
      Regional Indicator B


      

      
      
         Big. Egg.

So big…

One a egg.

Two a egg.

Cold war?

Egg war.

Regional Indicator A
      

      
   
      In Hawaii They Serve It With Milk


      

      
      
         I used to have a shaved-ice maker.

In fact I still have it.

But the problem is

I usually ended up just drinking all the syrup.

You know, that's meant for flavoring the ice.

Don't get me wrong, that stuff's delicious.

But it's like, literally pure sugar.

Well, high fructose corn syrup, technically.

But the point is, it's not particularly healthy to drink straight from the bottle.

Alas, temptation is a constant companion of mine

So I don't make shaved-ice anymore.
      

      
   
      Slow Nice Sleeping


      

      
      
         hard and slippery this path 

treachery waiting to break now 

too hard yet too brittle 

our sun's light weakens this 

floor of sleeping life's mother 

still it beats back the 

hoard that never stops eating 

and keeps the bread fresh 

for all our daily routine 
      

      
   
      Waterlogged


      

      
      
         I asked, could I write

A haiku with fifteen words,

A watered-down poem.



Alas, I was one word short.

So now this is a tanka.






Sillier Version


I asked, could I write

A haiku with fifteen words,

A watered-down poem.



Alas, I was one word short.

Real tanka hours, who's up?
      

      
   
      I Thought She Was Singing About His Poor Circulation. She Wasn't


      

      
      
         "Cold as Ice" is my favorite Foreigner song.

It has a cool structure and harmonies, and is one of the few hard rock songs I can think of with three keyboard parts.

You know, my mom used to jokingly sing it about her dad.

Unfortunately, not all jokes are funny,

Seeing how

He was abusive.
      

      
   
      Wow I Actually Caught the Writing Portion of a Writeoff For Once


      

      
      
         Note: This poem contains an expletive. I have looked all over the Writeoff site and can't actually find the rules anywhere. If expletives are not allowed or you consider it in poor taste, please read the censored version of this entry I have provided below the original. This message should not be considered part of the poem.




There once was a writer of horse

Who missed when Writeoffs ran their course.

By chance though tonight he

Timed everything rightly,

And hopes that this poem you endorse.



Yes, winning this round would delight me:

A feat that I wouldn't take lightly.

I feel no remorse

Saying it'd be the source

Of pridefulness—albeit slightly.



Oh fuck, there's a prompt! I forgot we're

Supposed to write about cold water.

I feel as though splashed

By a frigid ice bath.

(Though hell, that sounds swell for an otter!)








Family-Friendly Version




There once was a writer of horse

Who missed when Writeoffs ran their course.

By chance though tonight he

Timed everything rightly,

And hopes that this poem you endorse.



Yes, winning this round would delight me:

A feat that I wouldn't take lightly.

I feel no remorse

Saying it'd be the source

Of pridefulness—albeit slightly.



Oh yeah, there's a prompt! I forgot we're

Supposed to write about cold water.

I feel as though splashed

By a frigid ice bath.

(Though hell, that sounds swell for an otter!)
      

      
   
      We Sink, We Rise


      

      
      
         I lie upon my side down on the sands

And face the rolling waves that curl and sprawl,

And from my new perspective on the strands,

I suddenly perceive the vast blue wall

Of water that is nestled with the lands

And clings about our grand terrestrial ball

Impossibly adhered in azure bands

Upon a globe that sails too fast to fall



Into the sun. And like the waters, I

Am stuck upon its side, and dizzy not

With all the cosmic spinning but with thought.

The rushing deeps so far have left me dry,

But water of my body once did ride,

And will again, within the ocean's tide.




      

      
   
      Project Habakkuk


      

      
      
         Pykrete

is

14% wood pulp

and

86% ice.

They almost built

a ship

from it

of quite

a massive size.

It

stops bullets

like concrete

and

I hope you realize

As strong and massive

as that ship would be

(A two million-square foot

floating city)

My love for you

is

Even Greater Still.

And

unlike pykrete,

I know for sure it will

not

ever

melt.
      

      
   
      Water


      

      
      
         Water, liquid breath of life

Water, source of wealth and strife

Water, carving like a knife

Fill my head with hope and dread and fill my soul with life!

 

Rain, falling from the sky

Rain, manna from en high

Rain, tears the heavens cry

Sate my thirst and reign o’re me and quench the ground parched dry!

