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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!
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Section 1:
Fuselage


Off To Mars

All creative people are to
live on Mars.

Imagine how cool it would
be.

The aero/space program
would be fucking awesome.

 


Designing spaceships to
get there,

rockets like the nuclear
powered engine,

space planes for going to
the surface,

habitats to live
in,

terraforming to make a
breathable atmosphere and more.

 


When it's all sorted, then
we write, sing, paint, sculpt.

Totally fucking
awesome.

I'd also fly on
Mars.

Gliders in the low grav
sky...

 


 


 


Perfect Gift

They had a fight so he
left.

He flew to a friend's
place for supplies.

These went into storage,
under the pilot's seat.

When he left his friend
tried to stop him.

And climbed into his
teardrop shaped craft.

The door
closed.

The pilot, now recently
single, saw his mate.

And shook his
head.

The cover came down over
the pilot's chair.

He was now sealed inside
for hibernation.

The friend would starve to
death, alone.

It was a one man
spacecraft with room for two.

There was only one
chair.

Pity the friend and ex
wife.

They hadn't even fucked
one another.

She was alone on the
moon.

Awaiting her ex's
return.

He was on the way to see
God.

 


 


 


17…

He saw the aeroplane. It
was neat and angular looking. Business like. It must fly well. It
was as a Kawasaki 61 biplane fighter. An old Imperial Japanese
design. The machine was actually an image. A big drawing on paper.
It was waiting for someone to build it. Someone like him? They were
in the museum of old Japanese warriors. Space was at a premium. It
was a shame as the old plane looked good. His mind went to work.
How accurate were the plans? Could he find an engine? Maybe from a
wreck. Then the Kawasaki 61 would fly again, him the pilot. In
memory of the old warriors and their traditions.

 


 


 


20…

When he was a kid he
dreamed of an advanced aeroplane. It was white and navy in colour.
Very futuristic looking. What would it fly like? The machine was
bulky looking with an air of menace and power. The propeller was
mounted high up on the tail which itself was a T-Tail arrangement.
The prop was a contra-rotating one with multiple blades. A tricycle
undercarriage was under the body. Even the tires were built for
business. Yet this wasn’t a warplane or missionized. Was it
experimental and made for speed or height? A single cockpit was
just ahead of the mid mounted wing. There was enough space within
the fuselage for engine, fuel, equipment and pilot. It was unclear
where the engine was located but the prop was high on the tail. A
series of drive shafts would power it so a mid or rear mounted
engine was most likely. Gauging the size of the plane was hard. It
could be anywhere between thirty and sixty feet long. Only when a
person approached it was the size discernible. Was the red headed
man the pilot? Would he take this majestic craft aloft and put it
through its paces? We all wanted to see it fly. The dream
plane…

 


 


 


32…

The Daesh terrorists had
made planes to use as weapons. I watched an Allied attack take one
out. It was at night by infra-red. The smart bomb blew the crude
metal plane to pieces in a stunning display of power. Later on I
went to the place and saw more crude planes. The terrorists had
moved on. There were two more aircraft parked on the ground. One
was red and the other yellow. They were quite solid and made from
metal scavenged from old cars. There was space for a pilot but they
could be unmanned too. Explosives were stored in the hull and
underneath. The wings were large thick plank like things. A
converted car engine drove a three blade prop. Would these things
fly? I planned to find out. The other would be made safe and
shipped to my plane museum. Spoils of war. A realistic
dream.

 


 


 


33…

The Iraqi Air Force spray
painted their Mig 21 fighter jets white. But it was a botched Job!
Some were completely covered, canopies and all. How would the
pilots see? Or were they drones? A few were painted correctly. And
some had just a dusting of paint. Others were half done. The Mig
21s were a mixed bunch. Their appearance was a random question. It
was a matter of time before war came. Then their usefulness would
be tested. Yanking the Iranians from their daydream…

 


 


 


Aerospace Grade
Materials

 


There is both fear and
defiance in this horse's eye, but why?

 


The horse was NOT
scared

I’m a war horse and nobody
messes me with me

Not even aliens who think
they’re big and hard!

