Entry for writing contest
Thy dark night upon the land fell

Forest of eerie terrifying darkness

The disc of Helios away goes to tell

The tales of the diurnal calmness

Thus, as the star descends from thy

Blue dome [now colourful in its purpose]

On which Uranus has his reign of vacuum,
Such nymphs rise to spread the black mantle

As the light dies choked by absence of itself,

Thy surreal fog rises, thy surreal dark settles

However, no less is the calm, no more is the terror

For the night demands the same rights of the day

But what twisted fate that unusual night felt,

Aberrant and bizarre twisted fate indeed,

Because, in the bizarre and twisted divine mind,

For an adventure there is need.

From the eerie shadows of thy foul forest

Hoof and claw mark their way,
Waves of sound travel the tempest

As if it was day!

Why thy travellers dare to pass in the forest?

Why thy claw and hoof can be heard?

Thy is that, in the top of the ungulate steed,

A man shall be riding?

Thy youngster son of man mustn’t be old,

For his face doesn’t show fully adult age,
His bright blue eyes and golden hair still shine

No corruption settled on his adolescent body.

On their side was a canine, a wolf dog he was.

The unfortunate trinity was fleeing, but from what?

In the shadows, the answer was coming, no silence 

Was in its care, no respect for the calm forest.

A hooded figure from the fog emerged, 

Foul as foul can possibly be.

Riding it was a faster steed, getting near the stallion.

Suddenly, they rose in the air, and the fell beast was in sight.

On the air, the leathery wings were beating, slowly but eerie,

The owner soaring to its prey.

The large beaked jaws shrieked, and the target felt from his teed.

As the boy felt on the forest soil, the beast folded its wings.

Scared, the young male covered his crying eyes with the arm;

The enemy, holding a sword, came down from his winged steed.

Suddenly, a bark was heard; neither dog nor horse had left.

Their owner only cried more, at the unfortunate fate that waited them.

Suddenly, a roar echoed the forest. 

The aerial fiend left, leaving the hooded horror alone among foes.

From the dense foliage, a panther jumped at the solitary threat, and,

For once, the pastor felt on the ground.

After some minutes of struggle, his face was torn apart, 

Flesh and skin ripped, leaving the body skull unprotected.

The minister of God was no longer breathing, the fate felling over his foul

Body, the souls of those he killed avenged.

Still sobbing, the boy got up, spared to live another night.
