The Wild Ride

Shooting across the arc of infinite time

A tragic event revealed before it’s due,

Yet in body there as well as mind

Reality I faced before I flew.

Such goings on as these events revealed

The tragedy to be put right,

Shocked back in body as I reeled

At these events given me by soul of light.

Cinch that strap and be forewarned,

A fateful incident may yet be changed,

No time to analyze or be forlorn,

My souls adventure has been arranged.

The checklist run, we respond as number three,

Our taxi to destiny beyond control,

Just volunteered for a backseat to be

Caught in fate’s web as events unfold.

Now to the runway we take our place,

While engines whine with such force,

Now on the roll we accelerate the pace,

While breaking ground we set our course.

Closing in on our number one,

A loud metallic pop and wizz is heard,

That future event has now begun

In precisely the way I thought absurd.

The gauges, vibration, all forecast

And now it unfolds exactly as told,

The mishap takes place at a speed so fast,

But I’m ready for it cause a vision foretold.

“Try a restart,” I cried, without faith in it.

“We’ll have to get out!” was the reply.

“Ok, I’m going!” as my seat was lit,

Into the 400 knot blast and bright blue sky.

Time itself seemed almost to stop

As my death grip ripped by violent gale,

My arms now flaying, as the lap belt pops,

Then like a rag doll I’m flung by the opening sail.

Deploy the seat kit and cut four lines

Gives me a maneuverable chute.

As I’m falling in traffic the winds unkind,

But better over land then in the lake to boot.

I spy an open field so steer for it

In hopes of a clear place to come down,

But into the trees my course conflicts

With my desire to land on solid ground.

I assume the position thinking I’ll be hung up,

As I brush the trees with eyes shut tight

And to my surprise I land softly, not abrupt

In a soft, wet moss among mosquitoes to fight.

The rescuers come and I’m helicopered out

To watch the rescue of my front seat pilot from a tree,

But we’re safe and still alive with a doubt,

Saved by a vision from the Almighty to me.
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