The Cursed Knight

A knight of old, so brave and bold, went forth through forest that day

With men at his heel, a sword and a shield, shining in silvery gray.

All of his men were composed of his friends on that eventful day.

He mounted his steed and set out on his deed of finding a dragon to slay.

Through treetops flooded sunlight, so brilliantly bright, his armor ever so gleamed.

They traveled the path.  Through foliage they smashed.  They crossed over a stream.

Then the cave appeared.  His mount did jeer.  His men let out a scream,

Yet no dragon was seen, no scales of green.  Nothing was as it seemed.

The knight was confused when the sky had refused to yield its light anymore.

The woods grew black.  The men set for attack as if preparing for war.

They drew in on this knight, and faced with a plight, he looked for a place to soar

But with nowhere for flight he prepared for a fight.  The bloody battle uproared

The long swords did clash.  The maces did bash.  Alone the knight was doomed.

He gallantly fought ‘til his muscles were taught.  His helm had lost its plume.

His horse let out a neigh in the heat of the fray, overwhelmed by such gloom.

Out of the fight emerged frightful sights.  Lady death had many a groom.

The ichor-stained knight had known of no fright until that fateful day

For many a friend an enemy had been, of which that knight did slay.

The night had grown.  A knight rode alone on a horse with coat of gray.

In the end the knight had no friend.  Why this price to pay?

In battle, never cowardice, his enemies were powerless.  He never became unnerved

He lived to the code, this knight so bold.  Chivalry he had preserved.

Strong was his faith.  God he had graced.  Why curses for this knight reserved?

No wrong had he done, but pain he had won.  A prize he never deserved.

