Mind Control

Covering a bird cage with a towel

Disembles. 

So. . . it’s night now.

I’ll let you know when it isn’t. 

Grim night, blanched fabric

The city wears a patchwork 

Loam.

Scratch 

And see

Another coat of paint.

The Gray Ghost covers every tag

Efface, deface

Somewhere there’s a place

For us

That isn’t a cemetery

“an ancient Indian burial ground”

seeking vengeance on our souls 

I prefer Coke – General Mills not so much

Satanic 

Red Corvettes and Penthouse

Pets sprawled in various states of undress 

On tombstones. 

Decent teeth.

A careful mouth and tongue

A fanatic desire to dominate

I just owned you and you lost. 

You probably lost yourself

Riffle a stack of scrawled notes

Quite meaningless – in your own hand.

My signature does not ring a bell.

It should be scrawled with more intent

The John W. Colpitts has no confidence

It does not desire enough to spell

Itself out loud, each letter steps lightly 

Or not at all. 

Rub it out.

That’s the only honorable thing

Faced with tiny desires

Tiny dreams for the tongue and eyes.

An hour of servitude 

A plate of food, a moment’s rudeness

Deferred until desert

Or time when weary denials 

Loose their charm.

Slip the bra strap down your arm. 

And so to drag the towel off the cage and let

Light in. 

It’s morning in the city – an outer borough

Is met with orangey light and rude contruction.

Sensitive city. Slavish memory –

When one day needs to follow the last 

In perfect ardor for the past. 

Even the flawless blue sky is freighted.

The coldest day is not cold enough

The miserable heat is not hot enough 

To kill everyone in sight

And leave you searching the infinite dial

For an advertisement for E.D. 

Some flaw that you’ve endured or can’t wait 

To be. Cancer

Poisonous spiders, M.P.B., insanity.

The surprising prize of an unexamined knife. 

Or sweet silence, a moment’s pause
Static – awe.

