The Silence After Dinner

My grandson and | step outside

Where chickens and ducks
Are quiet in the dark,
No dogs are barking

No geese are honking,

Turning around and around
Listening for the sound of a plane.
| hear nothing,

The world and the farm

Are silent after dinner,

Plane! Plane! Plane! Plane!

The boy insists,

His eyes look beyond the pastures,
Then | see them flicker like stars
Between a cluster of pines,

We watch together

Until the sounds

Until the lights of the plane
Are all gone,

It is silent once again.

We enter the back door quietly—
No one seems to notice

The easy beating of our hearts
The lights that still shine

In our eyes.

My grandson longs to see the moon,
Moon! Moon,!

Moon! Moon!,

He calls the moon

But it is cloaked by clouds,
Plane! Plane! Plane! Plane!

He cries,

| turn in slow circles
Around and around
Searching the sky

For the lights of a plane,
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