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The Flight, the Thunder, and the Dancing

I.

The night opens like a runway of ink,

and the moon, a ground crewman with lantern eyes,

waves me forward into the hush before lift.

I carry a suitcase of names and small winds,

a boarding pass stamped by the sparrow’s heart.

Every gate is a threshold with a rumor of sky,

every seat a cradle for a braver breath.

I buckle in among strangers and their weather:

a violin case, a wilted hibiscus, a folded map,

a grandmother’s sigh stitched to her sleeve.

The fuselage hums like a throat learning to sing.

Even the rivets practice belief.

Outside, the tarmac glitters with old rain,

and somewhere a luggage cart stutters like prayer.

I close my eyes and taste departures—salted, warm—

and the runway lengthens into a sentence without period.

II.

Takeoff is a verb the bones already know:

first the lean, then the tremble, then the vow.

Updraft catches us like a promise told twice,

and the stalling gravity loosens its ring of keys.

Below, towns fold themselves into little handkerchiefs,

fields into paragraphs of unpunctuated green.

Clouds assemble their choir of gray vowels;

they say stay, they say stray, they say say.

The window is a school for astonished faces.

I study distance as if it were a new alphabet,

curves of river, cursive of road,

the serifed edges of mountain declarations.

Inside, we swap glances like pocket radios,

broadcasting: it’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay.

Altitude is not height but trust elongated,

and trust is a wing, furled then flung.

III.

The first thunder arrives without malice,

a low drum behind the curtain of air.

It names nothing, it simply continues,

like a thought that outgrows the skull.

Lightning shows its clean bones for a second—

white-limbed, unashamed, elegant in hazard—

and every eyelid in the cabin learns to glow.

We are between breath and brief brightness,

in the chapel where pressure speaks psalms.

What is turbulence but a reminder

that the world has its pulse turned outward?

The overhead lights dim; a child laughs.

A hand finds another hand across the aisle,

not lovers, just temporary citizens of sky,

sharing a soft citizenship of trembling.

IV.

All journeys carry a mirror and a drum.

The mirror says: who began this?

The drum says: keep going, keep going.

I remember the staircase of my childhood,

creaking like a ship at harbor,

the window that brewed its small storm on winter mornings,

my mother’s dancing with a broom in the kitchen,

those little orbitals of joy around the sink.

Flight is older than aircraft;

it’s the sparrow-flash in a broken plan,

the sudden vacancy of grief going light as paper ash,

the day you forgive yourself by accident,

notice the air has been practicing your name.

Thunder is older than fear; it knows the body,

asks it to listen with the skin,

asks it to agree we are made of weather.

V.

We descend into a city that has married the rain.

Its streets are veins of mercury under lamplight.

Taxi windows collect constellations, then release them.

I walk with a map I never learned to read,

following scent instead: hot bread, bus brake smoke,

pavement steam rising like frankincense.

In the square, a circle of strangers have pulled music

out of their pockets—phones, a tinny speaker,

someone’s memory of a tune tied to their heel.

It begins with a foot, it always begins

with some small courage tapping on the curb.

Then hips learn the tidal grammar,

shoulders borrow the language of gulls,

wrists become doorways for wind.

I stand at the edge like a question mark

until a woman takes my wrist and straightens it into yes.

VI.

Dancing is the opposite of waiting.

It is the answer you become in your own mouth,

the way the body spells mercy without letters.

Thunder riffles the roof like giant cards,

choosing our fortune: move, move again.

We are rain’s cousins, slick with laughter,

we are the chiming glass in a bar’s dim throat,

we are shoes confessing to the floorboards.

A man who remembers a war softens his knees.

A girl who has not yet learned her edges

spins until edges are the spin itself.

A couple argue softly in a corner,

their feet keep time even while words fray—

proof that rhythm can carry what language cannot.

Hearts unwrap themselves like gifts we forgot sending.

Every gesture becomes a bridge that holds.

VII.

Between flashes, the city is a hush hive.

When lightning returns, it is a librarian

opening a page too bright to touch.

I am not a good dancer and it does not matter.

This is not audition but belonging,

not a test but a fire drill for joy.

