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'People are rare when they
think

Gossips and those murmurs
around'

 


Shy Lhen Esposo

 


 


Dedication

 


This book is dedicated to everyone who
has in interest in aviation, who had flown or piloted an aeroplane,
who manufactured them, who is an enthusiast or whose life has been
touched by the magic of flight and of flying machines. I salute you
all!

 


Also for Otto and his lady. For a
while, you knew the freedom of flight and joy of love. Even if the
cost was total.
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Section 1: Fuselage


She Flew

Biplane lady, self proclaimed 'Bird in
a Biplane' flew Amy Johnson's route.

She used her American made training
plane and absolutely loved it.

Covering fourteen thousand miles. Seat
of her panties flying.

Not a crash or incident at
all.

Just a bit of stress on the
ground...

Come on, come on!

Fuel my plane.

They did fuel her and supported her on
her momentous trip.

There were no enemy fighters chasing
her,

no Buk missiles splashing
her,

no kidnap attempt, no going missing in
the desert.

Just the joy of flight and flying in a
rag wing biplane.

A simple joy better than
sex?

Of course!

A pretty lady in her pretty
aeroplane.

Pure and stunning joy.

Well done lady of the sky.

 


 


 


Cool

What is the definition of
cool?

We all know the answer.

It's a machine made by
humans.

Their finest minds designed it and
finest works made it.

Some are distinctly work man
like.

Others are unbelievably
beautiful.

Some are slower than a car.

Others are faster than a
rocket.

What am I talking about?

Not a car or ship or tank or truck or
bus.

An aircraft!

The coolest machine ever
built.

 


 


 


Tattoo The Sky

I am the man with a hundred aircraft
tattoos.

Put me in the Guinness Book of
Records.

Most tattooed person on or off the
planet.

You see I have a passion.

Not sure if it's my first but it's my
last.

And one I love deeply.

No, not tattoos.

Another thing, maybe more
special.

The love of all things that
fly.

Aeroplanes, helicopters, missiles and
rockets.

Not to mention gliders and birds and
dragonflies and more.

I'm running out of space so I'll start
drawing planes again.

 


 


 


Book Sales

If you buy enough of my books then I
can learn to fly.

Putting the royalties to good
use.

Private lessons in an
aeroplane.

But not before experiencing the simple
joy of a pleasure flight.

After that, an aerobatic
flight.

Thirty minutes of high g
manoeuvres.

Then onto flying lessons.

I believe it's easy to
learn.

And found this to be true when I was an
Air Cadet.

Chipmunk flying was sublime.

Taking off is easy, as is
flying.

Map reading with a real map and compass
is hard.

All numbers, times and
headings.

Learn it for when your GPS is
down.

Landing is the hardest.

Remember your stall speed both clean
and dirty.

So buy my books.

I want to learn to fly and be
free.

Earthbound no more.

 


 


 


Relatively Easy to Kill

There's nowt like rock n
fuckin' roll music to drop bombs on Muslim extremist terrorist
cunts to. Boom, boom boom baby! Woo hoo. As INXS says Guns in the
Sky, I own a future. It's not to be shot down by those extremist
cunts.

 


If they want a war, we'll
give it to them. Xmas comes early to those who want to die. Of
course, we'll let them fight first. Before gunning them down with
Gatling guns and fragmenting them with Laser Guided Bombs. Happy
Valley time over the skies of Iraq. If they cut more American
captive's heads off, we'll bomb them even more.

Yes, we were silly; we
should of gone into Syria. This time we won't fail.

 


We'll burn the black blood
banners and martyr the Islamic hordes and roll back their medieval
Caliphate like a Turkish fucking carpet. A 21st Century crusade. As
an Air Force general says: ISIS show little tactical awareness,
they're in the open. Like plinking fish in a barrel.

 


Left, left, steady, steady,
bombs away!

 


 


One Way

They're like bomber planes
over Germany. 2 went out and only 1 came back. It's in little
pieces in Germany. Does that mean it's now more than one? I think
it does. One thousand pieces of bomber plane. Thank you Herr
Hitler.

 


Now those words mean so
much... You can only (legally in most countries) have one wife;
only one life; only one original draft of a novel/poem...
So a big THANK YOU to HITLER.


