

	The purpose of this thread is fairly straight forward: To tell a continuing story in a series of posts, with each individual post containing no more than four words. A paragraph can be ended by typing , that doesn't count against the four-word limit. The same goes for punctuation.

Each post adds to the ones before it, and should logically work with the words that came before. However, the story is free to go in whatever direction whim and/or fancy deem to take it.

To begin:

"Hello," he said as



	he picked her pocket.


	She spun around to


	slap his cheeks, but


	his flatuence won out


	over his long winded


	expression of distaste.


	"Taste!" She replied, "How


	do I finish THAT?"


	"Simply" He retorted, "Just


	look out for gas!"


	He chuckled. "You have


	me confused," she said.


	"Love is often confusing."


	"So is a bullet"



	He flicked his ashes


	on her French poodle


	skirt. She jumped back


	and pulled out a


	[and pulled out her]

Withdrawn.


	pink daisy pistol. "Now


	how do you like


	them apples??" He gasped,


	"I like them juicy


	red, and off the


	tree" He smugly grinned.


	"well, these apples come


	with seeds, of intrigue!"


	He scratched his chin.


	He thought " Some dames



	are just so sexy!


	" And so it goes 







	





	waking with a start


	he realized the truth.


	He'd never even asked


	her her name. So


	deciding on a novel


	approach, he stood up


	removed his boxer shorts,


	from his refrigerator, and


	put them in the


	post to his uncle


	together with his prized


	native carved Meerschaum pipe.


	The next day, his



	test results came back


	showing that he had


	flunked all of them.


	Sad and depressed, he


	slumped down on the


	kitchen floor and clutched


	his most threadbare teddy.


	"Teddy, my  dear Teddy


	why hast thou forsaken


	Mrs. Teddy?", he asked.


	Rather surprisingly, the teddy


	had a detailed list


	as long as his


	spotty failed relationship record


	and even more heinous.



	"Oh Pooh," he said,


	as he squatted down


	"How could you be


	so soft, yet so


	uncannily irritating?"  He said,


	as Teddy slowly turned


	, his mouth opened into


	a diatribe unbecoming of


	Montsnmags and his flying


	circus of thesauri. Unexpectedly,


	his uncle, kennyc, and


	the usual suspects broke


	in with frozen boxer


	shorts on their heads.


	and 45s in their



	hats. Kenny said: “Obviously


	this is our first


	intervention." The group looked


	at the track marks


	leading back into the


	cradle of his arm.


	What is that!? There.


	One of the team


	fell down the stairs


	which was odd, considering


	we had no stairs


	(he'd brought his own)


	and he was a


	world class stair smuggler


	currently being chased by



	a black-robed figure


	wearing shiny red tennies


	.

"Help," he shouted, "I'm


	being oppressed! Come see


	the full story at


	9, to be repeated


	with film at 11.


	With that taken care


	of, he headed for


	the only man who


	had ever kissed him.


	Wow!  What a night!


	He felt so alone,


	except for the


	moustachioed stranger across the



	dance floor by the


	raving purple ocotopus. Alas,


	alac and anon! any


	one see the mistake?


	Octopuses do not rave.


	right poster, wrong mistake


	he said, with a


	hand puppet named Percy.


	Suddenly, Percy took on


	an Indian accent and


	said, "Allow me to


	introduce you to Kathy


	Bates, my right hand.


	Right hand, Kathy Bates!"


	yes, the axe wielding



	Kathy Bates, my friend.


	mentor, inspiration and pal


	Suddenly, terror swept the


	floor like a flounder


	flapping aimlessly on the


	deck of the Titanic.


	In the distance, ahead,


	A chocolate iceberg threatened


	hence tempting all passengers


	to abandon all diets


	(women and children, first)


	(then cats and dogs)


	(Fat, old guys last!)


	i'm saved, i'm saved......


	Suddenly, the chocolate iceberg



	'sploded! raining down a


	chocolate Zabaglione ice-cream deluge.


	"Oh, not again!", sighed


	the nearest humpback whale


	"this'll make the dolphins


	in a tizzy about


	everything. And now I


	have chocolate in my


	blowhole. That'll take a


	right proper reaming to


	expunge. [End Paragraph]

Then he awoke


	with a fresh idea!


	I'll join the navy!


	Overjoyed, he reached for


	his motion sickness pills



	and his battery powered


	blower to blow up


	and make balloon animals


	and scare the Ngungunga


	who had a fear


	of pelicans, due to


	an unfortunate incident when


	the pelican goosed ol'


	Nbubabuba III, their illustrious


	majesty and godly mountebank


	was given a pelican


	composed almost entirely of


	beak, belly and fish


	sticks. And man, did


	it taste heavenly! But



	what a godamned stink


	said neighbour Zelda, while


	the SHUMs started to


	shriek like gulls getting


	into a fight over


	international politics in south


	korea, where the last


	alien invasion had left


	an intelligent robot workforce.


	Meanwhile, on the other


	flipper, the outlook for


	penguins in the Outer


	horse head nebula were


	often to be seen


	attempting to flag down



	unsuspecting truck drivers, who


	didn't know how to


	keep up with this


	frenetically paced roller coaster.


	Up and down it


	rolls, taking my stomach


	with it, like a


	toaster pastry on steroids.


	"These hallucinations are getting


	recorded on high definition


	for posterity of course


	turning my brain into


	scintillating curried mush. On


	the left turn it


	turned around again. Amazingly,



	the turn was not


	- BOOOOOOM!!! - 

Suddenly an asteroid


	completely missed the earth.


	and instead slammed into


	a large disc floating


	slightly off-center next to


	the blue one behind


	the constellation known as


	"Random Scatter Of Stars"


	Back on earth, the


	villain known only as


	Yvan Le Terrible, waited


	on the results from


	the latest of polls


	on ebook reading habits.



	Meanwhile, back at the


	beginning of this story,


	something went terribly wrong


	what with the twists


	and the speel cheker


	knot werking pruperly.  Cents


	the loup around Mars


	witch then struck a


	Firefox add-on that underscored


	Mr Kaufman's Luddite philosophy,


	as if anyone cared.


	Godwin's Law having been


	discredited long since. Now


	solid proof had appeared


	(not in the pudding)



	but in the lemonade,


	that Luddites and Kaufman


	had carefully prepared with


	ridiculous and biased arguments


	based on ludicrous misconceptions.


	The attention to trolls


	became unbelievably stressful for


	the rational minded reading


	(are there those?  here?)


	public. Trolls have hidden


	unfortunately not for long


	They search for bridges


	to hide under, burn


	copies of Atlas Shrugged


	and generally, prove their



	stubborness. They seek something


	that looks like popcorn.


	but tastes like chicken


	legs that have run


	the interstellar marathon twice.


	And finished last without


	losing weight, nor breath


	not even a single


	(nor two nor three)


	feathers during the whole


	time we were talking.


	Instead it started to


	exhibit signs of being


	infected with the swineflu


	so to save the



	earth from annihilation, one


	big hypodermic needle was


	slowly descending towards the


	floundering beings on the


	beach, just south of


	Noosa Heads where a


	slow breeze was blowing


	bagpipes to the tune


	"Dancing Queen" when someone


	showed up with a


	shovel and started to


	unearth the remnants of


	a piece of bacon


	"never eaten by Elvis"







Credit:  song lyric by Rufus Wainwright


	(nor his time sprout)



	forever and a day


	in the name of


	all that is whacked


	to shreds by a


	ten pound lump hammer.


	(Phew!  What a sentence!)


	(Hence my full stop!)


	Does anything make sense?


	It's a made-up storyline


	based on true facts


	slightly massaged by hackers


	living in dark dungeons


	growing mushrooms for dinner


	,lunch, tea and supper.


	Want fries with that?



	"And a fried buffalo,


	with a side of


	beef, fried in lard


	and dipped in chilli


	, and a large ZCD."


	But, shortly after the


	repeated vomiting, there was


	a small grey dog


	and a gun-wielding shrinking


	violet of the worst


	(sorry, too late. deleted)


	worsted and wurst who


	commited suicide by means


	of attempted chocolate overdose.


	Meanwhile, in another universe,



	far, far away, a


	text scrolled across skywise


	"Application Error. System Halted."


	The sky was blue,


	the sea was yellow,


	the air was ambivalent,


	and my trenchcoat stained


	with the life blood


	of turkeys, who had


	not escaped thanksgiving dinner.


	With a huge sigh,


	and a well deserved


	bowel movement, he hoisted


	someone elses petard, as


	Zelda cheered from the



	dungeon of the castle.


	Meanwhile, back in Graceland


	The ghost of Elvis


	rose up to rescue


	a pair of rabid


	but very bright socks.


	Terrified socks that looked


	like they were washed


	in a radioactive light


	emitted by an enormous


	purple and yellow octopus


	which eyed Hugo and


	said "who, why, where ...


	does "foist" come in?


	And the answer is...



	no you fool! don't


	touch that red button!


	You'll have us blown


	to the kingdom of


	Molvania, where there is


	underneath the Christmas Tree


	a small rectangular device


	labelled "DO NOT TOUCH"


	or Desert Grandma will


	kiss you with a


	hearty laugh and joyous


	warm rolls with butter.


	Uncaring, I pushed it.


	beyond the limits of


	sanity and shattered reality.



	which is The Llounge.


	Fortunately, with superglue and


	some clotted cream, circumstances


	conspired to return the


	conspirators to the beach


	at Noosa Heads, where


	moose run along the


	winding roads naked while


	pandaborgs frolick amongst the


	trees, sans a stitch


	in time. That's because


	they had lost nine


	of which eight were


	falsely accused of covering


	matters of small importance



	with a checkered tablecloth.


	Meanwhile, eels in hovercrafts


	and mischief free, headed


	up an expeditionary force


	to determine whether or


	not the salt levels


	had been corrupted by


	Global climate change which


	e(a)ffected the taste of


	Mr Kaufman's head, where


	*missed timing*


	the brain blood barrier


	created when freedoms are


	unwisely taken for granted.


	On the other hand,



	the axe wielding Kathy


	of cartoon fame crept


	slowly towards her date,


	a large, plump Medjool.


	"Alooooooha," she heard as


	the unsharpened tool descended


	towards his eyes. Paralyzed,


	by fright, he played


	pinochle (or maybe dead?)


	- the axe didn't care.


	if it interrupted a


	moment in time for


	the Spanish Inquisition. "No-one


	will live to tell


	expects the Spanish Inquisition !"



	misquoting a Monty Python  (bad kitty!)


	Which preceded The Terror!


	Meanwhile, massed pipe bands


	tattooed the spectators with


	waves of blood stirring


	spoons and whisks.  They


	wheeled right and aimed


	the trebuchet at a


	Devon clotted cream factory.


	thus dashing the hopes


	for the scone convention


	, although the spare jam


	*deleted*


	save the day, was


	Ethel, the Pirate's Daughter



	survived the initial assault


	massive simultaneous posting assault


	to rally the gingerbread


	knights and peppermint steeds


	to make a counter


	clockwise sugar surge reversing


	"Oh dear, it's contagious,"


	complained the militant chocolatier


	to the blonde sitting


	at the table. "Chocolate,"


	she said, between swallows,


	her addiction taking control


	over her sense of


	survival. Entranced, she approached


	the door to the



	llounge and opened it


	despite a lingering blue


	one next to the


	window of enlightenment. "But


	where is everyone?" she


	expostulated nervously, while the


	fish took a deep


	breath eyeing the cat


	with a suspicion that


	fish was the menu


	for the cat's enjoyment


	in spite of the


	somewhat disturbing thoughts that


	this may the ONE


	that will bring home



	the seagulls. Even if


	had to be dragged


	kicking and screaming through


	the unspeakable dimensions of


	the defenestrated window.  BUT!


	There was a single


	although rather large cat


	lurking just beyond what


	we usually refer to


	as a wall, this


	time however, it was


	a very weird-looking


	cityscape, arranged to appear


	on alternate new moons


	but only on a



	Mobile Read Doughnut Day


	when the sky is


	turning a sickly greenish


	tinge due to the


	flying donuts crossing the


	unseen border of the


	event horizon, leaving everthing


	peachy. Or greenish, depending


	on the scheme you


	chose, as well as


	the direction of the


	enormous asteroid naked mooses that streaked


	occasionally across the drab


	drab drabness of the


	night sky. There is



	unfortunately no lights to


	see where the moose

[but what's the plural of moose? Mice?]


	where going to land

[mooses]


	. Which was a bit

[You sure? My spellchecker don't like it]


	scary and quite a

[Aparently plural of moose is moose... just checked]


	risk to the penguins

[Thanks - that's what I figured but was too lazy to check 


	distracted by moose discussing


	"ayyeee", screamed the penquins

[can we download this in epub format?]


	it'll be a bit short


	but 'twill due until


	we can get to

[That's five!  Bad kitty!]


	the mothership and beam

[good eye doggie]


	back the big bad

[This is getting out of hand]


	booger from Impa Nima

[Is that how you spell that?  And are you sure it's not mooses?  How about meese?]


	Ipa Nima, a lovely


[I thought it was moose, as in a herd of moose]



	Oi! no adverts here....


	... and the tortoise sank


	into the oily, slimy,


	muck and died horribly.


	thus inspiring local civic


	pride for the fallen


	mud wrestlers. Who else


	could honor such glorious


	insanity with seemingly serious


	crying and carrying on?


	"Look 'ere guv'nor" said


	the wombat as it


	groomed its rather filthy


	mud-wrestling outfit, consisting


	of an electric blue



	jumpsuit with small silver


	beads. "I wonder if


	this makes my butt


	look fat?" "Of course


	it does, you are


	one fat wombat!" said


	the legendary private eye


	estella von farkle the


	twenty third, eyeing the


	fourth as she went


	up the stairs to


	the small cupola over


	there in the corner.


	under the oak


	with naked elf beneath



	a single blinking lightbulb.


	which was apparently shorting


	on shares in Montsmags


	industries, even though expectations


	of corruption were high.


	that, or the otters


	were making a takeover


	attempt. Unfortunately, insane weasels


	conspired with the squirrels


	to round up shares


	along with emus, but


	the shares went square


	out the window at


	a nearby  penguin's nose


	which broke. "Ouch", said



	the penguin in a


	soto voce sorta way


	while it held a


	squid to the head


	of the chimney sweep


	who looked quite horrified


	and said: "Hey, what


	would Hugo and Lefty


	do without first buying


	Christmas gifts for Zelda


	like three happy llamas




[Rules violation!  Successive excessive doggie posts!]


	jumping insanely around Vivaldi


	and causing a kerfluffer


	(thought it was 'kerfluffle')


	(you may be right, it may be the Canadian influence on my accent)



	to laugh uncontrollably. Meanwhile,


	a sad puppy looked


	sad, and somewhat puppy-ish,


	but, ironically, also somewhat


	angry, and ready to


	go medieval on someones


	authentic reproduction faire quality


	of Zelda's liseuse, which


	for some strange reason


	glowed slightly in the


	aftermath of the nuclear


	and legendary Paris apéro (*)

(*) That's French for meet-up 


	where Zelda and LazyScot


	got into a heated


	jacuzzi, wearing nothing but



	budgie-smugglers and knitted hats


	of a strange pink


	hue that shouldn't normally


	be found in a


	jacuzzi, at least not


	unless the moon is


	in the seventh house


	after the donut shop.


	As it hadn't made


	with all safety concerns


	a trebuchet test firing.


	The pair sang "Feelings."


	off key and off


	the deep end* while



*


	at the other end



	of the septic tank


	a suspicious-looking clown


	actually a nightmare clown


	was surreptitiously trying to


	make off colour remarks


	about otter fashion sense


	,not realising that otters


	enjoy eating bean burritos.


	But tonight, the burritos


	were extra spicey and


	,rather unusually, made of


	stir fried and deep


	deep-filled stuffed scotch bonnets


	dish pizza on a


[Too slow, doggie.]


	whose scolville units were



	higher than the usual


	, after soaking in ZCDs


	causing chili prices to


	fall noisily to the


	bottom of the barrel.


	Where they stayed along


	with a few penguins


	and a disgruntled duck


	getting thwacked by unknown


	entities that was swiming


	the backstroke without looking


	a gift-horse in the


	rear end, which was


	fortunate given the rampant


	[oops!]



	decline in the availability


	of e-books in countries


	we have never heard


	due to geographical restrictions


	and a small bumble-bee


	completing the minute waltz.


	In under a minute


	despite Chopin's complete absence


	from the playing field


	*too ;ate*


	*Burp!*


	*spit that out!*


	VR had completely eaten


	the original priceless manuscript


	to the well known



	"Zelda and the seven


	SHUMS", it's a real


	to hate SHUMS", in
page turner, or just


	thumb twiddler? Oh no


	here come the amazing


	space elves, with their


	cute, but lethal, deathrays.


	decked out in tinsel


	[deathrays decked out in tinsel??  is that a montsnmags invention?]


	and glowing in the


	*didn't you get the upgrade notification?*

*OH!!! that's what you ate!!!*


	strange giggling way only


	the truly innocent can.


	when throwing a spanner


	at a goat. "Yummy!"



	,the goat exclaimed munching


	on some crispy bacon


	and soggy chips with


	stale tasting guacamole from


	captain pinktoes' stinky boots


	. "Stop, that tickles!", he


	he bleated, unconcerned about


	global warming and sugar


	coated cereal, but mystified


	by the fact that


	Sony went totally epub


	on their butts, leading


	with the left, but


	following through with a


	compressed HTML based format



	that made no sense


	compared to the beauty


	of the small, blue


	one next to the


	somewhat fish like object


	that nevertheless did not


	sing "Llama, Llama, Duck!"


	and thus, no "TWHACKKK"


	marred the dreamy silence


	that existed here, near


	the much too late


	Bad Santa Claus, who


	was busy wrapping up


	coal and drinking a


	hot toddy with extra



	sherry and lashings of


	a cat-o'-nine-tails in penance


	for what he did


	.  On the other hand,


	he had a ring


	that the Doctor said


	would work if rubbed


	on a blue fabric


	next to a fish.


	The only problem was


	the closest fish was


	not all that keen


	about flopping around on


	the roundabout, since it


	was intoxicated with whiskey.



	And started to vomit


	diamonds and roses and


	puppy dog tails, which


	surprised the fish so


	much that it simply


	screamed and jumped out


	of the water and


	into the frying pan 


	"This feels very cosy"


	said the cook, while


	he added generous lashings


	of bacon and cheese


	to every doughnut except


	the one covered in


	strawberry jelly and peppermint



	with a cherry on


	top. The blue fish


	felt left out and


	went off for a


	walk in the snow.


	But suddenly it remembered


	its urgent appointment with


	the pshrynk who was


	treating its homicidal tendencies


	and it's oedipus complex


	with "Get over it!"


	and "That will be


	$300 please, you can


	pay me in e-book


	gift certificates from Amazon



	", said the laddy by


	the green-painted door as


	we decide if green-painted


	is one word or


	two, but it doesn't


	matter anyway. Green is


	the new black. And


	black is the new


	one next to the


	green. And with that


	we almost end the


	hour with another attempt


	at a mud-slinging mud-fest


	in Mudchestershire. Meanwhile, Weresquirrels


	considered Goldbach's conjecture, and



	plotted, from within GCHQ,


	using co-ordinates gained illicitly


	from evil demonic weresloths.


	The heretofore unbeknownst denizens


	of long lost Atlantis


	were having a ball


	drinking strong love potions.


	But Weresloths and Weresquirrels


	usually don't get along


	unless there is nuts


	enough to share between


	them. Unfortunately, this year


	the Chicago Mercantile Exchange


	was affected by global


	hoarding of pistachios, resulting



	in a sudden and


	frightening stampede to assimilate


	nuts and bolts to


	assemble the large and


	rather awkwardly unsanitarily looking


	atomic powered peanut shelling


	inadvertently violent invisible gibbon


	who liked to dance


	naked, since he was


	invisible and that meant


	that he derived no


	pleasure from being so


	. Sad, he searched for


	a visibility potion that


	would save his beloved



	significant other gibbon from


	the anorexia nervosa that


	that the psychiatrist triggered


	inadvertently when he said


	"My, what a nice


	gibbon donut I had


	last night in the


	privacy of my own


	boxing ring! Yet now


	looking at you sitting


	there, so horribly overweight."


	And in another universe,


	cowboy gibbons roamed the


	beaches looking for unsuspecting


	chimpanzees. Chimps were the



	bane of their existence


	because they didn't wash


	very well behind their


	ears and knees, although


	their mothers sometimes made


	very tasty pancakes with


	the stuff from behind


	the fridge and under


	the porch, like spiders.


	Naturally, the spiders took


	this the wrong way


	down the street. Arrested.


	Charged. And thrown into


	a vat of cherry


	pie filling. The baker



	was none other than


	William Shatner as himself


	despite the fake tan


	and the button down


	combined corset and nappy


	with suspenders and belt


	which he wore with


	great pride and humiliation


	thanks to his highly


	honed sense of hearing


	that could detect a


	pink fluffy slipper approaching


	his famous polished wood


	, silver, and inlaid gilt


	acting skillz. "To Infinity



	or else!  Full power,


	and tape my toupee


	at warp V, while


	Heather Locklear looked on,


	balanced precariously on the


	left knee," said Shatner.


	"Where are my meds?"


	$300, please.  You can


	tell the laddy to


	take his annual vacation


	and leave the door


	unattended for one month


	and hope that no-one


	notices that it is


	locked tight and not



	accessible from the outside.


	Strange occurences were detected


	in the Force! Who


	promptly attached blue lights


	in a special way


	to the fish who


	swam near the beaches


	was singing Kayleigh. Misplaced


	strike marks deleted prose


	where zombies stumbled and


	disassembled. Fearing an explosion


	they ducked, not realising


	the low-lying laser beam


	was tracking them. Unfortunately,


	a thwack upside the



	head made them go


	away feeling a little


	sick to the stomach


	and curiously mellow about


	about being cross-eyed. Kaboom!


	The ultimate zombie appeared!


	She was wearing a


	itsy bitsy teeny weeny


	diamond ring that her


	toe sparkled as she


	wondered where it came


	from outer space.  Then,


	Noddy Holder shouted, "It's


	my pension fund! Play


	it again Sam, for



	old thyme's sake, which


	is beyond another dimension


	and behind a cupboard


	being guarded by very


	big, ugly, lewd porcupine.


	Who were angry and


	desired revenge on the


	big hairy Santa who


	ate all the pies,


	and gave the cookies


	to Santa Claus and


	didn't leave even one


	for those silly reindeer


	who ended up sulking


	and plotting horrible vengeance.



	Meanwhile, back at the


	almost forgotten beaches, the


	dolphins were wondering what


	the large beach ball


	was doing next to


	the small in comparison


	Klingon starship that came


	from outer space. Well,


	where else would it


	come from, unless we're


	Completely deluded, added the


	Narrator. Seeing shocked looks,


	it turned around and


	asked what on earth


	is that horrible sound?"



