
BAd, Bad, Bad 
By Blade Ta’var 

(Rhyme scheme aabba)
 

 
Some say Fallax is bad, 

but really they’re just mad. 
He holds power by Force. 

A fine web, not coarse. 
Now tell me, why is that bad? 

 
The New Dawn is like a cat.  
It swings its paws like a bat.  

Targets fall down and then they’re gone. 
Don’t worry nothing’s wrong.  
Swipes in the back like a rat.  

 
Losing your home you hold dear, 
makes you see all that you fear. 

Like a firefly caught in the wind, 
Hurried footsteps caught in a bind. 
Run as fast as you can as they jeer. 


