The FerryMan

Many fear death

and what lies for them on the other side.

I no longer do,

for I have been to hell and back

and what a tale of horror have I brought back for you.

When I died

I fell into the darkness until a reached a shore.

I found a trail,

all encased in snow white bone.

Which lead to the hellbound boat that was about to set sail.

I ran fast

to catch the boat, so not to be left behind.

I pushed a bloke,

and tripped another to get farther ahead;

to be faced by the Ferryman in his big black cloak.

He stood there

with paddle in hand, waiting for us to board.

I stepped up

and was stopped by his slimy paddle blocking the way.

He looked at us with arcane eyes and thrust out his bloody cup.

We were shocked.

None of us had died with a coin of any kind.

He read our minds

and with a swing of his clamy ore, flung us into the lake;

where there were ghouls, spirits and demons of every kind.

Everyone died

in that horried lake of the dead.

Except for me

who survived the dangers of the cursed depths

and swam back to the shore and rested neath a willow tree.

Much time passed

as I tricked poor souls out of their coins.

When my pouch had enough girth 

I approched the Ferryman with a very devilish deal.

To exchange all my coins  for passage back to the blessed earth.

Snatching the coins

with great swiftness he let out a laugh.

He laid his hand

Upon my head to seal the deal that I had said.

With a flash I became a ghost in my home land.

So when you die make sure you have a coin or two;

to pay the ferryman when his cup is shown to you.

