
Morals Past 
 

 

Chapter One 
March,  

Did the hero of this tale. 

Parallel to others before him as he marched. 

Parallel to most of his days, he marched. 

 

Marching,  

To the goal he intends to meet, 

He expects no barrier, no complication, no difficulty. 

But like others before him, 

The unexpected feeling of unease emerged within. 

 

Marching,  

In the narrow streets, 

He begins to notice them bare and barren. 

His breath slowly becoming visible, 

In the sudden chilled air.   

 

Marching,  

He noticed the sun with its evening sparkle, 

Brushing off the terraced roofs of London's houses, 

Glowing  a sweet tangerine.   

A contrast of cool emptiness and warm rays. 

There should be people here.  
   

Alexander is our hero’s name. 

Fixed and innately doleful he was. 

Wanting only to reach his regular destination; 

The library was his own Elysium, 

A safe haven of the world's troubles.  

 

March he did, With his shaky legs, 

Carrying his heavy hooded coat, 

Covering more than his school uniform, 

On his slight and slender body, 



Quickening his pace as he begins to keep his head down, 

Pulling his coats hood over his face, 

Like a cap of invisibility. 

 

It was near. 

He could feel its looming presence, 

Shadowing over his diffidence. 

Its sadistic eyes,  

Hungry for fulfillment. 

 

There's no avoiding this monster, this brute. 

The suddenly void streets were no accident; 

He made it so, with his misshapen face and threats. 

This was Alexander's most fearsome foe. 

  

On the other side of the street, 

In the site where the beast stood. 

The suns golden beams were halted.  

Alex, walking towards him could see his antagonist waiting, 

Doing what he does best, 

Content in his den of shadow, 

Comfortable in his very own Underworld. 

 

The scourge of many, 

He awaits Alex, glaring at him curiously, 

Giving Alex the feeling no one can sleep with. 

Mercy be his rue; 

Malice be his revel. 

 

Alex stops, trapped in front of him. 

The cyclops towered over him, beginning to speak: 

Oh you who cowers, you who is nothing when under my boot, 

I’m seeking a boy a little younger than you. 

Tell me or you will be my next pursuit. 

 

Alex was sick with fear, afraid of what could happen next. 

He then decided to reply: 

I feel restless before you. 

Please, allow me to pass; 

I only seek to reach my regular retreat. 



 

Like a mouse, Alex squeaked, 

Letting out anything and everything he knew. 

He did not care to stay any longer. 

Once all was said he was allowed to scurry off, 

Running as fast as he could to his burrow. 

 

Chapter Two 
At last he was happy and safe. 

It seemed his long march was over, 

And it was time to obsess and be astonished, 

In his pursuit of knowledge of the grand and fantastical. 

The stories of the great hercules and his struggle, 

The stories of Anubis, friend of the dead, 

The stories of wonder woman, 

The stories of superman. 

On and on he reads, 

Fascinated and in awe of these heroes, and gods. 

Admiration had always filled his heart for them. 

 

March home did our hero, 

His steps light and cheerful. 

He is full and satisfied. 

 

He enters his home, 

Horrified. 

Cries could be heard. 

It all came from a unrecognisable figure. 

Lumps of purple surrounded it. 

The cries of this figures voice was recognisable. 

Philip was his name. 

Alex was stunned to see his brother like this. 

 

March, 

did our hero, 

His steps violent and forceful. 

Resentment filled his eyes. 

 



With great power comes great responsibility; 

Alex remembered reading this. 

He held great power once; 

It was at the tip of his tongue. 

Inconsiderate was he to use it thoughtlessly.  

His actions had transformed; 

Pain and distress had replaced it. 

 

Wishing good on oneself at the cost of others; 

That is what he did. 

He was the bee that had spoken with Jupiter, 

The library was his hive, filled with pleasing, golden sweet books.  

He was the bee that had doomed his people, 

All for his golden sweet honey. 

 

Gritting his teeth in pain of guilt, 

His shame became too heavy to bear. 

He must make amends.  

 

He charged at the monster. 

Thoughtless and empty was his resolve. 

Anger was all that was. 

 

Like the superheroes he read about, 

He wanted destroy his enemy. 

But he was neither super nor yet a man, 

Especially now. 

He was beaten down and humiliated. 

 

Chapter three 

He sat on a table in the canteen; 

He was alone. 

His existence didn't seem acknowledged. 

Only when talk of the freak surfaced, did the others look at him. 

Looks of judgement caught his awareness; 

He could not come to face it, running from them.  

To them he was a mutant; 

Something out of the ordinary. 



He could not escape his new past. 

 

The world seemed to be punishing him. 

He now is condemned to carry the worlds, 

Criticisms. Looking up at the sky, 

He could never stop seeing the endless weight of condemnation. 

Life seemed cruel; 

He was mostly unknown until now. 

 

Our hero drifted, 

The library was no longer his destination. 

Home was where he would go. 

He didn't feel like eating, 

He means to shut himself in. 

 

As he drifted, a lone voice came from behind him. 

It wasn't the bullies. 

It was of another boy, and his friends: 

We heard of you and your courage, 

We admire your bravery. 

Please let us walk beside you. 

 

For a time he met with these people. 

They became his companions, 

They too were also plagued with trouble, Like him. 

They, like him were attacked and tormented. 

But unlike him they did nothing to stop it. 

Our hero for the first time felt as though he belonged. 

 

Chapter four 
Our hero felt safe, 

A common goal was set, 

He no longer walked alone. 

 

Once again our hero faced trouble, 

His brother in arms was now being attacked. 

It was his old enemy once again. 

 



And again our hero marched. 

Steps not of anger, 

Not of fear, 

But of concern. 

His friend needs him, and he is ready to help. 

 

He approached his adversary, 

Staring at it in all its frenzied savagery. 

As the monster began glaring at him, 

He dared to stay his ground, never blinking in dismay, 

He was no perfect mythological god, 

No, legendary hero of the ancient past, 

No superhero, 

But a lightning rush of courage lit within him, 

And could be seen in his eyes, 

Like laser beams,  

His eyes pierced through his enemy. 

For the first time his bully could see a worthy contender. 

 

Alex spoke: 

Leave him, no quarrel. 

His head was clear, danger was in the air. 

He wished to make peace and end it here. 

Like the queen of the amazon, 

He aimed for peace first, but fight he will if necessary. 

But not like before. 

 

He told his friend to run and get help. 

He would stand in the beasts path. 

The monster lashed at him, but he would duck under and shift behind him. 

Fury could be seen in the eyes of his foe, but he still stood firm. 

Suddenly he was knocked into the wall. 

He couldn't move, he knew it was over. 

Seemingly out of nowhere his teachers came. 

The bully was finally stopped. 
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