We practice leaving the building of ourselves

without losing the foundations that love built.

The old woman claps like a metronome with history.

The drummer on the overturned bucket

plays the rain back to the sky with his hands.

Umbrellas flower and fold like dark peonies.

Somewhere a siren mistakes our holiness for emergency.

We dance quieter to teach it gentleness.

Thunder rolls a blessing down the alley:

keep your soft thunder inside the bones.

VIII.

When the storm thins, air feels newborn.

The sidewalk glosses, a fresh stanza for footsteps.

I think of all the flights that become landings,

all the dances that become walks home,

all the thunders that run out of breath

and become a silence that listens harder.

What do we take with us when music ends?

A loosened jaw, a kinder spine,

a treaty signed between worry and the ribs.

I take a photograph I will never print,

carry it in the warm dark of my pocket—

a circle of strangers stitched by rhythm,

a city holding an umbrella for its own shadow,

a night that learned our names and kept them dry.

The wind remembers how to be a lullaby.

Even the gutters hum with gratitude.

IX.

Morning: the runway of day is pale linen,

and swallows are little checkmarks in the margin.

Coffee steam makes a small cloud I can own.

I look at my hands, those floodplains of lines,

and see the lightning’s autograph faintly there.

Everything that frightened me is part of my signature now.

On the train to the other side of the river,

a boy drums a seat with his knuckles—

light, storm, dance, all in the pocket of a beat.

A woman beside me reads exit signs like poems,

another mouths a prayer shaped like the word breakfast.

The conductor calls stops like a cantor,

and we sway aisle to aisle, a commuter ballet.

Outside, construction cranes bow to passing clouds.

Even industry has its choreography,

its long steel arms learning to mean welcome.

X.

What is flight but consent to a larger hand?

What is thunder but the body remembering drums?

What is dancing but the floor forgiving gravity?

Three sisters of one bright country,

three roads braided into walking music.

When I cannot sleep, I recite them like saints—

Saint Lift, Saint Rumble, Saint Turning Foot—

and my worry beads become sparrows,

and my windows learn the vocabulary of hush.

I inventory the old maps:

the unpaved griefs, the unfinished bridges,

the towns renamed by forgiveness.

Above them all, a sky that writes itself in present tense.

We travel not to arrive but to become able,

able to carry thunder in our pocket without breaking,

able to dance on any floor the day gives,

able to leave and call it another way of staying.

XI.

There is a village where the runway is a meadow,

and departures are timed by the crickets’ choir.

There is a city where thunder means gather,

and doors open like mouths filled with bread.

There is a room that appears when you’re ready,

with a floor that does not end, only curves back kindly—

and everyone you’ve ever been is already there:

the child tracing airplanes at the lip of sleep,

the teen drumming algebra into a danceable proof,

the heartbroken learning to waltz with their own shadow,

the elder who knows the steps grief forgot to teach.

They do not judge your timing.

They are so patient with your knees.

They make a ring and you are the empty center,

and the music arrives like rain upwelling from stone.

When you move, the room believes in dawn again.

XII.

Some days the flight is a sparrow’s hop—

just over the fence of an afternoon sigh.

Some days thunder stows away in the cupboard,

rattling plates when you reach for sugar.

Some days dancing is hidden in a spoon,

and you stir it into soup for a friend.

To live is to rethread these small miracles:

the lift, the sound, the turning toward.

Even resting has its choreography—

the spine laying down a soft runway,

the lungs taxiing into sweetness,

the eyelids dimming their terminal lights.

I have loved the grand gestures, yes:

the silver aircraft slicing the black bread of night,

the storm declaring its unbuttoned grammar,

the square of strangers taking rain by the waist.

But I have learned to keep a small ballroom in my chest,

to open it with the key of a deep breath,

to invite the ordinary in: forks, receipts, sparrows,

and ask them gently—teach me your steps.

XIII.

Once, I danced at the edge of a grief so wide

I mistook it for ocean. The shore kept moving.

Thunder became a teacher patient as a tree:

stand here; let the sound move through.

My feet forgot the choreography of leaving.

My muscles argued with the metronome of fear.

But lift has many dialects.

A sentence of wind found my ribs;

another found my throat and opened it

until song and sob wore the same shawl.

