Stormy

The day grows bleaker as dark clouds approach

An eerie silence precludes the deafening roar of thunder

A thick dark mass draws nearer displaying many faces of reproach

Intent on destruction, scheming to rip us asunder.

Cool winds carry whispers of rouse, fathering tempests from up high

Sharing refreshing sprays of water, harboring its true power

Electric displays of maniacal fingers brighten a darkened sky

Then upon us with full force, its voice commands the world to cower.

Its offspring come forth, born to taunt and slay

The rain, she makes us shiver. The wind, howls at our pains

Devilish cyclones rip our world from its roots and whisk it away

The maelstrom thundering, pushing them on until nothing remains

The deluge continues, but the end in sight. Following the fray

Breaking through the horror one single beam of a bright sun ray

Hope floods my heart, new prospects blow whispers of a new day.

“Fear not. The evil is on borrowed time. Hope is but a cloud away.”

The torrent subsides. Many lives are lost.

Hopelessness it seems is all that’s left to keep.

All we held dear destroyed. An unbearable cost.

Pondering our future. All we can do is weep.

Yet as we gather, our worlds ripped apart.

The clouds above open and the warmth pours through

My soul rejoices, rekindling my broken heart.

The floods have receded. The earth begins to dry.

Hope and joy replace the rains and winds.

Do not fret. We shall prevail. We shall not die.

A new chapter is in store when a new day begins.

