A Diablo II Poem

I've been through countless struggles
Through this God-forsaken land.
Through constant fighting and much bloodshed
In the jungle Kehjistan.
I've seem my bretheren fall in battle
Stalwart though they stand.
No matter how I try to save them
Their lives slip through my hands.
 

And though there's many who think it folly
I will never lay down my steels.
I'll keep a careful watch on the helpless
Regardless how my body feels.
My arms are aching and I'm poor
But the gratefull give me meals.
The thankfull give me beds to sleep in
And help restore my zeal.
 

I'm sick of anguish, sick of vaught;
Tired of pain and depressing thought.
These demons will be gone from here,
Whether they want to be or not.
 

Now Mephisto ye be warned
I'll kill you once and for all.
Do not dare to mock my power
but do prepare for Hatred's fall.
 

 

 

