This poem is dedicated to L .D.’s original thinking (Ode To A Thermostat)

Vulture

(By Barry L. Lyons)

Rising, rising, rising,

Upon thermals quite surprising.

Gently lifted to a cloud.

Earths atmospheric shroud.

Up to where the air is thin.

Watching, turning once again.

Eyes that see the smallest frame,

Whether it be boon or bane.

Upon silent wings you soar.

Nearly touching heavens door.

King of all the length and breadth,

Of everything you see in Death.

