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What follows is a condensed myth, part of a guidebook intended for soldiers who identify 

as Pagan in the US Army. This piece is in conversation with the many deep ecologists and 

animists who have shaped my ecological and theological understandings.  

This myth explores relatedness, subjectivity, and morality in a sacred animate world 

where violence is inherent to being. Most central is relatedness, that is relatedness to the 

environment, the anima, and in the context of warrior culture, relatedness to the enemy, and 

one’s own impulses to aggression.  

Much of the symbolic inspiration of this piece comes from Panel A of the Gundestrup 

Cauldron, an iron age silver cauldron discovered in northern Denmark. This story is also inspired 

by the themes of Indo-European myth, paleolithic cave art, Jungian and Neo-Jungian thought, 

and the metaphysical understandings of the Xam and Yukaghir hunting cultures. 

This work is also inspired by the biographies of the A’aninin warrior and healer, Bull 

Lodge, and the Tibetan Yogi, Milarepa. Most of all, this story is shaped by my encounters with 

the wild Puma, Elk, Bear, Rattlesnakes, rivers, and peaks of my home: the Rocky Mountains.   

The protagonist in this story is the embodiment of a warrior-shaman archetype, an 

imperfect and evolving creature destined to die a duty-bound death, yet deeply in love with the 

world around him.  

Being an animist work, I found it important to engage the senses to a higher degree. I 

taught myself to use both Midjourney and Adobe Suite as illustrative tools that would allow me 

to communicate symbolic truths in a visual form. All illustrations, except for the final photo, are 

my own, aided by these amazing tools. If you wish, please engage your other senses by reading 

this outside or accompanied by your music of choice. It is best when read aloud.  
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    Liber Pagani: a Myth 

By: Joe Archer  
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ow hear tale told of  
the great Manstag  
Puck, a creature of 

hoof and hand borne imperfect 
from the belly of his Mother 
Earth. The oath keeper, the 
Viper-handed Healer, & 
hammer of war against  
            wicked foe. 
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In a mountain meadow high, above vast plain below, a Bear lay in flowered field, smiling 

into the warmth of the rising Sun. The summer had been dry, the grace of rains had seldom fallen 

on thirsty grass and tree. Creek and river alike were brought to a trickle and creatures both 

vegetal and legged prayed for the waters return.   

Far in the distance, in response to their prayers, thunder rumbled faint; a morning storm 

gathered on the horizon. As cloud cover darkened Sky, it appeared that the rains had returned, 

yet this storm brought only destruction.   

A bright purple flash blinded Bear, who ran in terror as thunder bolt was hurled from 

cloud-blackened Sky. The Earth shook with the mighty roar of thunder and creatures of every 

sort quaked in their beds at the terrible storm. Strong wind blew, and thunderbolt crashed, til a 

sudden stillness came to pass.   

It seemed the storm was gone, and Bear returned to his meadow bed. Lying in field of 

Daisy and Dandelion, Bear ate a simple breakfast, smiling closed eyed into the Sun. A gentle 

breeze caressed his golden-brown coat.   

The sound of crackling underbrush; Bears ears stood high, grasping for the source of this 

strange sound. He listened but for a moment before returning to his feast. A strong breeze blew, 

and the crackle grew loud, a chill ran down Bear’s spine. He coughed as smoke filled sensitive 

snout, and looked up to find the brush engulfed in flame. “Fire! Run!” he cried aloud.  

The lightning had ignited the dry brush and the gentle breeze had fanned the flame, 

swallowing the meadow in inferno. Hearing Bear’s cries a panic spread, animals of hoof, wing, 

and paw ran with great haste away from the burning flood.  

Though his call saved many creatures, the blaze had flanked Bear, sealing his fiery fate. 

Bear, knowing the end was near, reclined back into the Daisy patch. Breathing deep he looked 
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towards the Sun, smiling as he felt its warmth on his face. Grinning bravely into eternal blinding 

light, the fire swallowed him whole into its 

hungry jaws.  

The fire turned and set eye on the 

meadow-edge Pines; its maw gnawed through 

what grasses remained, growing in size as it 

launched an assault on the grove. Tentacles of 

flame crawled up wooded trunk, ripping bark 

apart to eat the soft belly inside. Her smallest 

children now fallen underflame, the inferno 

challenged the Mother Tree at the center of the wood, crawling towards her through burning 

brush.   

A great purple flash, and Earth rumbled once again. Sky darkened and cloud returned, the 

rains had finally come. The fire screamed in agony and fear as it fell to smoke and ash; the 

Mother Tree stood tall above, rooted in soil now soaked by fallen shower.  

The clouds gave rain all day, bringing creek and river back to life, overflowing with drink 

for all. Small trees and saplings, badly wounded by the fire, clung to their mother for life. Helped 

along by the fungal soil-spirit, her roots extended towards her children, feeding them from her 

own body and nursing them back to life.   

The clouds parted to reveal the setting Sun, and a great kaleidoscope of reds, oranges, and 

yellows refracted through the Sky. Birdcall filled the air as the winged creatures took celebratory 

flight through a smiling Sky. The Sun faded over the mountains, and all was right in the valley 

once again.    
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The valley rested peacefully, knowing that balance had been restored to their home. As 

Sun rose the next morning, all creatures greeted it fondly, no longer fearing its dry heat. Rising 

between two great Eastward mountains, sunbeam shone through saddle and ridge. As 

morningbeam kissed burnt meadow, the field was restored; flowers and saplings miraculously 

birthed from black ashen pasture.   

The air buzzed as the Bees returned, arriving to taste the sweet nectar of flowers bloomed 

anew. Butterflies came too, followed by Hummingbirds, quick to their work.   

A Lark landed on what she mistook for a small sapling rising from the ground. Scanning 

the field, she sought any Worm risen to the surface from yesterday’s storm. The sapling stirred 

beneath perched feet, and the perplexed Lark spread wing to leap to the nearest tree. Looking 

down from her safe perch, she watched the sapling unfurl, revealed to be a pair of small 

antlers, like that of a young Deer. Beneath the antlers, dark hair followed suit, followed by the 

head and arms of a young Man and the legs of a Deer. A Satyr, a Fawn was he, his name was 

Puck.   

He rose through the soil to lay in flowered field, basking in the Sun of early morning. He 

stood and dusted himself clean, grinning, he looked up to the perched Lark. She returned with a 

happy chirp and took flight. Puck spent a simple day lying in grass and flower, careless and free 
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in the warm summer Sun. Many berries could be found at arm’s length and his belly grew full of 

their sweet meat. Fading to and from slumber all afternoon and night, his small body was 

caressed by a warm gentle breeze.   

