Waiting for a Plane at the Halifax Airport

Home and sun and never having to go 

    back

back where?

Forget the past

the sun, so warm

air so thick and wet

travelers and cars

and damp brown grass filled with

    cigarette butts

and the same cool breeze that touches me

    everywhere

I go

I wish the grass was dry

so I could lie down and face

    the sky

    that will

    take me away

again.