Or so the horse defiantly
thought

Well he also thought he
was a horse but but but…

 


The horse was actually a
spaceship!

Low and behold in all his
glory

A real spaceship that was
in space

To venture between the
stars

And he was horse
shaped.

 


But was made of aerospace
grade materials

That was mined from
distant asteroids

And built into a starship
in a factory

That orbited Neptune for
ease of use

For cosmic exploration and
so more.

 


The horse shaped space
vessel was big

Many miles high and across
and heavy

Like the heaviest metal
played by Compressorhead

Or mined from the most
lucrative asteroid

Powered by fusion drive
and ion engines.

 


Armed with triple laser
cannon arrays

For defence against
meteors and alien craft

Like now that were ready
for war!

Zap! Zap! Zap! went the
lasers guns.

Boom boom boom went the
alien craft.

 


And Yahoo! whinnied the
horse craft

As he became master of the
galaxy

And unleashed war of the
worlds

Thus dooming the entire
universe

To violence and darkness
if aliens won.

 


But a million horse shaped
spaceships

Were being built in deep
space

Up-gunned with undreamt of
weapons

And uprated engines and
other toys

Thus guaranteeing galactic
horse victory.

 


There was no need for a
human crew

Machines and robots took
over

Ensuring a flawless
capacity for success

As a hundred thousand
ships sped off

To impose equine
discipline in space.

 


 


 


Beer

The pilot was the talk of
the squadron bar

For he'd just shot down an
aeroplane

It was a confirmed
kill

Brought down by a
Sidewinder missile

He was happy and drank his
fill

There was no need to pay
the tab

He had earnt his flight
pay

While flying his F-16
Viper

And protecting Venezuela
from her enemy

Not Colombian Kfir jets
not the USA

The enemy flew light
aircraft at night

Hugging the trees with no
lights

A small twin engine Piper
and pilot

And a ton of Class A
drugs

All burnt to ash by his
missile

A good kill and countless
lives saved

Time for a beer and some
fun

More drug smugglers would
die

By a missile costing more
than their plane

Death by Sidewinder Viper
pilot

ID kept secret just in
case.

 


 


 


It Starts

Joey reefed his Ghost Fiat
Panda into a vertical climb.

G-force pushed him down
into his seat.

He gripped the leather
steering wheel.

His eyes narrowed and
glared thru his Head Up Display.

Then he triggered his
laser cannons.

Zap went the pretty green
rays.

Boom went the enemy Neo
Soviet Su-35.

Rolling off to one side,
he avoided the debris.

Another Super Flanker saw
him and dove.

Joey weaved his GFP and
increased speed.

The 1 litre engine
screamed and morphed into more.

It became an alien plasma
drive.

It fed a small bonnet
mounted gun.

This spoke once and nailed
the enemy jet.

And popped back down under
the bonnet.

Morph over and the sky was
clear.

Joey relaxed and held the
chest straps of his five point harness.

With a pop he opened a
Blue Mule beer.

It suddenly appeared in
his hand.

He nodded in satisfaction
and drank.

On the radar scope a dozen
more jets danced.

I'll kill you all after my
beer, Joey commented.

He barrel rolled and
changed course.

The GFP changed colour
from red to black.

It was war time and Joey
was all muzzled up...

 


 


 


8th Son

I've a spare Red Horse
beer.

I'd give it to a Mustang
pilot called Fredericks.

We can talk planes and
drink.

I'd tell him how we looked
for your location.

Sunny 8 impacted
Castleshaw Moor.

Don't you know my friend
and I looked thrice.

We never found your
warplane.

Though I found true peace
up there.

I wanted to stay up on the
moor.

For I had no issues, felt
free.

At quiet times, I
remember.

Next year, we find your
aeroplane.

I will return from a third
of world away to look.

And remember the
cost.

Freedom and flying is not
free.

Nor is gunning Nazis down
in turbulent skies.

Your beer is
undrunk.

Death and time are in the
way.

But intent and memories
cross the divide.

No sadness, a
salute...

 


 


 


Sky Flames

The general loved
missiles.

He got a tattoo of
one.

A big super-duper boom
stick.

Boeing MX Peacekeeper
ICBM.

