Finally by Felicia McCarthy
it all comes together

what you have done and left undone.

The rain roars

in from the northeast.

Wind steals the breath from your mouth.

Above, gulls

play tag with black crows

darting in and out of thermal layers.

In between

these two worlds you must

choose to struggle or be at home

where nothing

matters now but this

low winter light and high winds 

flying clean

through you as if you’d

finally forgiven those who left you

here, where the

rolling waves scoop stone

bone and shell into a polished finish.

