Untitled

He saw it sitting alone in the shop

The clerk took his last dollars he got from selling his soul

The boy placed his new king upon its metal throne ejecting from the wall

Sunrise sunset the melody would sing

Tick, tock, tick, tock

The melody became soothing like hot irons to calves’ hides

tick, tock, ticK, toCK, tICK, TOCK

Like a dragon kissing a mouse the boy undoes the latch

TICK, TOCK, TICK, TOCK

Dreaming as an octopus reaches into the abyss

Tick….tock….tick………………………

The defeated terrorist hangs from its lifeless fingers

clinging to shards of wood as his heart disintegrates  

—Justin

Clotheshanger

Wire, 

wood, 

molded plastic hook of life.

Garments 

holding on like 

a dismantled pre-pubescent kindergartner holding the side of a boat 

as a pale green shark rips his tattered, bloody, rigid legs away.

The curved beak clutches the biting rod becoming sharpened.

Hero-built firm shoulders release the static from the shirt

eliminating the deep canyon-like ridges creating flowing plains of cotton.

Pulled away the shirt leaves the life hook

swinging

in its own 

remorse.

—Justin

“mine, be it."
it is said (to scruple)
a bloody salty parachute
a pricked pinkie unfrocked
by the emerald ash of a bamboo
taint the valentine.
a charred chocolate kiss for
a desperate thigh,

lick the purple lip 
after a thick spicy bite
of a powdered pepper bullet
sweet sniff of carameled bones and naked oil overtones...

—Alisa

"H. S." (humane society)
she got soft
kind of soft cat's knead
she had a belly,
a balloon filled with water and flour
when she spewed her wicked laugh,
her abdomen was a surf of solid glutenous waves...
she was a Fragile Rock garbage heap.
another tv ovariohysterectomy
severe golden orbed eyes
and a slit of calmned boil.
a ninth life, iced,
Bob Barker
never rang 
truer.

—Alisa (Colleen’s words in bold)
"I don't know...Maybe."

Her profundity 
Was the backseat
Of a Buick Century.

Her words were warm rainshowers
Drenched in vanilla creme.
But it was only ormolu.

She danced on 
toporek turtle toenails
On the soul of my shoe.

She reached for my 
hoodwinked sole with
virgin cereleun monkey fingers.

I swam in a flood
of flummoxed fascination.
Flutter and scuds.

She fiddled my ear and said,
"Maybe means yes and
I don't know means no."

—Rob H.

Rose
Thorns that slice through.
Cripple & maim
like the grinding wheels of 
a big rig vs the face 
of a snow white dog.
I ache, I am that 
dog,
Lying on the sunshine yellow line of
the highway.
Twisted, bleeding,
drained.
Smeared like a fattened tick
by a large blue shoe.
Beautiful, bulbous yet its implications
ring true.
Either you hide from it or you seek it.
Symbol of loneliness, symbol of death.
See it falling 6 feet?
Petals dipped in dirt,
caressed by a single earthworm.

—Colleen

Music for the Pope
Dead like a pop-song
A wet-dream thwarted by a 
mother's voice,
her imitation cheese stood erect,
the canary in the cage has no ill will
toward the broken window in pain,
she gave good word
like the leper Pope who gives
more than communion. 

—Ben

The Rose

The plastic condom shaped water holder.

The blood covered thorns of caution.

The veiny sails, motivating everything;

Paragon of life, and life’s purpose.

The sex organs we delight in smelling.

The pollen reeks like rotten cork.

Below, a clandestine battle between 

Chlorophyll and berries, rages.  

This, the cliché manifestation of romance.                            —Kevin
Untitled

A misunderstanding occurred.
He became enthralled.
With infatuation.
His soul leaned
on mine.
And lamented.
its state
My soul was torn,
bleeding
how could 
I 
help another
in mind, or
at all
bleeding pieces 
scattered on the ground
not just my own
his as well
dripping with remorse.
A misunderstanding occurred.
What else 
could I have done?

—Danealle

 

 

