
      Unseated


      

      
      
         A square who had no time to spare,

Tried to sit in a chair of horsehair.

It rolled as he rocked,

And it bucked, and the shock

Knocked his derrière out of the chair!
      

      
   
      ROY's Great Bum Prance


      

      
      
         Red leafs slowly fall 

The road, old orange donkey 

Dull hooves yellowed 



On green stones they tread 

The blue skies above so clear 

Purple poppies sway 



This beast of burden 

Trips and slips, down he plunges 

The road breaks that ass 



Ha!  
      

      
   
      Lemoncycle


      

      
      
         I took the handlebars

and swung a leg over

those fat yellow football tires,

and was off with the push of a pedal.



As the one in front swung on pointe,

the one in back wobbled,

its zesty belly leaving

an astringent trail on the cobbles.



I rode the tart bronco

past shops and fruitstands,

my head bobbing

in involuntary greeting.



Passing travelers

on limebikes,

their faces also green

from sealike tossing.



Destination reached,

I chained it up,

squeezed and dripping juice,

somewhat soured on it all.
      

      
   