HOSTAGE POEM

HE GRABBED ME; ATTACKING FROM BEHIND;

HIS INTENTIONS CLEARLY SET IN HIS MIND.

PRESSED AGAINST MY NECK; A SHANK;

BLOOD PRESSURE RISING; I COULDN'T THINK.

I SAID, "IT'S NOT WORTH ALL OF THIS STRIFE

I KNOW YOU'RE ALREADY DOING LIFE."

HE REPLIED, "I KNOW THIS CAN'T BE RIGHT;

BUT YOU'RE GONNA KILL ME TONIGHT."

TIME STOOD STILL AND I COULD SEE

MOMENTS IN MY LIFE PASSING BEFORE ME;

COLD HARD STEEL I FELT BENEATH MY CHIN;

THEN HIS BLADE RIPPED THROUGH SKIN.

ONE DROP, TWO DROPS; THEN A SPURT;

SOON SCARLET PATCHES COVERED MY SHIRT;

TEARS WERE NOW FLOWING OUT OF CONTROL;

I KNEW FOR WHOM THE BELL WOULD TOLL.

LIKE SOFT CLAY IN THE POTTER'S HAND

MY BODY GAVE IN TO HIS COMMAND

WHILE LARGER GREW THE CRIMSON STAINS

AND LIFE FORCES FLOWED FROM MY VEINS.

GAZING INTO A BRIGHT RAY OF LIGHT;

THE PAIN VANISHED; SO DID MY FRIGHT;

A HEAVENLY FIGURE WAS WALKING IN SAND;

AND TO ME; I SAW HIS OUTREACHED HAND.

IN MY DAZED STATE OF BLIND CONFUSION;

I THOUGHT I WAS SEEING AN ILLUSION.

THE LIGHT GREW DIM; HE WALKED AWAY;

ALMOST IN A WHISPER I HEARD HIM SAY

"MY CHILD; LAY STILL AND BE STRONG;

HELP IS COMING; AND IT WON'T BE LONG."

MY EYES AND NOSE BEGAN TO BURN

A CLOUD OF SMOKE; I TRIED TO TURN;

SCREAMS RANG CLEARLY THROUGH THE BLOCK;

A KEY WAS HEARD TURNING IN THE LOCK.

MY EYES WERE SWOLLEN; I COULD NOT SEE

THE HELPING HAND THAT DRAGGED ME FREE.

THEN A SMILE I SAW FROM WHERE I LAY...

'TWAS A FRIEND IN BLUE AND GRAY.
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