(This is my surrealistic poem.  The words I was required to use were Radical,Monumental, and Penguin.) –Jimmy Uhlich

The Pen is Mightier Than the Sword

The pen was thought to be mightier than the sword… 

The sword thought otherwise.  

The world is as quiet as the street lamp hovering over the empty street.  

The wind rustles like the wings of sprites, 

dancing along the moonlight.  

It was cold this evening… the penguins shivered in their small tenement rooms, 

long forgotten gatekeepers 

charged with the task of upholding their character.  

A character of monumental reform! 

One to make the children gawk in awe, 

like chicks in a rainstorm, 

slowly drowning in beauty.  

The war raged on.  

The pen was a swift mistress, 

hiding her newfound lover from the premature husband.  

The sword, a early husband, was radical in his movements, 

slashing far and wide in decrepit arcs, 

much like the bloody jowls of a voracious beast… 

one not of this world.  

One whose skin slowly rots away 

as putrid blood spews through his veins.  

He strikes hard and fast, 

but is too slow for the mistress, 

who pierces him on the report.  

As the sword lay there dying, 

corrupt blood pulsing from his veins,

 he shrieks at the pale ghost lingering overhead.  

That pallid face, 

scarred with years of scrutinizing such hostilities, 

glowing with borrowed light from his vile brother, offers no condolence.  

The pen, standing strong above, 

back turned, 

seems as a force of insurmountable might, like the turtle from down the road.  

The turtle is a gentle soul, 

a kind heart.  

What would he think of this miserable incident?  

How could the pen face ones such as him?  

The pen is a rose, 

green-stemmed and beautiful… 

violent red,

Now black from an existence of neglect… 

Thorns more pronounced, dripping blood.  Dripping, but not that of his adversary…

