Glory

CaroL ToBIN®

The glory came down between the lines of the litany
Like a helicopter landing it took our breath away
Sucked it out of our lungs so that we were left gasping for breath

'The song leader sputtered and sought to launch us into the heavens
noting on her instrument the change of atmospheric pressure
Angle up—it’s time for the lift

But someone in the back forgot to turn up the volume
and there we were—weighty and waiting in the pews

We failed to launch

We gathered the hopes stowed over our heads and filed down the aisle
the Spirit having fluttered lightly away—wings flapping
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