
disclaimer

death old friend
weve met before
I1 see no hostility
in that dour face
your bony beckoning hand
signs to me a brotherhood

but ill remain a while
if youll allow
for roads and tasks
and words not written down
I1 need not have them all
but some are dear

gladly then ill go with you
and feel the cool enfolding
of your robes your gentle dark
and your soft anodyne for pain

john sterling harris


