Call of the Sky
Streak across the sky in bands of silver lace

Forming vapors visible for all to see.

Eyes scan; necks strain the fighter’s route to trace

Catching glimmers of flashing wing shinning free.

Barriers of sound roll over countryside

Shaking everything its path with booms to ring.

Sounds of freedom striking hearts and ears to guide

Grabbing inattentive eyes to source now bring.

Never object made of man so captures soul

Conveying fantasies of liberating flight.

Some to action become a pilot now the goal,

Soaring high aloft, my future now looks bright.
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