The Ballad of the storm
“My son, my son it’s not over for you, for my time has come to an end.”

“No father wait, what must I do now?”

“My son, my son for I am very ill, I no longer can fight.”

Keep your head up in tough situations.

Never look down, always look up

Rain pouring down; thunder roaring loud. 

The young boy sits and watches his father drown

Drowning not in water, but drowning in the thought of death

Tears running down as the little boy watches

Sitting there helpless and with nothing he could do.
“My son, my son it’s not over for you, for my time has come to an end.”

“No father wait, what must I do now”

“My son, my son for I am very ill, I no longer can fight.”

He begins to cough; the boy begins to panic

“My son, my son I only have minutes left, for you should go out and become a man so soon, take my land, take my gold, watch over your family and never let go.”
“But father what if I fail? What then shall I do?”
“Failure is not the answer, for you will surely succeed.”

He begins to cough again 

“Fetch me a cup, a very empty cup”

The boy goes and grabs the cup

“Here you go father, but what is it for?”

“For surely you will soon find out.” 

“My son, my son it’s not over for you, for my time has come to an end.”

“No father wait, what must I do now”

“My son, my son for I am very ill, I no longer can fight.”

His eyes grew watery as he watches his father die 
The clock strikes 11:59, only seconds left.
One minute left before midnight

His father walks to door and walk outside.

Spinning and laughing and playing in the rain

Enjoying his final seconds enjoying life

The boy runs out to get his father

But he is nowhere to be found

“Hey, look the cup I gave my father, and there is a note inside.”

The note stated: arise my son, keep your head up. For the time has come that I have died and gone to a better place: in heaven.

 I will always be with you day, after day, after day.

Tears fall down as the boy falls to his knees

“Father, I shall not fail you, for I will surely succeed.”

The boy looks to the sky and there lies a portrait of his father smiling at him.
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