A Witness-worth of Words
_
Listen –

The wolves out-with the worried walls

Have us held fast:

As water ices

We are let to lie,

To sere in this saltern

With our un-fostered kith.

One day, they

Will gather us in,

Just a heriot’s hollow crop,

But now we are

Left to our lather,

No meal, no meat

Only our stitching starve.

We have our priest,

The straddle of our city:

Whilst we have him

We can suck on ox bones,

Bite birds from the air

And drink our drench

And as we wane

We’ll sing.

What say you, Aelfmaer ?

How will their axes answer then ?

