i don’t trust people that own birds.

this includes my

parents,

and folks that 

i generally like.

but,

it also includes

those kooky people

that could be from 

other planets.

and don't get me

wrong,

i love looking at birds

that flits and flies about in

the skies around,

but not in cages.

that's too much.

if there was ever

an animal that goes through

torture because

of a cage or holding cell

it's a fucking bird.

my dad told me the other day

about one of his birds 

dropping over dead in the middle

of the day.

my mom buried it.

so,

about a week later he said

the other bird had a raging hard on

and needed to get a female bird

to quench his small sexual bird

desires.

he went and got a female bird,

shoved it into the cage and 

immediately the other bird

was fine.

i think what really happened was

that the one bird needed another bird

to share their misery together.

you know what they say .. 

just let the birds go

you crazy bastards.

there are plenty of other animals worthy

of your tedious human fascination,

but let's go ahead and fill the large,

empty,

sparse airs with the birds that

loathe are iron gates.