I moved poorly and completely.

I moved wrong and was made right by motion.

The floor forgave me again and again.

When I finally slept, the dream was simple:

a runway of grass, a sky the color of first bread,

and a thousand sparrows writing my name correctly.

XIV.

What I owe the thunder:

a vocabulary for awe that doesn’t ask permission.

What I owe the flight:

the courage to shrink a continent to a thought.

What I owe the dancing:

a body returned to me stamped “forwarded.”

If I could, I would fuse them into one word

and sew it into the lining of every coat—

so on the coldest morning, just by reaching,

we’d find it, and the fingers would remember:

how to lift, how to drum, how to turn.

But language, too, has its choreography of limits.

So I practice instead:

an ankle loosening while the kettle sings,

a shoulder rolling while the email loads,

a hum under my breath that tastes like thunderheads,

a glance out the window that boards a cloud

and lands in the city of Someone Else’s Heart

with a bouquet of small approvals, paid in rhythm.

XV.

Tonight, I walk to the river to borrow its mirror.

The bridge holds the thunder’s aftertaste.

A bicyclist becomes a comet for only a moment;

then he is a man again, smiling at the rain.

Streetlights click into their golden vertebrae,

and the city stretches like a cat before sleep.

I practice an old step my grandmother taught—

heel-toe, heel-toe—the syllables of earth.

Passing windows flicker with living:

soup, quarrel, kiss, laundry, lullaby,

a woman alone spinning in her kitchen,

a boy leaping from couch to carpet cloud,

a dog whose tail contains three countries of joy.

We are not alone in our choreography.

Even the river carries its two-step:

toward the sea, back toward the moon.

I match it as best I can,

two feet and a wish to be kind.

XVI.

If you ask me for directions now, I’ll say:

follow the sound that makes your sternum warm.

Board the nearest cloud even if it’s only a thought.

File your fear under manuals you no longer read.

Let thunder speak over you like a blessing in an old tongue.

Find a square where strangers still trust the drum.

Take the wrist that finds your wrist and does not bind it.

Let your mistakes invent new steps; name them after birds.

When the song ends, bow to the floor for holding you.

When the plane lands, thank every bolt by breathing.

When the storm passes, count how many names you still carry;

you’ll find more than you arrived with, not fewer.

And should the night pretend to be without music,

close your eyes and listen for your oldest weather:

the heart—small thunder, loyal engine—

beating a runway into the dark,

ready whenever you are to lift.

XVII.

I do not know where all this is taking me.

I suspect destination is a rumor we tell maps.

But I believe in departures that keep returning,

in storms that tune us instead of breaking us,

in dances that begin in one body and swell to a city.

I believe that rain is just the sky practicing touch,

that touch is the first language and the last,

that we are always more fluent after a little thunder.

When I forget, I will go to the square again.

Or I will stand in my kitchen and sway with a spoon.

Or I will look at my hands until the bones remember wings.

There are so many ways to start the music:

a bucket for a drum, a window for a page,

the hush before a stranger smiles.

The rest is repetition, and repetition is devotion—

a step, a step, a step, a yes.

XVIII.

Let us end where we always begin:

the runway of breath, the gate of the ribcage,

the ticket nobody checked but everyone honored.

Thunder will come again; let it.

Flight will frighten again; let it.

Dancing will ask again; say yes.

We will carry our small luggage of names,

we will tuck a map into our shoe,

we will trust the floor to remember our weight

and the sky to remember our softness.

May we meet often in that bright republic

where strangers make a circle against the rain,

where the drum is whatever the hand can find,

where lightning does not accuse but illuminates.

May we keep a ballroom in our chest, unlocked.

May we be runway, cloud, and music for each other.

And when the night leans close to listen,

may it hear what we have learned to say with our bodies:

I am here—I lift, I rumble, I turn—

and in the turning, I become the brightest weather.

The Planes Inside of the Believe

I.

In the hangar of the chest, engines idle.

Belief smells like warm metal and orange cones,

like handprints smeared on the fuselage by eager weather.

The planes inside of the believe taxi in circles,

noses nudging the curtain of ribs, lights blinking yes.
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