Этот стих, вообще-то Баллада.

И это в профессиональном смысле слова.

И писал её я не спейиально и не под впечатлением очередной серии, а потому что так было надо.

Писал я её для университета, по заданию,на тренировке по написанию баллад. Баллада отличается размером стиха (с нас ямб требовали) и некоторыми смысловыми характеристиками, о которых не буду грузить мозги. Университет в Америке, следовательно и Баллада англоязычная и переводу пока не подлежит. В принципе, ЛЕКСС мне помог её написать, потому что это вообще-то пересказ Прошлого Кая и кусочки из Бригадума. 
The Last to Die.

By Konstantin Khavanskii

Fiction

There was a man; his name was Kai.

His race was proud and strong.

His people did not want to die,

Their life was very long.

The greatest warriors they were.

They made machines to fly.

Their planet was a happy place:

And blue was there the sky.

The awful wars had passed away

All enemies were gone,

And merry people never thought

That something could go wrong.

For safety they constructed shields

They could not be destroyed.

Entire planet had a defense

And people all enjoyed.

They went so far in different science,

They studied every night and day,

And learned the never-ending life

Using genetic way.

But as they lived, their fear grew

And weaker they became.

They had no problems, had no war,

And did not ever train.

They were so worried about their lives,

About it would be harmed

They cared of their immortal bodies,

And always were alarmed

They were afraid of everything:

Of flood, and blood, and flame.

And they had forgotten how to fight,

For warriors that was a shame.

And now they lived for many years.

With nothing lives were filled.

And they had no natural way to die

Unless they would have been killed.

But Kai and few of other lads

Did not like such a life.

They still continued to be trained

And still could hold a knife.

And then they dared to have a flight

To look beyond the shields,

And what they saw – was death and war,

And fires eating fields.

The Order Of Dark then ruled the world,

All planets belonged to it.

Who didn’t obey – those were destroyed

That’s what the Order did.

But one of the most terrible things,

That they could see so clear-

Is that their shields contained the holes

And soon would disappear.

And Kai had come to people then

But nobody listened to him

And when they understood the truth,

They all began to scream.

They cried and all were ready to die,

Accepting death as their fate

But up them tried to take young Kai

Not to be pork on the plate.


“Why don't you listen, why won't you hear,
You’re blind and you're mad if you're waiting to die!
Our final hour is almost here! 
Do you want to do nothing and close your eyes?” 

“The Order is coming; I’ll tell you it’s true”.

“The Order will kill us, what shell we do?”

“Now it is time to prepare for the war

Or are you unable to fight anymore?”

They were afraid, they could not hear,

And very mad was Kai.

Then he decided to fly himself

And six of his friends would try.

And they were flying on six little ships

With rockets armed to launch

Against the whole Dark Order fleet,

Which they couldn’t even touch.

With rays of death they all went dead,

And Kai, he died the last.

He crashed himself into the bridge

Of largest ship with blast.

In seconds planet was destroyed,

And dying Kai could see

Red fires eating plains and rocks,

And water boiled in sea.

Баллада была принята, отвечала всем характеристикам классической баллады по американским литературным стандартам (которые нашим,русским в подметки не годятся) и потому может считаться балладой.

