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Still, so still

I may not move

Head in a groove

Earphones blaring 

Easy listening.

Sliding into the tube

I close my eyes

And breathe to see

The forming outdoor greenery

A field of grapes

And geese plucking at stones

Bang Bang and buzz

They jostle my bones.

Still, so still

I may not move

Head still in that 

Same old groove

Music blasting

A word from the tech

“Swallow, now

I’ll take pictures

Of your neck.

Buzz, rumble, bang

Bang, bang, buzz, pfitz

It goes on for minutes ,minutes

But my mind drifts

As I breathe to see

The waves and beach

The bending tree.

The sails in the harbor billow free.

The din stops and I swallow a-gain

Are we done? 

“We’ll now take some films 

Of your brain,

But first I want to take 

You out for a little break, 

Says she, the lady who 

Bangs on me.

She changed the pen 

That imprisons my head.

And then we went for another time

As I closed my eyes and breathe in

The spendid colors of my mind

