

                                When death calls

The sound of the howling wind was a prelude to my demise,
And its calling beckoned me to close my half-frozen eyes.
Though, I had you as my only defense against its clutches,
I felt relieved with the memory of your love and touches.
As I so desperately struggled to survive,
My body ached painfully as I cried.
Just as the sound of death whispered softly into my ears,
The thought of you compelled me to live.
And when the last breath of me was about to expel,
I found the strength to live from the remembrance of your smell. 
And now awaken, but still feeling the feel of the bitter cold,
I knew I was finally free from death’s woes.



