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write.
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Broken Aeroplanes


The Aeroplane
Builder

If there was ever a man who
was a pioneer, it was this man. Hailing from Africa, he wasn't like
the others. Not content to be earth bound, he built a plane. All on
his own, from wood, wire, bike wheels and an old VW engine.Spent
over ten years reading and studying and 570 days making it. In
November he plans the first flight to his own wedding.

 


He knows nothing of flight.
Will an angel guide him, allowing a trouble free ascent? And a
safer landing? God being his co-pilot.With the spirit of Otto
Lilienthal and the Wright brothers. For heaven's sake, keep the
nose down, don't stall! Your rag wing aircraft is no biplane. You
based her on an American pre-war training monoplane.

 


Wing above the pilot. How
many students died in them? Let's hope you're not one of them. In a
few days time you fly. You either live or die. And then my friend,
you'll be an aeronaut. Gaining immortality.Born in the wrong time,
your spirit is timeless. For that alone, Asmelash Zeferu, you
deserve to fly in Ethiopian skies and reach your future bride
safely.

 


 


 


World Slams Into
Plane

The world hit the plane and fucked it
up. Totally destroying it. This is the reason our internet won't
work. We blamed the internet company but it's not them. It's the
plane getting hit by a planet. The first time in world history it
happened. Who would of thought it? A small plane reduced to nothing
by a big ball of rock? The only remaining thing is the memory of
the event. Kept safe in my head. If I could only get online, I'd
tell the world about it. World slams into plane.

 


 


Sky Gal

I knew a gal who flew in a
red plane

Up in the red sun
sky

I knew a gal who flew in a
red plane

Above and over our
world

---

Touching clouds, at one with
God

There she goes looping and
rolling

See her climb and
dive

Turn and fly oh so
fast

---

Free as a bird, twice as
quick

Pretty like a Cirrus
cloud

Ethereal as a
ghost

One look and she's gone, gal
and her plane

---

I knew a gal who flew in a
red plane

I knew a gal who flew in a
red plane

I knew a gal who flew in a
red plane

I knew a gal who flew in a
red plane

 


 


 


Tyrannical Alloy

Freedom has a cost. But tell
that to the Nazi Germans or Soviet Russians or Imperial Japanese.
Imagine their lost warplanes, not in combat but in training and bad
weather.

The 3 FockeWulf 190s that
hit a mountain in Germany, the Stuka dive bombers that misjudged
their height and flew into the ground mist vertically, hitting the
earth. Only 1 pulled out. What were his g forces?

And the Jap A5M Claude
carrier fighters that got lost over the sea and ditched due to
running out of fuel so they never reached their carrier.

Soviet planes, who knows?
Terrifyingly brought down in Baltic thunderstorms in scenes from
the Devil. Bombers a losing wing and tail then breaking up; pilot
ejected from cockpit by updraft. Not even Stalin could pacify
nature.

Death is death.

 


 


Call Sign Revlon (for
Kara)

I want to read that book
again, Call Sign Revlon. I wanna read about the girl pilot and how
she ran down her dream. I wanna hear how she force landed an A-6 in
trouble with only $5 of damage when one wheel failed.

 


I wanna fly in the sky as
she did. Loop and roll an F-14 Tomcat. Be Top Gun, rock girl style!
I want her to live and fly and fight and never ever die. Like in a
heavy metal song. She defeats her enemies and wins the
war.

 


And never ever dies. Not
being murdered by faulty airliner engines. Whoever installed them
in a Tomcat needs the same fate. I don't wanna see her broken jet,
upside down on a barge.

 


Raised out ofthe ocean. The
very same sea that killed her.Stole her dream.A dream of a
pioneering girl with an airplane. Just like Amelia Earhart. If only
Kara had joined the Air Force...

 


 


Syria: Ukraine Part
Two

It's a matter of time before
a Neo Soviet jet or gunship is shot down in Syria. The crew being
captured. Then their heads being chopped and spiked. Filmed on Hi
Def video for their mamushkas to see.

 


What does their dear leader,
Putin The Dog think? Nothing. He's fine on losing a few aircraft
and pilots to further his new adventure: supporting the gangster
Assad before his regime collapses.

 


All it does is prolong the
end. The cunt is doing his job, in his element. Formulating more
death.Using dumb smart bombs on ISIS/Daesh targets. But they're
not. It's other fighting groups, some good, some bad.