	Cracking, crashing, cacophony came


	from the heretofore ignored


	Really Terrible Orchestra. Embarrassed,


	the Klingon captain cuddled


	the large beach ball


	which she mistook for


	a large hand grenade


	ready to explode in


	southwestern France. Fortunately, the


	beach ball was entirely


	confused as to the


	location of France, as


	Dark Star had left


	them rather spatially challenged.


	"No Kaboom?" asked the



	somewhat dispirited penguin who


	had just stopped programming


	a new word processor.


	"Am I typing this?"


	"and who am I


	to be the author


	of the greatest work


	using skywriting ever." Mischievously


	the massed squirrel airforce


	went into an uncontrolled


	frenzy and started cracking


	jokes left right and


	even behind the fridge.


	Some of the more


	off color jokes offended



	the zorange and geenies


	who went into action


	wearing nothing but a


	thong.  Or maybe two


	half-coconut shells over


	their head for protection.


	Of course, that didn't


	stop the ducks from


	ducking and getting thwacked 


	THWACK!!  THWACK!!  THWACK!!  THWACK!!


	said the narrator, vengefully


	then giggled manically and


	had another doughnut with


	a hole in it


	. The Donut People appeared



	slightly puzzled by what


	they should do with


	long prophesied holy holes


	conspicuous by their absence


	Lo, these many years...


	they hoped for something


	but they knew not


	the doughnut hole secret.


	For decades they searched


	following the doughnut prophecies


	of Nostradonutus, little realising


	that Bart Simpson knew


	that only Lisa could


	unlock the mysteries of


	the secret code embedded



	in the tattoo that


	the doughnut high priestess


	had placed on the


	long-lost jewel-encrusted doughnut fryer


	of iminent doom that


	loomed over that beach.


	"It's the world's end!"


	screeched the befuddled Klingon


	in a voice that


	made mountains tremble with


	glee and cast out


	a vorpal can opener


	into the aforementioned pub.


	The can opener smashed


	into the glass bottle



	which prompted a green


	flash and a blue


	bottle relative to cry


	"foul", then the umpire


	went down on all


	four words at the


	tip of his tongue.


	Unfortunately, the cat


	[Cat? Why always cats?]


	grabbed his tongue and
[dog got your tongue???]


	ran away with it


	which is typical behaviour


	in countries that start


	catering to cat's behaviour.


	Thus rendered silent, sign



	language was the only


	means of communicating what


	the nefarious gibbons had


	was happening next year


	with those nefarious gibbons


	in Oz, where things


	[Crap!]

were always just about


	hum drum every day


	except for New Year's


	first three hundred and


	and sixty party animals.


	Meanwhile, over there the


	nefarious gibbons flowed freely


	and noisily around the


	chocolate fountain, dipping their



	rear ends in the


	liquid chocolate, then licking


	icing from donuts under


	cover of darkness until


	it was stolen by


	an untimely sunrise, shedding


	confused celestial mechanics students


	, a mindset that guaranteed


	keeping the spaceship docked


	in correct area of


	common reality was unlikely.


	"Hey, what happened to


	Zelda, our Queen?" asked


	the Klingon captain to


	the celestial mechanics students



	who started looking for


	clues as to her


	personal timeline. Shocked, they


	discovered that she was


	in the parlour, eating


	into her very life-force!


	Which doesn't seem like


	it would taste very


	appetising.  In fact, it


	had a certain aroma


	eerily reminiscent of a


	boiled skunk, a delicacy


	not to be missed.


	As to what she


	had planned to do



	it had been totally


	secret. She existed in


	only in a plane


	, those plans were now


	scuppered.  Scuppered beyond redemption.


	but at least they


	disregarded all pretence of


	decorum and ripped off


	their uniforms, shocking many.


	All they had underneath


	were Aquaman underroos. Blinded,


	they screamed out loudly


	for mind bleach in


	intravenous drips to be


	given twice daily. However



	the concentrate had got


	volatile after being mixed


	with chocolate ice cream.


	Seismic brain freeze manifested


	like a bolt of


	supernova gamma rays, piercing


	the eardrums of the


	nearby choir who were


	busy rehearsing their famous


	rap and yodelling combo


	of the song "Feelings."


	Suddenly, the monkeys took


	fright at the dreadful


	wigs being worn by


	Bald-Headed Invaders of



	the laundromat. They washed


	down their donuts with


	an effervescent acid, burped


	irridescent violet bubbles and


	grew sparkly gossamer wings. 


	which they used for


	clothing while they washed


	their lacy undergarments.  Meanwhile,


	blinding snow fell in


	clumps from air vents


	(it was very cold)


	and the air conditioning


	, powered by hyperactive ferrets,


	played "ice ice baby"


	with arrangements by montsnmag



	. The ceiling began retracting


	very, very slowly, and


	with razor sharp spikes


	a mechanical spider descended


	without any menace involved


	, as it knew the


	lyrics and choreography to


	"Thriller." It had no


	intention of causing any


	problems. It just wanted


	What is this blasphemy


	to observe the situation


	whilst wearing a red


	shirt with "Bengals Suck!"


	that smelled lightly of



	freshly squeezed lemon juice


	and carrots. Metaphysically speaking,


	the diet of marsupials


	can be quite painful.


	Just imagine digesting twelve


	spiny lobsters and then


	forgetting you had butter


	sauce to make it


	more slippery and tasty.


	Multiply that feeling by


	the square root of


	eleventy and you begin


	to understand the magnitude


	of what hitherto only


	the ancient Mayans had



	been able to calculate


	by means of painstaking


	use of two llamas


	specially trained for this


	task. However, the llamas


	were not always reliable


	and sometimes miscalculated to


	deliberately annoy the priests.


	Deep in the bowels


	there was a rumbling


	and a tumbling as


	the ire of jealous gods


	cascaded upon the five


	mischievous llamas, who nevertheless


	persisted in their attempt



	at playing volleyball in


	pink striped socks and


	matching undies while reciting


	the full llama sutra


	. "Hi, my name's Adrian,"


	read the Mayan hieroglyphs




	with probable copyright infringement


	not to mention definite


	DRM-related geographic restrictions risking


	defenestration, decapitation, death and


	a dance routine featuring


	the five llamas doing


	perfect elvis presley impersonations.


	"Woe to all who


	mess with monkey gods."



	"For monkey gods will


	(and other gods won't)


	she really loved it


	said the adolescent f***wit


	.  The moon rose slowly


	over the misty mountain


	, while dwarves enviously wondered


	how to steal the


	sparkling green emeralds. They


	Made my ego hurt


	much like this storyline


	the detritus of which


	is in next H&V


	and the raisin pudding


	of doom. It being



	the eleventyth prequel to


	some other story that
[bad double post save]


	will have already been


	of Spotted Dick and


	Mottled Harry with cream


	laced with juniper berries


	that were too stupid


	to know the difference.


	The moon then slowly


	plunged into utter despair


	having learned that only


	one person had ever


	survived a four-word-post thread


	That had become sinful


	without pulling his f***ing



	head off and replacing


	it with one not


	quite so sodding awful


	Knife out of place!


	interjected the adolescent f**kwit


	who has no wrongdoings


	other than breathing too


	often (like, at all).


	"Peace, brothers" said Adrian


	"lest you wake the


	Mob boss and his


	pet hamster, which is


	still lodged deeply in


	The crab, which confuses


	Manny and Solly, who



	Made me laugh hard


	enough to spit milk


	which was very messy.


	Mathematically speaking, whenever possible


	the struggle must end


	in tears.  So, what


	most of us want


	is a new drug,


	and Friday's question of


	"where are the donuts"?


	"Yeah!  Where is it?"


	They were eaten by


	restless natives chanting "Where


	has the middle gone


	." Terror swept the natives



	as they realised that


	Ebay wont let you


	Live free or die


	when selling other people's


	rutabagas.  On the other


	side of the galaxy


	things were beginning to


	shatter. Reality was unstable


	as it had been


	torn apart by the


	timeline damage caused by


	the supernova bubblegum explosion


	Very fruity paradox, I


	instantly thought about Michael


	. The previously unknown dimensions



	prepared their attack forces


	consisting of one spatula


	and three melon ballers


	. Fortunately, the size differential


	Does not matter, maybe


	they were ghosts. Knowing


	what a martyr is,


	they selected one unfortunate


	subterranean tunnel dweller to


	subject to the ultimate


	punishment, something so horrible


	, so terribly, mind-bogglingly painful


	...The Call of Cthulhu.


	seemed a mere blip


	in comparison. The unfortunate



	subject was jettisoned into


	the vast, fluffy, wildly,


	bed of horrifying comfort.


	It was as if


	any consolation, having to


	lay in a marshmallow-cloud


	while being tortured with


	a sticky iced-donut massage! 


	Meanwhile, back at the


	first page of the


	thread, "Hello" he said


	as the world restarted.


	At first, there was


	an awkward moment as


	nobody realised what was



	the matter with the


	rapidly diminishing gravity, they


	had trouble drinking coffee


	without their sippy cups.


	THEN SUDDENLY FROM BEYOND


	the mountains came Reginaldous,


	a vast multi-legged grey-bearded


	accountant. Shocked, he said


	"What's up with this?!"


	Then slowly pulled down


	a large account sheet


	which no longer balanced


	left with right, nor


	inside with out.  "Who


	let the dogs out?"



	Without unreasonable doubt, decide


	upon an accounting method


	which treats securitized mortgages


	on dog kennels as


	if they were merely


	personal privatised petting zoos


	with no smoking areas


	, particularly for the llamas,


	at least those with


	chronic shopping channel addictions.


	"Get not one, but


	four, and there's more


	if you call within


	the next two hours


	and fifteen minutes, you'll



	receive a years supply


	of chupacabra repellent!" The


	offer was irresistable and


	I phoned straight away!


	Everyone phoned right away!


	The phone lines were


	overloaded, onhold music by


	John Williams entranced everyone.


	but not everyone was


	enamoured when ABBA came


	on. Suddenly the lines


	went silent and then


	ever so slowly, there


	was an increasing sound


	of clapping as happiness



	or of happing clappiness..


	which is defined as


	a ZCD before breakfast.


	Unfortunately, they used a


	a greased squirrel bartender


	to squirrel away the


	exact recipe for the


	chupacabra repellent. Tragically, weasels


	, wearing squirrel suits, had


	married the squirrel's sisters,


	and the resulting squeasels


	ran rampant all over


	the unprepared, non-squeasel-proof world.


	This would of course


	caused a worldwide shortage of



	[BEEP!  BEEP!  BEEP!  RULES VIOLATION!  COMMENCE VIOLATOR EJECTION PROCEDURE 1.2-C NOW!  BRING FORTH THE OTTERS!]


	caused worldwide shortages of


	violator ejection otters who


	broke many thread rules


	Expensive freaking, I have to-...


	learn how to count


	before the astronomical conjunction


	erases us from story


	, shattering the thread's structure.


	breaking the fourth wall


	and generally causing much


	havoc and sprinkled doughnuts


	landing on our heads.


	Only time will tell


	When to die, there



	aren't any new precedents


	But many old prenuptials


	involving those ubiquitous lawyers


	and their antecedents which


	didn't like old prenuptials


	despite anti-ageist legislation legislation


	which legislated firmly against


	anti-anti-ageist legislation legislation, thereby


	once again referencing prenuptials.


	On the other hand


	a vow of poverty


	and five little fingers


	that were holding a


	five fingered discount at


	a body part emporium.



	Divorcing this scenario we


	now divert our attention


	from the pre-prenuptial-prenuptials into


	scenarios, which cycles incessantly


	through, around and over


	, over, around, and through!


	Which does not bode


	well for the cows


	which old MacDonald had


	taken into the llounge


	, so unlike a farm.


	Dogs barked their heads


	to the music of


	ABBA's "Dancing Queen."


	[Wait, weren't we hear here once before?  Maybe three times before??]

Naked except for tin-foil,



	covering all four paws


	Which kept the aliens


	and their ears.


	all cozy inside one


	shiny flying saucer. Travelling




	Over several illegal miles


	of hidden chocolate farms


	there lay hidden many


	Cocoa Army divisions. Armed,


	and legged, with armour


	plated genitalia, just in


	Time for awkward battle


	of fondue fork lancing.


	Then, out of nowhere


	the Caramel Troopers arrived.



	They stood there wondering


	"Is this the end?"


	Pulling out their ereaders,


	and screaming "LAAAHHOOOOTIIIIIIII  MAAHBOOOOOOOOOOTTTIIIIIIII


	The Army then realized


	they'd forgotten to load


	the secret password into


	the fortune cookie for


	the snacker of nations.


	They were concerned that


	The Keebler Elves Would


	find the neurotic gnomes


	stealing all their underwear


	and wearing them on


	their heads as they



	ran the U.S senate


	As people became dumber,


	more and more democrats


	decided to eat donuts


	and grant themselves raises


	and kill little kids

[was that too harsh? what about...]

while clubbing baby seals


	in their imagination only!


	The room fell silent.


	OBAMA started to speak


	about our no-politics rule


	and about donuts. Since


	no one listens anyway,


	the donuts became the


	reason obama left politics


	and also this thread.



	Fortunately for the My-Little-Ponies,


	the aliens from Saggitarius






	Dwarf Elliptical Galaxy (SagDEG),


	were already on their


	hippity-hoppity way toward


	Easter break in Cancun


	(period . . . end of sentence.)


	Much to my chagrin,


	Cancun was closed, but


	no one had told


	the hooter girls I


	had a small unit


	sent to provide alcohol


	, tator tots, and roofies


	as the tin roof



	fell on their heads.


	When they recovered, Babs


	asked if they wanted


	her Oatmeal Cookie recipe.

(period, end of sentence.)


	"No thankyou, said the


	glowing ectoplasmic gnome. "The


	roofies will quickly kick


	the squirrels into touch


	football games with less


	accuracy than falling snowflakes.


	However, soccer was different.


	For starters, more hooliganism


	and less stupid mascots.


	Registered hooligans are required


	to wear pink tutus



	and florescent orange bowties.


	Desmond Tutu was heard


	but not seen at


	the world cup games


	saying "Go Team! Go!"


	At which they all


	went team went.  Bittergent


	tasted better after a


	can of BBQ spam.


	"Give me a dollar!!!"


	someone loudly called out.


	"got change for a


	a well-to-do Banker on


	the verge of gross


	insubordination to his masters



	command to buy up


	all the leftover tutus,


	odd socks and the


	last bowtie. Reuters reported


	squirrels, lobsters, pandas, OTTERS


	and other unidentified creatures


	plan a World-domination-Plan to


	recreate Noah's Ark without


	the water. This would


	cause great problems in


	accommodations as now ducks


	[THOUAQUE!!!] would need to find


	a way to transform


	stray animals into meatloaf


	or other singing superstars



	but mostly just meatloaf


	when he was singing


	"I would do anything...


	for love, but I


	won't basejump during thunderstorms ."


	[EDIT: beaten by Javed]


	Flabbergasted and shocked onlookers


	gasted flabbers, onlooked shocked,


	flabbers shocked onlooked gasters


	who were ghastly, flabby


	(that's no whale), just


	abosolutely baffled the Smurfs


	sudden misguided thouacque!!! attack


	which failed completely, due


	to unexpected thouacque breakage.



	Some might blame environmentalists


	, others fnargle the grnoblags


	otherwise grnoblag t' fnargles


	, for the music of


	the magical, mystical mini-mouse.


	The flood of pandas


	meant that all sense


	went whooshing around the


	fabulous floating bamboo groves


	on Pandora. The pandas 




	mating chants filled the


	opera houses and pubs


	with a hypnotic atmosphere


	of go-go dancers and


	stoned naked one-eyed giants.



	Fortunately, go-go dancing hypnotized


	him, her, them and


	the awsomeness froze them.


	Secretly this thread has


	started to envy them.


	Rudolf the red-nosed-reindeer flew


	into the club to


	finangle some flanging irons


	but ended up getting


	flanging aluminums instead. Disappointed,


	Rudolf ordered some JackDaniels


	by the case-load, and


	in a stage whisper


	to the right. Bang


	snap, crackle, and pop



	Rudolph had firecrackers in


	his backpack, along with


	his entire collection of


	chocolate and Paris Breasts


	"Paris Breasts?" Santa asked.


	"Ooops.  Brests.", replied misspeller.


	"It happens," Freud retorted.


	"A Freudian slip, if


	ever there ever there


	was one." stuttered the


	embarassed misspeller. Meanwhile, Rudolph


	, fascinated, search for Paris


	Hilton abandoned, slipped on


	something a little more


	see through, drew whistles



	of delight from bronchial


	brontasaurii recently time-warped in


	from his latest adventures


	in COBOL programming on


	uncommon common business oriented


	etch-a-sketches. The only real


	way to say "I


	have nothing to do."


	, is by pestering the


	weatherman to stop with


	the deluge of frogs


	and the synoptic, mischievous


	farking winter predictions that


	doesn't come off no


	matter how much hand-waving



	or how hard they


	try to package it


	.  Consumer comments? 1-800-DRINK RC.


	This is, of course


	the beginning of something


	super stunning and sexy


	: the Eurovision Song Contest.


	ha ! kidding. i meant,


	Mamma Mia, the Musical!


	ha, ha !!! [hysterical laughter]


	Thankfully, a comet hit


	the Earth before they


	got taken over by


	the squirrels and otters.


	Not long after that



	ABBA admitted to never


	having written the lyrics


	to any of their


	latest hit songs.  But


	in a subsequent lawsuit


	the band Culture Club


	vehemently and tearfully explained


	about the crying game.


	"I know all I need


	to count to four


	and tell the moon


	that ABBA is wonderful."


	Sang the chameleon of


	many numbered colors whilst


	karma flowed liberally in



	the direction of ducks


	and lavender snowmen. The


	karma challenged however, have


	warm and freshly baked


	croissants to console them


	as they watched the


	setting sun rise above


	the blue ocean with


	bubbles in the foam


	and cute little fish


	soaring over the waves


	and splashing joyously with


	the dead seagulls floating


	past the beaming lighthouse


	"Those dead seagulls sure



	look tasty," said the


	carrion eating lobster of


	discerning tastes, on migration


	to the Nor-southerly Sea.


	Abruptly, a crashing sound


	resounded like thunderous applause.


	which begat thunderous laughter


	and also thunderbolts and


	the sound of silence


	dwindled from consciousness .  Bombilating


	not found in dictionary


	, was sent to committee


	for unauthorized post change


	. Meanwhile, the nomadic gnomes


	joined forces with the



	stationary pink flamingos, to


	decorate Marc's front yard.


	The most notable leader


	of blue tattooed Maoris


	decided to marry his


	mortal enemy's favorite daughter


	by the erupting volcano


	Ruapehu. This caused great


	confusion, Marc being Australian.


	So they decided that


	an Australian and Maori


	union of invisible gibbons


	would not be the


	end of the road


	merely a starting point



	down a one-way street


	to perdition.  Speaking of


	cannibalism, did you hear


	what the cannibal said


	to the mobilered.com moderator?


	No, because I wasn't


	dressed at the moment


	the flashbulbs blinded me.


	Every once in a


	blue moon, strange things


	happen when you're dead.


	Nobody Owens recounted later


	- yep, eleventy croissants left.


	Seventeen-hundred gallons of beer


	and 2/3rds majority vote



	on the wall. Seventeen-hundred...


	shivering ice-gnomes waited for




	farking winter to end.


	They knew that soon


	farking spring would start


	bringing a dangerous and


	overpowering desire to sit


	unclothed under the midday


	moon and pray for


	fast fingers so they


	can remove clothes faster


	and weed the garden


	, which isnt an innuendo,


	in which magic pumpkins


	wait patiently for Linus



	and little plastic ponies


	and Red Baron Snoopy


	T-shirts, rerouted from Paris


	with amazing speed and


	the dexterity of a


	llama with rollerblades figure-eighting


	two forklifts and three


	apples, to arrive. They


	finally reached Outer Mongolia


	quicker than a rabid


	squirrel on speed. In


	five minutes and 32


	seconds, but then they


	found that they had


	no idea where the



	space ship had landed


	. "No worries," said the


	wombat from down under


	the down comforter, cozy


	snug but semi moist


	and starting to feel


	a little bit drunk


	but still able to


	open up the fridge


	and gasp when the


	ice cubes began to


	fly at him from


	the spaceship's ice cube


	making machine, which unfortunately


	had no tribbles in



	the motor which could


	eat, eat, and eat


	and then start to


	fill up on over-the-counter


	and completely bury the


	rules bending maneuvers in


	record time. Then the


	planet's surface began to


	make me some tea


	because it was just


	getting the tea bag


	. Dizziness enveloped the tea-drinkers


	who were almost as


	naked as we were


	except for a few



	ugly proud prudes tsking


	at our absolute perfection.


	"Burn with witches!", said


	a particularly ugly prude,


	"And God Bless Global


	Positioning Systems and Fox


	News with their hackery."


	One bikini-clad prude said


	"Im in a bikini"


	shouted the outraged prude


	.  The prude was rude


	not honoring streakers day,


	but we must ask


	"Is she beautiful?"


	Advice from the bard?



	Shocked, he had none.


	So then


	Suddenly, angry clouds roiled


	with agitation as the


	sky darkened ominously above


	with even more snow


	predicted for tomorrow also


	. This madness must stop!


	He shouted to heaven.


	But no one listened.


	Without warning, it came


	from under the couch


	in a creeping slithering


	attractive sort of way


	. "AAIIIEEEEEE", he screamed as



	the formless shape rose


	seeking a lost girdle


	to contain the nameless


	thingy from the whatsit.


	But suddenly a large


	pea, shrank away screaming


	"I like cheese!" but


	where did I put


	that shotgun now that


	the wedding is over


	I got left at


	the corner of first


	and heartbreak avenue.  Then


	I cried all night


	and shot him in



	the buttocks.  I cracked


	open a celebratory can


	of creamed corn and


	french fried whoop arse


	good.  Then the canary


	droppings were mixed in


	a tall cool glass


	of egg yolks and


	what was left of


	the tainted spam balls


	the cat threw up.


	So the dog ate


	my corn and whooped arse.


	Then two tiny hooters


	flew out of a



	freshly cut emo wound


	and warbled gently as


	a nightingale on LSD.


	"Tis I" sang the


	trench coated figure in


	a ruffled pink tutu


	who began writing his


	grocery list on his


	Shakespearean German Haiku notebook


	in the blood of


	OTTERS!  OTTERS!  OTTERS!  OTTERS!


	which had been found


	inside many different otters


	(slow down! Too Fast)


	. Giant flying pancakes hovered



	above and below the


	gently hopping fluffy bunnies


	, the alien craft surveiled


	and also did other


	electronic eyes of the


	All day strong Aleve


	by the shelf near


	the Aspirin and zanoff


	the great, who was


	is...


	and always will be


	. Now I look bad...


