People live in fear,

Hatred for the one, 

One who lives up there,

Upon an old keep,

Big as a man he may be,

Bulging eyes too large to see,

Swollen arms of strength,

Buried beneath his skin,

Barrel like chest,

Broad as logs of a tree,

To top it off,

Cruel and brutal as can be.

To command such discipline,

Instilled by fear,

None respected him,

Much less his peers,

Shun him as they might,

They always seem to find,

His large eyes glaring,

Right into their minds,

Screaming hell and torture,

Beneath his tranquil smile,

All just an illusion,

To let your guard down.

They say he ate babies,

No one was sure,

Till the village chief,

Lost his newborn child,

Stolen in the night,

By Beasts of the sky,

Large as rocs were,

Winged demons of the night.

Not a sorcerer he was,

Much less a wizard,

No knowledge of magick,

Those steeds he got from GOD.

Armed with pikes,

The throng of men raged,

For 7 days,

Not a day of sleep,

Burn down the keep,

That was the call,

But no man brave enough,

To heed such talks.

But beginnings were always with endings,

And the peasants revolted,

Armed and wary,

They approach the castle keep,

Crossed the moat on rafts,

However many killed and eaten,

Murdered by the monsters,

Lurking in the murky deeps.

Many pushed on,

Half filled with courage,

Stormed the gates, 

And killed the One,

Split him in two,

Legs from head,

Wriggling in anger,

Fear and resent,

For days he raged,

Never letting go,

Of dear life,

That has abandoned him so,

Finally on the 9th day,

He gave up with a sigh,

A decomposing baby,

“Living” inside,

All that struggle,

Simply to savour,

The last piece of flesh,

That he was to favour.

