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I.

Long ago in my lost romantic youth,

a writer was I, a seeker of truth.

In a land of myth and mist,

it was a time blessed by beauty and
tranquility

after a drear dark age that was not kind to
mankind in the least.

But in the wake of this former
sorrow,

I was smitten by the promise of a new golden
morrow,

and the public was hungry to feast its eyes on
new heroes.

I had a keen eye for verse and
rhyme,

and for turning folktales into inspired
stories

of noble kings and genteel ladies

and this new court and its hopeful
glories.

I wrote odes to this new chivalric
code,

showing it in its most favorable
light,

and I penned tales of damsels in
distress

being rescued by gallant knights

who in chain mail also quested for the holy
grail,

across these fair emerald lands.

I had even aspired to pen a treatise

of acts of valor and new romantic love that
inspired these deeds

as men battled rival armies on their royal
steeds.

As really, in their noble acts,

they gave birth to a whole new
creed.

Page after page, I told of this new golden
age:

Men at arms defending the honor of a
lady

and fending off magic charms

and proudly displaying their coats of
arms,

while always, always pledging never to do any
harm

to innocents or giving each other outrage or
offense.

II.

Yes, it was a time of pageantry and
performance,

jesters and jousts,

bards and ballads,

lutes and strings,

and troupes of minstrels traveling
about,

paying homage to vocal compositions

of ancient Greeks in spoken melodic
lines

bound by novel meter and well-placed
rhymes.

And as a teller of romance tales

with a thirst for adventure in my
heart,

I joined the brotherhood of
minstrels.

This was my proud lot in life:

penning lyrics on stringed instruments carved
in wood that gave

new pleasure to sound.

And I traveled many distant lands,

in search of further poetic
inspiration.

A devotee of my romantic art,

I lived by pen alone,

for is not the pen mightier than even the noble
sword?

Stanzas poured forth in great streams—ream
after ream of parchment—

and so, too, did wine;

for accolades and laurels were mine,

so fertile was my mind.

I’d even flourished as a poet,

although I regret to say,

I was often gin-nourished by the end of
day.

But always there was talk that I was to be the
new poet to the king.

Women in droves threw themselves at my
“feet.”

Is that a clever pun?

And I returned their affections in
kind,

but to love itself I was blind.

Lords paid handsomely for the magic of my
pen

so that with my words they could woo their
ladies;

but I was young, inexperienced in the ways of
men,

and I would not heed the sage
advice

of a master elder who tried to take me under
his wing

so that I could truly master my craft and
bridle my thirsts,

one and all, lest I “invite a great
fall.”

No more prescient words were ever
said.

All those accolades went straight to my
head.

Stubborn was I, too proud;

I thought I could walk on water, even
clouds.

Rather, I fell on hard times,

for all that drink beclouded my
mind.

Soon, you see, my eloquent rhymes fell
flat;

my verses grew stale, seemingly drowned in all
that ale;

and the well of ideas went bone dry—not so, the tap.

No longer could I turn a phrase;

I felt upon me some grievous haze.

Attempts to versify were uniformly
blocked,

seemingly by my own treacherous
hand.

Ah, the irony in that.

Yet still I commanded the public eye

and was plied with libations at ever
turn,

but they took their toll.

No longer could I think.

’Twas all over in the blink of an
eye.

No more lords, and gone were the
ladies.

Immortality as a poet had passed me
by.

Now I’d to beg and steal merely to
survive.

My, how easily shifts the ebbing
tide.

III.

One stormy night, I was soaked in tattered old
clothes

I’d stolen from a hamper.

Of this, I’m badly ashamed.

Blows against my pride.

Out of the rain, I slipped into an old
barn

whose door was ajar.

And on “brandy” legs I
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