Amendment 14

From a distance an opening, a packet of waves, a possibility.

Upon arrival though and the bird is dead, is a many torn thing.
Conspiracy in the feathers, kidnap under the wing. The beak serves
as an amendment, a lynching borne, a beast. This constitution

from which we make our nest, prison at the center, power tucked
and ripped like a fault line. History lettered by hand, no person

no state but bodily injury we reach and reach and fail to naturalize.
What measure breaks through, what worthy effort does language
not de ne not commit unto a predatory censor?

What scorched page tries but fails to make a habitable shore?
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