You're saying means so much to
me. You INSPIRE me no end to dream of
dropping more bombs on you and your kin...

 


 


 


News Time

Upon waking I checked the news online.
And was shocked to see a plane crashing. The photo showed it
clipping a motorway bridge. It looked like a whale about to die.
The cart wheeling crash ended in the river. Survivors struggled
from the wreckage but most died. Caught by stormy weather from the
nearby typhoon. It doomed their plane, stealing lives.

 


If that wasn't enough, seeing the
Jordanian F-16 pilot captured by ISIS was utter hell. If being shot
down and held prisoner wasn't enough, the Muslim extremist
terrorists burnt him live in a cage. All caught on video. Was this
because he was an enemy pilot who bombed them? What will his widow
think? Jordan's revenge was immediate. Several terrorists were
hung.

 


What will I see next? Something even
worse to shock me? What happens if I become desensitised? And
aren't affected by the evil reported events? I must keep my
humanity close.

 


 


 


Purple Clouds

I met my Ulop XX at sunset
when the purple flash shatters the sky...

 


 


 


Unwilling
Participant

Out of the sky from a far
away planet. Coming closer to home, near us. A piece of space dust
belonging to an alien. An alien called Kevin with a bad attitude.
He never wanted to be an alien nor go into space. Or be called
Kevin. But was forced to at laser cannon point. Don't want to go,
we'll fry your big alien balls. Climb aboard your space dust and
fly away. His trip took many lifetimes. Finally he arrived. Totally
pissed off. So the alien visiting earth, named Kevin, is an
unwilling participant in furthering earthling and alien relations.
Even though he has a bad attitude and hates space.

 


 


 


Hot Is The Wind

One night can change things
forever. Like the night the Americans came. One survivor went
through hell to live. When the sirens went off, people pulled
blankets over their heads rather than go to the freezing shelters.
Then the bombers arrived overhead. They didn't miss.

 


It was a hauntingly
beautiful sight. The city, Tokyo, on fire. Glowing red in the
night. Being destroyed by fire bombs. No mercy on the exhausted
inhabitants, for it was total war to the death, that cold winter's
day.

 


Those who were quick ran
for their lives. They had a chance to live. Taking themselves, a
few possessions and fleeing their homes. Traditional Japanese homes
of wood and paper, amongst which was small factories. All were
targets hit without mercy. That night changed everything. Worst air
raid of the entire war. It was justifiable then. And
now?

 


One survivor remembers and
fears Japan will fight future wars. Will it be like back then?
People treated as 'weeds' with a divine wind saving them? Make the
nation strong, don't appease China or anyone else. Arming Japan,
new laws to allow war, repressing the population. Step by step to
Armageddon.

 


Saotome remembers the night
on fire, a hideous wind, running by the train track as bombs fell.
He wanted only to live.

 


Before dawn they reached
the river. When the sun rose, their city was gone. What did being
taught to hate, that killing their enemy was right and the
'kamikaze' divine wind would annihilate all before them, achieve?
That war was a thief, stealing Saotome's childhood and killing his
friends that night.

 


Japan had to win that war
or it would be death and dishonour. When the war was over, the
Emperor spoke on the radio. Something unheard of. Would he ask us
all to die? Saotome knew their divine wind had forsaken
them.

 


It was March 10 1945.
100,000 people died. Fire bombed by the B-29s. Will politicians who
avoid talking about the past lead to apathy and war
today?

 


As Saotome said: "I didn't
know if I was really running or if I was in a dream, if I was
flying through space. It still gives me goosebumps."

 


"Those of us who survived have a duty
to become a voice for the voiceless."

 


"If I'm quiet, it means I've accepted
the situation. If we don't speak up, the past will be made to
disappear."

 


 


 


Bombing
Indonesia

So they broke the law and
smuggled drugs etc. How about we drop some 1000lb bombs on Jakarta
and nuke each individual Indonesian air force, navy and army base?
For a bit of fucking fun? Fuck yea. What comes around goes
around.

