Meeting at the Airport X
By Anthony Ramirez

This AIR, the DEBRIS, as it falls over me-
	Is it healthy – or will I retard?  You tell me.
Turbine-engine’s blasted sound deafens my words of:

	“I love you.” As our eyes met but
			You could not hear me.

Everyone above is going somewhere, and we are down here below;
Gagging upon their destination’s dreams.
	If only you could hear me…
(whistles…) – Damn, blasted engine has prevented us again; the words, “I Love You.”
	So let’s do this:  we will meet at the rendezvous.
	I’ll wear something gold.  You will just be you.
	And before we know it, the distance between us will be much closer.