He awoke the next morning at the first light of dawn. The creatures were already at work; 

Squirrels scavenged and Bees buzzed; a Dove softly cooed. Puck gathered berries and walked 

towards a rushing stream.  

A breeze blew gentle over the clear cool brook, playing a merry tune through hollowed 

reed ashore. Puck danced with joy to the simple song and gathered the reed for himself, 

hollowing the sides to fashion a cheerful flute.  

Flute met lip and the Fawn blew coyly, making a creaking, uneasy note. He filled his 

lungs through to his belly and now blew strong, creating a tune sweet and clear. The song rose 

from his heart and grew richer by the moment.   

Playing and dancing on light hoof, the Fawns song carried him gracefully through the 

meadow. The Birds dropped their work to join him in song, adoring this sweet Satyr who played 

joyful tune. Immersed in being, their shared melody rode on the breeze and carried far beyond 

the meadow and deep into the valley below.  

Frolicking over meadow and towards forest edge the Fawn looked up as swaying Aspens 

danced on the breeze, beckoning him to grove. Both hoofstep and song fell silent as he entered, 

overcome by the gentle rustle of leaf overhead. He approached the great Mother Tree, her trunk 

scarred by the claws of many fires past. He sat at her base and played again his gentle tune; she 

swayed in delight. He fell once more into sleep, sheltered by the steady trunk and caring 

branches of the loving Mother Tree.   
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He woke well rested late into the night, the light of dawn still far away. Through the roof 

of Mother Tree, he glimpsed sparkling 

lights in the dark Sky above. He followed a 

path, dimly lit under glow of full Moon, 

through a forest dark yet safe.   

Puck found where forest met cliff 

edge and stared in awe at an open infinite 

Sky filled with glimmering stars. The 

constellations danced above, smiling down 

at the astonished Fawn. The heavens were 

alive!   

The stars soon faded as night gave way to day. Puck sat along cliff edge facing North and 

the rising Sun revealed what lie beyond his meadow and grove. In all directions stood a range of 

peaks unbroken, shaping a great valley of forest, steppe, and river.   

At valley center the mightiest mountain, Beorg, held high the heavens above. From its 

glacial face were fed four immense rivers flowing in all directions into the valley steep below. Its 

mysterious summit was shrouded by cloud curtain and forever hidden from view. Puck stood in 

amazement, shading his eyes from the rising Sun, hoping to catch glimpse of the veiled peak.    

The summit, shrouded by mist and stormy cloud, remained hidden. Clouds passed over 

valley, yet those on Beorg stood firm. Then at once, he was struck with a dazzling light and a 

gust of frozen wind nearly knocked him off his feet, the veil was lifted but for a moment, and the 

magnificent peak revealed! Blinded, Puck looked away, and in an instant the peak was again 

swallowed by cloud.   
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Witnessing the mystery and power of the great mountain, both terrifying and wonderful, 

he knew he must go there. He looked below at the path before him: down steep cliff, through 

forest, and over wide steppe, this trek would be far and dangerous. Eyes wide in awe and fear, 

the Satyr took the first step of his journey, leaving the safety of his grove forever.   

Over many days past he traversed steep cliff and treacherous ledge to climb from grove 

to valley. On the final night of his descent a powerful storm raged. Cold wind blew, freezing rain 

fell, and thunder roared. He climbed down slippery slope, and once nearly fell to a steep death 

below, before finally his hooves reached flat ground. He took shelter from the storm under 

bramble patch, lying on wet ground in the dark; alone.   

He hugged his body close, desperately keeping cold at bay. With each gust of wind, his 

chattering teeth grew louder. Crack. A strange sound from over shoulder, followed by 

scampering foot. Puck rose, peering into the dark. What lie beyond, shrouded by black night? 

Fearful he cried unto darkness, begging stranger to be made know. Crack. Footsteps grew 
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nearer, he whimpered, “Who is there?”. Suddenly the wind stopped; Puck was met by a 

deafening silence. His hair stood on end and a chill shot down his spine.   

Near to the Fawn, thunderbolt fell; lighting the forest and shaking the Earth. For but a 

moment the watcher in the dark was revealed: a pair of terrible eyes, yellow and filled with hate.  

In horror, he leapt from shelter, desperate to escape his predator. He broke through field 

running with all his strength. Hoofed legs burning and lungs depleted, he fell face first into the 

Earth, exhausted. Too tired to move, yet desperate for breath, he inhaled through his broken nose 

bleeding soil and grass. With wheezing breath and broken body, the Fawn fell to slumber in wet 

muddied field. He slept as though dead; dreams consumed by the horror of those terrible eyes, 

yellow and filled with hate.   

The morning Sun shone on muddied field, yet the Satyr lay still, swallowed in feverish 

dream. A bugle, loud and bellowing echoed off the trees, shaking the Fawn from slumber. He 

jumped to hoof, ready to meet his foe, but was blinded by dried mud covering his eyes. With 

haste and fear Puck wiped eyes clean, sure to be met with a terrible predator ready to pounce.   

Now of sight, he found no hidden foe, and before him lay a great forest filled with moss-

covered Oak. From clear Sky poured sunbeams bright, shining on a lush forest floor. The drilling 

of a Woodpecker, the chatter of Chipmunks, and the gentle roll of a brook nearby. The forest was 
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vibrant and filled with life. A red leaf fell from sturdy Oak above, the first sign that autumn was 

here.  

Puck followed pointed ears towards rolling brook to dry his lips parched. Bending down 

he heard song, gentle and elegant, carried on the breeze from atop a nearby hill. Lifting his head, 

hypnotized by the tune, he walked toward the beautiful song.   

Approaching the hilltop, he peered from behind a tree, eager to meet the mysterious 

stranger who sung so beautifully. Atop the hill was a patch of Aspens, their autumnal golden 

leaves shone bright, bathing the grove in an alluring glow. In the center of the grove was the 

spring which fed the brook. Sitting along the spring was the source of song: a beautiful Nymph 

singing gently.   

Puck was overcome by love; the beauty of her song was unlike anything he had heard 

before. He had to join her. He stepped out for a moment, then hesitated, struck by shame and 

fear. His antlers were still so small, he knew little and had seen less; she would surely reject a 

creature an unimpressive as he.  

Puck pulled away in shame, stumbling on fallen branches underhoof. A smile lit his face 

as he was struck by this scheme: he would tie the branches to his head! His antlers would seem 

so impressive, surely, she would fall in love with him then!  

He fashioned the branches and puffed his chest in pride, he looked impressive indeed! He 

took out his flute and played a tune that harmonized with hers, appearing from behind a tree.   

