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. . . Her hair of gold splendor was
pulled back into a cleverly braided
ponytail, which revealed her
graceful ears were that of an elf.
The crowed was in total awe of her
presence. Once she saw that
everyone’s gaze was fully upon
hers she began her tale.

“  Long ago many years before the arrive of the
Dark Lords there lived a god of such pure evil that he was
known as the demon lord. He had nothing but darkness in his
heart for both mortal and gods alike. It was soon that the
other gods in the heavens saw him as a treacherous snake
among them that conspired against all they stood for. For
even then the gods were becoming very paranoid of him. A
great meeting was held to reveal what punishment should be
chosen for his vile hatred and evilness. It was decided that he
would be cast out of the heavens to walk the earth as a mere
mortal. But not just any mortal but a dark elf, a Drow. He
would be forced to walk this in form for 300 years forced to
do nothing but good while being hated for being a loathsome
Drow. The Lord of Demons protested this treatment but to no
avail for all the gods but one was unchanged in their ruling.
So the Lord of Demons chose a name for his mortal form. He
would be known as Nobody for nobody would know him as
he truly was. For many of the first years of his banishment he
did no good but only what he willed. Until on one fateful day
Nobody met a young elvish druid woman by the name of
Esmarelda. And for some reason he was attracted to her and
did not know why. He wished to make her his own and
sought different ways to gain her attention. Finally she
consented to his advances for she saw in his motives a
longing desire to be loved. Shortly after she gave birth to a
healthy baby boy which was named Terion!”
The entire crowd gasped for air at the dire name of Terion the
Black Death. Robin saw that they where deeply caught in her
tale.

“  Yes he was the Destroyer of nations, the Black
Death, Death in carnage, the bringer of the Dark Lords. But
in his love Nobody had no idea that his son was holding such
evil in his heart. Nobody felt a feeling for Esmarelda and his
son that he had never felt before and he could not describe it.
It was truly indeed the power of love that had entered his
blacken heart. For the one god that had changed her vote
about his punishment was Ashna the Goddess of Love. She
alone had seen past his wicked ways and had watched him
during his lonely banishment. As the years fled his beloved
wife passed away before her time and once again Nobody felt
other feelings he had never felt before, those of sadness and
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loneliness. The gods saw that his heart had changed and chose to raise
him up to the heavens in his despair. It was know that he was forever
changed by the love he felt while on earth. As for his son, he felt
nothing but hate for his for father for leaving him and blamed him for
the death of his mother. But it was said that every so often that the
Lord of the demons can be found walking the earth as his mortal
counterpart Nobody so the can remember the love that he had lost.”
Robin felt as thought she had told the tale very well and bowed her
head and waited for the roar of the crowd to cheer her on. The room
was in dead silence everyone in the room was touched at the story and
could not speak. Out of the silence rose a most awful laugh. Everyone
turned to see a figure in the rear of the tavern perched in darkness
almost falling out of his chair from the merriment that he got from her
sad tail. Robin spoke to the man 
“  Sir did you find my story funny? Because it is meant to be a truly
sad tale.”
“Why yes I do and I thank you for telling it.”
The figure reached under his cloak and pulled out a gold piece from
his pouch.

“Here this is for the bard for telling that wonderful
story.”  
With a flick of the wrist it went flying and landed at Robin’s feet with
a thud. Robin looked down at the gold coin and in a quick
examnasion it reveald it was a rare Deval coin not used for over 120
yers. 

“  That was for telling my life story so well.”
Robin looked up “Your life story?”

The man got up and not another word turned to leave.
Robin was looking at him very hard and noticed that when he turned
to leave his hood cupped some air to reveal that his skin was
blackened and the point on the top of his ears. As he stepped out she
thought.”  Could that have been him. Where we in the presence of
Nobody the Lord of Demons?”  Before she could finish her thought
she heard a strange voice spoke to her in her head “Remember to tell
them how much I Loved her”  Robin ran through the crowd trying to
get to the door to catch the man that had just left. When she pushed
that last man out the way there was a blinding light that knocked her
off her feet onto the tavern floor. She leaped back up and out the door
to find nothing was there. She looked left then right and then left
again. Where did he go? She looked up to see a figure flying toward
the moon with great wings spread out high in the air above. “You
were the Lord of the Demons.”  Many people ran out to see what had
happen only to find that Robin laying on the ground passed out. 

by: Titus Phillus Lupin
mka: Johnny Wilson
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by Clara Euphoria Gerl  

 From inspiration, to love, then lust…that
was how the Leanne claimed many bards.
Yet one in particular by the name of Rehan
took her interest longer that most.  His songs
were sweet, passionate, and filled with

innocence that no man ever had before.  It was this innocence that
began to entice her, and the beautiful sidhe decided she would not rest
until she completely entranced Rehan to be her consort. 

