
















































a dying man's smile 

why does he smile at me— 
doesn't he know 

death has his eyes on him? 

oh, old man, 
what do you have 

that you can await death with a smile? 
is there a secret that i don't know? 

when will i find out? 

you are french. 
and i can't understand you 

yet, your smile tells me of a secret 
deep within me. 

your eyes search me, 
as i hold your white hands 

they stare into my veins 
while i merely wipe your forehead. 

oh, old man, 
what rivers have you drunk from 

that have given you this smile? 
is it the one of wealth? 

of faith? 
of hope? 

(i know it is not of health.) 

is it the river of warmth 
which carries the streams 

of understanding 
concern 

and giving? 

tell, old man, 
where have you traveled? 

where was this river? 

you see old man, 
i'm thirsty. 

— joe moons 

Compiler's Note:
This poem originally appeared on page 23 of this magazine but was unreadable. SAG
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