The Nymph’s eyes lit up in joyful surprise, delighted to find another who matched her 

song. Grinning behind reed-flute Puck slowly approached the Nymph, rising to meet him. Their 

songs gently harmonized as their distance closed. They danced together in the golden light.   
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Her soft eyes met Pucks, shaking him from his tune; his knees quaked under her gaze. 

She looked to him assured, and his song returned louder and with a passion, deep. They danced 

together in the golden light, their song rising and falling in unity.   

Puck basked in the light of her love, yet a thousand fears flooded his feeble mind; he 

pulled away and broke from her eyes. Certainly, she would distract him from his Beorg-quest, he 

must push her away. Then too, if she joined, she would see his flaws clear. Would she stand with 

him though she saw him weak, or run away, laying waste to his heart and mission? And even if 

he pulled her close, and held her heart dear; one day surely, she would pass in his arms, dust 

scattering to the wind.   

The Nymph grabbed his hand, and met his eye, her gaze pierced his heart. He feared that 

if she looked long enough, she would see that he was feeble, that he was hallow; that his antlers 

were fake and his song simple.   

He breathed deeply into her eyes and their songs met again in delicate harmony. They 

pulled ever closer and held each other tenderly; 

they fell silent. The leaves rustled overhead; and 

their hearts beat fast. The Nymph pulled the flute 

away from Puck’s lips as he lowered his head to 

hers.   

Suddenly, branchy antlers toppled from 

Puck’s hair and crashed to the ground. The Satyr’s 

new love now saw him as he truly was. She smiled 

yet he pushed her away in shame and fear, certain of her mockery. He was exposed, what a fool 
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he was for thinking he would be loved by her! He turned North and ran away as fast as his legs 

could carry him, leaving the Nymph behind forever, still holding his cheerful flute.   

Running hooves carried Puck far, far away from the thought of the beautiful Nymph. His 

heart hardened with every stride. He pushed away his love until even the warmth of the golden 

grove faded from his heart.   

 

Trail cut North with great haste, Fawn trampled underhoof his heart and lover. No longer 

filled by wild root and berry, his belly roared, demanding heavy tribute for a body grown weary. 

Abased and enraged, Puck hid his sorrow for a new love lost, cut down in its youth.   

Bright open Sky rose through thinning canopy as forest approached plain and tree met 

grass. The Satyr, reaching forest edge, looked with great awe upon an open steppe cut by a 

mighty Southward running river. Flanking the high plain, powdered peaks rose high, dusted by 

the gentle fall of early autumn snows. Aspens both red and yellow painted stripes through dark 

green Pine. Mighty Beorg, peak shrouded in cloud and mist, rose behind the plain, casting long 

shadow on the valley below. 

A deep bugle bellowed ‘cross steppe, the source of the mysterious sound revealed! A 

great Golden Elk, massive in body and antler, stood atop rocky hill echoing summon to any who 
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dare challenge his throne. Following ahoof a score of beautiful mates each with young calf in 

tow.   

The Sun hung low, and threatened to set, igniting the Sky in a hue of blazing red. Still sat 

on the boarder of turf and tree, the Satyr stood in silent awe. Powerful creatures, larger than his 

eyes had ever laid, locked antler; the crisp clack of their clash echoed through the plain. The 

Golden Elk stood tall atop his rocky throne, unconquered and proud.  

Rumbling belly once more made itself known; he craved the flesh of fallen beast. While 

Sun set behind painted peak, the Satyr schemed to slay the steppe-king. Braided grass met sturdy 

branch; the Fawn crafted a humble bow. Sharpened stone and strong stick made arrow, prepared 

to meet its prey.   

Puck slept that night beneath a large Oak, eager for the next day’s hunt. His dreams were 

grand and filled with glory. He killed the Golden Elk and ate his meat ‘til his belly was full. 

Worn on his shoulder was the beautiful pelt, and on head his budding antlers now branching and 

noble. Why would he ever need to see the great peak of Beorg? He could stay here, the content 

king of the plain! Maybe then he would return to the Nymph, whose affection he would surely 

earn through antlers large and proud!  

Waking long before dawn to a valley shrouded in mist, Fawn trotted over field, cutting a 

blind path North. Peering through dark and low cloud, his eyes grasped for the rocky hill, 

searching for the site where his trap would be sprung.   
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Finding the rock’ed throne mighty Elk claimed 

rightfully his, Puck approached and hid in shrub, waiting in 

ambush for golden prey yet unseen. At the first light of 

morning, the air turned dreadfully cold; Fawn shivered, 

holding his body close against the terrible chill of dawn.   

Beyond the fog the grass rustled under heavy hoof. 

Satyr eyes peered through cloud, eager to spot what 

creature lie behind the misty curtain. The tips of mighty 

antlers were first to emerge, followed by head and powerful 

neck, painted a beautiful golden brown. Massive in body 

and antler, the Golden Elk stood not a stone throw away!  

Eager Puck nocked arrow and pulled back string, 

waiting to strike and claim his prize. The Golden Elk 

stepped ever closer, blind to his demise only steps away. Turning stout neck towards cloudy veil, 

the Elk greeted an approaching calf with her mother close behind. Now distracted by his young 

spawn, the steppe-king, unaware, exposed his chest to arrow bite.   

The Fawn held string steady and prepared to release, but paused for a moment, hesitant to 

cut down such a glorious beast. Who was he to take such a life? Then again, thought Puck, his 

coat was so beautiful and his flesh so plenty, when else could he take such a glorious prize?   

Heart hardened and gaze narrowed, Puck’s fingers released grip and the arrow lunged 

toward prey, piercing golden flesh and mighty beating heart. The Golden Elk jolted as arrow 

punctured chest; and ran but for a few steps before collapsing onto the Earth. A final magnificent 
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bugle shook the plain as the last breath was taken through punctured lung. Mate and child 

screamed in terror and disappeared into mist, eyes filled with confusion and pain.  

A wide grin, proud and pomp, crossed the young face of the once gentle Fawn. He stood 

tall, pleased by his kill; surely, now he would be king of the plain! The Elk, even larger than 

Puck expected, would make for a thousand fine feasts, much more than the Satyr could ever eat!  

Pucks hooves trampled dry grass towards fallen prey when suddenly, from over hill, a 

low growl rose. Puck froze; a deep chill ran through his body and his hair stood on end. He was 

not alone.  

With a powerful roar, a Puma appeared atop rocky hill. Puck gasped in awe and terror. 

She looked towards Puck and began her approach, hissing as she snaked downhill. A deep fear, 

ancient and dreadful, overcame the young Fawn; he forgot himself entirely. Long gone was his 

prideful quest to fell the great Golden Elk; he whimpered in fear. His eyes begged for mercy.   