 


The Aussies lied on
scrapping their F-111s. A recon bird flew high over Indo land. She
drew up the motley bunch of Flankers and got splashed. As intended.
She was unmanned. Manned F-111s went in and cluster fucked the Indo
bases. F-18s gave top cover.

 


When the flankers showed
up, the F-18 pilots confirmed what we all knew: the Indo Flankers
had no missiles. Just a gun. Every Flanker was brought down. Their
F-16s did better and splashed two old Hornets.

 


But the Indo F-5s got three
Super Hornets, in turn being wiped out by the Super Hornets who
were actually bombers. A pilot smelling blood is a rabid dog.
Reports of gunning civilians are that, reports.

 


There were some who said
that Indonesia under the Soviet dogs was better armed. Equipped
with Badger bombers and Fishbed fighters. Could they resist
Australia? And bomb the F-18 bases? Or be like Saddam Hussein and
wiped out? Indo Flankers did no better. War, all for a few
executions...

 


 


 


Break

It's a land bathed in blood
especially in the mountains. Seventy years ago warplanes hit the
high ground. So many dead. Smashed bodies, broken planes. Even
Russians. The book of crash locations has been printed with added
details, history and new crash locations. Also details on the
Russians. They were on an RAF plane. The hills kill everyone. Maybe
we should go to that crash site first. I'll order the book. We'll
go in a break during your training.

 


 


 


Jungle Song

What to write? That I miss
Ronnie Raygun and his Star Wars dreams? Beating the Soviets at
their own game? Out weaponeering them so their economy collapsed?
Doing it all again? Defeating the Evil Empire who wants to rule us
all, twice.

 


Let's support the USA and
stand up to tyranny. We are the good guys, the flag bearers of
freedom. Each F-15 and 16 is our protector. The sound of freedom.
Bought at great cost while millions of Americans starve and have no
health care.

 


Each cruise missile
equalling a cancer ward. But not as cool as a live one aimed at the
big bad Soviets. Cold War dreams, thirty short years ago. We were
like computers, programmed to believe.

 


U2 and Frankie sang about
nuclear war. How close were we? Five to midnight? Murky unsettled
dreams remembered, returning. Brush peace away and ready your
missiles.

 


 


 


Are We At War?

We live at a nice sea side
village. The day the Russians came, everything changed. I was
walking down the small main street with my mate. We were looking
forward to our next beer session and chilling to some
tunes.

 


Then it happened. A noise
filled the air around us. People pointed and shouted and then we
saw it. The huge silver object barely above the sea. It moved
towards us at great speed. Dozens of small white splashes appeared
in front of it and then small yellow things danced briefly over
it.

 


There was another noise,
much louder, followed by a black dart whooshing through the air. It
appeared lower than the silver thing, now identified as a plane.
And it was heading straight towards us!

 


The main street led to the
beach, where the sea was. Now we were in the firing line. We heard
a jack hammer over the loud rumble of engines. Bits of pavement and
broken bricks from shops filled the air. Two people next to us,
frozen to the spot, just disintegrated in a red mist.

 


I pushed my mate out of the
way, into a small shop doorway. More gunfire hit the road where we
had just been. The silver plane's roar got louder. It was obvious
what he was going to do. It was like 911! I dragged my mate into
danger and we ran for our lives, hugging the wall to the
beach.

 


Since we first saw the huge
monster plane, it had grown in size and was on top of us. We made
it to the end of the road and dived onto the sand. The plane flew
over us, a dozen feet over our heads! Smoke and flames singed our
necks and dirtied our hair.

 


Then the plane hit the
village at the same time as the jet fighter came back. He was too
late! We looked over our shoulders at the scene just as the blast
wave from the crash slapped us fiercely to the sand. Broken wings
with red stars and wheels and metal and engines cart wheeled
everywhere. Buildings collapsed and fire took hold.

 


There were people under all
that! Were their bombs aboard that damn thing? If so we'd better
run. Right now survival mattered. Our town with our friends and
family could wait. Someone had to escape this, whatever it
was...

 


 


 


Ikarus

The strange man wondered
out loud.

Why do birds
fly?

Why don't they swim or
walk?

It's sure odd.

Seeing them fly in the
sky.

Any minute they could fall
and die.

Just then an alien fly
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