
Crour 
 
Laid back slumped in anguish 

Is the demon devotee 

Found alone, abandoned 

Left a failure sanguine 

 

The broiling blistering blood curdles 

 

Blood swells through their torrid flesh 

What a pig-ignorant fool 

Their end to scour blight 

To have it hated, spite 

Certain to be vexatious 

 

 
 