 

Water, flowing through the seas and oceans

Water, liquid poetry in motion

Water, snowing on the trees to freeze on

Hot or cold, throughout the world, throughout the changing seasons

 

Cascading down mountainous faces

Permeating fountains and vases

Elevating white towers of steam

Condensating in hours we dream

 

Water, living breath of life

Water, source of wealth and strife

Water, carving like a knife

Fills my head with hope and dread and fills my soul with life!
      

      
   
      Also Life Might Not Have Developed On Earth.


      

      
      
         You ever think about how amazing it is that ice floats? If it didn't, where would penguins play?
      

      
   
      I Bet Henry Kissinger Does Too


      

      
      
         You know, I don't drink soda much these days, but when I do, I almost always ask for "Dr Pepper, no ice".

Dr Pepper, because it's great. (Though sometimes you'll get lucky and they'll have Mr Pibb.)

(Or Pibb Xtra, same thing.)

And no ice, because then you get more soda

And it doesn't get watered down when the ice melts.

Because

Who wants watered-down soda?

Not me.







You know who I bet drank watered-down soda?

Hitler.

He was the worst.
      

      
   
      Pumpkinhead


      

      
      
         Onto the blaze cold water soon will fall

The ash is acrid, oily its veneer

And cut down is the poppy standing tall



A youth with smarts but terrifying squall

But peals of praise perversely I would hear

Onto the blaze cold water soon will fall



They'd kept me like a showhorse in a stall

To laud with lies and light with chandeliers

And cut down is the poppy standing tall



For years in vain I sank in vitriol

To find my fire was false, and fed on fear

Onto the blaze cold water soon will fall



For years I draped about, a useless doll

All drunk with dammed-up dreams and dabblings dear

And cut down is the poppy standing tall



There's nothing special of me after all.

And holding on has held me helpless here;

Onto the blaze cold water soon will fall,

And cut down is the poppy standing tall.
      

      
   
      The Last Thing You Ever Said to Me Was "Suck My Cock".


      

      
      
         Water freezes at 32° Fahrenheit, and blood plasma is 90% water.

So I find it surprising you have good circulation, considering you're such

A cold-hearted bitch.
      

      
   
      Truth


      

      
      
         My inspiration

Runs as cold as the water

The prompt specifies



Perhaps sometime soon

I will do better than this

Sorry, everyone
      

      
   
      Did You Know That Samuel L. Jackson Voiced Frozone? I Didn't.


      

      
      
         You know,

Somewhere on Fanfiction.net

I bet

Some teenager has shipped Frozone

--You know, from The Incredibles--

With Elsa,

Disney's Frozen cash cow.

And some folks

Well

They might frown

And look down

On this endeavor. 

But I?

Not I.

Why,

I think it's kind of cool

And clever.
      

      
   
      Hey Ocean


      

      
      
         Hey Ocean, I know it's been a while.

But I'm back on your beaches

Cause I've needed a smile.



Hey Ocean, I've been stuck on dry land.

Could you help me address that?

Wash away all the sand.



Hey Ocean, I really dig your style.

But it's been a while,

And behind my smile

There's a stormy commotion

On my sea of emotions

I've been free of devotion,

Because I've been devoted to me.



Say, Ocean, it's a beautiful day.

And your sparkling motions

Beckon me to come play.



So hey Ocean, I think I want to dive in.

Gonna buy me a snorkel;

Gonna buy me some fins.



Hey Ocean, are you doing fine?

Is your peace of mind

Fortified by wine?

Are you ready to venture

Out beyond your indenture,

And allay the calenture

That I've felt since your debut?



Hey Ocean, you're a little too vast,

And I'm taking on water

Just a little too fast.



Hey Ocean, I thought I wanted to play.

But it's getting real choppy

And it's too cold today.



Hey Ocean, does this mean goodbye?

Should I turn and fly

After all these tries?

Are we better apart than

Stuck together disheartened?

Guess I better depart then,

‘Cause I've got sand in shoes.
      

      
   
      384 Fluid Ounces


      

      
      
         I drink a lot of water.

Like, probably several gallons a day. About three if my math is right.

Straight from the tap, too, which freaks some people out.



And I mean, I'm glad I drink lots of water. Most people have the opposite problem.

But

It isn't out of some noble health goal or anything.

I'm just always thirsty.

And the thing is

I'm also obese,

So this could actually be a sign of prediabetes.



I've lost some weight this year, which is good,

because diabetes can kill you.

My mom's prediabetic,

And her mom died from diabetes,

So I know it runs in the family.

And I'm terrified of death.
      

      
   