Closer

By: Everett Beck

Closer,

Every second closer,

I can feel it coming,

I’m almost there

Franticly tightening and loosening ropes.

Trying to find the wind

I feel my heart lifted with every knot gained

And drop with every knot lost

Counting every inch

Across the sea

I feel myself getting closer

But just not fast enough

As I race toward the one I love

All I can think about is her

And how I can get there

And what I will do once I get there

HURRY WIND

Take me home

I want to be near her

I need to see her

