An Epic

By Finn T.
Between the house and solemn stone

a simple tree has been grown

it marks the spot that at dusk's light

a hero sailed into the night

In a town named Kelend

a child was born, named Nerus, how queer!

on January 1, midnight 12

the dawn of the New Year

As he grew up, everyone noticed

his exceptional strength, smarts and speed

some even noted “It's almost if

he's some sort of child prodigy!”

When he was 18, everyone said

that to the princess he would be wed

but he denied this, since all he saw

was beauty and an empty head

His prowess was confirmed when he was 20

he saved the village from a terrible flood

Applause! Applause! It just had no end

the clapping and cheering of tiny Kelend

But soon the myths were acting up

harpies, griffins, creatures of legend

the myths wanted conquest, completely unheard of

all were shocked, but most of all Kelend

Attack! Seize! Again and again

the other cities fell to their end

the tension of Kelend just grew and grew

and soon Nerus knew just what to do

He set off on a ship of red

with his sword and a jewel from a sage

with an intention to sail to the myths

and end this terribly dark, dark age

So off he went, through the swaying sea

and it was at a stormy part

that a myth rose out of the bubbling ocean

and gave poor Nerus quite a start

It was a queer creature, with four round eyes

positioned at the front of its cubical head

claws like daggers on its tentacles massive

and jaws from which any normal man would have fled!

But Nerus was no normal man

and out his sword did slash, one two!

First the tentacles, then the head

the monster was left in bits in his stead

Now Nerus did quickly notice

that something was definitely odd

the sea had turned calm, the sky had turned light

as if by some act of God

But the strangest thing of all

was the island on the horizon blue

one half was sunny, with buildings and myths

the other was dark and desolate too

A mountain on the darkened side

was pouring magma at an astonishing rate

and it seemed, despite the odds

there was a castle floating on the lava great

So Nerus docked his ship of red

and was spotted by two myths near some mail

one was a myth with muscles like bowling balls

the other, a myth with a monstrous tail

“Look,”, shouted the tailed one, “he's from Kelend!

That's the next place on our list!”

What this was about, Nerus had no time to wonder

before he was hit with a tail and a fist

He slammed into a building of blues and reds

shook off the dust, rushed at their heads

he caught the strong one with a swish at the neck

but was swatted by the tail again

Now Nerus had just had enough

so he sliced off the tail of the myth that remained

 the myth rose its hands in utter surrender

Nerus nodded and walked away, unstained

Through the city he sneaked unnoticed

ninja-like, stealthily, without a sound

until he reached the midway border

of the island perfectly round

He stepped into an area of plain, bare rock

and wondered how he was going to get past

the magma boiling red and orange

along the side of the mountain vast

He saw some steps, unlikely as it was

leading up to the castle massive

although he thought it held his enemy

it also seemed somewhat passive

So up he climbed for almost a mile

through the completely excruciating heat

until he finally reached the top

of the volcano, with aching feet

He walked into the large main hall

and was greeted with an amazing sight

a myth that seemed to be completely made of

ropes of pure darkness and light

“Welcome, Nerus.” The creature said

“I've been expecting you.

I don't know if you already noticed

but your death is quite overdue.”

The creature charged at Nerus

who in turn brought down his sword

the myth was chopped in two

but very soon reformed

Nerus was just boggled

how would he defeat this beast so cruel?

When a tinkling informed him

of his multicolored jewel

He held it up like a bar of gold

seven sparkling translucent tints

“I was told that you would help me

if you do, please give me some hints.”

As he said this, out extended

seven cords of varying shades

each attaching to a different point

on the monster’s complex braids

The ropes of the myth swelled and bulged and popped

into strands of black and white

Nerus ran from the scene of the murder

ending the brief and unbalanced fight

As he ran back to his crimson ship

he saw a scene of total dread

myths were rioting in the street

since their leader was now dead

Halfway through the city huge

a group of myths did spot Nerus great

identified him as the killer

and ran for him with minds of hate

He jumped into his scarlet vessel

and sailed back to his village small

where he gathered his fellow villagers

and told his story to one and all

They celebrated their saviour great

with parties lasting through the date

and planted a tree where at dusk's light

a hero sailed into the night

