Descent into Chicago-O’Hare

I watch the sun break

through the barricade of somber clouds

golden strands stretched down

to dapple the water below.

It’s how you always used to be –

a bright spot, no matter how

bleak circumstances seemed.

You can’t offer me solace now.

How lonely it is to fly toward our final goodbye.

My tears slide sideways

as we wheel toward the 

slow haze of the city.

Here I am

stuck between heaven & earth

bones slowly cracking with the weight

yet weightless

and plummeting toward ground

