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Tale of a Mis-fortuned Farmer


	In the land of his highness Garrimore,


lived a mis-fortuned farmer named Everpoor.


Never had money to pay off his dues,


that portion of his gold went to his booze.


Collectors, one day, came to pick up the tax.


The farmer refused until he saw the ax.


A big ogre came by and stole his cow.


Old Bess was in the ogre's stomach now.


The woodsmen came by to collect their debt.


They're short on cash because they lost a bet.


Everpoor had no money to re-pay.


So he just gave his most prized goat away.


Then, when the farmer thought he lost it all,


looked up to the sky and gold began to fall.


An hour or so, he began to say,


“With all this gold I will do as I may!”


Some priests heard this and for his gold they preach,


“Farmer, you are still in salvation's reach!


Before your soul turns to greed and evil,


throw all your gold down for our retrieval.”


The farmer now wanted to buy a horse,


to roam the high hills and beaches of course.


So now he tried to shoo the priests away.


They strongly said, “You will reckon this day!”


The farmer when on and bought a new mount.


The money he spent, he could learn to count.


He rode it forward only half a pace,


An arrow nearly hit him in the face.


The archer yelled out loud, “Give back that gold!


It belongs to the poor, young and old!.”


Now his horse has an arrow in it's chest.


The owner of the gold he must protest, 


“It belongs to me, I used to be poor,


until the gods rained gold outside my door.


Please have mercy, this is all that I own,


go rob from a king, sitting on a throne.


Surely nobility would have more loot,


than a farmer without even a boot.”


The archer felt bad and left him alone.


The farmer's horse lost no more than a bone.


Though now he can't ride the horse to the plains,


He now has to treat it's wound and it's pains.


With only five sacks of gold remaining,


He bought those beers he had been refraining.


He woke up dazed and the day turned to night,


He remembered he got into a fight.


Three of his five sacks were suddenly gone.


Just then, he knew there was blood to be drawn.


Who was he kidding? He knows hes a wimp.


His tiny arms are as strong as a shrimp.


His bones are brittle, hes broken them twice.


One time when he slipped and fell on some ice.


He also had no weapons at his farm.


He never thought he would ever do harm.


And now the bandits come to take the rest.


Even the farmer's shirt right off his chest.


Everpoor ran and hid inside his room.


Only to await his impending doom.


Then he heard the sound of their painful cries,


His savior appeared before his eyes.


She defeated the last with a swift knee,


she went by her nickname Sweet Misery.


She picked him up and asked, “Sir are you hurt?”


He said it was nothing he could avert.


At that moment their eyes locked instantly.


For once, his ordeal had ended nicely.


He asked her to stay for some supper and wine.


She replied “Yes, I think that would be fine.”


This angel-faced girl who saved him from harm,


whose strength and speed only matched by her charm.


She was an adventurer from afar,


her beautiful eyes twinkled like a star.


And then he knew, he had to make her his.


When it came to words, they called him a whiz.


He didn't say much, she had already known,


the feelings they had felt were clearly shown.


And now it was his time to go to bed,


for soon this couple shall lawfully wed.


If you think this tale is as bright as chrome,


a couple of priests had followed him home...


 