Since Leanna was one of the most beautiful and enchanting of all the
fae, it did not take long for the seduction to be complete.  After all, her
fair face was rivaled by no one, especially not any mortal woman, and
her own song spellbound any who listened to speak of her melodies for
years to come.  Yet as with most fae, mortals eventually bore them and
unfortunately this case was no exception.  However, fate took an
interesting twist when after many nights of coupling, she realized she
was with child. 

Having a child is a rare and precious thing to many creatures of the
young.  After all, immortal creatures normally do not conceive life of
their own, but the mating with the human no doubt allowed the sidhe to
be fertile like she never was before.  As her belly began to swell she
realized that if her lover found out, he would be tempted to raise the
child in the mortal world, and this simply would not do.  Among
humans life was always celebrated since the coming of death was near,
and love was sometimes pure without lust since nothing ever lasted
forever.  Yes, this simply would not do for her, so Leanna took her lover
to a deep river that flowed through the woods and drowned him under
the dark waves of the water. 

Seven moons later, she gave birth to her child and upon its delivery she
realized that her child was one of the cursed ones.  Maybe it was the
fact she killed the babe's father or maybe it was the fact Leanne was
pure evil herself.  Whatever the case was, she smirked as she saw her
child's blood red eyes and fanged teeth as it entered the world.  Leanna
did something few fae ever do, which was give birth to a true vampire. 
It only took a year for the vampire to grow into what appeared to be an
adult.  The child was male and after 12 moons it indeed looked
handsome with deep, green eyes that entranced many creatures, both
human and animal alike, to be willing victims to his life draining kiss.
His body itself was slender, yet muscular and appeared akin to many
paintings of the great Adonis himself.  With the help of his mother, he
did clothe his form in dark outfits, which often included a cloak of
black with a deep red lining.  All in all, his appearance was a grand
ensemble which often made many mortal women blush right before
they fell under his kiss as he drank them dry.   He did not need to feed
each night, or even each week but by the time of the 13th moon he had
claimed five mortal women as victims, and they would never walk
among the living again. 

Yet since he was part human, something else began to make itself
known on the night of his 13th moon.  It was a conscience which is
something very few fae have, but many mortal humans do.  When guilt
entered his heart, he told his mother about the regret he felt for killing
the women, but she only frowned and told him how much of a folly it
was to care for them.  He then began to think of what he was, which
was a vampire, and realized that he could not walk in the day, could not
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had been killed, and could never hold a
lover in his arms for longer than an hour for his embrace was
bitterly cold.  The more he thought about it the more he
hated the coldness of the night and longed to touch the warm
light of day. 

His mother sensed his longing and as soon as she did she
snarled and told him to be gone.  After all, the last thing she
wanted her son to have was a conscience.  He did though
and knowing his mother disapproved, he wandered away
from her in a fist of angst longing only to feel the warmth of
light and nothing else. 

But if he was to walk into the light it would surely kill him
for like all vampires he was cursed.  Yet for those who know
of regret, it is a powerful force which led him to seek the
mistress of the dawn.  Even if he was to die by staring at the
sun, perhaps he could only ask for her permission to see it
rise.  Through her mercy he hoped she might let him stare at
the twilight, until the horizon became blindingly bright
where even the mortals would have to turn away from the
vision itself. 
So he quested under the full moon for many many nights
with nothing left to guide him but the stars.  Then after much
time, he finally came to a grove where a fair maiden was
sleeping.  She was indeed the most comely creature he had
ever seen.  Her hair was golden and fell around her precious
face in rippling waves and her _expression as she rested was
one of the most peaceful ones he had ever seen.  To reveal
the serenity of the moment, her lips stretched wide into a
smile that even some of the owls in the forest watched with
hoots of admiration.  Her body was covered in a golden
dress that covered her feminine form, but being made of
radiant fabric and bound with a belt of emerald green leaves,
also showed her spirit was a part of nature.  Right beneath
the dress her small pink toes were seen and being ever so
bold, the cursed vampire softly tugged at one in an attempt
to wake her up. 

