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My cliché – Every cloud has a silver lining

The Bond Was Forged
We hit turbulence at sixty thousand feet
oxygen masks dropped and panic screamed around the cabin.
Eyes closed I began to pray,
being an atheist, my rosary beads were profanities.
Every word shouted out loud felt good,
the woman behind was Hail Marying
a man across the aisle communed with Allah.

As the plane dropped
the adolescent boy beside me turned,
we looked at each other.
I love you Mum and here are new words 
to add to your litany.
Shrieking abuse in unison
the bond was finally forged.

