog chases its tail.
Look beyond, you who would survive,

Look into the storm, and be humbled, and live enslaved.
And you, who with your dancing footsteps mock the heavy tread of Time.
You can circle a walking servant, but can you dance around a running master?

[121]
Most arrogant of all are those who seek the All in All

Who gnaw for sweetness at the roots of the world.
When that world-tree burns, whose bites upon it

Weaken the trunk, quicken the fall?
Crown yourself Monarch of All
And rule within an empty pit.



[122]
Not all who fall within the fire

Moan with despair or rush in heedless fear.
Some instead greet the flames with ire

And by their raging, call the Red Star near.
For by the crimson glow

From heaven’s Eye of Blood
New sides of old shapes turn

Reversed like a muddied garment.
First comes the dark of the star

Seeping jests and sparks and riddles
Ignored, absurd, dismissed as paradoxes
By all but those whose voices, overused

Are never now heard crying alarm.
But the light of the last cannot be caged forever

And those with eyes to see shall see lasting the end.
Their cry of dim visage is to the dark’s cry added

Two voices in the wilderness sing out,
But as those in the dark see nothing,
Those in the light see far too much.

As the half-past time approaches, the star, like autumn fire
Waxes fuller, the balance tips and blood begins to boil
Even in hearts and veins, even in the ground it soaks

And the last battlers, the final fighters gird themselves
Watching the sky’s new ruby whelm and stain old silver.

Strive, contend, hold back the new night
But know the crimson fire is bright.

Its destiny is to light the way for the harbingers and harriers
To fall upon you, the only generation.

All the past you have held, all the blood songs your ears have drunk
Filled up, now tip forth and hold back nothing

What morning awaits? None, no sunrise, only bleeding ashes
Dripping from the sky like hot wound drops.

Now, the star is at its zenith, even by day its red glare beams
No hope, no reason, no sound but shouts and screams.

A world, aged, dies.



[123]
This is the time of heaven’s fist

This is the close of the eye of the sun.
For the first time since the dawn of sin

The children of blood’s tribe walk by day
With no fear of solar ray.

Day and night are one alike
Twins with signs of bleeding ash.

But new fears rise for the wicked brood
As they choke on fire that once was food.

[124]
This is the road of human descent

And at its end you find
A city-graveyard for mankind

Ruined wreckage, walls all rent asunder
No music but the echoed thunder.

No garb but shrouds.
The apex of man’s effort only this

To choke each humble breath from out the proud
And taste the ghastly flavor of flame’s kiss.



The Third Path

[125]
Are these your only options?

To the right hand, the dim path of ignorance
To the left, the broad highway of destruction?

Or is there a third path?
Here, my vision is dim, my sight falters,

Dazzled by bright fire and stung by acrid smoke
My tears fall, and I know not if I see a true third strand
Or only the coil and snare of my own baseless hopes.

[126]
And yet, if I told it not, my damnation would truly be complete.

Here then, is the third vision
The third path.

The third end to the human story.

[127]
Forsake the easy paths

Of neglect on the one side
Despair on the other.

Use your wits, unsheathe the blade of will and faith.
Turn aside and cut a path of your own.

Run ahead of the blaze or else wait until the first rash heat sweeps
through.

Trust not in stars or stones, but in your own strength.
You will not be given freedom, but may then win it yet.

[128]
The first challenge comes crimson-clad

The stain of their mouths hidden in the star’s red light.
They reveal themselves at last and say

“We have, all along, from the shadows adored you.
We needed you, we guided you, we sheltered you.

Every good thing you had, we defended.
Every ill of history, we fought.

Now you have as equals to us grown and we can,
At last,

Set aside the burden of being your hidden kings.
Feed us! And know bliss.

Love us! And taste our power in turn.
Join us! And escape forever the cold clutch of death!”