	Yes.  Very, very bad.


	Bad psychiatrist!  No biscuit!


	And stop wearing Grandma!



	She needs ironing and


	carbonating, not to mention


	the furry green things...


	stuck in her nose


	that look rather like


	a long, straight mustache.


	Looking in the mirror,


	and licking the brush


	she began the process


	of turning into a


	Gregor Samsa-like story about


	how small hairless children


	metamorphosizedly became giant SHUMS


	.  If given the opportunity


	phenomenal exacerbation of childishness



	to use 50¢ words


	, dime novels, and destitute


	restitutes while eating grapefruit


	and listening to "Honey."


	"Honey", of course, wasn't


	paying any attention to


	to the rapidly falling


	barometer.  Snow was imminent


	, masking Neil hiding a


	big, red, poisonous apple


	-- an unusual Valentine's Day


	gift, but if the


	shoe fits, then wear


	the little black dress


	thought Neil sensously slipping



	on the banana peel


	of romantic liaisons. Startled


	and rather dizzy he


	stood up, adjusted his


	mortgage rate as well


	as his LBD. Honey


	dripped seductively from his


	moist, seductive lips which


	begged to be given


	their due attention.  THOUAQUE!


	Neil never even heard


	the footsteps behind him


	of the homocidal otters.


	The otter's style was


	not Jean-Paul Gaultier, much



	more like a young


	Janet Jackson...not michael.


	So a wardrobe malfunction


	revealed, briefly, the left


	side of the persons


	hiding in otters' underwear.


	Neil whirled around surprised


	to confront the sneaky


	touch of the stink


	of the Skunk People.


	These people were genetic


	modifications of all that


	which was formerly wind-up


	, clockwork and annoying. KERTWANG!!!


	and there went another



	elastic band on the


	utters, of two to


	eleventy, only number seven


	remained to power the


	motive device attached to


	4 of the octopuss'


	left purple tentacles, which


	color clashed horribly with


	the chartreuse head gear


	he wore.  CHAPTER TWO


	suddenly screamed the octopus


	No, really!  New chapter!


	What's that in the


	box, under the table?


	Could it be snow



	Oh not more snow


	, said Chicken Little who


	was not little or


	really a chicken, but


	rather a canard in


	disguise, since he was


	<<Thouaque!>> flying through the


	ether wearing a small


	magic plaid cape.


	It had 1 less


	jet propulsion pack than


	a jello snack pack


	. It's less tasty too.


	Invisible forces approached from


	the west, battle ready.



	the glow appeared in


	the end of the


	small intestine. BANG! it


	went, sending showers of


	mentionables, unmentionables, substances and


	money, gold, and hats.


	Silently, slitheringly, swelteringly the


	little brown thing creeped


	toward the open window


	.  "I'm free, I'm free!!!"


	It shouted, falling to


	the cold snowy curb


	. The poor little guy


	badly needed someone to


	give it a hug.



	Instead fate had a


	better plan for little


	helpless victim of society's


	lack of a better


	reason to damage the


	smelly hairy upper lip


	of the truck driver


	who didnt wash properly.


	Soap's a good thing


	But only when it


	is used for good


	and not for evil.


	For one must be


	in a lather to


	become cleansed in spirit



	who cares which one......


	philosophized the slightly drunk


	otter, panda, squirrel and


	half naked big bird


	as they leaned on


	that thing over there.


	Another sunny day so


	glorious, warm and inviting


	without the hint of


	that awful awful snow


	until the blizzard hit


	and buried all doggies


	until rapid melting occurred


	revealing the yellow snow


	from leftover butter cookies



	baked by mutant squirrels


	and an ugly pony.


	Could this be the


	start of a new


	moon on monday. And


	an old moon on


	Sunday, even if six


	laughing hyenas came and


	ate all the cookies


	leaving the doggie none.


	But as the bacon


	fell onto the dirty


	hands of an angry


	ghod, all the sinners


	hung in the lounge



	by their big toes.


	Because that's how he


	made them do penance


	or how he rolls,


	with his lounge homies


	Sisyphus gave up Craps.


	Puzzled he stopped and


	consulted various wikipedia entries.


	The first entry was


	about Nate the Great.


	Marjorie Sharmat once said


	that her biggest influence


	was an alcoholic named


	Prometheus who was fond


	of straight whiskey.



	Nate, Marjorie, Sisyphus, and


	Sir Elton John went


	and then came back


	and then went again


	before finally returning to


	The Finish Line, a


	banjo was playing the


	Netherland's National Anthem in


	a smooth rhapsody with


	some hints of Ska


	and a dash of


	Rudolf's wee fell on


	deaf ears.  But then,


	who hasn't experienced that?


	But finally the lovely



	girl from Orange County


	(the county was orange)


	(not the girl) sidled


	up to her pony


	-tail and re-combed out


	the boogers and gunk


	that rained down from


	from happy_terd's new haircut


	.He wanted a MULLET


	brandished scissors in his


	gnarled but graceful claws


	(long sentence this is)


	and snipped the sentence.


	The author then paused


	to smell the roses.



	Several deep breaths later


	he was ready to


	do a little dance


	make a little love


	get down tonight, get


	down tonight, baby.  That's


	quite enough of that!


	Cause I'm a Dancing


	Llama.  When that ended,


	the author reread what


	had devolved from his


	superannuated id. "Oh dear,"


	did I write that?


	At least, out loud?


	I think I oughta



	think about the purple


	people eater that I


	had let in the


	club house.  I wonder


	"What about blue people?"


	"Lets cheer them up."


	Because happy people become


	so rare around here.


	I'm leaving for venus


	in search of love.


	Left here all alone


	on Pluto's backside, we


	no longer had planetary


	status and were now


	mere 'toids.  Woe is



	a heaviness that weighs


	heavily upon those dispossed


	of their posses (huh??).


	But somewhere out there


	was an igloo with


	a pretty large fireplace.


	A small family of


	sweating penguins had begun


	to hunt the walruses


	who had eaten their


	box of glazed doughnuts.


	"Oh, no!", cried one


	of the surviving donuts


	"But where's my hole?"


	the doughnut responded agrily.



	Who knew penguins sweat?


	pondered one of the


	pundits on the shore


	"kiss my penguin butt!"


	snarled a surly bear


	who was contemplating historical


	anachronisms and the invention


	of memory in the


	bright red toaster by


	the last rock lobster.


	Blue was her name


	and pink her mood


	but mystery her game.


	She liked Thai food


	but could not eat



	because of no mouth


	and no fork either.


	There once was a


	doggie who lost his


	life chasing parked cars.


	A very short life.


	Never learned to dance.


	Or engaged in romance.


	Poor little neutered doggie.


	But everyone loved him.


	Except Nigel, who hated


	the sight of the furry


	hot dog and his


	not so furry companion


	Frobisher, the hairless cat.



	Frobisher had been traumatised


	after the hair-restorer incident


	,her mother wasnt related


	to lollipop sucking kojak


	. Frobisher looked horribly depressed.


	His nipple fell off.


	And then the dog


	happily licked Frobisher's face


	.  It's breath smelled of


	the bitter dregs of


	coke filled mud cup


	.  I had a dream


	of a world where


	no cat was hairless


	or weighed less than



	than a blue smurf


	on steroids.  But then


	nothing weighs more than


	a dead bloated smurf.


	Meanwhile the hairless cat


	was dreaming of hairless


	kittens. In the background


	a sunbeam's gentle touch


	caressed the hairless rats


	and warmed them until


	their blood gently sizzled.


	Eyes went red and...


	.....glowed radioactively in the


	nick of time, because


	time, now, was chronologically



	unhinged and seeking revenge


	in the form of


	antiquarian fishing rods at


	Long Lohn Silvers Restaurant.


	Transformational thinking led to


	a swift climb in


	donut consumption statistics in


	spite of rising inflationary


	cost of delicious chocolate.


	Somewhere, somehow the devil


	believes in chocolate doughnuts


	as a domination tool.


	On the other hand,


	cream doughnuts can be


	used as a floatation



	device, but only if


	properly inflated to max


	pressure but be careful


	not to leave children


	unattended near doughnuts, lest


	some angry old guy


	beckons to them with


	a rusty spoon filled


	ovaltine with a touch


	of flaked lead paint


	tasting deliciously like lemon


	squeezed on paper cuts


	and force fed into


	the wee tyke's little


	maw. Meanwhile out at



	the neighborhood's only popular


	coffee house there stood


	a rather oval shaped


	little man named Swen.


	Now Swen loved donuts


	dipped liberally in cream


	and sprinkled with chocolate


	.  But he loved women


	lightly sprinkled with pepper


	and lots of butter.


	Fortunately, he lived near


	many large unfriendly sorts


	of hairy dirty old


	mean tired angry evil


	electrons that seized power



	from the majority minority


	who couldn't reach the


	top of the farking


	fork drawer.  Now the


	neutered neutrons gathered for


	one last time, but


	ionization had occurred and


	the neutrons were too


	charged to really act


	like they should act


	. Thankfully the mercury rose


	higher than the column


	(Nelson's), which meant that


	it was very high


	and breaking local bylaws.



	'Good morning, Canada' said


	Robin Williams, shooting his


	left foot off, using


	a laser, borrowed from


	area 51, which is


	where the egg-shaped spacecraft


	messed up a perfectly


	top-secret operation, involving the


	CIA, McDonalds and one


	Senator of Mobilita Republica.


	(We have senators here??)


	The resulting investigation revealed


	rampant corruption and blatant


	misuse of french fries


	in that order. Area



	51  became covered with


	blancmange, trifle, jelly and


	a glowing blue substance


	that in no way


	Avatar's blue people but


	the cold affects different


	people's behinds differently.  Now


	who says they're fat!


	I wouldn't dream of


	coconut shies at dawn


	. But a fatty likes


	long unbranched aliphatic tails


	and triple whoppers.  It


	emphasised the eventual outcomes


	of global warming debates



	that overheated and dried


	all but the polar


	bear's large and furry


	buttocks.  It was a


	mighty fine handle he


	could use well to


	drag the oxen from


	the velvet living room


	, away from the xbox,


	which was in danger


	of being sat on.


	Suddenly the large blue


	one next to the


	snarky little fish in


	the bottom of the



	repetitive trope about fish


	and fruitless wild vegatation.


	started talking gibberish throughout


	the broken, dismembered storyline


	of yesteryear. These days


	logic is worthless and


	highly overrated by members


	of the otter family


	who nevertheless insist on


	getting paid in salmon


	colored fishnet tights. Strangely


	enough people wanted to


	get a pair for


	an elderly couple's retreat.


	That was however not



	acceptable since they all


	exhibited extremely large, but


	otherwise shapely and wellformed


	heels, calves, thighs and


	slightly dented tushies.  But


	fashionados no longer give


	a damn about ruffles


	, truffles, ladders, snakes nor


	the green piece of


	silk normally found on


	hithertoo blue flanks. On


	several different loin clothes


	the faint pattern of


	rare def leopard skin


	had been brutally torn



	from the thong side


	of the tracks.  But


	enough of this frivolity


	said the stern sad


	with grief that his


	thong had been torn.


	But a slender thread


	remained, allowing it to


	decently cover the remaining


	soiled left butt cheek.


	Moving on to cleaner


	rye fields with catchers


	in the outfield playing


	while talking about the


	odd headwear of posters



	and the craziness of


	life as we know


	it on the third


	rock from an alien


	sun.  The pitcher wound


	up his tentacles and


	beaned the batter!!!  The


	the crowd roared its


	appreciation of nuclear baseball


	even though it was


	hard to see the


	reason why all of


	the players were running


	naked through the bright


	glow of nuclear destruction.



	On a lighter note,


	the Dow Jones Industrial


	strength underwear was wearing


	thinner than an eyelash


	on the face of


	an adversarial adversary. BANG


	went the pop tart.


	POP went the small


	kitten stuck in a


	micro-wave oven inadvertently


	set for stun and


	awe and made fluffy


	a little extra crispy.


	Down the road and


	up the tree called



	the little chocolate squirrel


	, a stranger named tree,


	lost in the confusion


	and left for dead.


	but not really, because


	all that ever was


	, is now, and ever


	will be, forever and


	ever, ramen!  CHAPTER THREE


	It was a dark


	but not at all


	stormy day at the


	chapter two summary party.


	Sparky showed up and


	decided to drink all



	the ink he found


	in the squid. This


	resulted in E-ink's invention.


	"Burp," hiccuped Sparky inkily.


	then he dropped dead.


	The End.  Alla Fine.


	..of chapter 3. 

Chapter


	FOUR

Strange things were


	happening when shortening chapters


	led to the concentration


	of better screen writers.


	Meanwhile, the worse screenwriters


	worked on a movie


	that was going to


	feature a talking skunk.



	Presently, all was forgotten


	as the world span


	began to shrink (pshrynk?).


	Call for help now!


	Help! Help! Help! Help!


	Called the helpless screenwriter


	Was there anyone there?


	The poor screenwriter died.


	Another chapter ends shortly?


	Soon.  But not yet.


	On the other network


	TBC The Bacon Channel,


	a squirrel and otter


	died and never returned.


	Back in the Netherworld



	in the regions between


	the otters and squirrels'


	neighbours on farmville. He


	could find no trace


	of any vegetables or


	any evidence that vegetables


	or even vegetable-like things


	buried under the ice


	were responsible for the


	hideous menu items at


	The Restaurant at the


	End of the Planiverse.


	At the Other End


	of the Spiral Arm


	there was this quaint



	and thatched example of


	an English pub there


	. With small cheese wheels


	rolling gently down the


	backsides of some of


	the otters that lounged


	in the verdant meadows.


	This remarkable joint was


	jumping with the tunes


	produced by the fledgling


	fowl with the brass


	gauntlets of hotty potty.


	In another corner several


	millimeters away, there were


	millions of tiny shiny



	spiny doo-dads with buckets


	over their tiny shiny


	spiny doo-dads which also


	served as spouts for


	the streams of warm


	<I'm not going there>


	wise choice little doggie


	who suddenly saw SQUIRRELS!!!


	and otters and bears!


	Swirling eddies in the


	bacon wrapped corners of


	the layered vortices of


	chocolate galaxies were carrying


	complicated sentence structures to


	an entirely, yet competently,



	realized level of nonsense.


	Chocolate coated snowflakes evoked


	a brief sad life.


	The otter shook its


	syrupy head and left


	leg in the air.


	Obviously this was a


	secret signal to the


	the other angry otters


	in the large pool


	filled with cricketbat swinging


	mosquitoes. Finally there were


	some other animals involved


	that had better remain


	insignificant for further development



	could follow certain inquisitions


	conducted by violin playing


	bats in the belfrey


	of Our Lady's Chapel.


	If that wasn't enough,


	nothing would be enough!


	But in the meantime,


	copyright violation is theft!


	Have you tried cannibalism?


	asked the reverent beaver


	via non sequitur outburst.


	And how about materialism?


	Cannibalism always gives me


	a feeling of duplication.


	White glowing stars danced



	in circle around Jo,


	"what we talking about???"


	buzzed the mosquitoes wonderingly


	. The firmament darkened as


	the bats started hoovering


	up the four-word-story plot!


	A short time later


	it was found that


	nothing is as it


	was last time you


	decided to fast forward


	through the inevitability of


	of what happened before.


	Despite the pre-occurrence the


	otters still found time



	deleted


	to do what otters


	do when cross-posts occur


	. We start over, right?


	Or over Left, whichever ....


	is the path of


	that blue fish over


	the wide blue yonder


	that we found while


	turning the pages of


	the secret diary of


	poohbear_nc, aged thirteen and


	burning with embarrassment because


	of that long-ago post


	that revealed the true



	nature of the chicken-hearted


	[oops]


	but incredibly good looking


	mother named heather.  She


	used to have five


	FIVE, (she said) where?


	Only four personalities remain.


	The fifth happily partied


	while wearing nothing but


	a full bodied wetsuit.


	The remaining personalities played


	a Schubert quartet on


	the portable xilophones that


	sounded like wind chimes


	being struck with doughnuts



	that had been shot


	from cannons made of


	parts used in hotdogs.


	Jumping onto the subway


	Sandwich microwave oven demanding


	to be lightly toasted


	, but only on one


	and basted with butter


	. Chaos floods records in


	The Top Ten issued


	a call for the


	practice to be banned


	in every location where


	people enjoy doing it


	. But a small rebellion



	overthrew the current government


	and nobody noticed.  So


	they overthrew the next.


	But the prime minstrel


	sang a song of


	the blue one that


	was next to the


	phish band member. Suddenly


	, a slow, gradual change


	abruptly erupted into fiery


	, marshmallow toasting, friendly dragons




	. The dragon offered to


	roast the minstrel alongside


	the blue one. Green


	was the color of



	the blue one's thumb.


	Despite the fact that


	moose bites are painful,


	Bullwinkle bit Rocky hard.


	But squirrels are quick


	at hiding their nuts,


	yet can't always remember


	where they hid them.


	But they never forget


	the moose that bites.


	Now for something totally


	, well, at least partially,


	on track yet off-the-wall . . .


	but entirely relevant to


	nothing at all whatsoever,



	but seemingly interesting to


	nobody and everybody together.


	What a crowd of


	absolutely insanely jealously guarded


	raving maniacal squirrely types


	of squirrels, otters and


	giant inflatable Olympic beavers


	wondering where all the


	nuts are for their


	stainless steel shiny new


	nut-powered dreadnaught spaceship.


	Meanwhile, across the Universe


	a blinding blue light


	faded into the darkness


	inside the blackened soul



	of a donut-deprived panda


	under pshyrnk's couch.  But


	"Where is Taylor hiding?"


	he wailed to the


	thing, you know that .....


	...thing, thingummy, whatsitsname, oh


	that blue one that's


	always next to the


	you know... that fishy


	fishy, squidy, wibbli-wobbly thing


	found only on a


	blancmange coloured pink! Now


	for those of you


	who have no idea


	how long a metric



	light year is in


	Betelgeuse imperial standard zyglots


	, neither do I, mostly.


	But the true measure


	of an android's worth


	cannot be measured in


	by cranial volume alone


	since depression can lower


	you bank account balance


	and that messes up


	the NEW WORLD ORDER.


	And the statistics. However,


	on the flip side,


	is an image of


	a dashing adventurer in



	bright pink overalls and


	dashing adventurously into the


	blue tinted void of


	belly button lint exploration


	. Aluminium liquid nails extradited


	a set of copper


	cuticles whilst manganese geese


	laid scrambled golden eggs


	in the blue basket


	next to the goldfish. After


	which, it was only


	sunset singing time with


	the luminous nightingales in


	their glorious shades of


	rich rubies and emeralds



	. No one had expected


	spring to arrive late


	to the conclusion that


	winter was only a


	cross-dressing teenager with blue


	ones next to the


	Farking Spring.  Mostly, though,


	the snow melted and


	the graveyard was revealed.


	Tombstones covered with blue


	fishy scales that looked


	like little tiny ones,


	but were really pink


	flamingos in drag.  What


	glorious times were had



	by zombies when they


	danced in the pale


	white frocks created by


	hairy orangutans with permed


	underarm hair. This was


	last shot townsville flight


	had to eliminate zombies.


	Meanwhile ghouls forked on


	large plates of cooked


	doughnuts with cherry glazing


	smothered with lots of


	chocolate sauce, with chocolate


	ice cream, topped with


	more doughnuts with jam


	and a pickled onion



	on top of a bacon


	shaped chocolate with more


	bacon, bacon, and bacon!


	Nosferatu was feeling slightly


	queasy after a night


	drinking chocolate and blood


	from a dirty donor


	who had previously eaten


	a rock and a


	hard lump of bacon.


	Notradamous didn't see that


	coming.  In fact, otters


	prophesying World Domination were


	more accurate than squirrels


	and nailed the correct



	walls, ceilings, cellars and


	doors onto the newly


	painted and still wet


	gate into the Universe.


	Fortunately, for the unfortunate


	fortunate few who, fortunately


	were unaware of how


	unfortunate their fortunes had


	become misfortunes in the


	unfortunate mix-up that followed


	in the midst of


	all this confusion, they


	stopped what they were


	doing and took stock


	of all the misfortune



	caused by the thoughtless


	but definitely cute zombie


	in the blue tutu.


	Interesting as this was,


	the wizard began to


	wonder whether or not


	the weather would not


	knot the weathered wood.


	Whether it would or


	not knot was not


	the question at hand.


	Otter turned Nosferatu hooved


	into view, as all


	chocolate munching magicians celebrated


	chocolatemass eve, the greatest



	event chocolate world calendars


	recorded. Unlike Chocolatemass, Crackerween


	was widely observed by


	cheese makers. The best


	Hob-Nob makers united in


	secret subterranian biscuitarium and


	delved into things best


	eaten with a vintage


	car drive by the


	[pause moment ..... HUH! ]

long and winding Styx


	for nine laps, then


	along the back roads


	to the stargate that


	mysteriously metamorphosed into being


	a large saffron collider



	leaving crocus in dire


	straits, even though they


	knew that the boat


	was sinking very quickly.


	beer can hat holsters


	are very nifty devices


	for those that thoughtlessly


	buy more cats than


	dogs. Bacon took up


	a defensive posture on


	the outdoor gas grill.


	On the indoor gas


	giant barbecue they grilled


	Hot Cayenne Peppers For


	breakfast, and for lunch



	they roasted innocent green


	squirrels on a cracker.


	Which rather burnt the


	shredded coconut layered onto


	their toasty forepaws. "No!"


	cried the horrified steamstress


	and promptly fainted into


	The dark man's arms.


	They looked silly as


	neither quite knew what


	to do when the


	weft and warp started


	to unravel in front


	of Buckingham Palace. Interestingly


	enough, the Palace guards



	were looking straight ahead


	and had started to


	blink...yes...they blinked!!!


	Believe it or not.


	The tourists were frantic!


	Blinking! Who could credit


	this unbelievable breach of


	dignified Royal Military decorum


	? Cameras and cell-phones were


	confiscated, destroyed, reassembled, and


	consumed by robotic otters


	Otters! in the Capital!


	Call out the Guard !


	Come out, come out


	where ever you aren't



	where ever you are.


NEVER MIND!


	ppfft, scriptwriters! here, there


	has been a misunderstanding


	. Ottawa Otters!

Chapter V


	The march of the


	variegated Four-legged Beasts of


	the apocalypse rendered all


	coherent thinking absolutely impossible


	in the immediate vicinity


	of those Ottawa Otters.


	But skies darkened and


	and the clouds opened


	savings accounts in Miami


	that were used to


	being emptied by random



	assemblages of llamas doing


	naked tom-tom dances on


	vast fields of golden


	gold. Silver, by contrast


	has no contrast with


	brightness controls on the


	Mercury dashboard of the


	lead and copper coated


	borax pearl flying through


	opal lined universe in


	the fridge. The cupboard


	was far from bare


	bottomed can openers which


	didn't work, to gold


	encrusted shelving units that



	tended to lean to


	the northward side of


	whatever lies south of


	Timbuktu obviously can't be


	seen without using a


	digitally enhanced nanotechnologically polished


	cardboard tube taken from


	the backalley lavatory. Spinningly


	the blue ball spinned


	ever faster and conveniently


	even faster still after


	the chocolate was given


	three times an hour


	an ungracious heave-ho


	and the plot was



	thickened with corn starch!


