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The shadow

The ghostly shadow drifts in the mellowed wind .His outstretched, wrinkled, bony fingers stick out of his overflowing jet black robe, he is an anonymous figure. His eyes blaze underneath the dingy, raven hood. He is hidden in the dusky earth. DEATH, I think of death striking near, I believe the creature of many kinds shows NO fear at all. 
Bethany.
