The Winged Un-namable (for now)

He launches my airplane above the sky –

A drunken crow in sober flight

Closes its eyes for fear of light -

Yet views the horizon as an empty blight

A raging expanse deprived of might –

Still glides forward like a frightened kite

By a wind willed by sadistic delight –

Till he loses his sense of false insight

And plummets in all disgraced plight –

A hatchling ferried by adolescent pride-

But soon traversing on time and tide

He launches my airplane above the sky.

