The Ides Of March

In the garden of arrogance the dancers mourn,

High in his temple the devious thoughts were born.

So powerful and so well renowned 

No one dared utter a descenting sound.

Seven lives he holds by a precarious thread,

Stuck in a dungeon watching others who have fled.

Tarred and feathered he cast me away,

For a small slip of the tongue just hearsay.

A small peasant I stood before towering kings,

As I told my story the questioning begins.

Now it is up for the gods to decide,

Weather his pompous name is worth his hide.

