Hopeful Despair

When life loses its luster and shine,

What is there to do but wonder and pine.

Things suddenly become dull and dreary,

Eyes well up and get slightly teary.

Something goes missing at one point in time,

Searching and digging and just hoping to find.

That little ray of hope that you once shed,

Has since flickered a little then turned and fled.

It really isnt so bad when you sit alone in gloom,

Although at times it feels like a cold empty tomb.

Patiently awaiting the return of your light,

This is life and you have to constantly fight.
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