Night Light
my lighthouse points skyward
toward families of puffy fair-weathered clouds

smiling above my illuminated head

they reach out in love but 

alone I stand

separated just

beyond their

reach

waves gathered together in scornful groups

beneath me churn in a violent foam

uncontrolled rage battering
my bruised 
base

then the relentless tormentor reaches up to slap

across my crusty salt-stained window face

making me feel from

deep within the 

burn

rocks joined in confident clusters on every side

laugh in the revealing moonlight

at my hideous elongated dark shadow and 

aged chips of weathered paint

unable to hide

behind waning

strength

handed to me is time’s lonely sentence…

and yet my beacon still shines bright

standing strong in faith

useful in existence

abetting passing 

ships lost

in foggy 

nights

