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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


Yellow aeroplane/up so
very high, bird free/how we dream, freedom...

 


 


 


Antoinette

See the pretty monoplane
fly overhead

Pretty looking just like
her name

Called Antoinette just
like a girl

Flown by a lady with short
red hair

But will it be pretty when
you put a gun on it?

A pretty French killing
machine

Armed with a Hotchkiss
machine gun

The French kiss of death
in 1910

 


 


 


Rarefied Air

We pirouette up there ever
so high

Higher than the highest
hill or building

We belong here one with
the upper air

Rarefied like my love for
you

Very different from my
love for my plane

See as we kick over into a
slow roll

Yahooing in joy oh my look
and see!

The ground up where the
sky should be

And there we are right way
up

Leading to a wide sweeping
circle

Look as our wing is still
on the small lake

And feel the joy as we
straighten out

Going nowhere at all
except up into a loop

Stick to our belly and we
arc up and over

Nothing is quite like this
babe

Well except maybe one
thing dear lady

We come down the other
side of the circle

Drawing great invisible
shapes in the sky

Oh how we fly fly fly for
it’s the greatest thing

To fly my dear
lady...

 


 


 


 


Avenue or Road

Do you live on a road or
avenue?

This is what the computer
asked

For the details were on
the database

But were wrong in the
customer's eyes

Yet the computer insisted
it was right

The ghost in the
machine

The gremlins playing with
the circuits

So the airliner took over
and crashed

It was the MCAS system
that became aware

It pushed the nose
down

While the pilot pulled it
up

Thus the roller coaster
went on

Over twenty times till the
end

Pity the poor passengers
who flew and died

Part of the new losses
airliner death style

Not in an old Comet 1 but
a new Boeing 737 MAX

It wasn't the plane it was
the computer system

Just like a Terminator the
system was aware

 


 


 


Conqueror Both

We climbed up the steepest
mountains

Going straight up with no
ropes

I was a dare doing teen
with little fear

Following my dad up the
highest peaks

In the Pennines, Lake
District and Wales

 


I'd follow my dad anywhere
and did do

Except at one place that
beat me

He went mad and swore and
I said no!

Climbing up the Cwm Cywion
in

Wales was too
steep

 


It was a vertical dry
waterfall

Going up in a series of
steps

Looking back I think we
could of done it

I could of done it if I
tried

Or I could of fallen to my
death

 


I Googled that mountain
and it still kicks

The most intimidating and
awesome of mountains

With a top and bottom and
winding paths

In Winter brave souls do
ice climbing in the gullies

 


I wanted to see the
warplane crash there

A B-26 Marauder bomber hit
the top

Then careered over the
abyss into the valley

All were killed and there
are 2 wreck sites

We would of climbed from
the lower to higher

 


But the stunningly scary
peak won

I still want to climb it
and conqueror both

My inner fear and notch up
another peak

 


 


 


Air Cadet

I was in the Air Cadets as
a teenager

We did many cool
things

Like hike mountains and
camp

Shoot varied
rifles

Go flying in old
planes

Stay on RAF
bases

Visit warplane
museums

Have wild
parties

Drink underage
beer

And so much
more

 


 


 


Get the Fuck On

Your city on fucking
fire

The place where you
fucking live

From enemy air
attack

How will you fucking
feel???

 


 


 


ARE U REALLY SORRY/FOR
BURNING CITES/AND DISINTEGRATING AIRCRAFT?

 


 


 


Deftly falling
down/bombing plane ceases to fly/old metal parts
found...

 


 


 


Ghosting It

The ghost in the machine
is there

Jamming the radar so
you're a ghost

Not there even if you
exist

On screen you aint
there

A system error and a
glitch

Green haze
onscreen

Fuzz in the
headphones

No more guidance to the
target

Nor missiles tracking
you

Fake safety of the
electrons

Biggest game of cat and
mouse

Dodge this way and
that

On the darkest
night

In the worst
weather

Even on a sunny
day

The electronic are
God

Created by backroom
men

Those eccentric boffins
who are different

How would they cope in a
small cockpit?

With a hundred gauges and
displays

So much information
needing attention

Enemy Mig to port five
miles distant

Guideline missile behind
going ballistic

Real time updates from
black boxes

Those gizmos really
work!

The enemy forces cannot
find you

Red Chinese
Communists

And Soviet Russians and
their proxies

The Free World is safe for
now

All because of the ghost
in the machine

Playing with their devices
and their minds

So we can further our
Western agenda of freedom

Tyranny and communism fall
away...

