CHUCK
(Rhyming tragedy narrative)

Chuck was a planner — a thinker, a blade,
A man built from vengeance and promises made.
His brother got murdered one cold winter night,
And Chuck swore an oath under flickering streetlight:

“I’ll bury the cowards who took him away,
Even if justice demands that I die the same day.”

He studied their weakness, their movements, their crew,
Every alley, every route, every man that they knew.
He mapped out revenge like a general maps war,
Every bullet accounted, every locked door.

He gathered his friends — the loyal, the true:
Grizz, Rod, Stone, and the renegade few.
They trained for the night like wolves without fear,
Sharpening rage the way death sharpens years.

When the moment arrived, the sky turned to steel,
The storm clouds like witnesses waiting to kneel.
Chuck stood in the shadows, eyes burning red,
A king without mercy, prepared for the dead.

He whispered,
“Tonight’s for my brother — for blood and for truth.”
And the ambush unfolded like a bomb in a booth.

Gunfire shattered the silence like glass,
Bodies dropped hard in that snow-covered grass.
The enemies screamed when the wrath hit their chest—
A war built from grief never rests.

Then it happened—
The shot none of them saw,
A whisper of death that rewrote the law.

A sniper in silence, paid off in advance,
Waiting for Chuck like a ghost at a dance.
The bullet kissed bone — everything slowed,
His body hit ground like an unfinished ode.

His friends turned wild, teeth bared like beasts,
Ripping through enemies like unleashed deceased.
The street turned a slaughterhouse painted in black,
Blood steaming red on a snow-covered track.

Chuck smiled through the pain, half-broken but proud,
His voice barely breath, barely louder than loud:

“I planned this…
I needed them pissed…
So make sure none of them ever exist.”

His heart stopped beating — silent, unmoved,
But the killing kept going, the cycle improved.
They hunted the shooters, they hunted their kin,
They burned every outpost soaked in sin.

The war spread wide like a plague uncontained,
A genocide born from a brother’s last name.

And history whispered what vengeance became:
**A never-ending cycle where no one remains.**

Chuck’s brother died first —
but Chuck lit the flame.
And the world learned one truth
carved deep into bone:

**Revenge doesn’t end.
It just finds a new home.**

🩸
*Chuck: the man who started a war by dying for one.*



