Savior

In the darkest of night,

Who will lead me into the light?

Caught in a maelstrom of black,

Who will help me find my way back?

I’ve found myself in a dark hour,

With little motivation, and no power,

To free myself from the tyranny of depression.

Doomed to live in my world of self-oppression.

I lie in a pit with somber fellows,

We await the hangman and the gallows.

Death finds us all in the darkness of life,

And here he finds doomed souls are rife.

In the darkest of night,

Who will lead me into the light?

Absorbed within the shadows of my soul,

Nothing can fill the void, or make me whole.

But in the crowds of the doomed a soft hand touches mine,

A warmth fills my body, so loving! So kind!

Hope floods my being, I cannot see the face,

Of the one who has come to lead me from this place.

I am pulled from the pit with ease, racing from this hell,

Over my doom, my sorrow, and my hate we sail,

My demons a blur as we gather speed.

Who has come in my time of need?

A silhouette of a person leads me away,

Out of the night, into the day.

We burst forth, with one final drive,

And explode into life, I am truly alive!

My eyes burn from the light of the day,

Still unable to focus on the one that spirited me away.

As my vision returns, my hands held tight,

“I was always there,” she says,” but try as I might” 

“you were so lost in despair. Very hard to find.”

“I followed you through all your woes, some were mine.”

“but, at last I came upon you, in that pit of dying,”

“I extracted you from the hate and the lying!”

I looked upon my savior, feeling overcome with delight,

“Who are you?” I asked, “why have you saved me from the night?”

 “I am everything you once loved,” she said “an eternal friend,”

“And its time we get to know each other again.”

