Lightning

I can see the black borders closing in

As I watch lightning strike and thunder roll

It beats a path to echo in my soul.

Cometh the Creator - bane to my sin -

To strike the world and to begin again?

Power exudes but the air is not full

Does this chaos have a pattern? A goal?

Open the window and let it all in

The wind rattles the pane and I'm back

I step away from the window to life,

No longer shaken by the lightning's crack.

I step away from the storm's misspent strife

Of us both, which shall find the peace we lack?

Reality's here and cuts like a knife. 
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