She exhaled a heavy breath after he touched her and slowly,
but surely her green eyes opened to try to view the world
around her.  As she rose he stared at her face and he was
completely entranced.  Her eyes, as deep as emeralds,
seemed to hold an innocence much like his father had before
his death. 

Immediately the vampire kneeled down before the fair
maiden and asked, ªAre you by any chance, the mistress of
the dawn?º 

She offered a smile at him and extended her hand to him,
ªWhy yes.º  She said, ªBut I did not think that I would be
awakened just yet, and by a vampire no less.º 

More of the story to come !
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Aging
By: Fiona  of Vogelburg

Blink and I miss you 
but your passage is clear 

each line you leave behind 
draws me to a fate so near 

Then I turn and I see you 
Light strand about my face 

Mixed in with bright blessed colors 
You have found a brand new place 

Stretching I reach for you 
to take the pain away 

yet I move, back and forth 
Happy to meet new days 

And I walk on, ignoring time 
But you never ignore us 

Your physical marks leave an impression 
Yet wisdom is your blessed touch 

Soldier Boy
by: Meadhbh of the Galloglach

mka BJ Day

Our little soldier boys playing in the sand
Why are you there?

I really don©t understand

To fight for truth and justice?
To liberate a country?

No man really knows what only God understands.

Where once stood a boy playing in the sand
Now theres a man ready to make a stand!
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by Thomas Willoughby

With sword in hand and helm on head 
we stand our ground in the halls of  the dead

ever in service our honor unbound
to protect from our enemies  the treasure

unfound

long are the years and hard is the stone
full are the coffers but empty the throne
but alert in the darkness alertly we guard

never our vigil do we feel too hard

for duty our food and service our drink
thousands of years we ponder and think

doubt we avoid, it a chasm to deep
not do we blink, never we sleep

long is the night and short is theday
spiders in cobweb scurry and play

yet ever we wait and fast do we stand
till one day again, the king will walk the land

Greetings One and All! I hope you find this issue of  "The
Phoenix Flame" insightful and entertaining. I have done a little
research on a few of our populaces cultures; little know facts
and points of interest. I will be doing articles in this and future
issues, If you have done research about your time period or
culture and would like to share please do. If you have any
comments, advice, articles or questions please email me at
beejsday@yahoo.com. All input is welcome. Thank you and
enjoy!

Meadhbh of the Galloglach
Chronicler-Shire of Vogelburg
Principality of Gleann Abhann 
Kingdom of Meridies
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Wether its a deep sounding
"BONG" or a high pitch
"TWINKLE" the ringing of
bells is steeped in
superstition, a belief shared
by Ancient Egyptians,

Romans, Clets and Medieval Man alike. Probably because
of their long history in religion.  A baptised bell is believed
to have the power to wardoff evil spells and spirits.

 A present day use of bells probably got its start from just
such a belief. Bells were hung in doorways to protect both
guest and owner from the evil spirits waiting around the
doorway.

 The "Passing Bell" which was rung to drive evil spirits
away from the bed of the dying so that the soul had a better
chance of departing on.

Consecrated bells were believed to drive away thunder,
lightening and calm storms at sea, which were cause by
demons.

 In many Ancient cultures animals wore bells around their
necks to ward off evil. In Asia Minor and nearby kingdoms
these bells evolved into the Evil Eye Charm.  Even today in
modern Turkey such charms are used on animals and
children.

 Bells in Medieval Europe and Britain were thought to ward
off snakes and mice. The ringing of a bell coud ward off
evil so great that it caused witches on broomsticks to crash
into the ground.

 Many of our religious rites also involve ringing of bells.
Ringing of the bell in early Christian churches indicated a
persons death, called the congrigation to prayer and warded
off the evil spirits that were drawn to the death scene.  The
tolling of the bell in the ancient Catholic Bell, Book and
Candle Ritual Excommuinication ment the loss of a
parishioner to sin.  Bells were also rung to ensure good
crops, ward off storm and pestilence and protect a
community from plague and misfortune.

May the bells bring great fortune to you and yours.
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 ���� The stereotypical

image of 13th
Century Mongols as barbaric
plunderes intent on maiming,
slaughter and destroying is mostly

based on the speed and ruthlessnes that they carved out the
largest contiguous land empire in history. This stereotype diverts
from contributions made by the Mongols.

