organ music in november skies 

The moon attacks the orange ball in the elevator.
The moon forgives the honey at midnight.
Like an old shoe, the sun exacerbates tree mulch
In the juice box the moon erases the ancient coloring book.

It is time for the moon to mince the eggnog.
Halloween flew like the vultures to the moon.
Don’t eat what sinks in the green water.
Our satellite cries like a sap tree on the yellow brick road.

Now the pink moon steals the tree’s spotlight.
The moon pines for a mountaineer to yodel like a poodle.
In Kurt’s mind, the mono scuttles to a treasure chest.
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posted by RyanSwanson at 9:07 PM 0 comments 

Unseen 

The building quivers in the lamp light. The freezing lava runs through its cement veins. The wind 
picks up and the building looks helplessly at the squirrel. The wind rushes on and on until it passes 
the sun. 

The stars look down upon the building where grass used to enjoy growing. 

But now the river of clocks trickles by instead. As time itself is slowed down to say goodbye, the 
building looks back at the black sun, which is enjoying the smell of music.

The light now ignores the building all together. Even if reality noticed it, it was to be unnoticed. 
This world was tired of standing, and the building stopped listening. The end came and went, and 
the building still struggles against the sands.

posted by Ender at 6:26 PM 0 comments 

In My Hands 

a sword is taking a bath next to me
the water is a still blue but dull
we can change that
pointing at the window in the clouds
the sword is breaking cloaks of air
into mothers and father
who break into children
children who become God
and still the sword is pointing at them
they can waltz anytime
but stay on the right counts
0 1 2 9 and 6
sunlight
moonlight
starlight
blacklight
neon bar light
stoplight
the sword is clean but not the water
can you guess what color it is?
can you guess how many people aren't me?

 posted by jj_fisher at 6:01 PM 0 comments 
Known As Freedom, How Can Such A Thing
What is it like when someone in a crowded room begins to scream, 
"Ow", for no reason?/
How would you describe the feeling it to a deaf, dumb, blind man who
 has no taste buds, lacks all sense of feeling throughout the entirety of 
his skin, has been legally brain-dead for quite some time, and is 
encased in a solid block of sodium?/
If you played the sensation on a spinning harsichord, what would the 
song title be?/
And what is the name of the person driving the bus?/
Would you speak to him with garbled fire?/
Would you touch him with red moonlight?/
Would you allow him to taste the word "elfudges"?/
Would he be able to smell a picture of my grandmother, or one of yours?/
Would you show him a picture of love?/
My song title would be "Joe Rocket, Two Uneven Stripes and a Parabola."?/
But most importantly, what type of fire extinguisher would you use if 
his block caught fire?/ 

posted by Connor Mills at 5:49 PM 0 comments
Mouse 

Sitting on the chair in the den, the bear contemplated his life. It was a 
sad tale, full of betrayal and absurdity.
He sat thinking about the time that Al had taken the last cookie, and 
left him only with a lamp. Now he sat on his chair holding a cookie 
AND a lamp. 
"The world is mine to control!" he shouted. Quickly he put the cookie in 
his pocket.
Bears don't have pockets.
Shut up!
Bears don't have cookies or lamps either.
I said be quiet!
Achmed threw the clamp into the river. The woodchuck ran for cover.
The bear's eyes shifted nervously from side to side. He swiftly 
unplugged the lamp, and hid under a blanket. A mouse lurked in the 
corner. The bear ate his cookie in the dark under the blanket. Alas, 
alack, now he had no cookie, and his lamp was out!

Almost the end.

Not quite the end.

The End. 

posted by J-dog-N at 5:45 PM 0 comments 

Ode to the Rose and the Trout--a silly, maybe surrealist, I don't really know, poem. 
The two together have gone unheeded
The rose and the trout
The perfect couple, a flawless match
The plant and fish unite

For has the world not noticed?
So many similarities they possess
The rose will show its bright petals
And the trout the rainbow scales

Also--you will find it true
That minus water, both will shrivel
In the dry heat, become dry, crusty, and flaky
The rose and her trout

The rose's thorns, shining so sharp
Can you not say the same.....
Of the fifteen hooks in the prize fish' mouth
Left by defeated fishermen

Their song still is left unsung
The alliance is unnoticed
Can anyone else in this world see?
Rose and trout-perfect harmony