	This helped to advance


	the troops to the


	conclusion that they were


	in it upto their


	furry little ears.  So


	quaint was the chicken


	that everyone wanted to


	.... ... .... ... (censored. editor)


	. Now, back to the


	quaint chicken, who was


	chickening about the yard


	in a chickeny sort


	of chicken type way


	. This obsession with chickens



	was a matter of great


	importance in the barnyard.


	The other animals of


	the neighborhood were getting


	chickenfeed between their toes.


	"A duck!", shouted a


	nearly blind squirrel, looking


	at the sky while


	compulsively fiddling with his


	brand new digital camcorder


	that his wife had


	<< Thwack! (They never listen.) >>


	noticed before.  No wonder


	she used the pan


	-oramic mode for chicken.



	button to fry bacon



[oops]


	Buttons to Fry Bacon?


	.







	



Meanwhile, at a nearby



	gas station at the


	chicken-dung-methane development yard the


	methane production team was


	pegging pegs to their


	fingers to remember not


	to sneeze in any


	direction except North of


	the North of North


	or to light matches.


	Wow! said the squirrel


	that quickly devolved into


	a slightly syrupy cup



	of outmoded expressions of


	expressive modes. In deeds


	and out deeds were


	fused to form a


	blue sheep next to


	the blue whatsit in


	Joey's perverted little mind.


	Joey's new blue sheep


	needed its ba ba


	back again before it


	Victoria's Secret Lift Holsters


	. Receiving her guns, she


	blasted away the bloody


	tart that stole her


	cat and ate the



	doughnuts and chocolate without


	consulting the friendlycare atm


	veterinarian. And that reminds


	her that her puppy


	did the whoopsie all


	nekked in the moonlight 


	(one wonders the plot!)


	. But never mind that!


	A shining object hovered


	at the edge of


	the forest. It sounded


	plasticy, hoarse, worn-out and


	[is plasticy a word??]


	[It is now 


	[seems odd doesn't it?]



	[I'm wondering how you're supposed to pronounce it 


	[You know, I was wondering the same thing.  A very curious thing, plasticy.]


	a bit puzzled by

[All right, let's get back to the story - wait, is there one?]


	all the nonsense about

[Okay.  Hey, isn't it great that Zelda's back!]


	new words and all

[Isn't it though 


	the letters they require


[Fabulous.  I hope she takes it easy for awhile and hangs out some, too.  It's just not the same when your friends are missing.]


	to pronounce them at 

[yippe - Zelda's back!]


	the flipping story plot

[what's with all the footnotes?]


	[more than four words in a footnote]


	which was a bit


	odd seeing as there

[can I join in the footnotes malarkey?]


	the boiled eggs turned

[Zelda is back which is great. Shame about Yvan's leg though]


	was nothing to see. 

[all are welcome to malarkey at will in the footnotes!]


	Suddenly, something strange appeared


	



	in my rearview mirror


	


	.  An ominous silence settled


	


	As we closed our


	minds to the  hideous


	bright pink taffeta dress

[Thanks for the illustrations VR 


	and refocused on the


	matter of the footnotes


	because the small print


	was puzzling to the


	myopic eyes of the


	blue squirrel trying to


	decipher the insane ramblings


	of those posting on



	


	Arggg!
Arggg! Arggg! Arggg!


	


	Where's the spinach gone!?


	screamed the otters in


	Japanese, waving their long


	


	whiskers and sniffing at


	


	sniff, sniff, sniff...........Confound


	


	the map, the treasure


	and the dirty socks.


	Arriving at the island


	



	was kinda scary because


	the dolphins were not


	


	mammals but Borg invaders


	


	, shapeshifting and soul absorbing

{that last pic cracked me up doggie 


	


	[Oh, no!]


	. The shore was scattered


	


	with remnants of our


	


	shattered lives, overlaid with


	meandering, coconut laden swallows.


	[Illustrate this one VR!!]



	


	[not exactly what I had pictured in MY mind] 

[don't think I ever want to have this picture in my mind] 

[my brain hurts now]


	Suddenly the coconuts went


	


	flying into the sunset


	


	lovely set of coconuts


	


	


	. Suddenly unicorns appeared on


	


	the shore and started


	yelling, "Hooray for pugs!"




	


	



	Llamas lingered lazily left


	while yaks gaily danced


	

[close enufffff]


	around a bonfire of


	broken dreams and wasted


	


	paper books that no-one


	bothered to pick up


	. The llamas and yaks


	couldn't read but they


	found the books delicious.


	Especially when dipped in


	a vat of fine


	



[ooops.  maybe I'm getting a bit ahead]


	[:drools:]



	barrel aged single malt


	


	chocolate brewed by elves


	


	in a chocolate tree.


	Who were completely unrelated


	to bacon trees, or


	


	even Cheddar trees. And


	fields of Easy Cheese


	were sowed in France


	


	'Free Fromage for all'


	was the election's motto


	



	. Getting bored with us?


	"Of course not!", replied


	


	


	


	the llamas, who had


	Nazi Zombies running after


	thread stealing, picture posting


	small grey dog, who


	


	frightened KindleKitten with a


	


	larger kitten than her


	


	Strider boy.  But she



	was getting confused by


	


	the GPS directions, wandering



	in a myriad of


	


	cloverleaf intersections. "Left turn


	

[Happy St. Patrick's Day!]


	, you dummy!" screamed the


	men in white coats


	


	as she careened into


	


	the corridors of the


	LazyScot Wing, winging a


	



	prayer out of the


	guy with her handgun


	set on stun.  But


	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	once upon a time



	there was a long


	sentence that never ended


	Not now.  Not never.


	It could never end.


	But it just did!


	And that is all.


	Or, at least, most.


	Actually, not even close.


	Close to what doggie?


	"What doggie?", he asked.


	"Why do you do


	what you do when


	when you do it


	as you do it?


	Frankly Speaking, he replied



	(thinking of Rhett Butler)


	I hade no idea.


	i should do something


	wildly erratic in a


	squirrely mode of locomotion


	such as digging up


	the dirt on a


	poor unsuspecting celebrity, who


	specializes in dirt-generation and


	"We are the Pandorg."


	[Excuse the rude interruption.]


	"You will be acutelated."


	You will be redundant!


	"Ignore those chick-n-borg poseurs!"


	sues the newspapers when

[Just ignore it folks, stay with the story!


Wait... what?]



	no dirt is found. 

[Try to ignore the ChickenBorg eh?]


	But then it became


	obvious that jealous pandas


	rampage through the china-shops.


	Otters scattered from the


	scatterings of scattered grasses


	that lay scattered on


	sacred ground intermingled with


	Bits and pieces of


	the last meal eaten


	amongst the bamboo shoots


	of a sullen, bedraggled


	chicken rancher who lost


	his flock after a


	fight with chick'n'borg army! 



	"Oh well" he said


	"The Pandorg obviously won,


	but lost the last


	of our respect when


	they prooved to be


	utterly faithless and unworthy.


	but still incredibly cute




	until they stripped off


	nailpolish from the fingernails


	embedded in its head.


	As the nailpolish was


	pumpkin orange sprinkled through


	with sour apple dots


	and cans of tomato


	were cleverly being juggled 



	.  "DONT TOUCH MY TOMATOS!!!"


	said the inhabitant loudly 




	as he fondled onions.


	At the tomato house


	the cherry tomatoes complained


	about not getting the


	inheritance of Penny Pepper.


	Meanwhile the squirrels were


	giving each other massages.   (click)


	The aardvark joined in


	the rush to get


	a 100% genuine leather


	pair of arseless chaps


	for the party that


	never happened.  It had



	been cancelled due to


	chickens flirting with the


	otters who also lacked


	any sense of decorum.


	Raging pandas roared into


	being, then promptly roared


	as they started running


	away from the oncoming


	roaring chickens carrying lots


	and lots of dead


	otters armed to the


	teeth with absolutely enormous


	rocket launched blue fish


	. The fish were purchased


	, filleted, sauteed, and devoured.



	Eating them gave me


	cause to question the


	cooking time, I suddenly


	ran to the toilet


	and quickly sat down


	and all hell broke


	in the form of


	a bucket of water


	. "Wonder Twins, activate!" said


	Shape of a twisted


	er um...wonder twin.


	Wonder Bread not being


	in a wonder-woman outfit


	used the Easy Cheese


	to ease the transformation



	into the superpowered panda


	which powered off into


	a tasty freeze Sunday.


	But it was Saturday


	Friday was his horse.


	Whilst Monday was saddled


	Miss Tuesday who was


	a movie star and


	Wedneday, a child who


	said, "where is the


	hoomanity in hoomanity, eh?"


	in a woeful way.


	It was a dark


	and stormy night. Upon


	which her body laid



	peacefully in the field.


	But out in the


	AIIIIEEEEEE YAI YAI YAI!!


	interrupted the ninja assassin


	dressed only in chaps


	but thankfully had covered


	part of his buttocks.


	"Is there a full


	deck of cards available


	to use in our


	tower constructing adventure that


	would house homeless squirrels.


	," asked the gnome with


	the large bluish ears


	that swivelled whenever he



	he smelled something strange


	.  "I GOTTA BE ME!!!"


	"Think it was you!"


	said the guy who


	wanted to be happy


	but couldnt fall in


	a big pile of...


	love.  The girl he


	thought he wanted was


	a nun he met


	of the blow-up


	your own balloon kind


	and who therefore couldn't


	manage large portion of


	spam smoothies blended into



	chunky salmon milkshakes with


	chocolate sprinkles and mango


	lip gloss.  She was


	life size wife size


	with lots of junk


	and a little gunk


	stashed in the trunk


	belonging to the monk


	who liked to dunk


	with the donut chunk!


	A very loud "thunk!"


	and a loss of


	consciousness, hearing, vision, and


	her butt crack.  Sadly


	it was the end.



	...OR WAS IT....hmmm.


	.....It IS I say.


	But wait, a new


	day has come upon


	this lonely tale of


	snivelling plots and wanton


	frivolity on a Sunday


	morning before the sun


	is hidden by a


	dark patch of chocolate.


	melted into the sheets


	. A loud siren screamed


	"AIIIIEEEEEE YAI YAI YAI!!"


	The amp tubes exploded!


	Everyone wondered what this



	AIIIIEEEEEE YAI YAI YAI


	strange signal from outerspace


	meant. It could be


	a big fat hairy


	hat fairy with a


	scary lairy nonsenical whiff


	and nose the shape


	of a grape.


	The grape couldn't count


	the number of crazy


	times she had wined


	and dined at the


	airport HOJO with several


	passionfruit, oranges and tomatoes


	BUT then Mr. Potatohead



	arrived and started dancing




	and taking off his


	silly hat in deference


	and sticking his nose


	inside the hat, offering


	no reason to believe


	the passionfruit wasn't the


	mother of his spuds.


	Carrot, on the other


	hand was nowhere to


	to be seen. Cabbage


	scents wafted lazily through


	the tired old moments


	and cascaded amongst the


	memories fondly rehashed by



	the skanky HOJO waitress.


	"Where, oh where is


	my little dead dog


	warbled the silly little


	young guy from nantucket


	who once had a


	nose like a bucket


	he read good books


	and got strange looks


	and then said puck-it


	.  Funny thing about that


	squirrel outside the door.


	It was packing a


	a six pack of


	cold American light beer



	and some salted cashews.


	"DONT TOUCH MY NUTS!!!"


	shrieked the raging rodent


	gripping his pistol tightly.


	Too tightly. BANG! went


	his little pinky toe.


	Ow!!!!!! Blood ran everywhere!


	And the little toe


	was nowhere to be


	found.  the other four


	wiggled and wriggled, and


	begged for free medical


	and an ambulance ride


	but ended up alone


	and dying on the



	toilet lid of life.


	Thus ends the Saga.


	of one particular toe.


	Finally, Kaput, Zonk ..... Dang!


	The next little piggy


	was Rick Rolled. Enthralled,


	Rick Astley sued the


	Society for Otter Protection


	for loss of consortium.


	Concerned, the otters took


	a little bit of


	heat for evidence spoliation.


	Every once in a


	blue one next to


	a fuzzy otter in



	a bath full of


	friendly but hungry fish,


	which nibbled the toes


	, fingers, elbows and ears


	and tickled the woes


	and dispelled the fears


	of the salmon who


	sank to the bottom.


	Meanwhile, back at the


	sand bar where I


	ordered a very dry


	towel to be brought


	along with my martini,


	by an impeccably dressed


	guy in a hooters



	shirt worn on his


	upper torso  had flirted


	wildly with the fish


	[Hey, can you guys finish a sentence?]


	[Huh?]


	[Read back that last sentence and weep 


	[  

[but then my avatar is powered by a Tushi-Pop]


	who complained a lot.


	The fish did complain.


	It made quite a


	lot of loud noise.


	Back at the ranch,


	short choppy sentences are


	starting to pile up in


	front of the gates



	, Bill Gates, shaken not


	stirred by all the


	AIIIIEEEEEE YAI YAI YAI!!


	"Holy crap," said the


	giant rabid maniacal squirrel.


	{HELP!!! SQUIRRELS HAVE ME!!!}


	Barry Manilow had arrived!


	The story was all


	over the shop, but


	located mainly in hardware


	{NO, REALLY!!! HELP!!! HEEELLLLP!!!}


	[Can't help free vr]


	as were the squirrel


	{WHAT?!?!?! DON'T LEAVE ME!!!!}


	[call in the chickenBorg]



	commandoes, who were angry


	at being left in


	the sink to dry


	dishes when they should


	be outside enjoying a


	big fat load of


	BS handed to them


	.Forensic carrotts meanwhile dish


	dish out broken versions


	of old health reform.


	Some were careful not


	to mention anything that


	could make any sense


	in the current context.


	Every day is like



	a box of chocolates.


	And at night, the


	stars come out to


	misbehave in the back


	seat of the SUV.


	A little scallop named


	Trixie began to tell


	a tale of exotic


	adventures in the parking lot


	of an airport HOJOS.


	The stories were enthalling


	and caused the chickens


	to ruffle their feathers


	and shake their hind


	legs (they had six)



	(lived under power lines)


	and dance the night.


	The chickens were very


	agitated when they heard


	that Santa wasn't real.


	But the tooth fairy


	was watching from hell


	and decided she must


	scratch chalkboards with teeth.


	She dressed up like


	the Sandman and went


	hunting for sleeping victims


	, sprinkling sand in their


	poor little eyes, and


	licking their toes, and



	taking all their money


	to buy liquor and


	lots of dark chocolate


	. Meanwhile, in South Jersey,


	out of the mud,


	came a rumbling sound


	then the earth started


	to open up slowly


	and a giant fist


	with six dirty fingers


	wiggled and waggled and


	waggled and wiggled and


	fell about limp and


	withered away.  Another hand


	broke through the sod (sounds like a Valentino poem)



	cleaner this time with


	lots of gold rings


	and shiny glass things


	it must be god


	or something close to


	a siamese turnip with


	radical radishes attached to


	funky pink pumpkins with


	cabbage ears and lettuce


	lilypads in the pond


	, or so I thought.


	The large shadowy image


	conveyed the secrecy of


	the masons who lived


	by the misty lake



	in stony little caverns


	across the big pond.


	They often pondered about


	the meaning of life


	outside the pond, where


	strange stories were told.


	Of a less soggy


	piece of french toast.


	Floating in the mist


	like a butter square


	in a tibetan tea


	exists a timid little


	furry beast with bright


	flaming talons on the


	back of its head.



	His name was George.


	George of the jungle.


	Now George was an


	honourable man;
So are


	the miserable pigmies that


	ate him for lunch.


	Rubber baby buggy bumpers


	could chuck would chuck


	up all over the


	interior of the new


	bright orange sparkly blue


	motorised buggy with the


	light brown hair with


	a large bald patch.


	Old macdonald had a



	pharmacy with lots of


	addicts and crack heads


	and very nice nuns


	.  One of the nuns


	was in need of


	that page 1 man.


	who was available in


	pink but not in


	the original color deciding


	to end this now.


	"Hello," he said as


	comets flew by the


	girl he had met


	by chance at the


	beginning of the story.



	The brave lumberjack hefted


	the nun overhead, brilliantly


	twirling her over the


	objections of the crowd.


	Nuns everywhere wildly flew


	to their nests for


	a chance to sit


	and hatch out their


	armor-plated eggs and


	chickens come to roost.


	so that they can


	learn how to spread


	their tail feather to


	try to fly towards


	the deadly sun.  For



	the dark side of


	their personalities were about


	to be shown to


	everyone watching the movie


	.  "DOWN IN FRONT" cried


	an angry panda, while


	glaring at the chickens


	everyone knows that nuns


	want for dinner, yet


	they wont tell us


	how to cook them.


	The Queen Nun [do they have queens???]  demanded


	. "Nothing, Mother Superior," replied


	the girl whose name


	escapes me right now,



	thought "broiled...yum!"


	"I'd like fried chicken."


	Or chicken fried steak


	with a side of


	tater salad she replied


	mashed potatoes, and green


	apple butter.  She never


	had it so good


	in the convent with


	all her favourite little


	dairy products.  She milked


	the goats and gathered


	the armed cows for


	Cowmageddon, The War Between ,,,


	Cows and Bikers turned



	nasty on religious holidays


	when bikers barbequed beef


	and cows didn't moo.


	and cows got horny


	after watching Animal Planet.


	Something somewhere involving someone


	who didn't watch any


	day time soap operas


	except All My Children


	which had some nice


	slippers that were worn


	on the wrong feet


	of the marching centipedes


	that began tripping and


	saw beautifully colored lights



	up on top of


	"Old Smokey," all covered


	on the evening news.


	But Fox news was


	on loan to the


	Cartoon Network for an


	indefinite time to lighten


	the otherwise threateningly dark


	event horizon of the


	upcoming whites sale at


	the local yogurt stand.


	As no yoghurt was


	frozen or even cold


	, we ate it warm


	with a nice Chianti



	and some fava beans!


	Quietly we spoke together


	of brighter times past.


	Quickly we came to


	realize that the best


	was flying to Cuba.


	It was Health care


	that caused them to


	seek cheaper band aids


	and rubbing alcohol.


	The rubbing alcohol tasted


	unlike vodka and caused


	blindness so I'm told.


	Although banana benders still


	exist in the cold



	only because of the


	need to drink alcoholic


	banana smoothies served by


	otters, penguins, and squirrels


	dressed in lime tuxedos


	with cute little hats


	. Unfortunately, only lemmings serve


	bananas with their smoothies


	because it's not cool


	to go without alcohol


	unless you have chocolate.


	Dark chocolate of course.


	White chocolate isn't really


	something which one would


	even consider eating or



	actually putting in your


	mouth, even with copious


	brown nut berries found


	in expensive tasty muesli


	with an okra garnish


	laced with turmeric and


	gently crushed cardamom and


	pistachio nuts. These added


	extra crunchy texture and


	a pale green hue unmatched


	by the ghostly hue


	heard a hoo.  Horton


	Park golf course is


	a child's course filled


	bindiis, cat's heads and



	little birds dressed in


	sparkly yellow boas with


	bright green bows in


	their beaks, which they


	put there to help


	the cute cuddly kitties


	who had died suddenly


	when a fat nasty


	piece of falling dung


	tumbled out of a


	big bird's butt.  Poor


	little cute kitties...sob!


	The big mother kitty


	procured a monkey’s paw


	and used that to



	bring back her kittens.


	[Err... no, wait, that doesn't work]


	The monkey paw was


	used to create a


	minor scandal in the


	pet cemetery.  It seems


	that a wrongful death


	of the ugly kittens


	turned the normally quiet


	cemetery into a rock


	[deleted]


	concert venue that featured


	Happy Terd on a


	customized Roland bagpipe synthesizer.


	On the theremin was



	too many things to


	mention, but the haunting


	a happy and armless


	torso of a man


	doesnt' make any sense


	Because he said things


	while cranking a hurdy-gurdy


	with his bruised and


	tattered soul.  If he


	had a nickel for


	penny he ever had


	put in the slot


	of an old bum's


	fanny pack, and then


	asked for it back



	he wouldn't want it


	at that time of


	day with that kind


	despicable music playing in


	the stinky jukebox that


	never made top ten


	no matter how hard


	he paid the piper


	to stop playing pipes


	but peter piper picked


	a pecker to pieces.


	


	Did someone say, "Pecker?"




	aha! ha! haaa! ha!


	Not too long after



	what eventually became known


	as the unimportant missed


	the game winning shot.


	No one even really


	cared if the small


	fuzzy, blue, bunny slipper


	, which was sitting next


	WORK!!! WORK!!! WORK!!! WORK!!!


	to it came untied.


	As long as no


	got hurt in the


	riot that followed the


	Easter parade route along


	the trail once meant


	for the oranges and



	common moon pie eating


	penguins. Who, oddly enough,


	never ate anything else.


	Penguins are known to


	become distracted when they


	are looking for a


	cheeseburger or maybe a


	way to end airport


	WORK!!! U MUST WORK!!!


	YOU MUST STOP SHOUTING!!!


	THANK YOU VERY MUCH


	The skwirrls were annoying


	and should be dipped


	head first in a


	bucket of scorching bacon



	.  The mice started gnawing


	on the brakelines, hoping


	to accelerate the wild


	car ride Mayor Frog


	prescribed in cases of


	extreme hilarity and levels


	of sheer insane driving.


	At least the driver


	wasn't Mr Toad as


	depicted in the tabloids.


	The driver was furrier


	and more handsomer than


	a rabid squirrel.  But


	he had a serious


	itch to scratch with



	bacon scented fingers that


	just wouldn't do what


	a paid professional would


	do if she had


	half a mind to


	think about all the


	pain and suffering a


	a furry animal would


	have if put in


	the cold hard ground


	and also a blender.


	with some basil and


	sugar cubes dressed neatly


	with pink bows and


	lines up against the



	wall, their noses facing


	the outer edges of


	the stew pot.  Alas


	poor Elvis, I knew


	him Horatio, but soft,


	and yet so firm,


	like my bum or


	like my bum or


	you have Zacharay's disease


	, he'd like it back.


	Back to the time


	when this made sense,


	before all the otters


	stampeded through the halls


	eating crab and urchin



	and leaving the legs


	for the squirrels to


	gnaw thoroughly later on.


	Dancing lights appeared on


	my left big toe.


