Town Cryer and: The Crest Chest Quest

Haloo Halay! Good news today!
May I direct your attention this way?

My name is Town Cryer; I live among you.

But don’t let my name tell you what I do.

I give news to the people like in days of old.

You being the people to whom the news will be told.

I tell you things of fortune and things of value,

In story, in verse, and perhaps a song or two.

When you see me in this lofty cloak of mine
You will know it is the day of a story sublime.

So hearken all ears who long to be challenged.

And don’t miss a moment of this poignant syringe.

But enough of introduction and blunt stallization,

On to a story beyond improvisation.

Three men were out on a journey one day

All three of them somewhat, how should I say,

Greedy and solid from any advice,
Willing to pay it to receive the full price.

They only sought a treasure near or far.

But, then, in the days of men without cars,

They traveled by foot to whatever lands,

Hoping against hope those were final sands.

Finally one day on a distant shore,
They found in a cave, a chest on the floor.

One turned to the other and sharply exclaimed,

“This is the jewel that will bring us to fame!”

That one retorted, “You sad, foolish man!

Even if it was there is no way we can

Open this chest of abounding freedom.

This lock has destroyed my hope for a kingdom.”

“No iron lock is too great for a hope.
No silly jester will ever need cope.

For we see a mighty distance beyond

Reason for hammers and reason for song.

In the end there is none that rings clearer

Than the melodious ring of wisdom drawn nearer.

For, then, it is now that our wisdom must show.

Our thoughts we concoct and land a final blow.”

“Foolish words from the wise,” the third one said,
“Like yours just now are what make my ears red.
They mean nothing unless they have substance.

I need mortal proof of our journey’s deliverance.

I leave you alone and go my own way.

For there is nothing to save your souls from the grave.”

As he treads off, the last two remain,

But they ascertained and do not do the same.

These last two realize that all they do need,

Is open eyes from which their souls can feed.

So yonder they spy a sharp-pointed axe,

With which they use to make substantial cracks

In the seemingly invincible chest.

Over and over they strike it to the test.

It’s finally opened, its treasure revealed—

There is nothing—nothing quite surreal

As they had hoped to gain, hoped to receive.

Now their souls are downcast, but strangely relieved.
“We have reached our goal, completed our dream

This is all we wanted, is to be redeemed.

Redeemed from the control our quest had

On our minds and thoughts, however sad.”

“All we have left is our empty lives to live.

I’m glad we will end them with nothing to give.

Nothing to show, to shake, to sappingly steal

From the ones who have worked to make their lives real.

Now we may go with true minds content,

As opposed to our friend, wherever he went.”

