Tear

As if squeezed from the orange fruit

A tear erupts at the corner of my eye.

Born from my baseless core’s root

Rolling down a cheek too wet to dry.

Missteps, wrong turns dot my path

Behind my silly and wayward steps,

A life unfulfilled flows in aftermath

For the many failed I owe such debts.

Roll tear, roll, to commemorate the wrong

And wash my soul these trying times,

Speak of long repentance now my song

Too bitter to swallow this tear that binds.
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