Deluge

As crystal droplets darken concrete squares,

My thoughts arrange themselves on metal strings

And captivate a room of empty chairs,

Reverberating melancholy things.

The windows hold the thrashing onslaught back

As mine are battered with each passing breath.

I fear this weight I feel will make them crack

And fall in shards like raindrops to their death.

But even as the levy in the sky

Lets go of oceans heavy with regrets

A warmth inside my soul begins to dry

The pools of sorrow sunken in my chest.

You sit there sipping from your steaming cup;

Your eyes are teaching me to not give up.
