Drowning

I’m drowning—

Sinking into the crowd of nameless faces,

Clawing for something more than blank stares.

There’s no relief,

Nothing to call my salvation, 

Only ignorant passerby’s,
Who pull me further down

Into the abyss that is isolation.

And then there’s light.

Beautiful, wonderful light.

A savior that is a warm smile.

A hand clasps mine,

And pulls me higher.

My salvation!

And I’m no longer alone.