[129]
Heed them not.
If you resist their blandishments,
Twist your neck from the leash they would set upon it,
Gird your will against the commands

they teach you,
You can be free for the first time

in ages.
Know: That fire is their foe.
Know: They cannot abide the eye of

the sun.
Know: That for all their talk of rule,

they need you
More than any babe needs its

mother.
They are doomed to quarrel,
Doomed to burn,
Doomed to hunger,
And know this too: They bear

another curse, one they wit not,
One final shackle, Angel-forged.
Of the three who walked into

Hell on obedient feet,
Instead of being flung, Heaven-

handled,
One, the last, laid his curse on the

sinner’s brood.
A curse that is only now
By the final star imbued.



[130]
If you dodge the lures of the cozening

worms
Another eye upon your pathway turns.

Their voices hold no promise, only threat
They name themselves the earth and moonlight’s get.
Fierce warriors, to wrath and ruin born
Shall claim that they upon your throne should sit
That only they, with powers broad and strange

Can take the world from out the Red Foe’s range.

[131]
“Obey!” they shout. “Our nature

governs yours.
For we shall heal the earth of all her

sores
The wounds upon her from your

grievous tricks
The slights upon your mother, we

lick clean.
You have squandered your birthright,
meager men.

The time to thin your ranks has
come again!”



[132]
Do not bow unto this baying rage

But neither must you fight them arm on arm.
Though few in numbers, they are fat with fierceness

And bear ten thousand tricks to do you harm.
To best the change-lords rule and writ

You need not strength but speed of wit.
For if you give them no fierce foe to rend

Within their ranks they once more shall contend.
Two tribes arise where once were five and twenty

Old nations split as factions rise, ignoring race and country.
One question only splits their ranks:

The status of the Perfect One.
For some say it shall save them all
And some say, by it be undone.



[133]
Bide your time and feign meek ways
But wait until the thunder days, when
Weary of the lack of fight
The beast lords stride into the light.
Encourage their mistrust and fear
Open eye and mouth and ear
And when the Pure Child’s lost or won
The victor clan can be undone.

[134]
When from the beasts you clash

and cower
Another side shall show its power.
Tattered by their quiet storm
And by invisible upheaval wracked
The twin-souled emerge, battered

now and beaten
But bearing the weapons you need

against the second scourge.
You shall know their weakness

when they need you
For until this age they have been

all scorn.
No longer. They propose a victory

feast
Upon the fall of wrath-addled beast
And purpose at last to reveal
The secrets they did long conceal.



[135]
“We,” they say, “are just

like you,
But perfected by our unity.

If you only give us faith
We can reshape this battered world
Out of all these ashes build

a path
Into a finer future, clean

and true.”



[136]
The greatest burden you must bear
Is knowing that they mean each

word they speak.
They feel their rule and reign is for

the best
And yet they lay a path to the

spider’s nest.
What waits within their gilded

promise
Is a cage forged all the stronger
By the efforts of its prisoners.
Join them and a great multitude

perishes
Not in body, but in soul.
As women and men become not

even beasts,
But something lesser, weaker,

smaller and more afraid.

[137]
How to fight those who only

promise?
Isolation is their bane.
In the ember light, they can no

longer hide their double faces
And by these second souls they

can be known.
Striking them is folly, for their

power is great
But if you look not, listen not and

believe not,
All their spells and craft can be

outgrown.



[138]
Trust in the faith you find, not in revelations.

Trust in the knowledge you know, not what is merely told.
Trust that what is, is, and that those who would make it false

Are themselves the false ones.

[139]
In time, these your tempters shall fade like shadows.

But as they go, they shall make way for shadows made real.
They, the makers of the world and its consumers

The takers of all gifts and their despoilers,
They are your next challenge.

A multitude of beauties and horrors,
Powers and weaknesses
Savageries and delights

Are at their command. They promise like the Blood Born,
Threaten like the Beast Born

Claim kinship as the Double Born,
But know always that they are the Not Born.