 


Or killing civilians which
they deny.More Neo Soviet lies. Hitting the other groups to save
Putin The Dog's crony, Assad. Both guilty as hell, dictators from
brutal wars. Does the Neo Soviet idiot want a quarter million
dead?

 


Who cares who. How long
before the big one? RAF jets are ready to shoot down enemy jets.
Who's the enemy? Taking his Ukraine side show to Syria.Along with
his 'little green men' volunteers, on holiday again?

 


Send them home in sand
filled coffins...

 


 


Father's Dislike

American hero, a man my
father would fucking hate, was a real golden ball boy. Olympic
athlete, he saw and did it all. Jessie Owens, Nazi Berlin, history
being made.Making history.Joined the air force. Flying Liberators
over the Pacific,

bombing the Nips. Sent out
in a piece of junk, engine failure, into the drink.Escaped the
sinking bomber. Hell starts here. Weeks adrift in life rafts.
Braving sharks, typhoons and strafing Nip bombers. His mates died.
Finally rescue, sent to hell,

again. Picked up by a Nip
ship.Taken to various prison camps.Beaten to an inch of his life,
many times.Seeing brutality and death, again. Finally, the hell of
war was over. Back to glory land to build a life. Later, returning
to the land of Nippon, not for

revenge but forgiveness.
Only his old jailer, named The Bird, refused to meet him. A story
told, milked by the Yanks, with a message: war is death, there is
no glory. Forgiveness can happen but is any of the shit necessary?
Death, violence,

destruction, bloodlust
killing? Nothing is learnt, each generation gets it own war, death
painting the land red. And so it goes on. It will never end till
the last heart stops beating. Then peace will reign.In a world free
of Man. Only then, will war be over.

 


 


The Devil Knows

Revenge is sweet and best
served against Russians. Or so ISIS/Daesh thinks. They claim to
have blown up a Russian airliner with a bomb. Over two hundred
dead. An American satellite saw the flash from space. There was no
missile launch unlike the Neo Soviet terrorists shooting down the
Malaysian airliner.

 


What will Putin The Dog do?
Hide in his Kremlin kennel and run round in circles?Pawing at his
head, paranoid delusions. His slaves are in a new war, forget
Ukraine. Syria is getting bombed. Lots of civilians being martyred.
The Dog says he's bombing Daesh.

 


He lies. It's mainly the
American backed opposition and some real terrorist groups getting
hit. But did some bombs hitISIS? Their alleged airline attack
proves they're not happy. Something had to give, opposite reaction.
What will the Neo Soviets do now? Ground invasion, eighties Afghan
style? The Devil knows in advance...

 


 


Baa-lamb Yum Yum!

Microwave my baa-lamb.
Baaaaa!

Microwave my baa-lamb.
Baaaaa!

 


It's your doing, that I have
no baa-lamb.

You and your big bloody
radar mast.

You fried my baa-lamb with
your radio waves.

 


He didn't like your choice
of music.

Swing bop crap.

Now I've no
baa-lamb.

He's in a lamb donner kebab
in the sky.

 


Why didn't you fry my
moo-cow instead?

I was very attached to my
baa-lamb but not in that way!

Coz it's illegal and morally
wrong.

Just like what you
did.

 


Energising your new radar
antennae and

cooking my baa-lamb from the
inside out.

 


But you did me a
favour.

I cut my baa-lamb open and
he was all yummy.

Especially when I ate
him.

 


I thought goodness
me.

I'm gonna die.

But no, I danced
about.

 


This is a golden cash
cow.

Baa-lamb style.

I'm gonna pinch some radar
devices,

Small centimetric
sets,

then put them in a neat box
with a few switches on.

 


Simply pop your food in and
press the button.

Scrumptious yummy
food.

This idea is mine, I'll
patent it.

 


And never mention your sick
radar tests

where you fried my bloody
baa-lamb.

 


So only I can
say:

Microwave my baa-lamb.
Baaaaa!

Microwave my baa-lamb.
Baaaaa!

 


 


 


 


Kaboom

The plane drops a bomb on
the enemy.

The enemy puts a bomb on the
plane.

All go boom boom
boom.

 


Leaving bits of wreckage and
fried bodies.

It doesn't make any
difference either way.

 


Bomb on the
plane.

Plane dropping the
bomb.

People die either
way.

 


Explosives react with deadly
violence.

Resulting in suffering,
maiming, darkness.

 


 


 


Wrong Direction

The man who designed the
helicopter is mad.

