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                                    Different Times at Different Airports
I saw this in the morning

The glistening parking lot rows of still aircraft
Gathered in confidence like sleek-fitted fine eagles

Each waiting quietly and fueled for calm departures

Each as shiny and clean as the clearest blue skies

Each prepared to take flight like the sunrays of dawn

I saw this again in the twilight

Now in a different place at a different time, set stiffly by Grenwich,

But not adjusted from first morning for me

The silver birds, aligned so straight and so silent,
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 

Just as real for me now as the feeling of awakening
In the cold night sweats that come from those horror-filled nightmares

Caught invading my sleeping mind from time to time

The details and dangers all fleeting, yet all soaring around

Like hungry hawks and circling vultures

Waiting to tear me apart when my last breath exhales
As I feel the blackness touch down upon me
It throttles and chokes me harder as each second passes
Then the raven colored night fills in completely
Its promise to exile all trace of light fulfilled
And as the aircrafts lie still like suckling baby birds

Nestling for shelter and too weak for flight
I see clearly that I have a place there among them

And I am left thinking of dawn and the beauty of birds