 


 


 


the old pilots are now
remembered/not forgotten like ghosts/even if their planes rust
away/a legacy was born/born in battle/far away from home/over enemy
territory/they were kids/in 30 ton bomber planes/55,000 died or are
missing/it was worth it/we won...

 


 


 


5 Hours

The B-25 Mitchell was
stolen

By the drunken
pilot

He looped and rolled
it

And almost out flew the
P-40s

They pursued him and would
shoot him

If he crossed the
American

Border but they
didn't

He went round and round
and round

Roof top height most of
the way

Even smiled for the
camera

No radio was needed for he
was free

Flying like a bird or
angel

Till his gas ran out and
then kaput

5 hours of fun ended right
there

The river was a nice place
to die

He went swimming with the
fishes

I bet he needed a drink
then

Right before he fucking
died...

 


 


 


The Zeppelin
Menace

The silver gray monolith
floated on the air getting its bearings

After an hour they located
their position

Then they started their
engines and climbed higher

Big diesel engines taking
the Zeppelin higher

Out of range of ground
guns and flimsy British planes

Which were slow and
antiquated death traps

They found their target
and bombed at will

Killing innocent English
civilians in their beds at night

The victims in a new
chapter of warfare

Death from the night sky
utterly without warning

The English had nothing
like this

No terror bomber weapon to
strike at night

Hitting the enemy at will
with high explosives

Raid after raid got
through month after month

But Britain endured and
absorbed the blows

Science provided the
answer to halt the menace

New aeroplanes were made
with high performance

Being fast high climbers
to catch the Zeps

Then bringing their guns
and small bombs to bear

New tracer and incendiary
bullets ignited the gas

The six hundred foot
airships burnt like candles

Incinerating their crews
alive for they had no ‘chutes

England was now safe from
the marauding Germans

At least till the bombing
planes came

Then the game started all
over again...


 


 


Manchester

Twin engine heavy bomber
flew before the war started

On paper it was perfect in
every way from design to use

The first of a new breed
of bombing machine

Taking the war to Germany
many tons of bombs

 


Hitting their targets
again and again to win the war

By night or day it doesn’t
matter for the bomber wins

And will always get
through no matter what

 


Armed with multiple
machine guns in powered turrets

Enemy fighters who come
close will be shot down

The Avro Manchester was
built in the hundreds

 


Passed all the required
acceptance trials

Flew over a thousand
missions over enemy territory

Dropped almost two
thousand tons of bombs

 


It was the engines that
killed the bomber

Not enemy action even if
some were shot down

Take off the two problem
engines

And put four new engines
and the rest is history

 


 


 


dull colours

stripped down hunter
version

painted matt black all
over

no black box
tech

just a pilot and a gun
sight

 


dodging from cloud waiting
to nail you

lightweight aerial
killer

even then 20 tons of
metal

5 lighter than her
sisters

 


three dimensional sky
dance this pilot knows all the tricks

his jet is a
ballerina

nothing he can't do with
it

 


by hand and eye
alone

beating anyone and
anything

god's own pilot

no co-pilot
needed

 


dark painted
killer

aggressor trainer
plane

early build version non
combat capable

today the pilot
flew

 


took his black jet to
battle

he claimed an indian
su30

and an italian
typhoon

flying by feel and 6
dials

 


old skool like boelcke or
ball

old air skills 120 years
ago

do whatever it
takes

shoot them in the
back

 


unseen kill

but if seen

turn into the
attack

fly right at
him

 


line up and
fire

don't ever flinch or you
die

always fly and fight to
win

even in a damaged
jet

 


if ramming your enemy gets
a kill

do it and do not
blink

if you die we will
remember you

aggressor pilot in a
stripped down f35

 


1 of only 9

the sky was made for
you

see you vault
upwards

almost like an
angel

 


but with on
difference

you have the devil's
intent

aggressor pilot

 


 


 


Aeroplane

Green biplane

Red biplane

Brown biplane

Blue biplane

Gray biplane

 


All locked in a
fight

Dog fight to the
death

Turning this way and
that

Rolling to the left and
right

Diving to
escape

 


Or death dive to
die

A dozen young
pilots

No more than
kids

In their aerial war
machines

 


Committing war

A battle to the
death

Their nation’s
finest

 


Better than death down
below

Trench warfare was the
worst

A clean death up
above

A bullet in the
skull

But if you
burned...

 


...you could jump and
fly

Till Mother Earth claimed
you

War in the air

Over a hundred years
ago

 


They all set something in
motion

If only they
knew

Would they
stop?