The Puma stood on the mighty fallen beast and hissed towards the Satyr, who fell to the 

ground in fear. Claws now unsheathed; the Puma lunged towards him, standing atop the fallen 

Puck lying terrified in the dirt. He felt warm breath on his face and cried in fear.   

Only a hairs length from Pucks’ face, the Puma bared tooth and released a ferocious roar. 

Suddenly, Puck could see the blood on her claws and teeth. He 

saw dark clouds of Flies circling the Golden Elk. He smelled 

death. He witnessed the violence of his deed. The Elk was 

brutalized and drenched in blood; his stiff body unnaturally 

twisted.  

Quaking in fear and shame, Puck covered ear and eye 

unable to face the weight of his deed. The Puma’s roar grew louder until it threatened to burst 
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Puck’s ears. He was overcome. Then suddenly, the roar lifted, and the warmth of Puma-breath 

faded away.   

Forest fallen silent; the Fawn opened eyes to find the Cat gone. Black bugs whipped 

‘round rotting carcass. The Golden Elk, once beautiful, had been reduced to a heap of rotting 

flesh; coat torn and stained with blood. Puck fell in retreat from the horrible site, leaving Raven 

and Fly to feast on the putrid corpse.   

Bending towards the river for a cleansing drink, Puck’s tongue tasted foul; the water 

polluted. Ash fell from the Sky, landing in the river below. Puck looked up. Far in the distance, a 

pillar of black smoke rose, oppressing the Sky with an ominous cloud. “What’s this?” Puck 

exclaimed, “What terrible doings taint this river?” Slinging bow to shoulder, Puck’s hooves 

gained speed, swiftly taking him along the polluted fish-path leading to the source of the dreadful 

cloud.   

With every league under hoof, the river grew darker, choked by black sludge. Foul odor 

rose from the once-pure waters, Puck knew the corrupter mustn't be far. The putrid river path 

pointed to the source of pollution: a monstrous estate, with creatures of every type emaciated and 

shackled. An immense hall of dark stone towered above; dual chimneys belted out black bellows 

of vile smoke.   

Puck watched from afar as chained creatures slaved, building without rest to grow the 

hall over fields fallen fallow. Two Wolves of grey and red coat, starved to near skeletons, served 

the will of an unseen master, nipping at any creature who dared rest their toil. Puck gasped at the 

grizzly scene. Who could be responsible for such wanton greed?  

Spoken in fearful whispers, Puck heard mention the name of their terrible master: Fenrir. 

Soon after emerged the monstrous beast, ink-black in fur and sharp in tooth and claw. His 
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thunderous growl announced his arrival, shaking the ground of his gruesome domain. He 

emerged from his lair, grown too small for his colossal stature and approached his twin minions, 

tails tucked and whimpering.   

“Geri! Freki! Why do my slaves work so 

unhurried?” His servitors fashioned no response, 

cowering at his feet. “Get them in line, or you’ll be 

next!” cried the tyrant. Turning towards his dank den, 

he disappeared into the dark arched doorway.   

Overwhelmed by the evil of this creature, Puck 

hatched a plan to overthrow the tyrant. Knowing the 

beast would grow larger by the day, his time to strike must be soon. He’d slay the Wolf while he 

slumbered, unaware of his own demise.   

“What a pelt he must have” whispered the Satyr to himself. Dancing in fantasy, Puck’s 

mind turned to the glory earned if the great beast was felled by his hand. What an estate he’d 

inherent, and its faithful Wolf servants too! The shackled creatures, once freed, would surely 

crown him king!  

 Mind clouded by power-lust, his bright eyes became heavy. The Satyr fell to sleep, 

slumbering past the setting Sun, deep into the night. His dreams were filled with fancy, crowned 

king as Fenrir Bane, the rightful ruler of the valley.   

Birdsong broke his drowse, shaking him from sleep as the light of dawn prepared to 

break the horizon. Moving with haste, he had little time to act if he were to strike down the Wolf 

chief in his den. Slipping unspotted past the great hall door, he slithered through darkness. 

Feeling cold stone through outstretched hoof and hand, the Fawn discovered entry to the inner 
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sanctum, the chambers of the slumbering Wolf. Arrow nocked, string pulled, Puck entered, 

prepared to release death into the heart of the great beast.   

Eyes now tuned to the dark of the den, horrors unseen were revealed. Troves of corpses 

lay mangled and bloodied, all devoured in vain to satiate the bottomless hunger of the Wolf. 

Putrid scents pulsed through Pucks nostrils and burning bile sprang from his lips. Overcome, he 

turned, averting his vision to a dark corner. Returning his gaze, a pair of terrible eyes emerged, 

yellow and filled with hate. The tyrant appeared, ink-black in fur and sharp in claw and wicked 

grinning tooth.   

The floor shook with each fall of Wolf paw. The trembling Satyr pulled back an arrow 

pointed at a head larger than his body. The unshaken Wolf laughed, “What silly creature has 

come here thinking I can be defeated by such simple means?” He mocked Puck, “What a tiny 

and weak body you have! Your antlers, they are but twigs! Who do you think you are to 

challenge me?”  

Body quaking, the Fawn stood his ground, arrow eager for release. “I am Puck!” He 

proclaimed. “I have killed the Golden Elk and have traveled a great distance through wind and 

rain. I seduced the beautiful forest Nymph and caught glimpse of mighty Beorg’s peak! I am 

Puck here to wear your pelt and rightfully take your throne!”  

Arrow taking flight, the Satyr smiled, sure his foe was struck down. But touching the iron 

skull of the Wolf chief, the arrow shattered, leaving Fenrir unscathed.   

The body of the once-proud Fawn went cold, his plan unfulfilled. The mighty beast was 

beyond him; he had sealed the decree of his own demise. “Ha! What foolish bravery, what gall!” 

the Wolf bellowed, “This entire valley will soon fall to me, who are you to face me alone!”   
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The Tyrant approached trembling Fawn, helpless to topple his foe, taking him by toothed 

hand into the harsh first light of morning. His bones creaked and cracked, shattering under the 

power of Fenrir’s mighty jaws.   

Skeletal Wolf acolytes of grey and red coat emerged from their holes, jeering the 

defeated Puck, following under heel their master. On a stone block on a river-side ledge Fenrir 

dumped the Fawn. “This one thought himself my better! But he’s not even worthy of being slain 

by my own accord! Put him in his place!”    

Giggling with glee, weary tongues longed to taste the red rivers running through fresh 

prey. Circling Puck in delight, the ecstatic servants carried out their master's will, ripping flesh 

from bone and tearing bowels from belly. The screaming Satyr was overcome in his torment, 

falling silent as he slipped into dark.  

