
      Fat Bastard


      

      
      
         With my first breath I kiss thee.  

With my last breath I spit at thee.  

With my mind I dream of better seas.  



I sail in search of someone new.  



Because this fat man who stutters make me sad.  



Will not return my affections to make me glad.  



Am not strong enough to carry his burdens.  

Am not smart enough to catch his eye.  

Am not good enough to win his heart.  



Circumstances should make me hate you!  



Fat!  Cowardly!  Stammeringly foolish man!  



I will not blame you though we are no longer friends!  



With my will, I sail away from your land.  

Am not going to make amends.  

For you are a fat bastard!  
      

      
   
      to say this is just


      

      
      
         i tried to eat the grapes

that were hanging on the vine

just out of reach.



no need to be sorry



they were so sour

and so withered

that i scorned to take them



thanks anyway


      

      
   
      Unrealized Three


      

      
      
         Applebloom running though the orchard 

Chapel at noon with it's bell ringing torture 

Sounds to call on the chorist of

Wooded hounds of the forest 



Scootaloo flying though the sky 

Even though not she not so high 

The bony dragon dives in haste 

After the flying pony to give chase 



Sweetie Belle swimming across the lake

I bet you can guess it's in haste 

Because a gator is hungry for her fries 

The laws that rule of three applies 



The three friends escape their predicaments

Meet in town and happy to have all their ligaments

No thanks to the author's awful rhyming 

Fifteen plus ninety six words that make them crying 
      

      
   
      The Day After


      

      
      
         Awaken.

Punctuated

(shiver)

Parasitic

(roll over)

Provocation

(curl up)

Precognition

(ache)

Prophylaxis

(blanket)

…

Paperwork?

(…)

(sleep.)
      

      
   
      Late for Sunday Dinner


      

      
      
         The contents of this story are no longer available
      

      
   
      Less Words


      

      
      
         Am very sorry I didn't come to your birthday slash Easter party dear old dad.  



Know you are not feeling well and would have enjoyed my visit.  



Lied about me not feeling well because I was worried.  



My old car was acting funny via the steering.  



Turned out that my alignment was off.  



The tires were balding on the inside.  



Could see the wire poking out.  



Am okay but you're still sick.  



Please get well soon.  



Maybe next time?    



Sorry.  
      

      
   