[140]
I would tell how you must defeat them, who are your parents and enslavers

But I do not know.
I cannot see, for there is nothing yet to see.
Some human thing, of purely human mind

Must be the bane of Angels left behind.
For they can be only what they are

While you can make yourselves anew.
They can reach only what is in their grasp

While you can overextend yourselves.
And when they tell you they made the world

And all in it
And you

Remember that they could give only what The One Giver first gave them.
Only humankind can give anew.



[141]
When by cunning

human art
The final fallen

Angel is cast scream-
ing

Back into the Pit, or
is consumed, or even

finds
Some other rank of

being,
Your final challenge

waits, and your
most subtle.



[142]
For against the first, it would be

easy to say, “Seduce me.”
Against the second, it would be

simple to beg, “Spare me.”
Against the third, the temptation

is to cry, “Enlighten me!”
And against the fourth, how

readily one might scream, “Exalt
me!”
But the fifth and final barrier is

simply this: Yourselves.

[143]
After all your struggles and strife
You may find there is no way out

of the burning wood.
The ultimate answer may be to

burn
And as you are consumed, become

light.



[144]
Can you say goodbye to the world that shapes

you
And is shaped in turn?

Can you leave the manifold gifts
Of life and health and joy and even sorrow

Without regret or bitterness?

[145]
The last compulsion

The final, strongest craving:
Can you give away power
In the service of virtue?

[146]
What if The One Giver gave that gift?

What if She became less
That you might become more?

Can you give as She did?
Not from pride,

Or from curiosity,
Or even from mercy

But because giving is your joy?



[147]
Can you surrender to Her what She gave to you?

Can you give back the gift She can no longer seize?
Do this, and it does not matter if the wood burns

The sky falls
The earth shakes.

Do this and it does not matter if you live or die.
Do this and walk the third path.

The third path is wisdom.
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Artist’s Introduction
I’ve never liked writing these introductory chapters in art books, or at shows. I’m not

a good writer. I speak best with pictures.
But I’ve got a history with The Burning of Time.
I grew up in a series of foster homes. That’s where I was between the ages of eight

and sixteen — moving around, house to house, living with people who weren’t really my
family. Looking back, I don’t know how I managed to get through it. I guess it was just
keeping my head down, living day to day.

My worst foster mom had a copy of Vera Sadry’s The Burning of Time. She got
mad a lot, and when she got mad she’d lock me in the guest room. She wouldn’t lock me
in my room because I had my books and stuff there. Anyhow, on the bookshelf in the
guest room, there was The Burning of Time. There were other books, but only The
Burning of Time caught my interest. I still remember verse 87:

We are taking every gamble.
With no wind, what sailor rambles?
Why till soil at fall of night?
With dying breath, why strive to fight?
Use last steps for play, not chores.
At time’s end to spend is right.
Cleansing fate shows all things’ cores.
When you’re fourteen, doing bad in school and your mom’s in jail, it kind of cheers

you up to think there’s not all that much time left.
I didn’t get to take the book with me when they pulled me out of there. The cops

came with the social worker, and they just wanted me out of there fast so they could
arrest my foster parents without me in the way. Maybe they felt bad about her, because
my next foster mom, the cool one, Olivia Jones, was the first person to show any interest
in my drawings. I did a lot of stuff back then based on Sadry’s book — a lot of sketches I
wish I still had. I went through a period when all my early stuff looked really ugly to me.
Now I wish I’d kept it.

Things got better for me, thanks to Olivia, but now it seems like a dark time again.
I lost my wife Margaret in October of 2002, and after that I couldn’t do anything. I

slept ten, sometimes fourteen hours a day. I just couldn’t move. Then I’d wander around
downtown, just moving around so I wouldn’t think about her.

One day, when I was walking, I saw a bookstore with a window display. It was the new
edition of The Burning of Time. I remembered being stuck in that room alone reading
it, and I felt like I was alone again, stuck, so I thought I should read it again.

It wasn’t like I remember it, of course — nothing cool is as cool as it is when you’re
fourteen and really need something to hang onto. But it put pictures in my head. It was
the first thing that had for a long time. And like I always have, I put them on paper.
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