Ten MIRV'd 335 kiloton
warheads.

City killers on our
heathen commie enemies.

The inker moaned like a
boiler.

Huffing and
puffing.

You represent
evil.

You're the military
industrial complex.

You're gonna wipe us all
out.

And a dozen more
rants.

The general sat
there.

Listening and getting his
tat.

Why didn't you say no,
son?

You never had to do my
tattoo?

What you represent is
madness.

All that firepower, aimed
at Russia.

Well son, that's the way
the world works.

They aim their SS20s at
us.

It's all
madness.

Nice tattoo by the
way.

I'll remember you when
Reagan orders me

to order my boys to push
the red button.

 


 


 


Star There

I see a light high
above.

Is that a star up
there?

Or police
chopper?

Of alien UFO?

What do you
think?

I'm not too
sure.

It could be the
moon.

Or a jet in a
cloud.

A homesick
angel.

Lost looking
lover.

God closely watching
us.

Souls of the dead
rising.

Or a hundred other
things.

It sure looks
nice.

This twinkling little
light.

Why does is move
so?

I'm a little
scared.

It moves towards
me.

Time to go...

 


 


 


A Garden of Twisted
Steel

How your nuke bomber
crashed intact.

You thought it was in the
ocean.

It wasn't.

Where was the nuke it
carried?

In the sea or in the
debris field.

Why was the plane upside
down?

Blown up by Special Forces
explosives.

Biggest bomber ever
built

Jules Verne esque nuke
carrier.

Silver gorgeous
Peacemaker.

Rather pretty and ready
for war.

With six props and later
four jets.

Turning and burning always
onwards.

Into Soviet Russia with a
big bomb.

Big and small toys of
WW3.

Never used in anger on the
commies.

The big what if of
history.

Crash site on a Canadian
mountain.

Questions and no
answers.

Where are the missing
crew?

What of the missing
bomb?

Decades ago the answers
died.

Slowly being uncovered
now.

The weaponeer died in the
plane.

Cold War casualty in WW3
game.

Brinksmanship never
ends.

Only pauses.

 


 


 


Pretty Little
Monster

It was obvious that the
aeroplane was a disaster.

But don’t tell the
designer.

For the plane is his baby,
his brand new creation.

It doesn’t matter to him
if it looks bad to others.

The wings are too big and
body too small.

 


The wheels too fat for
normal use.

There are three engines
when only two would do.

The colour was pink when
black is fine.

Old dials and steam gauges
were in the cockpit, no computers.

The missiles were carried
on top, not below.

 


Everything about this
flying machine was different.

Was it ground breaking or
plane wrecking?

Cost wise it was a
bargain, using available components.

Rival jets were big,
complicated and costly.

Were they better than
their oddball rival?

 


It was a time when cash
mattered and budgets cut.

Everybody lived in la-la
land and it showed.

This was the plane
designed by an oddball designer.

Some said he was mad,
others a genius.

He had a gift of making
his thoughts real.

 


Strange flying machines
that Jules Verne would adore.

This latest contraption
was his newest.

He hoped to win the
contract and make a thousand.

How would his pretty
little monster do in the fly off?

Time would tell for he had
a trick up his sleeve:

 


His plane could fly in
reverse to fool the enemy.

Then shoot them down and
win the war.

Strange was definitely
better.

 


 


 


Eradication

Put all the undesirables
aboard helicopters.

Fly them to five thousand
feet and then pop!

Off fly the rotors and
down goes the chopper.

Taking the undesirable to
their doom.

A costly if not unique
way to eradicate them.

The price comes down if a
hundred thousand are made.

Drone choppers each
capable of carrying twenty.

That equals twenty less
bad people.

Causing no more problems
for society.

You should see the valley
where the choppers fall.

It’s a graveyard of
broken machines and bodies.

When the engine cuts down
it goes.

Nobody survives the
crash, the forces are too strong.

Scientists and engineers
did their tests well.

This is an Orwellian
thing of perfect absolutes.

Like something from the
mind of HG Wells.

If you’re a murderer,
rapist, thief or similar, watch out.

Soon you’ll be arrested
and put aboard a
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