Jet Fuel

By: Neo

The hallways were bigger than life

with the busy stride of people

all in a hurry to stand in a line.

There wasn't much of the world I knew then

and I didn't even know where I was headin;

It was my new home.

Lovesick, homesick, curious

I had to return to those hubs,

collect my things, give my dad a hug

and chug away back to where I came from.

Every year chug away

Every year, summer vacation.

As the years grew fast, and I learned more

I ditched the need for a chaperone.

My sister moved on to study for her life,

meanwhile it was time for me to change my pace.

The mountains were no place for me

when the east had more emphasis on technology.

I took a break for a few years.

Next thing I knew, I rocketed off again

to the desert of Arizona

with promises of a dream

that would soon be shattered right from my feet.

The only thing I felt flying

was my own head

and again a ticket, back to where I came from.

Now I was grounded

in a broken home with little hope

every shred of security stripped

over a feud between the estate.

Now I was grounded

in another broken way

struggling to make a living

crawling at a snail's pace.

Now I was grounded

wanting to fly again

anywhere but here

I got wheels instead.

I've flown and flown and flown all my life,

I've played God from a window seat

and Buddha in the middle seat
and doorman from the aisle seat

and the plane grows smaller

now that I'm fully grown

but the sensation of getting away

is the best pleasure that I know.

