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Flight 

Against my cheeks, 

It beats upon me, 

Like the throbbing 

Of a bass guitar. 

Falling, 

A fluttering rushes past me, 

But I catch myself. 

The mist, 

Like little ice pellets 

Rushing past, 

Blinding my eyes a moment. 

Below me, 

Sapphire brilliance. 

 