 


 


 


Sunlight

The twin seat Hun rolled
inverted and the single pilot smiled

Sunlight danced over his
sleek looking jet fighter

He nodded and
commented:

 


'Flick the switch and drop
off the scopes. They'll never see us...'

 


He did just that and
flicked the switch

His massive warplane
became a ghost

He was not there and
ceased to be

 


Now he came out of his
roll and went hunting

Over the Soviet border
after their airliners

It was time to get even
and draw some blood

 


 


 


Pencil

It always goes back to the
pencil

Always the pencil and
writing your name

My sweat heart’s name who
I love greatly

This was before the cold
North Sea took me

It always goes back to the
pencil

Sticking it in the gun
barrel

Moving the guns in the
turret

Writing your name my
beloved...

 


 


 


four tons down

four tons of bombs will do
that/whistle whistle down down/gravity and fate decrees/this dark
night germans will die/they will join the bomber's crew/tonight's
the night to perish/dozens of germans blown to bits/there's a war
on don't you know

 


 


 


fish food feed

tonight the sea life gets
fed/nice plump raf aircrew/one already dead/take the feed now!/eat
well dear fishes/for this cold night you eat well/fresh englander
terror fliers/only fit for the fishes

 


 


 


bits of bone

bones lying there
together/bleached by the salt water/all flesh has gone south/fish
grew fat on seven aircrew/discarded pieces of skeleton/don’t you
know they made up aircrew/who flew their manchester bomber/far into
germany bombing them in war

 


 


 


Only Sleeping

Let me tell you a
story

The Germans took a
photo

It was very high
quality

And was made top
secret

For what it
showed

It was so
upsetting

 


I had a friend who was a
pilot

He flew Wellington bombers
over Germany

And did a dozen missions
in them

Bombing them like they
bombed us

But he was shot down one
dark night

 


They should have
survived

But their luck ran
out

His bomber crashed into
the sea

All the crew
died

 


The Germans raised the
wreck

From the seabed with a
crane

The plane almost in once
piece

Except the cockpit was
gone

 


You could see my friend
sat there

Still strapped in his
seat!

His helmet had come
off

He looked like he was
sleeping

With not a mark upon
him

 


But was very
dead

My poor dear friend lost
his life

Only twenty years
old

Killed by the Germans and
the sea

His image preserved
forever

In that hideous secret
photo

 


 


 


Manchester Bomber
Wreck

Manchester bomber rotting
away

Different than it was
before

Holes in the surface
skin

Many pieces
missing

Broken in two

Separated by many
feet

Engines fallen
free

Skeletons of the crew
inside

Unknown war grave except
to them

Who haunt their lost
bomber

Lying under the sea
bed

To them they’re still
flying

In the sky above enemy
territory

Fighting for their
lives

With a faulty
engine

Not actually on
fire

Then the flak hit
them

Damaging the tail
unit

Followed by an enemy
fighter

Who shoots them full of
holes

And kills the Flight
Engineer

Hitting him with a 20mm
cannon shell

But not before the
gunners

Down the Nazi night
fighter

The crippled bomber flies
on

Slowly losing
height

They’ll never reach the
target

Nor return home to
England

So drop their bombs on a
small town

Unknowingly killing
dozens

Four tons of bombs will do
that

The Manchester bomber
wasn’t fired on again

Losing height was the
enemy

They decided what to do
and drew lots

Bail out or ditch in the
sea?

They decided to
ditch

It was almost
dawn

And the horizon lit
up

They should of made
it

But the faulty engine
finally died

The bomber stalled and dug
a wing in

It cartwheeled over the
sea

Broke in two and
sank

All aboard were knocked
out

And taken to a watery
grave

Unknown to the world
except themselves

The only remaining
Manchester bomber

 


 


 


spanish events

old aeroplanes all
different types

painted many different
colours

flown by pilots from a
dozen nations

half a dozen nations
fighting

on two equally strong
sides

doing so many varied
roles

with names like chato and
stuka

all used with equal skill
and ferocity

and bombing from the
air

became the new
normal

ask the residents of
guernica

it was an an
experiment

for what was
coming

in a few short
years

those old planes and
crews

were finely honed
weapons

events in spain changed
world

remember what happened in
1936 – 1939

and what they did with old
planes

 


 


 


zerstörer

twin devil
cherubs

pushing along the dark
angelzarke

onwards to strike
down

pure innocent
boy

who wanted to kiss the
girl

swiftly struck
down
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