[bookmark: _GoBack]Flight
The air is tight; it forces me to fly.
Approaching the majestic holy land.
The aggression of the sky- it makes me cry.
But my heart lights up when I feel the sand.
My silver wings shattered by the distance.
Sad wind songs playing loudly in my head.
Breath-taking views rewards my persistence.
Beating wings help me levitate to bed.
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