Wings

This morning I sneaked a pair of wings from your jacket 

The ones you give to the kids who try to teach you how to fly

I took these wings, gave them a kiss, Put them in my pocket next to my chest

You'll be in the air for a week

Slipping through lakes of thick fog, Soaring above the rain clouds of Seattle

Flying over the open dusty canons of the Arizona sky

So I took these little shiny wings from your jacket

They spent the day with me

Learning of ancient Sumarian literature, 

Aristotle and Kantian Ethics, Numbers, Signs & Symbols

Driving in the car the world passes us by

They went with me to the bookstore & coffee shop

I taught them of Feng Shui & read them classic poetry

We drank coffee with raspberries and cinnamon

We wrote a little in my scribble book too

By the end of the day we were tired

So put them on your pillow

When I woke they were smiling at me

The way you smile at me in the morning

I put my head on your pillow next to these shiny little wings

The smell of your scent brought tears to my eyes

Just thinking of you up high in the sky

Knowing you would come back to me soon,

But not soon enough

I spent the rest of the week with your wings

We talked about little things, like how I love to see you in your tight wranglers and your cowboy boots, with your Stetson hat and your cool water cologne

We talked about big things too, like how you told me you want me to be 

your wife while in-flight to Mexico, how my faced blushed while the strangers cheered

I even told them how much I loved you

When you finally got home I tucked them away

Because I knew I would need them again some day.

Every once in a while I check on them, To make sure they haven't taken flight

So I hold on, not only to these wings

But to all of the little things you have placed in my heart

You've made me whole, you are my very best friend

I know we will be together till the end

