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AIRSHIP

Just why it was there and where it came from
Is a mystery even now, but there it was
Looming out of the ground fog when we woke,

All crease and contour, and long as the pasture 
Was wide.  And we didn’t know what to do, 
Airships after all are big responsibilities, and so

We took turns watching over it all day, hoping
Someone would drive up and float it away, back
To wherever it had come from. But no one came,
 
And there it stayed, towering over the trees 
And silver domes of our silos, every hour looking 
More and more at home against the familiar 

Backdrop of the farmlands.  So, finally we grew 
Tired of waiting and went back to our chores, 
Back to the work at hand, and left it there tethered 

To the fence line, the sun going down, and then 
The sound of thunder, the smell of dust kicking up,
And for the first time in weeks it began to rain.






