A Bleeding Knight

Once upon a time in a faraway kingdom
There lived a knight with his eyes full of wisdom.
With his pure heart of gold and his castle of stone

He was noble and brave, he was always alone.

And as stars shone above, and as moon shed its light

On the castle and village on that sleepless night,
He stood up from his bed and, while cutting his wrist,
He spoke horrible words in mysterious mist.

He saw terrible dreams with his hands all in blood:

Diabolical creatures tearing people apart,
Children crying and dying, mothers going insane,

Brothers killing each other, sisters praying in vain.
Painful chaos at dark with no shelter to hide,

Without truth, with no hope at his lonely bedside.
And as teardrops fell down on the cold marble floor

He saw visions of a woman he worshipped no more…

Seven years ago, though his eyes were still bright,
Yet he swallowed the bait of a treacherous sprite. 
He was blinded by passion, by the scent of her hair,
Thus he didn’t saw danger in her devilish stare.
An incubus by birth, she deceived fair men
Who were only a part of her guileful plan.

And as young knight was finally caught in her net

He could no longer run, turning into a pet

Of a woman whose nature was rotten and vile,
Who was trained to look pious, who was faking a smile

When she ripped someone’s heart out and crushed it in joy.
He was her humble servant, he was only a toy.

At her will he set off to destroy and to kill
All those pitiful humans never wanting to kneel…
Years passed, and she left. He was no more a slave.

Yet he felt like the sin would find him in his grave.

A new night – a new nightmare that was driving him mad,
And that night he was bleeding. Later he would be dead.

And as he felt his soul calmly flying away,

She appeared out of nowhere. He again was the prey.

After all she was there, odious jezebel,

And she took him with her to the gardens of hell.