The Mongol Era in China is remembered for the rule of Khubilai
Khan, who was patron of painting and theater. He and his
successors employed Confucian Scholars and Tibetan Buddhist
Munks as advisors.  The Mongol Khans supported medicine and
astronomy advances as well as construction projects which can
still be found today.
*  Extention of the Grand Canal toward Beijing
*  Capital City of Daidu (present day Beijing)
*  Summer Palaces in Shangdu (Xanadu) and Takht-i-Sulaiman
* Sizable network of roads and postal stations 

After acheiving relative stability and order the Mongols helped to
link Europe and Asia by allowing European merchants,
craftsmen and envoys to journey as far as China for the first time.
Unlike the Chineese the Mongols nomadic way of life lead them
to recognize the importance of trade.  Confucian Chineese
showed great distain for parasitical groups that did not produce
anything only exchanged in goods.  Mongols changed this
attitude and sought to facilitate international trade. The great
demand for Asian goods in Europe lead to the Europeans trying
to find a sea route to China.  Therefore it could be said that the
Mongol invasion led to the European "Age of Exploration" in the
15th century.

Having no artisian class the Mongols depended upon the sedetary
world for crafts. Artisans were highly prized, infact when
Chinggis Khan attacked Samarkand he instructed that craftsmen
not be harmed.  They were offered tax breaks and freed from
unpaid labor.

Mongols early on determained that aggressive imposition of their
native religion would be counter productive (don©t you wish
others had figured this out).  Mongols sought to ingratiate
themselves with leading foreign clerics to facilitate governances
of its new territories.
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Ewige Vogel fighters tended to adopt the classic
shield wall formation and with the exception of
Peter MacGillivray, stuck with it. The Loch Na
Bas fighters liked to set events in motion with a
furious charge. Generally, this charge was lead in by the largest
fighter in the group. This was the 6 foot 7 inch tall Conan the
Younger. He usually went in swinging two axes, screaming at the
top of his lungs. As he would hit opposing shield walls, they would
be knocked asunder, and the incoming Loch Na Bas fighters would
mop up. This was dubbed by Baldwin DeLyons the first Loch Na
Bas shire champion as the ªhole punchº tactic

The battle raged for many hours and in the end, Ewige Vogel was
victorious. While Loch Na Bas was beaten, they were not knocked
down below fighting strength. The army of Ewige Vogel returned
to the shire victorious. Loch Na Bas licked its wounds and
prepared to once again enter the fray.

While Loch Na Bas fighters were very brave, they were not known
as master tacticians. How else could it be explained the decision to
march south in the dead of winter? As history has shown us, winter
campaigns rarely turn out good for the aggressor. 

Actually, it could be explained. This melee was a toys for tots
event. Fighters brought a toy to be given to the United States
Marine Corp, who would in turn hand them out to needy children.

On a cold and windy December morning, the two armies met
again. This time both brought allies. Loch Na Bas had troops from
the now defunct shire of Dragons March (Leesville) and two
members of the chivalry. Soldiers from the Barony of Axmoor
assisted Ewige Vogel. Lord Eian DeMedisto took command of the
army of Ewige Vogel, and Baldwin De Lyons relinquished
command to Viscount Sir Cian MacQuaid. The very Earth shook as
the armies met on the field, Ewige Vogel was pushed back first to a
bridge that they held for a short time, and then back to a keep.

We fought a series of field battles followed by two bridge battles
and a ªdefend the keepº battle. Its amazing the things you can
build with hay bales.

By the end, Loch Na Bas would prove victorious. A truce was
called for and the disputed piece of land was given over to the
northern shire. Thus began a long-standing period of peace
between the two groups that still exists to this day. In the almost
ten years since the great war, many things have happened., an
influx of Mongols migrated to the area, the Teutonic order faded
into the mists and Ewige Vogel was renamed Vogel burg and has
prospered as a shire.

In fact, Vogel burg and the renamed Loch Bais hosted the first
Gleann Abhann Fighters Collegium at the 4H camp in Pollock the
following year, and if memory serves, put in a bid to co-host a
coronet list. What is amusing about the great war between the
shires is that some of the higher ups in the now Principality
actually thought the two groups had a real axe to grind with each
other!
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Authors intro: This is just a fun little peek back at an event that
happened to Vogel burg back when it first star ted. We are
getting in the wayback machine and going back to the year

1995, when Vogelburg was an
incipient shire known as Ewige
Vogel. 