	It was bringing out


	Pugsley's octopus, but Wednesday


	set it on fire


	before Lurch's taco shashimi


	was done.  Then Fang


	escaped, wrecking havoc in


	the little town of


	Hooterville, where all the


	young hooter girls sat


	hooting and hollering at



	that sexy sexy sexy


	Mr. Drucker, better known


	to the media as


	the itty bitty widdle


	choo choo that could.


	I think I can,


	he said again and


	then he did not


	because he was dead.


	Once upon a time


	he was dead...again.


	Then he realized "I'm


	I'm really a turd,


	floating in the sea


	a strange yellow sea



	with many unusual smaller


	bits of stinky flotsam


	dripping outside its bowl.


	As the bowl also


	contained a virtual world.


	with lots of squiggly


	forum members passing time


	and very strange other


	immigrants into the lounge


	sipping Pinas sitting on


	hairy lounge chairs, the


	kind you used to


	see at the old


	ball and chain conventions.


	It was a different



	SQWIRRLLLZZZ!!!  THEY ARE EVERYWHERE!!!


	One was even in


	my bright yellow underwear!


	It was a tacky thong


	'twas seen here previously


	and burnt my eyes!


	Little bunny Foo Foo


	hopped into a dark


	and quiet corner of


	the alley next to


	the backside of Target


	and was unwittingly targeted


	on the left buttock


	by a deranged mouse.


	The gopher, however, had



	other ideas and tried


	the pea soup, which


	burned his poor little


	nose, causing him to


	lose an eyeball.  Somehow


	he swallowed his eyeball


	and his own left


	paw, leaving him unable


	to play the piano.


	He could however play


	doctor with the neighbor


	and their pet cat.


	Unfortunately, gopher medicine is


	illegal in four countries.


	Meanwhile, down the block



	the kids from the


	cold country were having


	a hard time getting


	an ereader for the


	long road trip they


	to Miami Beach for


	the easter long weekend


	.  Somewhere along the way


	this story got lost.


	We started searching for


	a love that was


	forbidden but freely practiced


	in four out of


	five dentist recommended commercials.


	"I WANT LOVE THAT



	MAKES ME FEEL DIRTY!


	shouted a little doggie


	who got scolded for


	inappropriate behavior with a


	rubber mallet and two


	large glasses of chilled


	iced tea.  The dog


	headed out to the


	backyard to go visit


	the chickens who were


	trying to decide if


	the tall straw man


	would help them cross


	the road.  But then


	a buff rooster appeared



	carrying a large sack


	of bung hole covers.


	decided not to help


	with the nasty case


	of dirty butt rash.


	Instead he tried to


	clean it with a


	rusty steelo, metho, and


	tub of turtle wax.


	This story needs to


	scrub a little bit


	of the crust off


	. Meanwhile the dotted easter


	bilby was nowhere to


	be seen.  HE was



	waiting in line at


	the local Walmart trying


	to take advantage of


	the cashier named Gus.


	He was busy checking


	the women's lingerie section


	. CHAPTER V.  What the...


	script writer didn't know


	was that aliens had


	abducted the director and


	the writer was running


	away from the CIA


	Culinary Institute of America?


	Canadian Institute of Actuaries


	The Cancun International Airport?



	Cleveland Institute of Art?


	But I digress.  So,


	the Carcinogenous Intergalactic Aliens


	went on to find


	other TLAs to ponder


	what, exactly a TLA


	is doing in this


	CIA centered portion of


	the lost sock cupboard


	otherwise known as LSC.


	IT took the NBA


	, NFL, CIA, and FBI


	TLC to ASAP the


	DOG, always hungry and


	FDA approved BLT's weren't



	giving on the DL


	.  So along came a


	spider and sat down


	beside a very hairy


	member of parliament, realizing


	WTF? The spider LOL'd


	at the speech being


	with the debate on


	whether or not to


	pull out all of


	the hair on his


	chiny chin chin.  Well,


	ranted and raved like


	a mad dog wearing


	an easter bunny suit



	on Christmas.  The funny


	monkey said he had


	forgotten the punchline to


	the extremely longwinded story.


	The out of character


	(and grammar) narrator said


	keep in mind that


	this is all in


	until it is out


	like an old bellybutton


	lint that was extracted


	using a pretty woman's


	cigar cutter to snip


	away the nasty remains


	of what was left



	on the couch.  Who


	knew that squid could


	tap dance without using


	any of his mind's


	computing power or even


	his good left foot


	.  He was however very


	upset at the recent


	turn of events that


	led to the tragic


	misunderstanding with the eel's


	supervisor at the electric


	slide swap meet.  It


	resulted in the messy


	death of two different



	sentient creme eggs who


	melted in the mouth


	, adding five miles to


	the length of a


	fat boy's jogging time


	[HEY]

. The five miles grew


	shorter as his weight


	approached the point of


	being 20 pounds lighter


	than it had ever


	been prior to 1989.


	Above 1989 pounds however,


	wasn't even possible until


	cigarettes were banned everywhere


	which took at least



	several light years to


	since no one wanted


	to lose all the


	wonderful tar that has


	paved the highways of


	choking lungs for many


	eons.  The yellow truck


	drove right into the


	lemon jelly covered hedge


	making it illegal to


	do the required three


	things any male must


	do to avoid punishment


	when living with mean


	and extremely violent rats



	.  The cat in the


	hat on the mat


	eating fat mooselike rats


	decided that he couldn't


	leave his small flat


	without a raincoat and


	and a fuzzy llama.


	So he gathered up


	all the loose ends


	floating in the pool


	of tears and settled


	on watching TV and


	hating everything there is


	on it.  The llama


	named Paul was a



	llama not at all


	like the other ones


	Llama K. You OK?


	the llama asked for


	a fur coat to


	hide his bald butt.


	The quick brown fox


	was tired of jumping


	so he killed the


	story well before it


	was due to end.


	Meanwhile, the horny aardvark


	was hotly pursuing his


	friends with no horns


	.  A chicken's butt end



	is a nasty thing


	to hold or behold


	unless decently covered with


	crispy fried bacon and


	fatty pork chop sauce.


	In the next valley


	the otters were having


	a birthday party for


	the nice blue lady


	who seemed to flirt


	with danger at every


	chance. She spoke with


	a deceptively mild looking


	oogle as she googled


	the day long.  Often



	flatulated with foresyphilence, she


	scratched her butt then


	picked her nose. Gertrude


	, her nose's name, didn't


	like being picked on.


	You can pick your


	nose but you can't


	do it with mittens.


	Even the kittens knew


	what time school started.


	But they were bad


	and got ran over


	by a skateboarder with


	an infected butt piercing


	that was self inflicted.



	The poor little guy


	soon learned to play


	his luck through his


	psychic adviser, Madame Putrid.






	She was a small


	legless crustacean with a


	quick eye for the


	naughty.  She tied up


	an octopus, using only


	an old twister game.


	Suddenly, someone knocked on


	the bedroom door. "OPEN


	UP" called the dark


	and sexy stranger.  She


	Oops!



	A bottle of absynth


	and some fuzzy handcuffs


	, a monkey in leather


	shorts and an enormous


	squirrel wearing its birthday


	cake in a nutshell


	, the latest O'Reilly book,


	, some sort of cookbook,


	chips, dip, chains and whips


	totaled to five words


	to add balance


	to the end of


	this sentence, if we


	punctuate.  The end felt


	kind of mushy, not



	at all what the


	Book of Good Style


	Gone Bad, would say.


	Sherlock Holmes posed the


	very interesting question about


	the dog that didn't


	bark in the night.


	Later, the limbo dancer


	unwound enough and began


	singing a sad little


	ditty about the cute


	girl living next door


	to the blue fish.


	But the purple octopus


	was dyslexic and tended



	to forget her glasses


	and tripped a lot


	over seven of her


	younger brothers and sisters.


	Having landed gently on


	an unsuspecting bystander, she


	turned a darker shade


	and began eating bark.


	This silenced the dogs.


	And sickened the dyslexic


	wondering about a dog


	and the meaning of


	the number 42, when


	suddenly she had a


	revelation.  Or was it



	an orgasm? Who knows


	at GKrispy's Retreat?  Sex


	is so much fun


	especially between species, so


	Philip José Farmer tells


	in tongue-deep-in-cheek pseudonymous works


	, that it would be


	devilishly impossible to even


	guess at the meaning


	of the current context.


	So instead let's all


	do the chicken dance


	like we did last


	time the cats were


	were looking very hungry



	.  They had long been


	of the opinion that


	the other white meat


	wasn't really pork, but


	was taken from small


	children's school lunch buckets.


	This thought was rather


	disturbing since the lunches


	never came home uneaten.


	Who knew what the


	other other white meat


	was wearing before it


	went into the dark


	recesses of the factory


	.  Later on Fat Bastard



	became very hungry and


	was unable to stop


	drooling over the locked


	cage the children were


	being kept in for


	scientific purposes.  Meanwhile the


	carnivorous squirrel stalked him


	, sneakily hiding behind the


	soda machine, it peered


	over the Rice Krispies


	bar display and decided


	to give up drinking.


	The psychedelic cereal might


	convince a keen observer


	to gobble everything in



	one very large bite,


	without choking on chunks


	.  The swallowing was very


	painful due to rough


	surfaces on the inside


	; oil would have helped.


	Having survived the choking


	knotweed trap that had


	captured three small rodents


	the plucky heroine tried


	her hand at cricket.


	The cricket was not


	pleased to be handed


	a bat since he


	did not play field



	, nor did he pitch.


	So the wicket remained


	sticky in his hand.


	Ewwww, he said, as


	he rubbed his hand


	on his pant leg.


	the lady stood in


	the middle of the


	the hot tub and


	And slipped and fell


	breaking several records for


	Competetive jacuzzi diving (women)


	. Jacuzzi diving amongst snakeweed


	Was phased out after


	too many snakes were



	eliminated for unethical behavior.


	During the pep rally


	the snakes were trying


	to redeem their previous


	poor performance in the


	limbo by attaching roller-blades


	To their tube tops


	. Cheerleaders, minus their underwear,


	should never limbo with


	Their legs uncrossed unless


	the lights are out.


	And no flaming batons


	nor volcanic eruptions should


	shed any light upon


	what must not be



	seen by green eyes


	. Alas, poor Yorick, I


	knew his bear, Horatio


	, who was also poor.


	The wealthy chickens were


	preparing for the party


	where there would be


	showing off in an


	elaborately decorated size 9


	blue suede shoe worn


	by the wildest and


	most insanely happy chicken.


	Cancan dancing hippos stepped


	carefully through the tangled


	buttered breadsticks occupied by



	crispy fried bacon and


	Vaseline petroleum jelly. The


	fancy feathered fanatics had


	a bad case of


	eggsasperating eggscruciating eggstraneous eggspert


	eggsamples of eggceeding eggshaustion


	which led to baldness.


	After the party ended


	everyone put their clothes


	on someone else just


	for the halibut. Then


	the small blue fishie


	next to the one


	in the glass dishie


	was squishy in the



	jelly wrestling ring.  Maryanne


	was definitely not


	feeling her best, so


	for a quick pick-me-up


	she prepared the dark


	drink that Lily the


	Pink showed her.  She


	quaffed it quickly and


	proceeded to fall about


	10 seconds later. Fortunately,


	a hungry bear appeared


	and it woke Maryanne


	from her drug induced


	psychedelic premonition dancing purple


	salami and cheese sandwiches



	hallucination. Grateful, she gave


	a great guffaw and


	asked for another.  She


	had already forgotten all


	the fun times she


	had previously remembered. However,


	she hadn't forgotten the


	really fun times when


	the snake, the otter


	and the chicken all


	went to the bar


	for Happy Hour and


	the snake ate the


	cocktail napkin and had


	very violent conniptions.  She



	was saved by the


	very brave chicken who


	knew the Heimlich maneuver


	.  On a snake this


	was a tad difficult


	, so he decided to


	ask the bartender to


	serve a double Scotch


	tape dispenser, which he


	used to attach legs


	to the legless centipede.


	(Or 'snake' as it


	is sometimes known). This


	helped in reviving the


	age old tradition of



	hurling the furry little


	caterpiller as far as


	the moon.  However the


	cow jumping the moon


	had to bend her


	knees to avoid tripping


	over her engorged udders.

(heh, heh...now you'll have THAT image in your mind all day...)


	[oh thank you for that image] 

After safely landing on


	the now defunct caterpillar


	the cow mooed in


	anticipation of the upcoming


	open bar in recluse's


	honor. 

Why did we


	ever think we couldn't


	drink and drive a



	caterpillar insane simply by


	making little squishy noises


	right behind her back?


	Instead, all we did


	was tickle her just


	behind the two llamas


	lodged in her tearducks


	.
THOUAQUE!!!

And out came


	a haunting melody that


	reminded everyone of the


	bad old days on


	Gilligan's Island. Remember when


	the Professor accidentally ate


	Gilligan when food was


	low and the others



	were like chickens with


	BBQ sauce on them.


	Very tasty and crispy,


	that other white meat,


	was very jealous.  So


	tempting was the smell


	of napalm in the


	ice fields of volcanoland


	, that our hero was


	tempted to add some


	tabasco sauce, but felt


	it would burn out


	before the meal ended.


	When the moon rose


	it shone on the



	smell of victory to


	reveal that all had


	vanished in the night.


	Meanwhile, Rocky and Bullwinkle


	having found the Kerwood


	Derby a disappointment decided


	by tossing a coin


	to have lunch at


	the little bistro featuring


	some sort of malted


	milk confection, flavoured with


	the little blue fish


	by Garry Moore, who


	was moonlighting as a


	poledancer wearing naught but



	a come hither smile


	lingering on lipstick smothered


	all over and around


	his karma score, which


	in the grand scheme


	didn't add up to


	half of one-third of


	even a tiny fraction


	of the total.  Who


	said that?  I say!


	The nerve of some


	some people who don't


	want to work today


	but would rather hang


	those dang horse thieves.



	Hanging would also be


	an interesting jobskill to


	have before travelling to


	Iceland with the babes


	in the wood who


	were quietly vicious and


	finished off the whiskey.


	Whiskey! Where is mine


	groaned the violent shivering


	llama as he groped


	on the ground for


	cough medicine and woolly


	jumpers.  He licked up


	all the molten chocolate


	left by the kangaroos



	as they left the


	scene of the crime.


	Giant Australian porpoises appeared


	outta the otter lairs


	[Oops - obviously taking a vacation has impaired his ability to count to 4 - imagine how he will charge his patients?}


	[Fixed it for ya!]


	[thank you very much]


	and started counting on


	public apathy to allow


	only four words to


	hinder their passage down


	the yellow brick road.


	Countless cute kittens cavorted


	on the road to


	Mandalay, after which they



	headed to Kathmandu for


	Bing and Bob's anniversary.


	But Dorothy couldn't attend


	, but her little dog


	Cujo had eaten Scarecrow


	and frightened the lion


	out of Eden for


	the rest of the


	the Summer. The lion


	apparently ate ravenne who


	hasn't been seen since


	the last time he


	appeared on this stage


	upside down and rather


	red in the face.



	This clashed terribly with


	the lovely blue brocade


	around the hooves of


	the tiny seahorses that


	galloped along next to


	the tiny blue fish


	riding on urchins with


	spangles.  Up came the


	mermaid sternly demanding that


	the sirens stop singing


	"Orinoco Flow." In response,


	the sirens belted out


	an ABBA medley that


	included a reworking of


	[get out of my brain!!]  

[where are you desertgrandma?]



	Smoke on the Water.


	This was so frightening


	that the mermaid called


	out in horror.  She


	screamed as the clouds


	started to dance in


	formation, performing their version


	of River Dance, complete


	with headbands and clogs.


	Beneath the waves lurked


	a fugitive fish fresh


	out of the slammer.


	He still was wearing


	his best thong and


	a tan raincoat that



	had stains of a


	[Ooops!]


	forgotten meal eaten in


	haste at a service


	station in the backwoods


	incestuous country town of


	Wopwop county next to


	the fabled land of


	Puff the magic dragon.


	Fortunately Puff wasn't home


	but he had left


	the key under the


	remains of his last


	puff stash. Next, he


	noted that Ravenne is



	still in winter mode


	. P-Drag* lit up a 


*his moniker amongst friends and business associates...


	huge spliff and invited


	the zorange goldfish he


	had met previously at


	the cook-out back to


	party with Bob Marley.


	Meanwhile back at the


	platypus disco fever night


	the party was in


	turmoil.  A particularly troublesome


	and drunk octopus had


	fallen on the floor


	and been mistaken for


	a mop by the



	policeman, who decided to


	round up the usual


	objects and inter them


	in a deep pit


	and move on.  So


	there I was, riding


	a duck billed platypus


	on a sunny afternoon


	when I heard a


	loud hoot from a


	passing pink and red


	sportscar driven by a


	nearsighted pygmy Barn Owl.


	He unfortunately crashed into


	a giant squid named



	Arthur, who was not


	at all happy with


	being named Arthur, because


	he felt more like


	having salad, instead of


	the heavy pasta lunch


	laced with pink fluorising


	which people named Arthur


	just hate.  So instead


	he ordered a large


	plate of bacon with


	a side of chocolate


	, which made him feel


	like a real man!


	But he was only



	a shadow of what


	shadows are supposed to


	weight because he had


	fasted since the early


	part of December, 1901.


	He knew that real men


	do eat quiche, as


	well as the occasional


	chocolate sprinkled donut with


	bacon bits as well


	as green vegetables topped


	with pink stuff.  Then


	camel Louis reviewed the


	movies premiering on Friday.


	He decided to see



	whether he could find


	any clues to the


	crowbar incident in the


	moving thread now found


	in the blood-stained


	tattered, filthy pile of


	what was once a


	shiny blue parrot.  Sadly


	for all concerned, the


	pile now contained the


	elbows, ears and severed


	head of the wooden


	horsie, but the rest


	of Robin Hood's merry


	tights were found in



	a bunch. Acting quickly,


	the newly green parrot


	called 911 to report


	suspicious activity at the


	crack of Robin Hood's


	tree house.  When they


	explained to the police


	about the blue fish


	net stockings and the


	slinky red satin sheath


	the sheriff threw his


	big, manly arms around


	before he realized that


	he was on duty.


	Meanwhile, little piggly wiggly



	accidentally wandered into a


	sausage factory and noticed


	aunt vera and uncle


	Harv as they were


	visiting the facility with


	other members of the


	family, doomed to become


	tomorrow's bacon.  Sad to


	see that coming, but


	it's so delicious a


	dead pig or two


	that there were no


	complaints regarding the pork.


	"Eat more beef" shouted


	Junior, the smallest pig.



	This was heartily seconded


	by Pinky, his older


	and considerably more stupid


	sister, who was known


	around town as being


	a bit wild with


	using pepperspray on approaching


	the outer limits of


	common civility. Her father


	used to tell her


	"Daughter, never forget to


	wear clean underwear, you


	never know when you


	might need it".  This


	advice was ignored and



	when the accident occurred,


	she was totally unprepared


	and soiled her undies.


	She was SO embarrassed


	she soiled them again!


	Scrubbing furiously, she said,


	"That'll teach me to


	order the curried lamb


	three times before a


	kind waiter managed to


	ask if I was


	going to order fries


	with my curried succotash.


	No no never again


	after strawberry pudding made



	not from any strawberries


	grown on this world!


	She decided that the


	best way to proceed


	was to go backwards.


	Going forwards would have


	gotten her hopelessly lost.


	Or at least she


	might not be able


	to find a way


	back to the side


	of the blue fish


	selling watermelons full of


	funny looking seeds that


	grinned obscenely at the



	prospective buyer.  Instead she


	went sideways to the


	two poodles near the


	exit with the sign


	for some reason pointing


	at the mirror hanging


	above the poodles.  It


	showed a reflection of


	the small blue fish


	who was really purple.


	The fish became incensed


	as the poodles were


	being given all the


	shampoo and fur dye.


	What could they do?



	They had no fur


	behind the gills to


	dye or even clean.


	They did, however, have


	their pride, and decided


	to mock the poodles.


	The poodles retaliated by


	draining the fishbowl. The


	fish proceeded to flop


	out a morse code


	tantarella that was eerily


	reminiscent of the macarena.


	The squirrels rode in


	on happy blue llamas


	waving purple stetsons to



	show off the streamers


	to the cheering crowd


	that lined the canal.


	for the next rapid


	round of competitive team


	poodle punching. The poodles


	ran out of the


	alcohol that they had


	spilled under the bar


	which made the squirrel


	a bit tipsy after


	swimming in the puddle.


	The smallest poodle thundered


	onto the runway in


	a fit of rage!



	Shaking his puny paw,


	[Oops, too late]


	and looking for a


	new enemy to vanquish


	, trample, annihalate and browbeat.


	But he only found


	a gay limbo dancer.


	Frustrated with his find


	he joined the French


	Foreign Legion and went


	hunting for snipe in


	the deserts of deepest


	Phoenix where he soon


	found out why it


	only hurt when he



	fell down.  But he


	bravely continued through deep


	sticky stinky buffalo poo


	knee high for long


	grass was not at


	the parking lot.  The


	hint of jasmine perfume


	triggered bittersweet memories of


	someone wearing jasmine perfume


	and a black veil.


	With a veiled threat,


	he jumped into a


	naked mud wrestling competition


	, however, wearing a veil


	he failed to see



	the lack of mud


	and his arm fell


	off, leaving just five


	small pieces of slightly


	smelly bone fragments.  His


	nether region was unhurt,


	although the accident had


	subtly changed the shape


	Of Mr Happy. Did


	anyone notice the new


	, slightly used and worn,


	but still serviceable arm


	chair in the corner?


	Not to mention the


	brand new sparkling set



	of cans filled with


	many a splendid thing


	Mostly barbecue sauce and


	fish sticks were used


	to build the full


	house on the blue


	misplaced his cell phone


	lake that often was


	patronized by elephants and


	the occasional weasel.  They


	owned a beautiful loveseat


	with paisley cushions that


	sounded like farts when


	the squirrels jumped on


	them.  The squirrels were



	laughing uncontrollably and jumping


	up and down making


	such a racket that


	old curmudgeon next door


	stormed out of his


	cloud of depressing thoughts


	to rain curmudgeonly comments


	on the giggling rodents.


	Meanwhile, the curmudgeon's wife


	ran out the door


	with a carving knife


	after the small robot


	who was completely innocent


	of ever touching her


	or so he said



	at least not with


	anything that protruded from


	his empty left shoulder.


	or his empty heart,


	but who would listen


	to a pink checkered


	cheeked young mechanical man


	with a Frankenstein head


	resting on a swan


	neck.  The young robot


	could not help himself


	his urges were uncontrollable


	and the sprockets were


	well lubed for love.


	After checking his piston,



	his wallet, and his


	"O" ring, he was


	allowed to board his


	high energy fargle plasmatron


	and blast off.  He


	little suspected that the


	fantastic journey would be


	slow to start but


	he continued on oblivious.


	Arriving in Wolverhampton he


	found that his afterburner


	had burnt away the


	after. All that remained


	was the burner. Smitty


	rolled up his t-shirt



	and lit his first


	Cohiba of the day.


