Willow Grove Mine Disaster

March 16, 1940

72 miners killed

Death Comes A Knocking

What is this mystery that men call death?

My friend before me lies; in all save breath

He seems the same as yesterday. His face

So like to life, so calm, bears not a trace

Of that great change which all of us so dread

But sleeps; and soon he will arise and take

Me by the hand. I know he will awake

And smile on me as he did yesterday;

And he will have some gentle word to say

Same kindly deed to do; for loving thought

Was warp and woof of which his life was wrought.

He is not dead. Such souls forever live

In boundless measure of the love they give.
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