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The Jackal’s Bell
Death, be not near, release thy grip from me,

Despite my tears, this battle thou shalt win;

For thoughts will fade into thy sea of sin,

To drown the cries echoed from her mind’s plea.

Jackal, return what thou hast taken from me,

For my weak hands begin to tip the gin,

A heart of gold tarnished to worthless tin,

Though she is safe, I am not fully free.

But wait, with her, thou hast lost thy strong hold,

And ne’er again allowed to plague her mind;

Her peace, her love, her life, with Christ will bind,

O Death, take heed, or may I be so bold?

For when the time has come to take my soul,

I promise thee; laughter shall be the toll.

