The Beacon

By Mike Bowman

Beneath these darkened waters,

This abysmal place of tears;

Hidden from the outside world

Is a soul consumed by fears.

The waters sting like acid, 

Their touch chills to the bone.

"Oh why, oh why" the soul cries out,

"I only want to go home".

Her heart is torn in pieces, 

Her hands just won't stop shaking.

Every inch of her heart and soul 

Can never seem to stop aching.

The hurt from many years gone past, 

With the newest wounds in her soul

All come together at this dark time, 

And she is slowly losing control.

This world seems bleak and hopeless, 

Her eyes can cry no more;

But what's this beacon of light she sees 

On yonder distant shore?

Hope springs anew inside her, 

She feels her gentle heart mending.

She prays desperately to God 

That these dark times are ending.

The beacon shows her the way,

It leads her to the land 

Where her love is waiting there 

To firmly hold her hand.

"Let me help you through these times", 

He says to her with a smile.

"With you and me together, love, 

We can go this final mile."