	The smoke's draught wafted


	into the open window


	and tickled the nose


	with a heady bouquet.


	Nose tickling, Kevin exclaimed


	what is that farking


	monkey doing wearing leather


	chaps and spinning a


	set of nunchucks around?


	This can lead to


	a whole lot of


	crazy trouble.

CHAPTER VII


	A dark mist rose



	over the moonlit moor


	.  Strange quivering creatures stumbled


	amidst a skeletal forest.


	A lonely howl trailed


	out through the dark.


	It was followed by


	a strange schwooshing sound


	as a large shadow


	loomed ominously above the


	smallish, blue fence that


	was hopping by the


	fetid pond.  There was


	a strange excitement in


	the bubbling shallow end


	right around a floating



	decaying human corpse. Slithering


	like a sneaky snake (


	the silent sunless slime


	drew nearer and nearer to


	I once was lost.


	But now I'm found.


	Thought the slime, as


	the alien spacecraft hovered


	overhead, what can I


	do to make meat


	and potato pie, without


	actually harming a hair


	on my own head?


	Placenta is murderless meat


	that tastes like chicken.



	Every once in a


	while an unsuspecting tourist


	would order the special


	beverage served only in


	a half-baked skull


	and stirred with a


	femur bone from a


	Tourist from last week


	end.  The surprised expression on


	The cup reminded me


	of my aunt ethel


	Who vanished on vacation


	in a swamp.  Only


	to be seen with


	A set of skull



	Mugs in the gift


	store next to the


	swamp the following day.


	As the light faded


	From her red eyes


	the howling started.  She


	took off her clothes


	and bent over.  It


	was in prayer that


	she had an epiphany.


	She must marry a


	a hairy Bulgarian weightlifter.


	They were worlds apart


	but she knew that


	her small firm backside



	would not fit in


	with her future plans


	.  She always wanted to


	get a butt implant


	so her gym pants


	would highlight the junk


	that was hanging on


	to her trunk for


	dear life. At the


	right moment she planned


	to jump out of


	the birthday cake with


	some worry beads around


	the area that shouldn't


	cause any worries whatsoever...



	But her butt must


	(too slow!)


	(MY BUTT WAS FASTER 


	Be admired for it's


	marvelous disregard for all


	((my butt is built for comfort, not speed 


	social conventions and niceties


	the if's, and's, and


	though's, not to mention


	the "wheres" and "whys"


	or even the "wherefores."


	or the "buts" and


	we return to her


	program, already in progress.


	Her new tramp stamp



	revealed at vamp camp


	cut her little emo


	into small pieces.  It


	was a dark and


	stormy night when she


	decided to kill him


	with hugs and kisses


	and nips and bites


	all over his hairy


	upper lip.  The howl


	was deafening.  She ran


	her fingers through his


	prickly course chest hair


	and under his arm


	broken pustules.  She had



	never felt the way


	through his pimples before,


	Jesus built his hotrod


	.  But she had done


	nothing wrong to bring


	about this turn of


	events.  He grabbed her


	very tightly around the


	middle finger and yelled


	"Your fountainhead is gushing!"


	then she kicked him


	gently on the shin.


	With an otter like


	you've never seen before.


	"let me slip into



	kitchen and get you


	a beer my love."


	Instead, she returned with


	a stupid warm pepsi.


	A pink bunny stole


	around her neck, and


	questioned life and liberty.


	Then he saw a


	reason to once again


	To embrace all that


	is wonderful in life


	regarding the opposite sex


	whether natural or transgendered.




	He put his eye


	in, and conga'd naked



	looking for a way


	to break on through


	into the music industry


	by selling silence and


	wearing a birthday suit


	.

America's Got Talent beckoned.


	American Idol almost swooned


	and even Oprah almost


	lost twenty pounds in


	her left thigh. Later,


	her right butt cheek


	exploded, causing a scene.


	There was thigh jelly


	and belly button cheese


	all over the already



	corpulent midsection, although she


	knew that in the


	context of this story,


	only a man from


	UNCLE could solve the


	question of the week.


	Leaving Oprah for now,


	they  ran towards the


	playground equipment out back.


	Someone left an oven


	full of turkey. Oprah


	And the A team


	decided to have a


	square dance and clambake.


	"I am your daddy!!!!"



	Shouted Oprah to Hannibal.


	"WE'RE THE SAME AGE!!!"


	Screamed a terrified Hannibal.


	The truth was ugly


	and Oprah's rage terrible.


	She hit him with


	a reverse paternity test


	on the Springer show


	and chairs flew freely


	and boobs were exposed


	.

"Eeeek!", screetched Jerry, unclothed.


	as he ran towards


	the nearest bidet to


	wash off all the


	blood that had been



	sprayed all over his


	pink leotards and jeweled


	crusted baby diaper.  Another


	one of these tantrums


	he was renowned for


	caused his one true


	love to cut off


____________________________________
oh man, i have visions of Lorena Bobbitt


	all ties.  The pervert


	could not help himself.


	His uncontrollable urge to


	dance macarena until sunset




	was indeed a disability,


	He cried then lied


	then tied his swollen


	thigh to his other



	ham on rye manwich


	.  The darkness that was


	enveloping his life had


	become so suffocating that


	he decided to run


	a personal ad for


	his future wife in


	the Mobileread flea market.


	She cost him two


	iPads and a sheep


	But hey that's cheap


	The sheep's name was


	oops that cocked it


	.  We were all drunk.


	The aroma of scotch



	fell sweetly upon us


	rich, sweet and smokey


	.  It was a good


	, too good in fact


	, day to be not


	night or even dark


	inside the igloo of


	the igloo inhabiting monster


	who looked a lot


	like a hairy chook


	that took a rook


	and smashed his own

(hey I should be working!)


	ends and then the


	giant from the bush


	administration came out shouting



	"ai ee ya ya"


	Then they died off


	, or so everyone thought


	but there was nasty


	,nasty boys, dont mean


	what they say when


	they whisper in your


	biscuit tin.  However, a


	good strong smack from


	nursie will pull them


	back into the place


	they were before.  "Shit!",


	fell outta yoga shorts.


	"I must do some


	more butt squats before

[butt squat a yoga move???]



	more lumps appear on

(I dunno 


	the back end of


	my high heeled boots.


	Meanwhile, in Dingly Dell


	a small cry was


	never heard.  The calmness


	remained and nothing happened


	.  This was a boring


	way to end it


	.  But wait, an exciting


	new way to die


	became apparent in his


	mind's eye.  The final


	solution was only a


	slow uncomfortable sip away.



	She passed him a


	final look, smiled and


	forced the poison down


	the poor bastard's throat.


	His mind began to


	slowly escape his desire


	to throttle her.  So


	he honked her boob.


	Then he died miserably.


	from the poison, not


	Miserably, but very happy.


	She bent over and


	from behind she felt


	something odd, something unusual.


	Two hands choking the



	living daylights out of


	chicken that flew south


	until it arrived at


	the center of the


	Holy Roman Empire in


	the middle of the


	night. Everyone was asleep


	in the corner near


	(Sorry... should have refreshed the browser first!)


	the broken time machine


	and an old tire.


	the poor chicken's moejoe


	went to hojo's for


	some free out of


	this world slo joe



	and tonic. "THE SKY


	IS BLUE", said the


	the color blind mouse.


	He was pecked fiercely


	for being different.  He


	began to get infuriated


	over the lack of


	actual story line here.


	But god it rocked


	a baby bye bye.


	The aging chicken asked


	did I cross the


	FN road or not?


	His memory had failed


	to remember if he



	had eaten his dinner


	on this side of


	the morning.  He was


	left for dead the


	day the music died


	.  He was singing "bah


	bah black sheep, Foxy


	hoes in the garden


	.  Yes sir my cabbages


	are plump and tasty 

[we should change the title of this thread to "POSTCOUNT +1"  


	with cheese sauce.  I


	don't believe in miracles


	you sexy thing.  I


	wanna be your lover


	and smack that booty



	ooh, ooh, yeah baby


	Rooty Tooty Fresh'n Fruity


	Cuthbert, Dibble and Grub


	one mo again" it


	. Enough of this silliness,


	but a different silliness


	that isnt all that


	silly might be allowed


	only if politically correct.


	Meanwhile, in Prague a


	pogue paraded and partied


	all around the house.


	Prance, prance, prance did


	all the Kilkenny cats


	dance in shiny underpants



	with their hammers in


	their hand, all the


	way around the rosies


	they pocketed the posies.


	Pansies, Pansies they all


	sneezed and fell down.


	The end was nearer


	to the tail than


	the mouth of the


	cave. The burbling water


	burbled.  The gurgling burbling


	coming from my stomach


	and out my hind


	end with a gurgle.


	Somewhere deep within the



	valleys and the hills


	was a man by


	the name of Mr.


	ed.  Now Mr. ed


	, of course, was not


	a talking horse like


	you would have thought,


	nor was he hung


	[must resist urge] 


Like a hat on


	a hat stand, but


	like a Chihuahua humping


	the leg of time


	with no hope of


	ever getting to the


	lunch table.  I gotta



	be me I gotta


	get up and go


	before i got up


	to the summit of


	Cuyahoga falls.  It never


	in Arizona, but oh


	what a night, sweet


	transvestite from transsexual, Transvilvania


	September morn'. We danced


	all night naked and


	posted on MobileRead.  At


	3 AM we went


	to the Casbah and


	ordered three rounds of


	Italian Assasins. "Where are



	the Ohio women" they


	played that funky music


	the way the good


	girls don't. Screaming guitars


	broke the windows on


	the PC. A Mac


	on the other hand,


	would have breezed through


	if there was software


	for the blasted thing.


	Batman, Robin. and scooby


	were in a boat,


	looking for love in


	backseat of my Cadillac


	.  I, however, wasn't invited.



	Over at the Frankenstein


	Place, There's a light

[did you know that RHPS had a sequel?]


	in the darkness of




	the first and second


	parallel.  He tiptoed over


	to the other side


	of the quivering tightrope


	. A fat little man


	wearing stripey green socks


	decided to kneel in


	bog marsh and pray


	to the Pug Gods.


	There was quite a


	stir in Doggie Heaven


	.  It seems the devil



	is an alley cat!


	And his only means


	of dispensing punishment is


	to host a slumber


	party in Pee-Wee Herman's



Is "Pee-Wee" one word?


	outhouse.  I remember growing


	whacky-tobaccy in grandpa's


	smoke shack.  I sat


	and marveled at the


	size of them hams


	hanging awkardly on the


	meat hooks.  I took


	a tentative step towards

(somebody hit me with exactly 14K please!  I want to be even)


	the pig head that


	was strangely smiling at



	me with glazed over


	nostrils.  I carefully crept


	to the rear of


	of the freezer.  I


	went looking for the


	hungarian salami to slap


	his money maker with.


	/Chapter 729/

Once upon a time


	there was a boy


	who needed to hang


	out with Lee Majors


	because his hair was


	naturally dry with nothing


	greasy coming out of


	her pores.  The poor



	and lonely bachelor had


	no sneakysnake to hold


	because she was too


	much in love with


	a tall handsome prince


	who ate a frog.


	He crumbed it first


	then cut off its


	big toes.  He gingerly


	smacked a ginger kid


	with honey jumbles.  Then


	he decided to start


	making a chocolate cake


	for the king's birthday


	to go along with



	the melted ice cream


	the strippers were serving.


	The poles were covered


	with hot brunette gurls


	dancing to "it's a


	small world after all.."






	She tripped and fell


	landing in the prince's


	lap.  Then all of


	a sudden, the king

(what song where u going for dude?)


	yelled "WHOSE YO DADDY???"


	The prince, quite startled,


	cried out "THE MAILMAN."


	Two camels came rushing


	out of a pack



	of wild partygoers to


	go help the poor


	orphans and widows get


	jiggy with it. Na


	Cl is salt, according


	to wikipedia which is


	a valuable source of


	data, except when it


	falls through the cracks


	of the large bottom


	drawer.  The quick brown


	fox jumped over the


	barbed wire fence.  He


	couldnt find a lazy


	fifty grand lying around



	the dirty corn field


	so he looked in


	the only spot she


	pointed to as she


	bent over backwards. After


	she lifted her gender,


	wiggled her hips, and


	sang Kumbaya in Klingon,


	and then forgot to


	use "honor" twice in


	the initial statement about


	being an obedient wife,


	the tramp had a


	French maid nun's habit


	that caused her to



	trip over the hem


	and the "him" she


	looked over with bedroom


	eyes.  Meanwhile on a


	hammock by the sea


	three men lay together


	and sing songs by


	Jimmy Buffet.  They held


	each other close as


	the sun silently set.


	The cowboys ate pudding


	off each others stomach.


	the night was made


	for cheap beer and


	cheap loving.  They use



	each other with abandon.


	But forgot the raincoat.


	They decided no two


	good deeds should go


	without a third one.


	The medic soon decided


	that surgery was the


	moobies only chance to


	be free of all


	the fat and smelly


	pimples.  But the moobies


	remained...like that old


	wee stain in your


	auntie's best dress which


	never bleaches out.  So



	after all was said


	and done, the rat


	ate the cat in


	the hat that shat


	on a fat rat


	splat!  Matt the bat


	ate from the rafters


	swung from the plates


	of his empty soul.


	A surge of monkey


	poop flew through the


	fiery synapses of his


	earholes.  He ran to


	the cellar to see


	if the Shiraz was



	the only thing allowed


	on the table.  Afterwards


	the tired old tale


	began to get tired.


	"Let's start afresh!" said


	the strange short gnome


	with dirty dreadlocks.  We


	wise, magical beings seek


	us some hot mommas


	to cook pancakes and


	do the dishes after.


	How many hot mommas


	does it take to


	get to the middle


	of a hard boiled



	egg mcmuffin sandwich? I


	hope hot momma abuse


	doesn't become illegal in


	12 out of 19


	bristol cities that currently


	boast a huge pair


	of gargoyles that thundered


	like a train through


	the dark halls of


	Cleriwith, the evil lord


	of the dark blue


	underwear, and provocative smile.


	He sent a red


	herring to his brother


	who, being a vegan



	and a happy sadist,


	used the herring as


	another means to meet


	his evil professional association's


	named Steve.  Now STEVE


	was sadist of the


	lost city of Vermouth


	.  His swizzle stick had


	lost it's olive by


	time the glass was


	stuck in his hind


	quarters.  He screamed "HELP!


	Very quietly, as sadists


	bit his bottom.  He


	daydreamed of falling into



	a hole filled with


	tangy lime flavored jello


	and being suffocated by


	a flock of pink


	and green happy puppies.


	The party has just


	began to begin the


	beguine.  So lets have


	the wine and the


	roses and dance the


	night away without regard


	for the handicapped seals


	or the overweight otters


	that inhabited the dessert.   

[ yes, like the pudding]


	Blood pudding and mango



	were the order of


	the night's decay.  There


	came suddenly the realization


	that all was not


	a box of cherries.


	The blue round cat


	rolled under the next


	available garbage bag.  It


	spread its purple claws


	and started to undress.


	God, no! screamed Timothy


	in a panicky pitch


	while the alarmed cat


	started unfastening its bra.


	Timothy wore a hat



	lederhosen, and a smile


	because he knew the


	cat was still disrobing


	.  The morning after came


	all too soon, but


	memories of that night


	would linger 'til lunchtime


	like a turd in


	the kiddie swimming pool.


	speaking of which, he


	decided that the only


	way he would escape


	the bottom pits of


	The Duke of Normandy


	and rang in the



	halls decked with holly


	and round fat ballies.


	The new and shiny


	souls of the once


	stand up comedians and


	otter experts and then


	more latterly squirrel tamers


	who could not find


	a good reason to


	believe in himself and


	fell down dead.  Meanwhile


	on the other side


	of Badger Wood, squirrels


	decided that it would


	seek enlightenment in Bhutan



	and then rummage through


	the undergrowth he found


	beneath his bottom liner


	secreted in the crack


	and LSD infected drug


	squad officer who smiled


	and sat back puffing


	on a three skin


	beer pong bong.  It


	was way cool maaahn!


	He then ran for


	the bus, but just


	could not make it


	before blue llamas began


	EATING HIS SOUL!!!!

The



	moral of this story


	is "dont scratch that


	what does not belong


	to you.  Of course


	scratching yourself is fine.


	Just dont sniff your


	friend's dirty underpants without


	his wife's permission.  The


	pink and purple penguin


	became black and blue


	after he fell over


	his big and fluffy


	kitten shaped slippers.  He



[image: ]


	threw them away....forever.


	Purchased some new puppy



	chow to feed to


	the dolphins who were


	stuck in the tuna


	with the Memphis blues


	again.  It was a


	strange, malodorous small polyp


	which need to be


	beaten to a pulp


	in order to make


	a young girl sing


	about her younger days


	when life was fun


	and she had no


	hair on her legs


	and no chance to



	grow a beard.  A


	dozen or two famous


	donuts eaters were hungrily


	gazing into patissierie windows


	with watering mouths and


	lips like teapot spouts


	. Little did they know


	I HELD THE AXE.


	Something unusual occured, the


	following morning, since Lord


	Ishmael summoned all the


	toilet bowl.  It had


	been filled with a


	bunch of flowers from


	the Queen's royal garden.



	The axe felt good


	in my sweaty hands,


	cutting away the karma


	in the forest of


	silently meditating elder trees.


	The day was long


	but as night fell


	like a rock that


	came from outer space


	and then fell.  It


	bounced around and then


	Rose up Phoenix like


	to greater glory of


	the illegal martian act


	of throwing toadstools at



	caterpillars. The night was


	as cold as a


	broken-down robotic Martian rover.


	The sky started to


	melt like Welsh rarebit


	and drip like a


	bad case of gonorrhea.


	The end is near


	for most of us,


	here in the love


	-less back end of


	an insignificant galaxy located


	in a bottle of


	cheaply made sour mash.


	This time everything went



	down hill really fast.


	But thankfully, a malodorous


	case of dandruff. Then


	No more.

CHAPTER ELEVENTY.


	Trevor liked his pig.


	Liked it so much,


	oops...

Liked it so much,

he went everywhere with


	the squealing beast. However,


	when he roasted it


	refused to play dead


	- such a ham! Then


	came the bacon, yummy.


	Quite fresh, still squealing,


	and tasted good on


	Tuesday. By Friday however



	it smelled of ass.


	Not just ordinary ass,


	but a fine piece


	of dirty unwashed ass.


	Meanwhile, in Happy Town


	nobody is happy because


	the big angry giant


	, formerly of the valley,


	took his canned peas


	and pea'd all over


	the tiny tiny bit


	of strangely coloured tuber


	which were highly radioactive


	but strangely did not


	affect those keeping kosher.



	How can that be?


	Who can help the


	squirrels with their pyjamas?


	A funny little thing


	happened in picture battle


	with two sausages that


	looked like Archbishop Makarios


	and tiny tim.  The


	sausages were very lonley


	very lonely, and sad


	.  They were turkey sausages


	that gobbled up all


	and sundry. The Carpenters


	album on the sideboard


	belonged to Steeple Chewbeard



	, a pungent fellow with


	much pungency. He listened


	to Karen's silky voice


	singing about her round


	peg, in the square


	hole.  It was a


	a kind of hush


	puppy comfort shoe that


	required a penny loafing


	to appreciate the finer


	things in life, such


	as big roasted chickens.


	The larger the chicken


	grew the more it


	wanted to reproduce. The



	chicken was driven by


	a slavish devotion to


	take over the world


	to set up McPeople


	to wear burger aprons


	burgers and fried french


	letters delivered by the


	Cookie Monster.  But instead


	prosthetic appendages and peculiar


	members, which dangle menacingly


	from the temples of


	the goddess Carbolis, who


	has power enough to


	discipline even the naughtiest


	little red chickens who



	were too lazy to


	do a little dance


	. Off with their heads


	said the angry chicken


	wielding a large axe!


	The chicken was rabid


	and green with anger


	and yellow with sexy


	underwear worn especially for


	the pool party that


	chickens went to mate


	their lost sox at


	the toe tickling contest


	but decided that the


	chickens can't get rabies.



	After a few lagers


	(never heard of chicken pox, tom??)

the end drew even


	nearer. Bells rang and


	rang then sang and


	sang then bang and


	they all shouted "Dang!"


	Clang the durn dang!


	The ginseng meringue sprang


	like a boomerang on


	tainted cups of Tang


	that the orangutan drank.


	But before we offend


	the sensibilities of Yallilah


	,who never really tried


	, it came so easily



	once upon a time


	long long ago.  But


	the end was always


	too near to be


	taken seriously.  We laughed


	so much we nearly


	wet ourselves and squirted


	poo from our bums.


	Platonic incontinence was widespread


	Luckily we didn't squirt


	and miss our chance


	to compete in the


	third national tidy bowl


	er hat contest.  They


	sat around on thrones



	which were gilded only


	with tin foil that


	looked rather fetching despite


	being creased and scratchy


	on both of its


	porcelain base and plastic


	stubberies.  It appeared to


	have no purpose but


	to look pretty for


	sunbeams as they sparkled


	and shone like whores


	at a Catholic wedding.


	The time went by


	second by second, until


	a minute occurred.  It



	then got much quicker


	as an hour approached


	and then passed. Marmalade


	is essential for breakfast


	in the Scottish Highlands.


	But the one true


	ring, around the rosey,


	in other words, plague


	,famine,war and death


	before all that ends


	in a big mess


	.  Tied to a state


	of utter helplessness, he


	decided to whip out


	his long and bendy



	straw for drinking delicious


	strawberry daiquiris.  They all


	stared as the drink


	transformed into a seething


	concoction, emitting thick mist


	and a repugnant odour.


	They ran outside and


	hijacked a passing charabanc


	. They drove until reaching


	the fiery dragon's lair


	in their underwear. The


	underwear was quickly removed


	and placed decoratively upon


	the crown of the


	leprechaun king. He then



	decided that a quick


	rub down with wet


	jello would help to


	ease the pain.  The


	room grew dim as


	the people grew dimmer


	. Dim people were everywhere


	and ready to attack


	the bourgeoisie at last.


	The day was already


	auspicious - Barry Stotter had


	forgotten to make the


	arrangements for the funeral


	of his good friend


	the Vicar of Wakefield.



	The Vicar was thicker


	and liquor was quicker


	than a wicker licker


	on his friend's ticker


	, the thicker Vicar's ticker


	was quicker than wicker


	and schmicker than flicka!


	Lay off the liquor!


	said the donut kicker


	who ate fish quicker


	than the slicker Vicar


	whilst the ever quicker


	pussycat ate snacks. The


	little dog laughed to


	see such fun, and



	the dish got drunk


	and started to spoon


	the dessert affectionately, the


	old man from the


	eighteenth century still knew


	that the grass was


	beneath the trees and


	the sky sucked at


	the bosom of the


	Milky Way galaxy. Therfore


	all was well in


	the seaside cottage that


	doubled as a bordello


	for stumpy little sailors.


