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                                    Different Times at Different Airports
 I saw this in the morning

The glistening parking lot rows of still aircrafts

Gathered in confidence like sleek-fitted fine eagles

Each waiting quietly and fueled for calm departures

Each as shiny and clean as the honest blue skies

And each worthy and prepared like the sunrays of dawn

I saw this again in the twilight

In a different place with a time set stiffly by accord of the heavens,

but not adjusted from first morning for me

The silver birds now like lopsided hourglasses

Appear as sullen hatchlings huddled in mother-less nests

Weak and unsure of survival,  like prey

And I also have seen this in pitch blackness
Where the fear-filled crash dream appears 

as a more likely fate to reckon upon

I could scream out and make loud this warning,

but like a monster-shouter captured in mid-dementia

I'd surely be ticketed and carried away unclaimed

As the deep dark window of night lies closed

with its unseen ravens tendrils of instinct waiting

for the right time to do evil if it wishes,

the aircrafts lie still like sleeping sad soldiers and infants,

so unaware they've become as fragile as their cargo

and as breakable as a dawn facing fresh storms