Blood-thirst quenched, the Fawn’s dying body was dumped to the river steep below. 

Carried swiftly along rushing water path, the Satyr, hardly living, passed far from the lair of the 

Wolf chief. Near the base of mighty Beorg his mangled near-corpse surfaced ashore. The sting of 

early winter bit what flesh remained. The Satyr lay battered on frost covered ground, breathing 

broken breath, choked and faint.  

Strong gentle jaws pulled shore to shelter the lifeless bloodless body of the defeated 

Puck. Fire was lit and blankets shared as he danced with a death not far away. Feverish dreams 
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filled with yellow eye and broken bone; Puck’s pride gave way to an unshakable, quaking terror. 

The Fawn slept for days, waking only to be fed by his mysterious savior, a stranger he had yet to 

glimpse.  

Cold wind crept through crags of cave wall, waking shivering Fawn from his feverish 

slumber. Body now of strength to sit, Puck gazed upon his scarred belly under faint fireglow; 

healed wounds left marks of their passing. Nowhere to be found was his healer, the mender of 

his battered body from the brink of ruin. Puck, still weak, passed back to sleep. Fading as he was, 

he caught glimpse of a four legged creature entering acave.    

Finally arising on a dark day mid-winter, Puck was met by a smiling woman, glowing 

and vibrant, wearing a pelt of Puma flesh. Puck looked towards her with gratitude. “Great 

Healer”, his voice croaked, “thank you for your grace.” She was silent but looked at him 

assuredly. “Why have you done this?” Puck said, “what did I do to deserve your healing touch?”  

“I healed you, as I have been healed before” she replied. “Like you, I was lost and alone, 

yet the wisdom of a great teacher showed me the error of my ways and taught me to heal others.”  

“I must learn this wisdom!” exclaimed Puck, “at any cost, I must be initiated, teach me to 

heal others as I have been healed. Show me the error of my ways, let me be transformed!” She 

nodded knowing it was time. 

She built a great fire and fed it Sweet Grass, Pine, and Nettles, then whispered a silent 

prayer as she beat on a drum. PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM. 

Her beat grew louder as she played, then suddenly: 

Silence. 
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A powerful rattle echoed through the cave walls. From darkness a Viper came, slithering 

over the Healer’s shoulder, her eyes turned white, taken in trance. The Healer chanted in an 

unknown tongue and lifted a clay bowl towards the snake 

climbing across her chest. Vipertail rattled in approval as 

the serpent slid down her arm and drank a strange 

substance from the bowl. Belly full, it coiled itself around 

her now raised arm.  

 It sat in her palm and looked toward Puck. It 

danced, pulling him into its hypnotic sway, drawing him in 

close. Suddenly the Viper stood still, and the trance was 

broken.  

The Healer’s eyes blinked open, revealing the slit pupils of a Viper! Overcome with fear, 

Puck gasped and pulled away, but the Viper lunged, sinking sharp fang deep into Satyr neck.  

 Venom raced through Puck’s fast-beating heart. He dripped with sweat and his chest 

grew tight, constricted. His jaw locked and the cave moved, as if massive serpents slithered 

through its rocky wall. Puck’s body began to melt, pulled through the very floor of the cave.    

Blackness.   

 

 

                              Puck screamed, sucked into an infinite expanse. He was alone and 

terrified, certain he was dead. 

Suddenly, he returned to his body in the cave. Relieved, a smile came across his face, he 

was okay! How long was he gone? A moment? A night? A lifetime? He gazed toward the Healer 
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who met him with human eyes. Somberly, she looked right through him, it wasn’t over. He felt 

his body melting and looked towards her in terror, pleading for mercy. He received none.   

He let out a cry as the face of her Puma pelt came alive! The Healer gave a smile of 

reassurance as the Puma consumed her in one great swallow: her flayed skin now worn atop the 

Puma’s head. In turn, her skin sprung to life and consumed the Puma. Puck felt his body falling 

apart; he melted into the ground.   

Blackness.   

 

 

 

              

            through infinite expanse, he saw the Puma, and his face now 

locked in annihilating embrace. With a sudden splash his fall was broken, he thrashed to the 

surface of a great river, now gasping for air.   

Swimming to shore nearby with all his strength, he stretched his body on the sand, 

catching his breath. After some time, he rose, finding himself in a massive river-cut cave. A 

single light shone through the roof, illuminating a rock altar nearby.  

He approached the altar but froze in his tracks. His hair stood on end; he was not alone. 

In the dark cave corner came a rattle and hiss. He gazed into the shadow and met two massive 

serpentine eyes. The creature slithered towards him with a massive body, both Puma and Viper, 

many times his size. It held a purple gem in its fangs. Not daring to look at It directly, Puck 

lowered his head, submitting to the power of the great serpent. It rattled Its powerful tail in 

approval, the sound echoing through cave fall. 
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It dropped the gem near Puck’s feet, but he dare not look up. Then, just as It appeared, It 

slithered back into the depths of the cave; rattle fading through passages deep and dark.  

Puck, now alone, raised his head. Revealed on rock walls behind the altar was a tapestry 

of art, ancient and great. Bison, Elk, Deer, Horses, and Men; Mountains, Rivers, and Trees. All 

around were painted handprints, more in number than he could ever count; for eons others had 

visited this very site. He felt a warm breeze behind him, he knew he was never alone.   

Raising gem to alter, he gazed into his own image, reflected off deep purple stone. He 

saw a flash of terrible eyes, yellow and filled with hate. He recoiled but steadied his gaze. The 

gem revealed a vision of the valley fallen to the merciless tyrant. Fenrir consumed to no end- his 

hunger insatiable, his thirst unquenchable. He saw all the creatures of the valley broken; 

enslaved, dead.    

In his greed, Fenrir grew to an enormous size, even larger than Beorg. Still unsatisfied, he 

consumed the mountain, swallowing it in one bite. With this, the stars fell from the heavens and 

engulfed the world in flame.   

Fenrir, with nothing left to eat, went next to the fire. He screamed in agony as he drank 

burning flame, yet his hunger could not be stopped. Now nearly swallowed by fire, his boiled 

flesh dripped from bone, yet his hunger could not be stopped. He ate. And ate. And ate until all 

that was left was charred bones, consumed by the blaze.      

Puck trembled at this horrible sight, now fading, until all that remained was Fenrir’s 

glowing eyes. Puck’s reflection returned, but the eyes remained transfixed over his own. In a 

moment, it became clear. “He is me”, Puck whispered.  