	No one remembered the



	things they should forget


	or allowed themselves the


	benefit of a good


	warm spanking. The desire


	to eat KFC was


	simply gone.  It seems


	those pills really did


	make everything seem larger.


	So we all ate


	about four or five


	choc chip shortbreads.  They


	made our asses wider


	, back to the gym


	where arms grew and


	arses shrank.  We all



	were able to beat


	ourselves about the head


	with fists of iron


	, because our skulls were


	thicker than cement pudding


	on a Thursday afternoon.


	The lazy hazy crazy


	cat drank way too


	much tequila, so he


	pissed himself then fell


	off the roof.  His


	little heart gave out


	a few heavy thuds


	could be heard outside


	. The litter box was



	hiding quite a treasure


	under its sandy beach


	buried in a chest


	but all desired to


	destroy the smelly poop.


	The book of Eli


	along with his Jacuzzi


	and the nutter butter


	and wedge and putter


	for the golf war.


	Scorched earth and skidmarks


	were all that remained


	in that desert.  We


	remember that Scorched Earth




(is a very fun game)


	can be addictive to



	teenagers with time on


	their hands to play


	with their sundials, so


	food happy meal toys.


	The tightrope walker proceeded


	to pick their noses


	with an ungloved finger


	then eat the booger.


	The fluorescent orange boogers


	with pink sparkles were


	glittering in their bellies


	and they sang aloud


	with soprano voices.  Afterwards


	they decided to kill


	the slippery slimey slugs



	with salt from the


	pool.  The kinky koalas


	enjoyed kinky bondage and


	wacks on backs that


	resulted in sexual dissatisfaction


	.  To end it all


	there were fireworks and


	a big bowl of


	freakishly tumescent tiger prawns


	found in the salt


	that you keep coming


	and going all day


	. Pinky and the Brain


	were whored out to


	Tom and Jerry, who



	whored out to ren


	and are into S&M


	and PB&J.  The end


	times were near, so


	they entered the spaceship


	but decided not to


	take any cell phones


	because they cause people


	to spill drinks and


	have premarital anger management


	issues and occasional yodeling


	even sometimes vomiting blood.


	They did take blueberries


	and stick them in


	their ears to provide



	ear berries.  The berries


	could only be found


	in ears.  The time


	was two o'clock in


	Belgium and this meant


	that many cakes were


	being made for the


	very conceited ambassadors of


	gothic architecture. Reluctantly, the


	Art Deco diplomats made


	a request that those


	who can should, but


	didnt allow for bald


	eagles to fly.  Pink


	shadows danced across the



	moonlit night.  Swooning chickens


	scratched at the glowing


	embers of the blue


	slugs slithering in the


	path of the swooning


	swirling swashbuckling sweeties.  They


	danced and pranced all


	over the orange flourescent


	pieces of cow dung


	until their tiny feet


	died of mad cow


	tinea.  Their blue lips


	of death gave out


	little squeaks of delight


	and grunts of pain



	as the yoga class


	kept on going over


	the broken glass on


	the belly buttons of


	the purple flower children


	who drank the poisoned


	koolaid and waited for


	Halley's comma to come


	and brighten their minds


	with sharp punctual sloppy


	crushed ice and coconuts


	.  The time was right


	for a chicken dance


	of death. Angry poultry


	with big bottoms and



	even bigger coxcombs jiggled


	and jangled the right


	leg in, right leg


	out, then beat the


	meat with a hammer


	made of pasta noodles


	and ricotta. Her underwear


	smelled like an Italian


	with halitosis. "Nice", said


	the fat but sexy


	Swede, removing his leather


	butt huggers.  The aches


	were forgotten as he


	laid on one side


	getting himself ready to



	eat three pounds of


	gravadlax, whilst smearing his


	bottom belly with liver


	coloured chicken lips and


	chicken lip coloured livers


	of Babylon. The dripping


	chicken lips and liver


	were magically replaced by


	unionized carpet salesmen that


	charged by the yard.


	"Hi, I'm Bert and


	I escaped the wizard."


	"Escaped the wizard. How?"


	I sacrificed a munchkin.


	It tasted a little



	bit like chicken, but


	had a faint yellow


	chrome aftertaste not unlike


	the butt end of


	an overnight cheese baguette


	.  We sat there studying


	the carpet samples Bert


	made with ernie the


	fastest milkcart in the


	west and east and


	outer new hebrides.  After


	a short period of


	vigorous mutual self gratification


	that ended in a


	a very sticky mess



	. How was it for


	The aardvark? Who knows?


	Meanwhile, ice was sculpted


	into the shape of


	an apple tree with


	pears instead of apples.


	A papple tree actually


	, with double dappled leaves


	which, when smoked, produce


	a chemical that causes


	erectile dysfunction in armadillos


	and anti-gravity vision that


	makes grandma's bosom appear


	lovely in the moonlight.


	A syzygy of stars



	soared across the silky


	thesaurus, wondering just why


	the end is near


	but oh so far.


	Move down the bus


	until you reach the


	last seat you dirty


	and then clean it.


	Havard Graphics were not


	the only pornographers selling


	pics of Oprah Winfrey.


	However, they had the


	only ones with midgets.


	The fancy fannied fairies


	pulled out a gun



	that could instantly vaporize


	anyone or anything that


	didn't sing them lullabies


	or join in the


	communal toenail clipping sessions


	.  It was a strange


	way to wash dishes


	and eat energy bars


	while watching Jerry Springer.


	Today's Springer show had


	six naked angry midgets


	with very large boobies


	, that could stilt walk


	upside down while naked.


	However, their boobies scraped



	the stage, creating weird


	smears in the dirt


	like muddy armadillo tracks


	walking on the sands


	of time backwards towards


	broken glass and broken


	hearts that cannot mend


	and will never be


	eaten alive with two


	martinis.  But we were


	shaken but not stirred


	when our swizzle sticks


	touched.  It was a


	revelation of a different

(bluddy mouse not worky propply 


	reality, one without carpets.



	The parallel dimension revealed


	they still shagged like


	two peckered bunny rabbits.


	But their hideously deformed


	buttocks made them easily


	recognizable in a crowd.


	"spread em!!" The police


	had donut withdrawal symptoms


	which made the mean


	just average. Chickens were


	as chickens always are


	cooking on the grill.


	Can this be true


	said the grilled chicken


	that I crossed the



	road just to be


	free of big buns


	and caramelised onions.  Afterwards


	the chicken went back


	and crossed the road


	at the pedestrian crossing


	to get to the


	rooster pen at the


	red rooster bar with




	a red rooster.  They


	were attracted to red


	feathered roosters with large


	amounts of rubber involved


	as prosthetic combs and


	artificial insemination devices for



	developing larger chicken wings.


	Eugenics had been tried


	and tried and tried


	, DNA in a blender


	magazine instead of Maxim


	, making meaningless mush. As


	the devil once said


	, "It is hot but


	this sure beats heaven.


	For GM chickens however


	they all go to


	hell in a handcart


	unless purchasing twelve items


	or fewer, then they


	can, with all concious



	awareness be here now.


	It was the end


	of the jello bath


	that made the chicks


	taste like tangy lime


	when their lips were


	glistening very greenly as


	their teeth were covered


	with donut glazing that


	smelt of day old


	sweaty socks that had


	been made sweetly by


	a nice lady that


	never knew what love


	meant, until she finally



	found it in a


	ghost town that had


	been set aside during


	the cataclysmic invasion by


	little old ladies with


	automatic rolling pins and


	big asses.  The tired


	old bus had rusted


	solid, with the exception


	of the tinted sunroof


	was made of glass


	, stained glass, which glowed


	until it was cleaned


	then glowed again until


	it stopped. Having stopped



	it glew and glew


	in a sticky mess


	of glew, erm glue,


	made out of bones...


	and horse parts.  The


	horse parts were tastiest


	when cooked with a


	light broth of crab


	medication and crushed Creatine


	to make them brainier


	and crabbier.  The purple


	pill popping people pleaded


	"please pass the puppy."


	that you ate earlier


	"it is all skin



	everything, nothing but skin


	and a weird looking


	indescribable, unnameable, dripping thing


	named fred.  It took


	fifteen men to pacify


	his desire for well


	endowed oil covered gyrating


	hipped men named Kenny.


	The painter pleasantly painted


	partying purple paisley peasants


	plus playful pink pygmies


	partaking purgative pineapple popsicles


	prior to pooping.  Almost


	always the clock chimed


	in, "Why me?", friggin'



	bloody 'ell, A dingo


	stole away a child


	and ate the last


	Rolo. I loved him


	slathered with Vegamite and


	anchovies in honey, but


	never even in the


	carapace of startled crabs


	that jump around from


	planet to planet screwing


	in lightbulbs.  The corny


	little hens hounded the


	hated horrible heldenbergers, so


	the killed them all.


	How are your spectacles?



	said the duck.  "not


	too uncomfortable" said the


	other duck.  The third


	duck was having burnt


	rump roast for dinner.


	"I would rather have


	an ass named Sal


	than a lobotomy. But


	then who wouldn't?"  The


	sky darkened menacingly. Lightening


	his load of faggots,


	Karl reflected on the


	mirror before him and


	thought about all the


	delicious doughnuts eaten during



	his tenure with Krispy


	. Then he noticed that


	he missed "Kreme". 

Maybe


	the lighting was causing


	him to confess his


	crime to the interrogators


	. It was bloody bright,


	very hot and caused


	a strange but pleasurable


	stir in his nether


	-land created coffee cup


	with the cinnamon stick


	that dissolved gradually as


	the coffee kept re-heating


(hyphen = one word)


	and emitting coffee aroma.



	Not what the interrogator


	had on his shoe


	looked like dog poo


	and tasted like peppermint.


	The tired old man


	was snoring loudly and


	picking at his hind


	(smelly as it was)


	end.  The end was


	near!" chanted the hippie.


	"But now it's gone"


	"Much like my braincells."


	Ah feel like ahcid


	early in the morning.


	Later, I feel like



	eating a big fat


	bacon and egg sandwich


	wearing only a ripped


	copy of Quark Xpress


	on his head.  The


	lithely naked torso and


	drooping man boobs sank


	several small yachts and


	a large dingy.  The


	dirty dog swam out


	to sea to meet


	the owl and the


	spoon which jumped over


	the runcible pudding.  The


	edge of the world



	was under the water


	at the edge of


	a big reef drop-off


	that new learned to


	drop off of.  He


	figured out the hard


	road's gonna change nothing


	except his underwear. However


	the rocky road is


	going to Dublin. Guinness


	Book of Records says


	that the world's smartest


	cephalopod would often use


	butt paste to clean


	his under water toilet.



	The paste would stick


	the window shut and


	thus it would stay.


	Jane had a big


	house that always was


	in need of a


	good paint job. She


	cried and cried over


	her white truffle risotto


	making the rice soggy.


	"Don't cry", said Dylan


	before he started to


	lay lady lay, quickly


	without too much of


	an effort at foreplay



	or even the slightest


	interest in her pleasure.


	The ugly mime from


	Paris had a problem


	with his left buttock


	and his right knee


	that was across from


	his left ear.  He


	once knew a man


	whose name was Stan


	he died from a


	rather large tumour in


	the buttocks.  It was


	very painful when he


	picked at his buttocks.



	Because he was dead,


	as dead as a


	big fat blue monkey


	he could not attend


	the Blue Man Group


	concert. "Every cloud" thought


	the presence of the


	ghost would explode from


	the end of the


	witch's nose as she


	took out a pistol


	from under her hat


	and took aim at


	the doughnut while she


	was pulling up her



	vehicle (a broom) roadside


	and parked it where


	at Big Mama's Diner


	where men are usually


	wearing clothes made of


	young unicorn pelts.  The


	cheeseburgers were especially greasy


	and the women were


	entirely absent. Only men


	were allowed to come


	, which they did, together


	, dancing a sea jig.


	The jig took all


	their energy to complete.


	They fell down dead



	tired, but after resting


	for three minutes they


	recommenced their wild cavorting


	and went shopping at


	Harvey Nichols in Knightsbridge


	to get a new


	Versace three piece suit


	and two matching purple


	rain, purple rain, twice


	hats with zero markings.


	Having purchased these items


	they retraced their steps


	to The Enchanted Forest


	into the pits of


	the happy smiley bears



	and hairy women.  The


	bears coveted the women


	and ate their young


	spring greens with relish


	, mustard, onion, and pickle.


	Later in the day


	at the lap-dancing club


	the fat old man


	sweated like a cheese


	biscuit left baking in


	San Francisco's Castro district


	.Tired, hungry, and very


	very wet around the


	groin area, Fat Abe


	decided that Han Solo



	should be crowned King


	of the Donuts. The


	Jabba from the hut


	was cooking pancakes as


	he fired two warning


	shots from the balcony


	into her purse.  She


	was a ninja with


	big hairy man legs


	but, nonetheless, strangely attractive


	egg shaped buttocks.  They


	were cupped by oviform


	panties that had brown


	and yellow dots on


	the booty part.  Sadly,



	the droopy bottom was


	tainted with the awful


	the other part had


	confused the matter with


	stuff. The next day


	all was well in


	the serene ghetto setting


	of Cosi fan tutte


	as the day began


	like a tequila sunrise


	without the ice. The


	Meerschaum pipe looked iridescent


	to the eyes of


	pazooy, who never learned


	the value of chastity



	or basic hygiene. Somewhere


	in the tree was


	a juicy red apple


	that glistened under the


	sink called life.  Many


	nights I've dreamed of


	a girl from buckingham


	who could shag all


	the carpets and make


	a grown man cry.


	But men don't cry


	in their beer, but


	real men hug.  Or


	so I was told


	. However, I don't believe



	a word my momma


	whispered in my ear


	after the death of


	a salesman in Salem


	the fancy group of


	nanostructures made from carbon


	were in the pudding.


	The pudding was made


	by four small, blue


	smurf imps and two


	dozen Potato Head men.


	The potato head men


	, aka boursiers pommes frites


	, decided that it would


	be hilarious to mix



	LSD into the Kool-Aid


	and serve it to


	the spider monkeys in


	religious cults who worship


	neuroscientists experimenting on labradors


	and small balding chickens


	and large hirsute donkeys


	which never knew love


	was a cruel trick


	that sexy mamas play


	on the soul of


	all that isnt right


	to weave their wicked


	endless post count game


	for no purpose whatsoever



	but to add to


	the number of posts


	that add to karma


	eenie, meenie, miney, moe.


	where is larry, curly?


	Getting his annual haircut


	with his favorite girl


	waiting for him to


	take her to the


	zoo on monday instead


	of on Tuesday week


	of the clearance sale


	. The barbering complete, they


	decided to steal a


	a buttload of money



	and use it to


	buy all the cupcakes


	and all of the


	bacon sandwiches in Paris


	texas.  The cowboys knew


	ABBA songs by heart


	on brokeback mountain.  They


	rode all night long


	and danced in the


	sweet light of the


	rising sun and rain


	bows were coloring the


	atmosphere, making everyone happy


	terds and happy birds


	in which case droppings



	formed into words that


	Zaphod quietly giggled about


	as he snorted up


	the white powder. Blasted


	with fire, the marshmallows


	crackled like pork fat


	on a cheese plate


	under the broiler of


	the restaurant salamander. Later


	over coffee and petit-fours


	the hirsute and despotic


	Marion the Trotskyite transvestite


	traveled to Transylvania trying


	meticulously groomed his lower


	turgid, tender, tempting tentacle.



	But the menu only


	contained fried poultry dishes


	swimming in greasy buttery


	sauce thick enough to


	stand a spoon up


	and make it squeal.


	The spoon that is


	stood speechless as the


	speeches droned tediously on


	about how cutlery was


	so capably formed in


	the Elves' workshop amid


	such chaos amongst the


	calm the suffused Jupiter


	shadow that blanked the



	entire village. This caused


	mass confusion and dancing


	charleston style, with much


	flinging of limbs akimbo


	to the zany music


	of Ragtime Country Hip-Hop


	played with tambourines, bagpipes,


	flutes, sitars, guitar, trumpets


	maracas, a mellotron and






	a hollow pumpkin! They


	made a cacophonous din


	out of things that


	grumbled in their tummies


	which was a good


	change from the normal



	grumbling in the bedroom


	about who should wear


	the galoshes this time


	now that she hid


	behind the steam table


	and started taking off


	her rhinestone eye patch


	which hides her ptosis


	, amblyopia, a cyst, and


	eye boogers.  It was


	a bright sunny morning


	somewhere, but here it


	was dark like that


	dark unsunny type morning


	with shadows of silence



	and smelly round things


	festooned across the ground


	like globules of putrid


	puddings and purple poopers


	- whatever purple poopers are.


	The feast was one


	with many pineapples that


	laid strewn about the


	many picnic tables like


	purple poopers popping popcorn


	playfully, plus plush pink


	pterodactyls purportedly purposefully placed


	precisely proportioned pelted pieces.


	The old man named


	River went swimming with



	Phoenix in the high


	school pool naked except


	and golden coloured pelts


	stained with the blood


	from the vampire attack


	. The popcorn exploded upon


	upon exposure to the


	volcanic heat that came


	directly from the mouth


	of Mt Vesuvius as


	it released all the


	lava into the sky.


	Into the sky went


	the Sun, blazing brightly


	as a bright star



	in all its glory


	and untold fruitiness gathered


	together and grooving in


	what could only be


	regretted in the morning


	after the evening of


	unforgivable gross moral turpitude


	among the putrid masses.


	The music was like


	a blinding throbbing headache


	that sounded like music


	written for the apocalypse


	or a fishing trip.


	Either way its moot


	, and should be mute



	but is sorta cute


	sounding flute music. The


	music of insanity. Lunacy.


	The villagers were mesmerized


	by the ceremonial sacrifice


	of two fat chickens


	one named Bert, the


	other not. Subsequently Christmas


	killed the Easter bunny


	, who killed many carrots


	by shoving them up


	an alligator's heinie, which


	wasnt the smartest move


	considering the foul smell.


	The carrots tasted pretty



	rank after he'd had


	licked off all of


	the licky stuff. However


	a hairless smurf with


	weeping sores on his


	foot starting singing opera


	buffa in Anglicized Pali


	with a wookie and


	seven merry dwarfs. Mongo


	Mungo and Midge, with


	their legs tied together


	in a neat little


	bouquet of flailing limbs.


	The blue cape of


	flatulence billiowed behind them



	, destroying everything in its


	putrescent meandering towards Chicago


	on the north end


	of the street. Luckily


	the clouds disappeared, revealing


	a pleasantly surprised Zeus.


	The expression was like


	a smile on a


	piece of gorgonzola cheese


	. Wondering what that means?


	Well don't punk, just


	pucker the lips and


	tell someone that you


	dearly dearly dearly love


	that you are free



	of being bound to


	the earth. Meanwhile in


	Kansas, Dorothy pulled up


	her socks, shouldered her


	toto pelt scarf and


	kick-started her Honda Goldwing


	and roared off down


	the yellow dirt road.


	Unfortunately, she couldn't ride


	astride due to the


	re being no seat


	so she stood up


	and yelled "I GOTS


	A LUVVERLY BUNCH OF


	BALLS!!!  I GOTS SOCCER



	BALLS AND HERPES SIMPLEX


	WITHDA BALLS AND MORE


	STDs THAN YOU'D BELIEVE


	ON A BALLPARK FRANK!!!"


	Becoming hoarse through shouting,


	he decided that it


	was time to transgender


	his balls to another


	location just outside of


	Beautiful downtown Toronto, where


	sheep are afraid of


	walking alone at night.


	The chickens are foul


	or is it fowl?


	Or maybe even fow?



	No, no, not fow!


	I've got a feadache


	from fow balls hitting


	the battered fow in


	the chip shop. In


	the fowl's left buttock


	lived a small sloth


	named Sal.  Now, Sal


	being rather slow, grew


	slowly and never realized


	that the chicken was


	really his father's grandson


	on his mother's side.


	The end as we


	flail towards it will



	never cross the road


	before looking both ways


	because sometimes a greyhound


	may swerve to hit


	the ground running, backwards


	before running forwards. Foul


	or fowl? I forgot.


	Fires were burning brightly


	throwing sparks up his


	left nostril and down


	his oesophagus. He choked.


	The fires burned low


	, the David Bowie album.


	He poured cold water


	all over the disc,



	which meant it could


	n't be 'burned'. DRM!


	Darn Right Mad I


	was. Screw the RIAA!


	Before they screw you!


	Spin in their graves


	like corpses of CDs.


	Their spirit lives on


	in the minds and


	garden sheds of Australians


	, Amazonians, and corporate America.


	As the dark descended


	the lights came on


	within the cottages as


	glowworms flew in through



	the caves entrance which


	was soon clogged with


	one hundred dollar notes




	written on cheap paper.


	Inside the cave was


	a large variety of


	otter skulls and like


	-ly a few pelts from


	a family of tiny


	, so tiny they were


	almost able to rest


	completely on my fingernail


	if it were clean,


	there must have been


	at least four young



	fifteen adults and three


	hundred or so, wee


	little ones running around


	without diapers or Popsicles.


	The dark blue piece


	of extruded plastic pipe


	that ran down the


	front is a codpiece.


	The quarter mile distance


	Covered with feathers and


	tar stood out in


	stark relief to the


	edge of the time


	to make the tea


	and then eat some



	scones and clotted cream


	while wearing his snuggie.


	Suddenly becoming middle aged


	the goldfish started to


	turn a delicate shade


	of light brown as


	rapidly as it transformed


	into a fat old


	tart with muscly legs.


	The hair on its


	upper lip grew long


	and longer as the


	heavy weights dragged it


	. It started to snow


	and as it was



	falling upon the lake


	each flake turned into


	a musical note that


	melodically serenaded the swans


	and turned their cold


	vibrations unto the pale


	blue sky as clouds


	from where upon they


	roiled and tumbled quickly


	within and without the


	deep fried pork skins.

[I used to read the previous several posts so that I could stay somewhat in context. I'm going to just read the last one for a while and see how it goes - should be fun 


	It was a tiring


	reading upside down every


	so we fell back


	on our old ways



	The end is still


	a wistfully bright dream


	with blurred edges and


	vague nightmarish sounds and


	a long way off.


	Upon awakening, the villager


	decided he should revisit


	the dentist because he


	had a hurt tooth


	from the pudding that


	contained blood and bone


	from crushed up reprobates


	found in the neighbor's


	shadowy pet cemetery. Luckily


	the elderly caretaker disrobed



	only on the sesquicentennial


	tuesdays following the end


	of World War II


	and trash collection day.


	The poor cat's nipple


	was more sore than


	a catholic school dance


	at bnai brith camp


	.  The tired old cat


	sat shiva for the


	last twelve seconds of


	October 26th, then went


	off in a pea-green-boat.


