
To Alfmund Forwinsson,

Your Judgement was received well in the Hall of Xun! Ours is a fine and ancient hall 
with stories centuries in the telling, stories which I would bring to your ears, would my
legs bring me to Anvil again as they did in my youth. I fought against the rebels in my 
youth, and against Thule and Jotun both in years gone by, and though I last saw battle 
many years ago, I now rule those rune-smiths who bend their heads to the task of 
making beautiful things.

I have long believed it the folly of the Steinr, in times like these, to forget that the 
hands which make war are the same hands that forge beauty. So it seems now: all our 
stories are of war, and precious few of subtlety, of wisdom, of cleverness, of beauty. I 
am a Steinr, but my Hall feeds and homes the three peoples alike, for are we not all 
kin? I saw no insult to my people in your Judgement, but an admonishment: as if young 
Britta’s Hall were not well-set with jewelled adornments, as if her face were the 
same simple steel as her helm.

No, let my first declaration be turned aside like an old man’s blow! I will attend Anvil, 
though my Hall must carry me, and I will meet with you and those who would tell 
tales of heroism not fought on the battlefield! Let us rouse the hearts of laid-low 
Sermersuaq; let us raise the ghosts of the marshes to hear their hearty deeds 
recounted; let us bend the ears of the unruly Steinr as they were lusty young heroes, 
forgetting their place in the shield-wall in search of wounds to show off! I will come, 
and bring with me scops and mystics, and I will bring a prize for the finest hero I hear 
recount their tale – so long as not a blow is struck in anger from first breath to last.

I must ask that all speak up, though, for I hear little these days that is not shouted to
me! Ha! Old age mocks, and it is our duty to keep our skeins well-tied while our bodies 
fray.

I look forward to seeing Anvil again, and to meeting with you, wise Alfmund.

Cenred Xunhand