As witnessed by Lord Lachlin
Hawkwood 

In the year AS XXIX, also known as 1995, There was a Teutonic
Household that set up camp in the quiet area beside a river. These
were the Von Welfs, a group of Germans looking to build a
settlement that they could call there own. The remains of a great
keep called Croiaire became their fortress. They named the area
around them Ewige Vogel.

At around the same time to the immediate north, there was a group
of Celts settling around a great lake of questionable consumable
quality. They called the lands around this lake Loch Na Bas. I only
mention this because this group would play a major role in the
events that were to transpire.

The Von Welfs were soon joined by adventurers from Ansteorra, a
Turcoploe by the name of Malachi called Firewalker and Steven
Manynames. Together with the head of the VonWelf household, a
man named Sigmund they proceeded to build the tiny little burg into
a bustling town. The group traveled far and wide making themselves
known to those that they came across.

The mundane town of Winnfield LA was technically in the area that
the Alexandria group controlled. Those people that played SCA in
Winnfield, played with the Natchitoches group, and wanted their
memberships to be credited to the Natchitoches group, so events
were set in motion to get the zip code switched. Winnfield is after
all only 30 minutes from Natchitoches. Back to the story…

As so often happens, cultures clashed. A strip of land was claimed in
the name Ewige Vogel. The inhabitants of this land who had long
been under the protection of the peoples of Loch Na Bas took
offense to this. Emissaries were sent out to correct the situation.
After many meetings, diplomacy broke down. The situation would
be settled with steel.

The idea of the ªwarº came about when fighters from both groups
decided to have a series of joint fighter practices between the
groups. This was back when there was no A&S going on. Nobody in
either group knew much about the arts and sciences; everybody just
swung sticks at each other. At the time, when both groups got
together, there would be fifteen or so fighters on the field, spending
all day fighting melees. However, I digress…

During the early stages of the war, mostly insults were hurled as
both shires looked for allies in the surrounding groups, as news
travels slowly; the first battle was fought solely between the armies
of the involved groups only. During the summer of that year, Ewige
Vogel marched north into the lands of Loch Na Bas, and on the
banks of a river near the great lake, the two armies met. Sigmund
VonWelf and Malachi led their organized troops against the unruly
mob of Celts.
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Seneschal 
Fiona 
cgerl@bellsouth.net 
  

Herald 
THL Ambrielle 
ambrielle01@hotmail.com 
  

Arts and Sciences 
Sophie 
BCBrechtel@aol.com 

 

Knights Marshal 
Lord Motan 
damongol@aol.com 

Deputy Knights Marshal 
Bjorn 
bjorngeist@juno.com 
  

Reeve 
Lady Ysolde 
rollinbones@hotmail.com 
  

Chatelaine 
Sophie 
BCBrechtel@aol.com 
  

Chronicler  
Meadhbh of the Galloglach
beejsday@yahoo.com

Histor ian
Iago DiLeMoix 

drakoonxy@yahoo.com 
  
Webminister  
Fiona 
mka Euphoria 
cgerl@bellsouth.net 
  

Constable 
Thomas Willowby 
killjoy_3841@yahoo.com
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July 2005
2   AL    Myths of the Forge IV    Des Forges Crown

     FL     Arabian Knights          Arenal 

9   TN   Lugh                     Grey Niche 

16  AL  Royal University of Meridies Thorngill Crown

(RUM)  

23 MS   Gleann Abhann A&S/COGA  Seleone  

30 GA    Southern Regional  Marion Glen
Fighter Practice

      AR    Barbearan Brawl               Small Grey Bear 

August  2005

6    PA      Pennsic XXXIV (Aug 5-21)    OOK Crown

13  LA      SCA Summer Camp                 Axemoor
      GA     Poor Man War                          Sol Haven 

20             Summer Collegia II                 Drakenford 

27  TN       Tourney of the Foxes             Vulpine Reach
                     Aphar Faire XII                      Lagerdamm Crown
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Well its summer time out
there so we all need to be
careful during outdoor

activities.  Remember to eat and drink lots of water.
Fighter Practices are held every Sunday at 2pm at
Kees Park in Pineville. For more information or time
changes check the Vogelburg list on Yahoo groups.
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July 18       Belly Dancing @ "Zues" 
a Greek Resturant in Lafayette 

 TBA      There will be an up coming 
Meade Class

If you are interested in doing any classes or have a
question on classes scheduled please Contact Sophie
BCBrechtel@aol.com 
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