He killed with pride and greed and took much more than he needed. Even when he tried 

to topple Fenrir he did so for his own glory. What little power and strength he had he used for 
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himself. Driven by selfish desires, fear, and vanity, his adolescent ignorance would give way to 

tyranny and endless consumption. If he were to defeat Fenrir, he would have to confront his own 

tyrant. Eyes now closed; he breathed deep into his belly.  

A gust of frozen wind blew across his face, he opened his eyes and exhaled. He sat 

crossed-legged outside the Healer's cave, under a Mother Tree, facing mighty Beorg. His vision 

had seemed to pass. He breathed deeply, bearing witness to the great peak. He heard the faint 

sound of a drumbeat growing louder with each breath.   

PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM   

THE DRUMBEAT CAME FROM HIS VERY HEART!  

PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM 

PUM PUM PUM PUM PUM   

Suddenly the light of the Sun grew brighter, and he was brought to tears at the beautiful 

valley before him. All beings, vegetal, fungal, mineral, and animal were animated by new life 

and embedded with spirit. The needles of Pines smiled in the light and clouds danced with joy on 

the breeze. Before him stretched a great chain of being, reaching through the depths of time; 

billions of ancestors of the Sea, Earth, and Sky.  

He raised his eyes, and the peak was revealed! The parting clouds erupted in magnificent 

flashes and bellowing thunder. The light was blinding, yet he did not avert his gaze.   

He saw himself, of immense proportions, stretched and held down over the altar- like 

peak. The four rivers of Beorg held his limbs. The Sky erupted into interlocked spinning spirals 

and the spirit of the Earth made Herself known. A great Goddess of threefold head stood high 
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above the mountain, Her arms outstretched in a loving embrace. Her face at center was stern yet 

assured, flanked by heads, one gentle and one fanged, breathing flower and flame. Two more 

arms revealed, holding high a sharp stone blade, ready to strike the heart of Her sacrifice.  

Puck screamed and struggled, but he could not escape the grip of mighty Beorg. Left with 

no choice, he accepted his fate and surrendered. With a deep breath, he looked towards the Sun, 

smiling as he felt the warmth on his face. The knife fell. Puck riled in pain as his still-beating 

heart was ripped from chest.   

Throwing back his head in ecstatic pain, Puck looked upwards at the Mother Tree, barely 

clinging to consciousness. She burst into miraculous bloom, red blossoms fell gently, caressing 

Puck’s face, as they gave way to leaves of deep green. He let out a final, faint cry and was 

swallowed by blackness.   



27 
 

Drip. Drip. Drip. Hanging icicles turned to puddles in the muddy soil below. The bright 

Sun glared off a blanket of melting snow. Grasses, now lifted from their hibernation undersnow, 

smiled into the warm Sun; returning to life once again. River ran strong and Aspen bloomed as 

birdsong proclaimed the glorious arrival of spring. One tree stood already greened: the sturdy 

Mother Tree overlooking the face of mighty Beorg.  

A family of Larks, taking refuge in her great branches, took flight below, to forage in 

greening grass. Dropping to a cluster of moss-covered saplings rising from the ground, they 

scanned the field, seeking for any Worms that had risen to the surface. The Saplings stirred 

beneath perched feet, and the perplexed Larks spread wing to leap back into the Mother Tree. 

The saplings rose together, now revealed to be a magnificent set of antlers! The Manstag Puck, 

both man and beast, of powerful arm and bearded face, emerged from the soil, reborn from the 

belly of the Earth.   

He rose near the entrance of the Healer’s cave, expecting to see the warm glow of her fire 

inside. Yet the cave now was dark and empty, covered in cobweb and swallowed by shadow; 

there was no sign of her. His teacher was gone, and perhaps never there, how could he continue 

without her guidance? A golden glint caught Satyr eye near the entrance to the cave: a guilded 

torc sitting on mossy stone! Its weight was heavy, and it was crafted by skillful hand. Its body 

was gently twisted, and its buffers shaped like twin heads of the cave-dwelling Puma-Viper.   

He rose to hoof, turning to face mighty Beorg, the summit shrouded by mist and stormy 

cloud. Remembering the lesson of the Viper’s venom, he knew that duty called him to restore 

balance to the valley below. In his right arm he raised the torc to the Sky and offered oath to the 

Earth:  
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Oh, Mother Earth! Sacred are your rivers, snowy mountains, and deep forests. You are 

fertile and give life to every being and nation. From you I have emerged and to you I will return.  

Witness this oath, bonded by torc, I pledge to topple the tyrant, free the enslaved, and heal those 

weak of body and spirit.  

Placing the tight torc onto his neck, he sealed his oath. With his pledge, it was never to be 

removed: a constant reminder of his duty.    

A wind blew from the Northeast, carrying a rotten stench which stung Puck’s nostrils. He 

turned, standing under the Mother Tree, to survey a landscape desecrated, ravaged by the lust of 

Fenrir. The destruction of the tyrant was unspeakable, his small fiefdom had transformed into an 

empire of greed, swallowing a great portion of the valley. Fenrir’s black fortress had grown 

fivefold in size, scores of smokestacks rose high into the Sky, belching black vile smoke. The 

land surrounding had become a muddied dumping ground, piles of bodies partially eaten turned 

putrid in once fertile fields.   

Creatures of all types lay shackled outside Fenrir’s fortress, awaiting whatever horrible 

fate lay in store. Puck was overwhelmed with sympathy for the creatures whose doom seemed 

inevitable, and he was reminded of his oath. Just then, a strong flexible branch fell from the 

Mother Tree above. Puck crafted this gift into a powerful bow strong enough to pierce the hide 

of the terrible Wolf chief. He looked towards Fenrir’s lair and slung bow to shoulder, heading 

Northeast beyond the light of spring and towards the terrible tyrant in the darkness down below.  

 

 

 



29 
 

Puck traveled up the river path that delivered him near-dead to the healing hands of his 

teacher. Finding the place where he had washed ashore, he took long pause seeing the blood-

stained soil where spring grasses now grew. A branch snapped behind and the Fawn turned bow-

ready to face possible foe. A grey-haired creature darted into brush, and Puck gave swift chase. 

The creature quickly lost speed, panting and wheezing, he collapsed.   

Puck’s pace slowed as he approached the mangy creature, little more than a coughing 

skeletal heap. It was Geri, the grey-haired servant of Fenrir who before nearly took his life, now 

truly a pathetic sight to behold.   

“How... did you... survive?” exclaimed Geri through labored breath, looking 

up astonished. “We were sure you were finished.” “I was saved by the compassion of another, 

though I deserved death for my foolish pride” the Manstag replied. “Why have you come here 

and why are you so starved? Did you not feast with Fenrir?”   

