A Champion Still

A great champion stood among us

But we knew it not

For he appeared as a beggar.
Many battles had he fought.

Many victories had he won.

Many wounds were healed

And scars left their mark.

When he fought the ground shook.

Now scars streak across his face

And a cane stands by his side.
Though the years 

Did not treat him well
He was a great warrior.

Championship blood

Still flows through his veins.

He stood in rags but begged not.

In his heart the warrior remained.
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