Posted by Sarah Iverson 
Bingo Night at Wishek Home for the Aged 
The burnt smell polluted my nostrils.
Twelve small toast-people sprang from the slits in this bagel scorcher.
I turned around only to face an entire wall of toasters
following me,
levitating inches above the ground,
breathing down my neck.
So, I breathed down their necks.
I saw then that the toasters did not levitate.
I had sunk inches into the ground.
I took a few steps, gathering quail plumage as I walked.
It was then that I had the realization:
maybe, MAYBE the toasters were poisonous.
I'm allergic to poison, and so is my stepfather.
I ran away.
I tripped, though, on my brother's Christmas tree. 
posted by BriH at 5:45 PM 0 comments 

Balance 
Fast, nervous, sounds like thunder. The doctor gave me these little yellow pills. Mommy told me 
they’re because I’m sad. Sometimes they make me feel like I’m flying. My mommy says that I should 
take them even if I feel a little funny cause the side effects will go away soon and I just have to get 
used to them. My mommy’s a very pretty lady. She says I shouldn’t feel sad; I need to take my pills 
cause she doesn’t want me to feel sad. Today I took a couple more pills than I was supposed to. I didn’t 
tell mommy cause she would be mad at me. They look like candy; I like candy, I LIKE MY PILLS SOMETIMES THEY MAKE ME FEEL SILLY SOMETIMES I LIKE MY PILLS SOMETIMES!!!!!! 
I’m talking louder and louder and I feel like an airplane taking off. I can do anything!

When my daddy died I was with him in the store. My daddy owned a candy store. I used to come a 
long with him to work and he would give me candy. One day a man came in with a knife. Daddy’s face looked funny. Daddy said some things but the man didn’t stop coming closer to him. The man didn’t 
see me hiding in the backroom. I could see my daddy. Daddy made a loud noise.. and, and, I waited 
till I heard the door close. For a while I watched the blood on the white tile floor crawl closer to me, 
like a snake.

One day I made up a game called Charley. Charley was a game where you tried to jump off high things 
and land on your toes. I knew I could do it cause my cat showed me how. I put on my cape made from 
my favorite blanket. My blanket had puppies on it. I put on my cape and I flew right off the roof of my 
told her I jumped off the roof. Mommy said I was lying. Sometimes she’s just silly, mommy is.

One time I put my hand in the fish tank and the fish felt like Jello.

Today I took almost 10 pills. MOMMY’S NOT SUPPOSED TO KNOW, HA HA!! When I grow up 
I want to be a sailor. I wanna live on fish and play with mermaids. Mommy said that I can be anything 
I want to be. Mommy cries at night.

Today my doctor gave me red pills too. He says I should take them with the little yellow ones. I 
don’t like the red pills as much. They make me sleepy. Sometimes I feel like I’m sleeping when 
my eyes are open. Sometimes I have scary dreams during the day. Mommy and doctor say I should 
keep taking my pills so I feel better. They don’t want me to be sad anymore.

I FEEL WONDERFUL!!! I AM SPINNING AND I AM FLYING, I’M ALL THE WAY IN THE 
NEXT ROOM!!! MOMMY CAN’T EVEN SEE ME AND I’M RIGHT IN FRONT OF HER!!!

Today me and mommy went to visit daddy. He’s in the ground. I fell asleep on his grave. His hand 
touched my cheek and I giggled.

—Posted by Kristi


6 cups too many 
As i sit here and write this, i wonder where you have gone. You were just here. "Benjamin! Go get my tea!" 
Across the room the butler loks down and then back up and says, " ...but miss?" And then leaves the room. The
 door slams shut. I turn around to see you, but your still not here. what was that noise? I thought someone had 
come in. Oh well, silly me. 

My beautiful red dress is laying over there on my bed. The way it sparkles, oh i just know you will love it. I have 
an appointment in twenty minutes. I can't wait to get my hair done. The color has just gone gray. I don't 
understand it. My long flowing brown lockes were wonderful, and how you loved them so. The way they flew 
threw the wind and moved across my skin. And well my skin, it just isn't the same today. I suppose i will have to 
go to the spa with mother tomorrow. You know how she loves the touch of another man, and when we walk out of there or skin just glows.

Daddy left early yesterday morning for another business trip. As i watched his plane take off i saw that amazing 
tower. It seems just like yesterday when it was finished. "Benjamin, what is this? I don't drink tea?" "But miss, 
you asked for another." 

Two men dress in white slide into the room. It is funny because they act like it is some kind of secret mission. 
"Well, this is an odd escort service. Gentlemen I'm going to be late for my appointment, so let's get a move on.
"They take the old woman out of the house. A white van is parked there. One of the men in white takes a last 
look into the room. "I'm sorry we had to do it this way mother." He begins to close the door and see six cups of untouched tea. Benjamin follows his gaze. "Today ... was a better day for her, yesterday it was seven." The 
faded red dress sits next to the tea, also untouched.                                    —Posted by Sarah F
