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Effortless

Writing poetry is effortless,
heifer piss, lever kiss,
Trevor, Chris…
…whoops, got a little light-headed.


A Dog’s Poem

Roses are grey,
violets are a different shade of grey,
let’s go chase cars!
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Kiss You

I want to kiss you all day.

I want to start at dawn.

I want our mouths to dry out by breakfast.

I want our jaws to start cramping by noon.

I want us to question our decision to kiss all day by
hour five.

I want to have sex really quickly then seriously stop
all this kissing bullshit because you need your
personal space, apparently.


The Squares

The Squares lived happily,

in their square houses,

in their square yards,

in their square town.

One day, a family of Circles

moved in from the west.

“Get out of here, roundies!” shouted one of the Squares.

“Why?” asked one of the Circles.

“Because this is a metaphor for racism!”
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Convenience

I would do anything for you,

if convenient.

I would move a mountain for you

if that mountain could be moved

with a button or with a lever that

wasn’t too cold to the touch.

I would give you the moon if I could.

You would love the moon. You would

show it off to everyone and not give a fuck

that you’ve now severely damaged our ecosystem
by disrupting the tides.

Maybe a nice look in the mirror is in order, Missy.


Magic

Read this to yourself. Read it silently.

Don’t move your lips. Don’t make a sound.

Listen to yourself. Listen without hearing anything.

What a wonderfully weird thing, huh?

NOW MAKE THIS PART LOUD!

SCREAM IT IN YOUR MIND!

DROWN EVERYTHING OUT.

Now, hear a whisper. A tiny whisper.

Now, read this next line with your best crotchety-
old-man voice:

“Hello there, sonny. Does your town have a post office?”

Awesome! Who was that? Whose voice was that?

It sure wasn’t yours!

How do you do that?

How?!

Must be magic.
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Two Parties

It’s a week before the wedding

and the bride is with her friends

(grown women with bright plastic dick jewelry)

and the groom is with his friends

(“grown men” or “bright plastic dick jewelry”).
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I Eat Words

I eat words! Delicious words!

I gobble the words that you make.

Words like rod taste like turds,

but billow tastes like cake.

I stuff my face with afterwards

and wash it down with hush.

Dessert must wait till after words

like hunch or flack or crush.

And my dessert won’t be dessert.

That word is tough to chew.

I’ll have a word that’s sweet and curt,

like pony, nip, or blue.
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On Poets and Farts

Why do poets always talk about the ocean’s waves,

about their single file march to shore,

and yet never talk about my grandmother’s farts,

which arrive in time, one after the other, with equal
regularity?

Are these poets too holy to comment on anything

less than nature’s flashiest gestures?

Are we going to spend another millennia searching

for meaning in sunsets and waterfalls?

Or will we finally turn our ear to Grammy’s rump

and away from all that pretty stuff,

and hear that foul, muted trumpet sing,

marking the end of an era?
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Chameleon

I put a chameleon on a red dildo.
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He blushed.


Flowers

On the third of June, at a minute past two,

where once was a person, a flower now grew.

Five daisies arranged on a large outdoor stage

in front of a ten-acre pasture of sage.

In a changing room, a lily poses.

At the DMV, rows of roses.

The world was much crueler an hour ago.

I’m glad someone decided to give flowers a go.
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Hell Waits

Hell waits in a doctor’s office,

tapping his shoe against a loose strip of carpet,

holding a magazine in front of his face,

trying to look professional,

whilst eyeing the children’s toys.


Alfred

You’re a bunny, Alfred.

Quit all this “elephant” bullshit.

Look at your little bunny ears.

Look at your adorable whiskers.

Do elephants have little bunny ears?

Do they have adorable whiskers?

No, they don’t.

You can’t just wake up one day

and decide to be an elephant, Alfred.

The world doesn’t work like that.

There are rules, Alfred.

And you want to stomp all over them.

Get over yourself.
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Suits
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The influx of suited men on the airport’s moving
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walkway transformed it into a conveyor belt.
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Anteater, Blender, Butthole

Anteater, blender, butthole:
these words know what they're doing,

What does a blender do?
Blend.

What does an anteater do?
Eatants.

What's a butthole?
Aholein your butt.

Carpet, manslaughter, folklore.
‘These words suck.

What is a carpet?

Noidea.

What is manslaughter?

I¢s actually slaughtering men or women. Misleading,
What s folklore?

Abunch of folk doing lore? What the fuck is lore?

Absolute nonsense.
‘We need more words like toothbrush.
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