Why you ask? Because of the
time it took to design.

Such an amount of effort to
get ten thousand parts moving as one.

All in the
wrong direction.

Thus achieving
flight.

If only one part move in
the right direction, its catastrophe.

A big crash killing all
aboard and destroying the machine.

Luckily crashes are
rare.

The mad designer did his job
well.

Thousands of parts moving in
the wrong direction.

Allowing safe and economical
flight.

You can buy a chopper for
the price of a good sports car.

Learning to fly it is
the costly part.

Get a good mechanic to fix
it.

One who knows how to keep
the parts turning the wrong way.

Keeping you and your machine
safe and sound.

 


 


 


Putin The Dog
Bomb

There's a new type of
bomb.

A real dangerous
one.

A real fucker that will kill
you dead.

It's shaped like PutinThe
Dog and is as evil.

Full of his malicious intent
but twice as bad.

Carried off to war aboard
Neo Soviet bombers.

Dropped on Ukraine and
Syria.

Then elsewhere or on
you.

Doing the real PutinThe
Dog's bidding.

Killing enemies and
innocents.

It doesn't matter
who.

Putin The Dog doesn't
care.

As long as his PutinThe Dog
shaped bombs are used.

Killing, maiming, blowing
things up.

The more used the
better.

New bomb contracts for his
war factories.

Making PutinThe Dog bombs
shaped like Putin The Dog.

Instead of being full of
propaganda and crap,

these are full of explosives
and shrapnel and hate.

To kill kill kill you all
dead.

 


 


 


Soccer Match

And so we've finally reached
midnight,

The question was, why did it
take so long?

Now the forces of war and
darkness are ready for evenfall.

 


The nuclear clock ran out of
time.

 


It started when Turkey
carried out their threat.

They shot down a Neo Soviet
Fencer jet.

Both crew ejected but one
was killed by rebels.

The same rebels the Neo
Soviets bombed recently.

 


Payback is a fucking angry
bitch.

 


Neo Soviet lies now spew
forth.

RT and Sputnik propaganda
sites insist:

it was ground fire; our jet
was over Syria, not Turkey.

Did they say ground fire so
they can hit the missile sites?

 


No doubt a counter move will
follow.

 


This will be a big football
match.

NATO v Neo Soviet Russia and
their proxy slaves.

Just like the old days but
with a difference:

NATO never splashed an enemy
jet like this.

 


Not since Korea when America
and Soviet pilots battled it out.

 


I've waited all my life for
this.

Gonna get a front row seat
for the big event.

Get my beer and pizza
ready.

But it would have been
different if the Fencer had an escort.

 


Were where the Flanker
fighters?

 


Back at base drinking
vodka?

We'll need a litre of vodka
for what will soon follow.

End of days, Armageddon, the
Apocalypse, World War Three...

 


 


 


 


Enforced Shutdown
Five

The geek hacked into the jet
plane whilein flight.

Used his USB and laptop to
gain access via the docking port.

Cosmetic damage to widen the
port was nothing

compared to cutting the
engines and crashing the plane.

 


Two hundred passengers
screamed when the engines fell silent

then cheered madly when they
surged at full power.

Terror returned when silence
again returned.

What did not return was
death.

 


He tapped on the door and
gained entry.

One passenger had a heart
attack, another a stroke.

The remaining 198 shouted in
dread.

Yes, you're all going to
die. Get over it.

 


Some wrote out their wills,
others I love you notes.

When the airliner touched
the mountain, it was over.

A kiss of death, ending
their plight.

Broken plane, scarred rock,
dismembered bodies, burning fuel.

 


The code Enforced Shutdown
Five was emailed to all the networks.

Before the crash actually
happened, it was news.

A 123 situation in real
time.

Faster than a bullet, it was
over.

 


The hacker parachuted out at
the last minute.

It was the third time he'd
done this...

 


 


 


 


Concrete Post

The concrete post is a lazy
old thing.

Just sitting there doing
nothing at all.

When things happened it was
quiet.

The illegal President drove
smugly past.

The war erupted and death
swept the land.

A natural disaster
incinerated the town.

An army of ghosts whistled
forlornly by.

In a big roar the alien
mothership landed.

With total silence God
returned to earth.

All the while the concrete
post observed.

It never uttered a
word.

Not even when under pretty
highly accurate laser fire.

In a pitter patter of dust
the concrete post died.

But it wasn't the end of
this old guardian.

Now it was a spirit of its
former
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