Theme/core: Fear 
Poem Name: Monsters 
It existed in the halls of H H Holmes, 
As death infested shaking bones, 
As people were guided and misled, 
By dead end halls in a twisted complex, 
A maze of death traps,
Woven through, 
From rooms lined with iron metal, 
Intended to cook innocent people alive, 
To a chamber designed to cut off air, 
With Mr Holmes listening outside,
How about the labs below? 
Dedicated to morbid experiments, 
Whether to torture new victims,
Using poison and knife, 
Or to strip away flesh, 
To sell the skeletal bones, 
Where Holmes was the master, 
An unmerciful king, 
A creature of darkness, 
Who left people to slowly die and starve, 
With knife and scalpel, flesh did he carve, 
When the police found him, 
To their dismay, 
they found his house of horrors, 
[bookmark: _GoBack]And with rope took his life away.  
 