“Our loyalty was returned with betrayal,” replied the Wolf, “Freki and I asked for our 

share of uneaten meat, but Fenrir refused. For this, we were given the same sentence as you: we 

were mauled and left for dead. Freki was wounded more gravely, and I came looking for food to 

ease his pain, I fear he is on verge of death.”   
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Geri looked up towards Puck, standing powerfully above, and wheezed, “Slay me now 

great Manstag! You are right to finish me off, seek your revenge! End my misery!” Geri, fate 

thought sealed, prayed for a swift death by Satyr hand. 

Puck looked down on the grey Wolf, seeing not the enemy who had drunk blood from his 

veins. He saw a pathetic creature, once young, powerful, vibrant, and filled with hope. He saw a 

life turned twisted by the machinations of a power-hungry tyrant. Overcome with sympathy, he 

slung his bow and lifted the broken Wolf up with strong, gentle arms.  

“I understand not what you do!” cried the Wolf “I come to you not with vengeance in my 

heart” replied Puck “I am here to heal, as I have been healed before.”    

Taking broken Wolf under a rocky outcropping nearby, Puck sparked a fire, whose heat 

kissed his weak shivering body. “I’ll go now to find Freki” the Satyr said gently, “keep warm by 

the fire, I will soon return.” The Manstag left to find his friend, and Geri breathed a grateful sigh 

of relief; he was safe.   

Light rain soon fell, and Geri faded to sleep, protected by rock shelter and warm 

crackling fire. He slept deeply through the morning 

and woke rested to the approach of hoof moving 

over wet ground.   

Puck arrived acave, holding mangled Freki 

in his arms; his bloody pelt pierced by terrible claw 

and tooth. Puck lay him down gently by his friend, 

bringing healing herb to burning wound.   
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Looking towards Geri, he instructed “hold your friend dearly, I take leave to go on the 

hunt, he needs meat if he is to survive the night.” Puck, bringing bow to shoulder, left the shelter 

in search of game to aid the dying Wolf.   

The Satyr followed the stream for some time, until he came to an open field where grazed 

a beautiful Stag. He crawled through high brush on four legs, sneaking towards his prey. Nearly 

a stone throw away, the Fawn rose to his knees, nocked arrow and pulled back string. Though 

silent and unseen, the Stag could sense his presence and ran to a nearby grove.  

Puck returned to his four-legged stalk, following the Deer deep into the forest. This grove 

was unlike any he had ever seen. Although the Sun shone bright above, the heavy canopy 

submerged the grove in near darkness, illuminated by only a few beams shining through.  

Puck found the Stag and again pulled back string, prepared to shoot. A wave of fear 

washed over Puck, and he felt immense sympathy for the Deer. He looked down at his hooves, 

and his antlers hung heavy on his head. He saw the Stag as his brother; he saw the Stag as 

himself. His eyes turned white as he was swallowed by trance. 

The forest was silent, save the babbling of a frothing stream nearby. Puck bent down to 

eat the lush grasses of spring. The morning promised to be a good one, he walked downhill 

towards the frothing steam, continuing his graze. Snap. He stopped in his tracks. What was that? 

He paused and looked around; he saw movement in the bushes nearby. Perhaps just a bird? He 

kept walking. He bent down toward the stream, sipping water born from the heart of the 

mountain. 

Another rustle in the brush; Puck looked up. He was being watched. He ran deep into the 

heart of a nearby forest, evading the eyes of the strange presence. He walked through the dark 

grove, lit only by bright beams that crept through the canopy.  
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The strange presence followed him, still unseen he sensed it slithering and crawling 

through the brush; stalking, sneaking, drawing closer, closer. A wave of fear washed over Puck, 

then a sudden stillness, a sudden peace.  

He saw two white eyes watching him, the predator revealed! With a blink their pupils 

returned, stern yet sad; a single tear fell from watery eye.  

Through a break in the heavy canopy Puck saw a flash of a great Goddess with heads 

breathing both flower and flame. Her arms were extended towards him in a merciful embrace. 

He bent towards her on four hooves and lowered his head; offering exposed chest to the 

mysterious predator.  

Twang THUD a great force plunged into his chest. He jolted and collapsed, sucking 

labored breath through punctured lung. The light pouring through the canopy grew brighter. He 

breathed a second time; the light was blinding. Puck took a third breath, a sigh, and the light took 

him. The forest was silent, save the babbling of a frothing stream nearby. 

Puck broke from trance, once again 

crouching, arrow pointed toward the Stag. The 

Deer looked at Puck, then turned, exposing his 

chest to arrow bite. Caught in the great dance of 

birth and death; a single tear dropped from 

Puck’s determined eyes. Twang THUD. 

He approached the Stag, now taking his 

final breath, and thanked him for his gift. He 

wasted no part in his harvest, taking the pelt, flesh, and bones, and leaving the innards as a gift 
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for the Ravens. Taking his heart, he planted it in the soil and placed a small rock shrine above; 

paying tribute to the Earth and thanking the Stag for his great gift.   

He returned under the light of setting Sun to the Wolves resting fireside. A thunderless 

spring rain fell for the rest of the evening and into the next day. Puck and the Wolves stayed dry 

in their rock shelter. He wrapped their broken bodies in the Deer hide and cooked a brew of 

venison and marrow. The Wolves slept for many days and nights. Waking only to eat before 

falling back into a healing slumber. Puck watched over them with great care. 

Though their bodies grew strong, their life still failed, death yet lingered in the dark 

corners of the cave. Meat and marrow could not cure this ill, for their sickness was of the spirit; 

their hearts were still poisoned by desperation and greed.  

Puck lit a great fire, offering it Sweet Grass, Pine, and Nettles and called to the spirit of 

the great Viper, asking it to heal the sickly Wolves. He struck a rock with a firm branch, 

imitating the drum of his teacher TIKI TIK TIK TIK TIK TIK TIK TIK TIK TIK TIK TIK, his beat 

grew louder as he played, then suddenly: 

Silence. 

Two powerful rattles echoed through the cave walls. From darkness twin Vipers came, 

slithering over Pucks shoulders and crossing over his chest. His eyes turned white, taken in 

trance. 

When his sight returned, he found the two Wolves foaming at their mouths and lying 

entranced; battling with great foes deep inside their minds. For hours they lay, in bliss and pain, 

until near sunset, they rose to sit along the river.  
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The Wolves returned that evening under the bright glow of a full moon. They were 

reborn, transformed by Puck’s mercy and healing Viper fang. Spirits twisted by a corrupt master 

were now freed from his grasp. They thanked Puck and slept peacefully that night. 

