Satellite

Circling above us,

whirring insects in space:

wings, antennae,

plutonium hearts-

sensitive eyes watch us scuttling across

the blue/green surface

of a planet we call Earth.

Each spins

an invisible orbit,

transfixed by gravity-

controlled

obedient

controlled

subservient-

under control.

They are up there 

in hundreds,

in thousands,

swarming,

filling the listening ears

of a hundred satellite dishes

with omniscient messages.

We,

forgetful of their presence,

rarely acknowledge their passing

across silent, airless regions

under control,

predictable -

Until …

one,

tired of eternal travelling,

weary of conformity,

forgets its purpose

drops

tumbles buzzing through the fiery atmosphere,

shines in a bright arc

across dark skies –

a brilliant meteor –

burns out its insect life.

Small children,

gazing up at the heavens,

glimpse the momentary beauty

of a falling star,

and make a wish.

