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“frivolous”, 2026 January 26, 16:17

A quaints loving touch
Bathed room in sunlight

My cheeks turned red

And red was her best colour
Of roses strawberries and blood

Thats what she feeded on

Pleading with her to
Take me or not take me

Forever

At the edge of the universe
When I do do the deed and die
Will I be in the by and by

Or the bye and bye
Or the by and bi
Bye, I'm bi by the bike

I pedalled to Old Samson Street
The cement melted an old greeting

Crackers from big funky bands

I entered the doughnuts hop
There was a polka dot rug

Ceiling

I wanted chocolate drizzle with vanilla sauce
They called me impossible

I was not offended



It was not oft-handed
She looked up prices

I divorced my vices

I only wanted ice
No more ICE

Blood cold as ice

Thes hop disappeared
In came in Dorothy Parker

The waitress

She waited patiently on the promenade
It was prom night

Our promenade

I spoke french
Bully called it nigrois
I slapped him swiftdeftingly

He was indebted me
20 dollars and a cold Coke

He spent it on coke

He loved coke
I loved Coke
We were both broke

Tickets were too expensive
I didnt go to prom

Dorothy cheated

I called her a bitch



She said Youse a nigga

She didnt mean that in no nice way

I vowed to murder her
Spray her blood on my blade and fingers
And collect the heart BreakBounty

Goddamn her
God damned her
I backhanded her

I mined my craft
To assassinate my feelings

I mind my business

And keep myself busy
For Satan attacks no soul

With plentiful, surplus, bountiful busyness