With the rising of the next day’s Sun, the Satyr left the still sleeping Wolves to see his 

oath fulfilled. Marching determined towards rising vile smoke, the Fawn knew this journey 

would likely be his last. Fenrir had grown so powerful, he doubted whether he could be fought 

alone.  

Just then, a call rose from behind “Puck! Wait!”, as two beautiful Wolves of red and grey 

coat approached. They held their heads and tails high as they approached their teacher and 

friend, whose side they would not so easily be parted. Try as he might, Puck could not deter 

them, his quest was now their own.  

By that afternoon the three companions had reached the border of Fenrir’s foul kingdom. 

Many creatures lay shackled and many more dead, as the dark fortress stood ever high above, 

black smoke belching from a hundred vile chimneys.  

Puck, learning from his loyal friends, knew they must seek more help if they were to topple 

this terrible foe. He sent his companions off with great haste to gather what allies they could for 

a dawn attack the next morning.  

As for Puck, he would enter the grim fields under cover of night to free the many creatures 

held captive. He waited in agony for the setting Sun. His stomach churned at the thought of 

Fenrir’s crushing jaws and terrible eyes. What fate awaited him he did not know, but whether 

death of victory lay in store, he knew he must confront the tyrant.  
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When the stars began their dance in the heavens above, the Satyr slipped through Fenrir’s 

fields. For the whole night he toiled breaking the chains of creatures enslaved. Grateful, they 

thanked him and ran as free beings into the night.  

As the first light of the Sun kissed the valley below, a bugle, loud and bellowing, echoed 

through wood and field. Puck stood atop a rocky hill where forest met fallow field, blowing horn 

of hallowed bone. In all directions a mighty host gathered on forest edge, united to topple the 

tyrant and defend their homes. 

From their nests high on the slopes of Beorg, Eagles and Ravens filled the Sky. Rising 

from the putrid river, clans of Otter and Beaver returned to reclaim their domain. A mighty bugle 

called back to Puck; a great Elk herd arrived from the Southward steppe. All stood ready in 

silence, awaiting the battle call of the Manstag.  

Then, the Earth Herself quaked as a mighty creature rose from his slumber. Emerging 

from his fortress, Fenrir’s massive body blocked the light of the rising Sun. His coat was ink-

black, and he surveyed the field with mocking, terrible eyes, yellow and filled with hate. Seeing 

the chains now shattered and his slaves freed, Fenrir let out a shrill horrible howl.  
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At the sight of the mighty tyrant, many creatures grew 

faint and weak. This foe’s power had grown too strong; all 

hope was lost. Yet two Wolves of grey and red coat, beautiful 

and brave, stepped forward, their coats shining in the glory of 

the bright morning Sun.  

Emboldened by their courage, the host stood tall, 

prepared to face the impossible enemy. Puck stood atop the 

rock’ed hill with Beorg rising high behind. Thunder rumbled faint; a morning storm gathered on 

the horizon. 

Fawn raised his horn and blew a blast upon it and the great forest host descended on the 

tyrant from all directions. Satyr drew his sacred bow and let hail a burning wrath upon the great 

beast. The forest host attacked with righteous tooth, talon, and antler, tearing at the flesh of their 

foe.  

While the great battle raged a purple flash and mighty roar announced the arrival of the 

thunderclouds, who hurled with fury bolts of fire, sparking the dry grass below. 

Smoke filled the air as thunder-lit flames charged towards the manor of the fearsome 

Wolf chief. Puck knew that they would all be consumed. He yelled warning to his friends 

begging them to run, “We have wounded him greatly, but the fire will take us all. You have done 

what you can. Run now! Save yourselves! I will hold him at bay.”  

Though they had fought bravely to wound the tyrant the creatures knew they must flee, 

lest they all be swallowed by flame. Geri and Freki guided them through a gap in the fire, 

nodding towards Puck who now stood alone. Facing the tyrant, he nocked his final arrow.  
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The Earth shook with each fall of Wolf paw, but the Manstag stood firm, ready to fight 

until his final breath. As a great thunderclap lit the Sky, Puck let fly his last stinging arrow, but it 

flew over shoulder of his terrible foe. Fenrir let out a wild howling laugh. “HA! You have come 

all this way to defeat me, yet you cannot even hit my great body! What a fool! You think you 

could topple me, who are you?” 

Unknown to the howling Wolf, Puck aimed for a loose brick on a tall chimney behind. 

He hit his mark. While the tyrant cackled in prideful delight, the smoke-belching chimney 

shivered then fell, collapsing on the tyrant below. 

The once great enemy lay with broken body now little more than a bleeding heap. Now 

defeated, he was almost a pathetic sight to behold. His terrible yellow eyes filled with fear. 

The victorious Stag climbed upon the chest of his fallen foe. He raised a dagger-like 

stone to Sky. Still left unsaid, Puck answered the question of the prideful Wolf, “Who am I? I am 

the rush of the river, and the Eagle in the Sky. I am the Healer who restores life, and the flaming 

hammer of battle. I am fire, I am flower, I am wind, I am rain. I am the Earth. I am Puck, and I 

am your death.” 

While thunder clapped and fire raged, the Manstag struck open chest with stony blade. 

Dark beating heart revealed, poisoned by greed and hate. Fenrir was slain and the valley now 

redeemed.  

 The Satyr took quick flight from the growing blaze which soon swallowed the once great 

tyrant, now reduced to ash. Though running on quick hoof, the inferno had flanked Puck, sealing 

his fiery fate. He walked atop the rocky hill and reclined into a simple stone seat. A sunbeam 

peered through cloud and warmed Pan’s face. 
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 He opened his eyes towards the Sun shining over Beorg peak. A figure emerged on the 

bare face of the mountain: a lone Puma had witnessed this oath fulfilled. Puck smiled and 

nodded towards her. Feeling the breath of fire whip at his heels, he faced the Sun once more, 

grinning as he felt its warmth on his face. Breathing deep he smiled into the eternal blinding light 

as the fire swallowed him whole into its hungry jaws. 

 And so passed the great Manstag Puck, the keeper of oath and Viper-handed Healer. On 

his death the clouds wept and washed away the fire below. Falling through day and night, they 

cleansed the choked river and washed away the last of Fenrir’s dark hold. 

 

 

 

    

                             

    i 

The next morning the clouds departed, and the Sun’s first light kissed the now cleansed 

field. The meadow was restored, erupting into a field of flowers of every type. A Lark landed on 

what she mistook for a tiny sapling rising from the ground. Scanning the field, she sought any 

Worm risen to the surface from yesterday’s storm. The small sapling stirred, rising beneath 

perched feet… 

 

 
i Celtic Culture. Gundestrup Cauldron, Probably ca. 2nd-1st Century BCE.  


