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Deep in the midst of a dark, leafy wood
A proud little cabin of Maplewood stood.

And in that lone cabin an old man named Rand
And his wife Sylvia lived off the land.

One wintry day as they laid down to rest,

A rap at the door their attention addressed.
“And who could that be,” said Rand, half awake,

“And this late at night! Surely it’s a mistake.”
He opened the door to see who’d gone astray,
And saw a cloaked stranger with an African gray.

“What mean you by coming here,” said the old man,

“and pray it survives my attention span!”

“Please pardon my rudeness, but I’ve news to decree,
For you and your wife to an equal degree.

I know that this home is quite close to your heart,
But by stroke of midnight you must hence depart.

I cannot explain why you must be so brisk,

But suffice it to say that your lives are at risk.”
The stranger looked in no particular haste

To go any further. Rand sighed with distaste.

“And who is this stranger, with too-polite words,

Whose comical fancies all dwell with the birds?

I assure you this cabin, sturdy and true,
Has kept us both safe for years well beyond you.

Should its four walls all begin to incline

And crush us to death, why then I’ll resign,

But till then I think, without undue cause,

That your quaint little ramblings do not give me pause.”
The stranger just nodded, no regret in his voice,

And simply intoned, “If that is your choice,

Then I must leave you to it. But do not deign to say

That any other cause than your naïveté

Brought about your misfortune.” With that he departed,
And left the old man to the business he started.

Now back to bed went the tired old man,

More eager to rest than when he began.

But when sleep did come it was fretful at best,
For the stranger’s grave words now disturbed his rest.

“But what have I, a man of ripe age,

To fear from the warnings of this fraudulent sage?”

But his confident words could not quell the upstart
Of the frightened throbbing in the man’s beating heart.

But sleep he did find, neither restful nor sweet,

Till the final hour of the day neared complete.

As the clock struck eleven, and then fifty-nine,

Another knock sounded from the front door of pine.

Rand started again, quite unlike the first,
Clutching his heart as though it would burst.

But this time the guest lacked the manners and grace

To wait at the door to see old Rand’s face.

The stranger burst in, dagger in hand,

And went to confront the shaking old man;

This guest was hooded, much like the first,

But his manner and countenance were all quite reversed.

Though his eyes were shrouded, his lips wore a smile,

Said he to Rand, “I was worried for a while,

That my loose-lipped companion and his haughty decree

Would shake your resolve and cause you to flee.

But yet here you stand, as prideful as ever!
Prideful you are, if not very clever.”

Frail old man Rand summoned up all his will,

And demanded to know, his voice very shrill,

“Just why are you here, and what do you seek,

to accost an old man of such frail old physique?”

The stranger just smirked, gave his dagger a twirl,
Reached up with his hand, his hood to unfurl.

“What do you think, you stubborn old fool,

that I’d barge in here at night just to be cruel?

(while admittedly that was one thing on my mind,)

I seek something else, which I’d quite like to find.

But I have a problem, which quite stirs my wrath:

The old man, still alive, and standing in my path!”

With that he lunged, weapon in hand,

At the fragile old frame of old man Rand.
But the young man collapsed, mid-swing, to the floor,

And Rand saw a figure in the frame of the door.

A knife handle protruded from the thief’s back,

Thrown by the kind stranger to prevent the attack.
He stood at the door, but did not enter through,

He simply said, “Let this teach you,

That a stranger’s kind words should not be ignored;

‘tis a folly that’s sharper than any knight’s sword.”

