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Attention all patrons:
Submissions of original artwork, short stories, po-
ems, and tidbits of information are always needed.
Please send all your talents to the Chronicler!

Disclaimer:

This is the Sandscrit, a publication of the Shir&eawinds of the Society for Creative
Anachronism, Inc. The Shire of Seawinds is a Hnaotthe Kingdom of Ansteorra
within the Society for Creative Anachronism. Itriet a corporate publication of the
Society for Creative Anachronism, Inc. and doesdadineate SCA policies.

Copyright Statement:

Copyright 2006 Society for Creative Anachronisng. Iror information on reprinting
articles and artwork from this publication, pleasatact the editor, who will assist you
in contacting the original creator of the piecdeaBe respect the legal rights of our con-
tributors.

Shire banners and officer devices taken from wwstenrra.org. Miscellaneous clipart
used with permission from www.godecookery.com, wheraldiclipart.com,
www.hellasmultimedia.com, www.nvtech.com and Miafbs clip-art collections.
Cover photograph (Brandon’s “Jerry”) taken by Apaia de Avena (Wendy Matejek).

The Sandscrit is available from Lady Apollonia deeAa (Wendy Matejek) 1914 Tu-
loso Rd Corpus Christi, Tx 78408pollonia_de_avena@yahoo.com



By Wayland

The old watrrior let out a long sigh and his shouldes slumped as he
looked into the hopeful eyes of the children gathed around him in the
tavern. He tried to focus on their faces through tk haze of smoke as
they pleaded with him for a tale of glorious battle fought and won. He
lifted the clay mug to his lips, took a small drinkand then paused to ex-
amine it's chipped surface before setting it back @wn on the scarred
table next to him. He thought briefly on the matterand was of a mind to
refuse them. Casting his eyes about to see who elg&s in the room, he
saw another old man who was deep into his cup withis back to the
warrior, a few young farmers, and the tavern wenclthey were trying to
amuse.

Assured that nobody else would pay him much mind,déturned his face
back to the children.

"So, it's tales of war and of glory you wish?'he asked, receiving a cho-
rus of confirming cheers.

"Well, I've fought many battles, but there's onedh| will always remem-
ber more clearly than any other."

"It was in the summer of my eighteenth year, | wase of twelve mounted
scouts patrolling across the borders. None of uslsp much of the local
tongue, with the exception of our leader. We'd beamut looking around,
chatting up the small settlements, trying to findigpands when all of a sud-
den, they found us. They came at us from a hilliafih the sun at their
backs. We were mowed down like wheat. | took aroartto the right knee,
but still I tried to fight. | landed a few blows ahmy spear found it's mark
in one fellow's eye, spilling him from his horse wdh then collided with
my own. In a tangle of thrashing hooves | went dowrapped beneath my
mount. | struck my head on an uncaring stone and svdazed from the
blow, blood trickled down my face. Before my hoxsmild gain it's feet
again, a brigand slew it with a spear meant for rhe.

"Then, as suddenly as it began, it was all over. (Qeader was slain and
the enemy fled for more reinforcements. Only foufrmy troop survived.
They looked down at me, still trapped under my hersovered in blood
and | heard one of them say, "Leave him, he's ddiog". | tried to speak,
but was unable to find my voice. | watched as théser villains, my
friends, rode away."

The old warrior cast his eyes about the tavern makig sure that he was-
n't disturbing the farmers and he shook his head athe old drunk.

“After a few minutes | was able to pull myself fresnd staggered off after
them with a broken arrow still in my leg. | had n®al desire to see them
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again except that | was a poor navigator and wassure of which direc-
tion the border was."

"l found them at the small settlement we'd beentt@at morning. It was
just a poor place of mud and thatch, simple farmevih no wealth and
no strong collection of weapons. My companions hae village elder on
his knees and they were screaming at him. They waeusing him and
his family of setting the brigands on to us. Thedaihan was screaming
back, he couldn't understand our language and myeinds had no idea
what he was ranting on about either. | tried to Yy&hem down, telling
them to stop their madness. | knew there was no et the brigands
had come through here, passed us up and ambushedtygst wasn't
true and the good farming folk didn't deserve sublrsh treatment.”
"Everyone was screaming in different tongues, no@aonderstood each
other, it was all so confusing. Then it happenedivement in the cor-
ner of my eye. | twisted and felt a cold pain in rhgick. In reflex, my
sword leapt into my hand as | spun, slashing madbfanding before me
was a boy, scarcely ten years old. He was stildimad a small knife in his
hand but the life left his body before his legs ted. When he collapsed
to the ground, a roaring sound filled my ears asetlentire community
launched itself as one unified force. It was my blbthey sought and they
came at me with sickles, knives and pitchforksuijped and weaved,
slashed and parried, all the while screaming foretim to stop. | didn't
want to hurt them but | had no choice but to defendyself. As for my
companions, | think they lifted not a finger to aiche for it was over very
swiftly even though it seemed like hours to me."

"l stood in a river of souls and was bathed in ittgsimson glory. | lived
and regretted it. | wanted to be dead and my fouemds to proceed me.
Friends indeed, they patted me on the back, found aipoor mount and
we made our way back to our fortress across thedeor"

The children stared in shocked silence, then (asely always seem to do)
one of them asked;And then what happened"

The warrior smiled thinly and pulled back his cloakto reveal a short
sword. Very quietly he whispered,'l finished my time as a soldier, and
when | was done, | set about hunting down my fowmapanions to kill
them all.”

The oldest child in the group looked at him sidewasyyand asked; And
have you? Have you killed all four of them?"

The warrior slowly and quietly drew his sword fromit's sheath. As he
cast a quick glance towards the old drunk man who ®as struggling to
stand, he replied,"All but one". He then turned towards the drunk and
raised his sword. . . . ..



Officer's Meetings:
Officer's meetings are held on the first Wednesoleihe month at 6:00
pm, place to be announced. Everyone is welconagtéod.

Populace Meetings:

Populace meetings are held on the Tuesday folloWifiger's Meet-
ings at 7:00 pm at the Helicopter park on Shoreinalevard.
Everyone is encouraged to attend in garb.

Fighter Practice:
Tuesdays at 6:00 pm at the Helicopter park on $iherBoulevard.

Arts and Sciences General Meetings:

Held second Wednesdays and Fourth Thursdays apliommunity
Center in Callalen. This month there will be drdaly Saturday meet-
ing on April 8.

Contact Joann the Spinner: davenjo@DAVLIN.NET

Equestrian Guild:
Meets the 3rd Saturday of the month
Contact Lady Calena: zuesbabycakes@yahoo.com

Middle Eastern Dancing and Drumming Guild:

Currently held every Tuesday at 6:00pm during FegRtractice. All
are welcome.

Drumming contact Lord Dan: dan_the_artisan@yalun.c
Dancing contact Sahira Mahin: dmefend@aol.com

Herbal and Cooking Guild:
Meetings held monthly at Lady Apollonia’s housell ae welcome.
Contact Lady Apollonia: apollonia_de_avena@yahmo.c
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