Session 7 – Writing workshop in the Special Collections Library

The Stain
He laid the quill down for the last time,
fanunriu, 
of wood and fauna.
The last words his eyes would see.
Columns of black, densely packed code
marched across the vellum,
Oswald saw the accents as vengeful bees
intent on protecting the word of God.
The mass bell rang, its peal urgent and demanding.
Looking out across the island
the bearded spectres screamed,
apparitions from hell.
Neatly a blade removed his face,
illustrating the page with crimson.
Fanunriu stained his brain as the synapses died.
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In the library we reflect.