	Coming ashore on Andros



(Does-joining-words-together-with-hyphens-make-them-all-one-word?) 


	(I-think-hypens-are-allowed-as-long-as-you-don't-go-overboard)

, the cat collapsed, exhausted.



	The sun beat down


	upon the golden dunes


	crawling with mice and


	blowing sand grains skywards


	to join the snow


	captured in the clouds


	on an earlier post


	coital glow of bliss


	. Firmly holding onto it,


	our heroine strained to


	adjust her thong as


	she loaded her glock.


	The different levels of


	sensuallity became very noticable


	and all the while



	as each bullet entered


	the bottom of her


	shirt became quite tangled


	thereby saving her life.


	The color changed from


	pearl white to red


	, white, and blue since


	she was a patriot


	and also a large


	pain in the ass.


	The next thing that


	entered her brilliant mind


	was a bullet.  She


	was a cyborg and


	had robot boobs capable



	of radar detection that


	also turned copper into


	lime flavored jello by


	turning a specific nipple


	clockwise. Other features include


	cherry flavored knobs and


	long tapered legs that


	looked amazingly realistic, they


	ended at the feet


	as do most legs


	but these were extra


	shiny because of the


	silken threads that spread


	throughout the chinchilla fur.


	Stilettos that make holes



	rarely get worn to


	such delicate dance halls


	at the Monster's ball


	once every year at


	the Count's rocking castle.


	The tired old Count


	was tired of counting


	countless expired candy corns


	left over Halloween candy,


	and bat chain pullers


	attached firmly to his


	shiny beast. Pulling out


	from his trousers a


	tightly rolled joint, he


	began to peel potatoes



	then remembered his joint


	and smoke a bit


	better than yesterday. Culloden


	, I mean calcium is


	a chemical, but Culloden


	is a three movement


	quartet by Gavin Byars


	who once played with


	his left hand tied


	behind his butt string


	of his lace thong


	.  It went twannnnggga twangggggaa


	whenever he ate beans


	or bent over too


	quickly. Penguin Cafe Orchestra



	played at Culloden quietly


	and wore masquerade masks


	to hide their weird


	witch like noses.  The


	happy spider sang loudly


	with the blond psockpuppet.


	Casey would waltz with


	a llama named Louie


	which for some reason


	favored his third leg


	and his fourth cousin.


	A new sentence was


	added by the ape,


	though he was illiterate


	and smelled like a



	eight day old hoagie.


	A nostalgic 80's disco


	song was blaring out


	of the old jukebox


	in the corner of


	the dark dungeon that


	was hidden away beneath


	the old opera house


	located out of town


	near the old sawmill


	where the sound of


	a windmill whirling was


	compounded by the thuds


	of falling giant apples


	that added to the



	pineapple pulp puddles and


	dead little chickens that


	weren't little dead chickens


	at all, but were


	vultures dressed in goose


	leggings and assless chaps


	. Woodland glades sheltered the


	little naked butts and


	pixies with foxglove flowers


	dancing into the cold


	. The pixies grilled chicken


	and wieners.  They ate


	grass, acorns, aconite and


	greasy, grimy, gopher guts.


	Back in the ranch



	dressing were bacon pieces


	stuffed to the gills


	with little mouse pellets


	made of creamed cheese


	and little cow pies


	baking in the sun


	with a single agenda


	and fourteen agendum of


	commandments needing to be


	approved by the board.


	The father of the


	hairy bride was nervous.


	Reasonably so, he forgot


	to find the groom,


	he left at the



	church in a hurry


	to find the one


	poor sap desperate enough


	to give her over


	with no shotgun cartridge


	, no dowry larger than


	a halfpenny piece and


	a tootsie roll wrapper


	. Gold is good for


	the economy when the


	credit card melts like


	fat off of an


	obese fast food worker.


	Are the fries done


	crispy or soggy and



	browned on the outside


	just right.  My milkshake


	brings the boys to


	the lounge, And they're


	like, its better then


	the liberal agenda.  The


	stench of political comments


	polluted like a BP


	in a bathtub, the


	bubbles barely covered her


	smooth legs as the


	water sluiced off her


	oily buttocks.  The smallest


	hint of naughty bits


	of flotsam in the



	rapidly cooling bed sheets


	marked the area where


	she had some fake


	tan rubbed on her


	fake boobs.  The tiny


	nipple ring caught on


	the soap on a


	rope, which in turn


	rested securely between her


	hot and cold faucets


	. The soap on a


	string rubbed gently across


	her pinky toe and


	started to tickle so


	much she giggled hilariously.



	This made her hiccup


	so loudly and forcefully


	that the water splashed


	so high as to


	splash the mirror that


	could no longer see


	what's to be seen


	or pronounce the fairest


	voting system is PR.


	The last thing she


	took off stuck to


	her top of the


	stairs as she sleepwalked


	off of a cliff


	into a bowl of



	Sergio Oliva look alikes


	that were flexing their


	buttocks in preparation for


	the oil-me-down


	celebration of BP's newest


	coffee machine. The helicopter


	buzzed the fields and


	the cargo was full


	of young fans who


	, until their coming of


	age, thought that wrestling


	was something that snakes


	with jakes put up


	to whip the youngsters


	and elderly.  The time



	crept by very slowly


	as it slipped into


	first gear and revved


	like a 19 year


	whisky gurgling down a


	10 year old monkey


	brains in a jar


	labeled "do not open


	until Christmas. The masseuse


	applied the lotion heavily


	like a professional chef


	marinating a wild


	man eating chicken.  The


	chicken basted the chef


	and clucked like a(n)



	deranged banshee descending to


	the lower depths of


	the ice cream container


	where the fruit laid


	freezer burned and sad.


	Moving on quickly to


	the reason why stupid


	is as stupid does


	my herring smelled like


	someone who once loved


	and lost and regret


	all of the simple


	minded mutterings he wrote


	about in his youth.


	The youth, himself, was



	almost always naked.  One


	monthly sawbuck didn't buy


	another dose of little


	liver pills, let alone


	any vitamin E for


	the awful red rash


	on his lower buttock


	, his upper buttock however


	rested on the ground


	. Having vertically arranged buttocks


	was an easy way


	to fill out panties.


	The faded red panties


	smelt faintly of elderberries.


	The wrong end of



	infinity is where zero


	can no longer get


	laid. However, pink panties


	can ride up high


	and cause beaucoup chafing.


	The devil named her


	teddy bear "Mr. Zippy".


	Mr. Zippy was dressed


	in skater punk attire


	glammed to the max.


	Back in da hood


	da robbin hood, Tuck


	decided to put a


	moonbeam in his hand


	after finishing his delicious



	piece of gelfling.  The


	Skeksis made off with


	the last unicorn and


	the dish ran away


	with the rats from


	Sing-Sing, Attica, and Jersey.


	Far away on the


	horns of a dilemma,


	sat the merry old


	pedophile, staring at children.


	The end came closer


	to the very beginning


	as the forum snobs


	sobbed and melted away


	Their cold hearts of



	silicon fusing into a


	a big ball of


	fused silicon. Eventually ecstatic


	Hickory, Dickory, and Doc


	[quick edit]

ran like mice across


	decided that the majority


	of posts were cross-wired


	and hell bent on


	causing such mayhem. Quarterbacks


	and nickelbacks played their


	last card - without looking


	or tasting the cold


	cuts, they quickly left


	the opera and went


	out on the pull.



	For slider and parasites


	to grow up healthy


	Like an afterschool special


	wearing only the truth


	And a big smile


	to go with your


	bright eyes and smelly


	First Edition "Gutenberg For


	Less."  The cheaper version


	was cheaper than the


	more expensive version, obviously,


	And the expensive version


	is so expensive that


	nobody ever buys it.


	Meanwhile the market stalls



	are filled with dirt,


	because the dustbin men


	are handless, round aluminium


	robots made to work


	with some rubbish colleagues.


	The market stalls were


	not the best place


	to find haute-couture clothing


	, nor pink, glow-in-the-dark underwear.


	On the corner stall


	, however, you actually could.


	It was owned by


	Dusty Met Alec, entrepreneur.


	He was the best


	at being the worst,



	vender extraordinaire, selling all


	manner of useless shyte,


	his trademark was "Pomme"


	... his body shape, too....


	well, quite simply horrible.


	He never knew what


	it was that sold


	pork stockings like that.


	The little shop sold


	wee small things so


	to corner the elf


	a small elf-trap was


	used with a single


	drop of treacle to


	help the medicine go



	to the heart of


	the problem in a


	nutshell. Down on Main


	we rafted across the


	tempestuous waters to the


	edge of town. There


	we beached our raft


	and ate a fish


	and chip supper. Drinks


	were on the house


	even if the house


	was on the drinks


	and was poured over


	two pounds of crushed


	tomatoes, basil and coriander.



	The end is never


	easy to accept gracefully


	so we started over


	the hill with the


	aging hippie from the


	the sixties wasn't feeling


	life.  It was a


	lot like a heavy


	rock falling off of


	Sisyphus's shoulder and landing


	on Elton John's lover's


	nekkid toes. Samantha, though


	desperately unhappy, smiled wanly


	at the weak tea


	, which a tear plopped



	slowly without splashing. Spoons


	were allowed to rest


	daintily on the saucer


	next to the unused


	orange juice with pips


	of paps and pups


	with pepper and popsicles


	, hot chilli sauce and


	chilly cold frozen pineapples


	. The fruits of the


	tropical island were sunstruck


	before the hurricane season


	ripped them skywards and


	they shot fifteen albatrosses


	while playing beach golf



	on the grassy knoll


	while smoking Cohiba Esplandidos.


	Rolled on the thighs


	and pinched on the


	buttocks, life was good.


	She whipped out a


	huge throbbing, pulsing, puce-coloured


	hair pin and stabbed


	a passing green armadillo


	in the right ear.


	Angrily, it turned and


	said "The FN hurt


	, rolled over and died.


	The moral of the


	dictatorship is shoot first



	then blame the liberals.


	As soon as Gwendoline


	let down her hair ...


	the temperature went up 




	causing a severe reaction


	across the galaxy as


	she picked up her


	act and started to


	juggle 15 balls and


	a slippery ice cube


	whilst negotiating the Milky


	Way bar release from


	Alcatraz Island during the


	first day of the


	Year of the Tiger.



	The end of things


	was nowhere near as


	far away as once


	around the block by


	two thirds majority vote.


	This vote was, however


	, a bit tutti frutti


	with lots of pips


	and melting on the


	tops of many a


	cone of ice cream.


	The aforementioned notwithstanding, it


	took too long to


	decide on a pair


	of panties to wear



	, and which wig or


	shade of lipstick. Finally


	she chose all taupe


	as she loaded the


	first piece of cold


	weaponry in her purse


	.  The smell of the


	cordite mixed with Chanel


	gave a dizziness that


	she found to be


	stimulating, so much so


	that she made pancakes


	stuffed with sweet chestnut


	then died in bed.


	Ten years later, her



	body was buried in


	the garden under a


	shoe box.  her bones


	were glowing like a


	glorious motorcycle headlamp, and


	the reason for this


	is, as yet, unknown.


	Her ghost still walks


	to this very day


	and some hear her


	wail, moan and jangle


	her rare spork collection.


	She curdled the milk


	and toes curled up


	whenever her spirit became



	inflamed with the memory


	of past and future


	mediocre Elvis Presley impersonators.


	The real Elvis, however


	cares nothing whatever for


	ghostly incarnations or otherwise


	, being beyond all that.


	Back at the ranch,


	where the snakes were


	writhing about all together


	in search of dressing


	gowns, the queen said,


	"Bring me a man


	in whom the force


	isnt the size of



	Billy's little tinkie winkie.


	Twice upon a morning


	I shall be served


	sweet potato soup with


	snake teeth and pomegranite


	shaped celery chunks. Also


	lets throw away all


	we have achieved and


	start the story a-fresh !


	"No!", the armadillo protested


	before the fat cat


	leapt on its back.


	The cat soon decided


	the armour-plated ant-eater was


	that just won't do



	which confused because it


	old fat cats should


	not be able to


	legally drive on the


	on any side of


	the street.  The entire


	boulevard was covered with


	cat guts and fingerboards


	are not usually combined.


	However notwithstanding these facts


	some people dont give


	pickles to their goldfish


	when it needs lovin'.


	Nuthin says lovin' like


	a chicken in the



	hand is worth about


	two in the butt.


	Speaking of butt, Clementine


	shook that money maker


	like a fairy wand


	with two loose ends


	. Box turtles: mean little


	creatures that eat small


	people like popcorn in


	the cinema. Why? Crisknows


	and older men who


	think fondly  and smile


	but really suck at


	doing what they imagine


	would be understood as



	exercising their human rights


	to marry a cabbage.


	Usually, the cabbage doesn’t


	talk too much, but


	once boiled and left


	to die a heated


	glop in a stew.


	Brassicas more generally like


	hanging with cruciferous vegetables


	than nasty forum fruits


	and sugar plum fairies.


	Looking from the room


	that housed the guillotine,


	we saw idiots and


	ran away laughing heartily.



	Lost and weary, the


	big bottomed girl decided


	to locate the hidden


	twinkie she had for


	a paperweight on the


	stacks of food she


	put on the snowman


	.  The carrot nose grew


	bright red as the


	carrot changed from orange


	to a hellish purple.


	The end times were


	coming to an end


	of the beginning of


	a new time coming



	came and went again


	like the summer wind


	wafting angelic autumnal leaves


	and doing things with


	Sisyphusian repetitiveness, endlessly cycling


	to the shops. Presently,


	the meteor shower was


	over and the damage


	caused to the forum


	was mainly located in


	the jackass corner of


	the place known as


	the enormous stellar bunghole.


	The quiet end of


	the corridor was now



	even more quieter than


	a non-snoring mime artist


	drinking a cup of


	concentrated extract of dieffenbachia


	camilla, mistaking it for


	a small nasty cup


	of fetid cranberry juice.


	Twice today and once


	I finished the leftovers,


	the old man from


	the wild blue yonder


	decided that life was


	a Mountain Railroad, like


	you are teetering on


	analogy of what life



	really means.  Afterwards the


	grumpy old forum troll


	ate chocolate covered donuts


	and grew man boobs


	, back pimples and hair


	implants.  The man boobs


	were saggy, baggy, and


	resulted from hormonal imbalance


	brought by excessive staring


	down the cleavages of


	hairy man butts.  The


	trumpet played while the


	violin strummed and the


	tambourine was jingling loudly


	but sadly out of



	tune with the other


	percussion instruments that were


	being struck by timpanists


	, gargoyles and assorted ape-like-lizards....


	..which was quite normal


	cacophony with no sense


	to any one except


	very refined musical connoisseurs


	at the Royal Albert


	Picnic Gardens that were


	so far up their


	rope ladders that the


	stupid bell thingy wouldnt


	make any noise because


	the stupid bell thingy



	was at ground level


	. Still, it must appear


	to all and a-sundry


	that things have taken


	a turn for the


	better when the old


	scroat holds a party


	for his balding friends


	in the local hostelry


	or knocking shop. Loose


	Moving swiftly on towards


	confusion on the thread


	that drifts as well


	like dingos howling at


	at a blue moon



	.  The stars were all


	dimmed by the brightness


	of her glorious bosom.


	Round and firm like


	a round firm melon.


	On the other hand


	there was a foot.


	But the other foot


	was not at hand.


	Meanwhile in the bush


	was two worth one


	or has inflation meant


	more free government cheese


	now costs more to


	cut than before.  Without



	a doubt there are


	many in this world


	who would say so


	what to free chickens


	stuff them, they'd say


	at the same time


	as pickling their heads


	and eating their breasts.


	Speaking of breasts, Caroline


	had three large hairy


	dogs who were constantly


	killing chickens and ducks


	, and ravaging local hamsters.


	They did different things


	at weekends, mostly indoors.



	Like Monopoly, Scrabble, Poker, and sex.


	The tired old man


	had too many words


	and not enough action.


	We put him down


	the ventilation shaft of


	the old sugar shack


	. (A euphemism for death.)


	Time was not very


	storable, so the traveller


	decided to kill whatever


	time was left and


	got away with murder!


	Unfortunately time had other


	trapdoors.  Who knew that



	this day so boring


	but yet so perplexing


	in its unutterable boringness


	because I wasnt here.


	I'm here now so


	we can all undress


	, get the party started


	and eat some fried


	toadstools with cranberry paste.


	The little bottom that


	couldn't tried again to


	miss the large hole


	, but the golf club


	flew quickly across the


	back end of the



	RV, barely missing the


	fat old cat named


	...wait.  He's a stray.


	Homeless cats get no


	salmon treats, most days,


	they get kicked in


	the manner of a


	poet that just turned


	out shiftless.  The RV


	was all gassed up


	but had no wheels.


	The wheels were waiting


	, as wheels often do,


	to be rolled down


	the hill and attached



	by hippy robots, that


	preached global warming and


	charged astronomical fees to


	please the stupid liberals.


	The old dog had


	just begun to love


	having a bath, he


	decided to eat out


	at the copacabana.  Whilst


	fancy chicks roam free


	, the dog was locked


	and they could hold


	him ever so softly


	with their feathered arms


	and big fat round



	fluffy bottom.  Afterwards they


	decided to go out


	to a chicken bar


	, AKA: a hen house,


	with hot roasting spits


	of the firmest, juciest


	breasts and thighs ever


	turned over the coals


	, served with the coles


	bacteria ridden coleslaw and


	then slapped on the


	mouldy hamburger buns with


	enough tangy barbecue sauce


	kill the taste of


	two dozen strands of



	plastic coated, high tension


	smurf intestines.  The last


	day of the year


	fell on the first day


	, creating a domino effect


	that castrated the kangaroos.


	The poor little roos


	went nuts, sort of.


	The wibbly wobbly wombles


	decided to turn cannibalistic


	and devour all the


	little wibbly wobbly wombles


	until there was only


	out of the whole


	big mob, one solitary



	little wibbly wobbly womble


	remained. Silly Snarky Sausages


	sucked down several silly


	sizzling super strong screwdrivers


	with very little extra


	orange juice.  Grumpy gorillas


	desired the goofy looking


	, gravy soaked grissini, they


	Why would you say


	it if it's untrue?


	The chocolate was kidnapped


	by the fat cat


	eating spider from Mars


	and dipping his fingers


	in the hot fat



	watched they sizzle before


	slowly licking them off


	with a seductive grin.


	The cat in the


	laboratory apparatus suffered excrutiating


	paw trap accident, he


	lost half of his


	money by the catwalk


	.  He shakes his little


	booger from the end


	of his snotty nose


	and falls down dead


	drunk on catnip treats.


	Arriving in cat-heaven he


	remembered the other eight



	lives that he's lost


	while searching for his


	car keys. Presently he


	is living on the


	margins of society, prostituting


	his sweet behind and


	making good money. Eventually


	he had to retire


	but kept selected clients


	from the dark woods


	of celibacy by occasionally


	taking it out and


	giving it a good


	jingle and jangle right


	in front of his



	younger, but legal, sister


	as he frequently did.


	She decided to cut


	out the middle man


	and sleep with the


	fishes in the East


	Hamptons - illicit fish sex


	never hurt anyone, however


	it leaves a bad


	impression on the in-laws


	.  The last time ever


	I saw your face


	it was in the


	floor mirror below us


	, I felt like grabbing



	anything that was dangling


	knee level just near


	the corner of my


	left foot. The quick


	brown fox jumped over


	the dead hooker.  The


	tough-as-nails private dick flipped


	her over and looked


	askance as he pulled


	up his bottom lip


	until it covered his


	upper lip.  He looked


	a right pillock thought


	he could pretend that


	he could fly like



	an eagle and crash


	into a big tan


	horse.  The end of


	the end of the


	Johnny Farnham goodbye tour


	.  Tired, hungry, and just


	too tea-partied out to


	give half a damn


	he wound up his


	failing porno-film company.  His


	suitcase was packed and


	the milk was cancelled


	before he jumped out


	of the airplane wearing


	an old crusty thong



	and a spinning bow-tie


	the color purple.  Back


	onboard the aircraft, stewardesses


	Jane started shaking her


	salt and pepper as


	angry customers started demanding


	"are we there yet"


	Don't make me turn


	She ripped off her


	passengers by not removing


	her clothes.

CHAPTER TEN


	In another part of


	the time space continuum


	universal health care was


	a fond, unrealistic dream



	cost way too much


	to not provide it


	to people who sit


	on their hands before


	licking their fingers.  Time


	hung heavily now that


	the end was near


	, or so everyone thought.


	The assumed end was


	a long way away


	from being started.  The


	crepuscular moon hovered above


	the big dumb Earth


	where happy people danced


	naked hoping for the



	elusive moment of ecstasy


	that comes with a


	Hebrew National Kosher Frank


	and pack of cigarettes.


	Not my brand you


	but I'll have one


	and stick it in


	my happy little porcupine.


	The old cold blue


	refrigerator sat neglected in


	the school parking lot






	oozing ozone destroying chemicals


	that pissed off liberals


	, Republicans, and Independents too.


	It was a sad



	old git called Jeremy


	who invented global warming


	during a nuclear winter


	, assisted by nuclear snowmen.


	Floating in the air


	, the ghostly figure approached


	warp speed, then exploded


	into tiny bits of


	outer space Cheerios. Elvira


	finally covered up her


	embarrassment at being naked


	by draping herself in


	smooth, creamy liquorice ice-cream


	and strategically placed cherries.


	The hot sun started



	to be obscured by


	clouds the shape of


	monkeys playing Hungarian violins


	and throwing poo at


	Tigger and Hefalump, injudiciously


	and without any real


	plan or malice aforethought


	.  The long road home


	led to your door


	next to the last


	of the summer wine


	well hidden from all


	creatures great and small


	and big and fat


	caterpillars making their cocoons. 



	The infantry division advanced


	to infinity and beyond


	the outskirts of town


	where a little pub


	ic louse was waiting.


	The proofreading mistake corrected


	the dirty toilet seat


	in the public house


	had fluids stained across


	its entire foetid circumference


	and a big brown


	paper bag full of


	ten dollar bills left


	in the mailbox by


	the lamppost at the



	third stall from the


	hatshop that is haunted


	by the ghosts of


	Tiny Tim and Wally


	Walnut...the sideshow clowns


	who use to work


	on Clacton Pier during


	the third Zombie Apocalypse

__________________________________________________
Last Exit In New Jersey


	right before blowing up


	an inflatable black sheep

__________________________________________________
Last Exit In New Jersey


	for talking about global


	warming hypothesis by showing

__________________________________________________
Last Exit In New Jersey


	up to the end


	of the pier show


	where the young models



	were eating ice cream


	off of each other's


	very stylish black sheep


	and puking quite delicately


	underarm hair.  The bushy


	eyebrows were now thin


	and glittered. Nipples proudly


	protuded from ice sculptures


	of sad looking snow


	maidens, frozen in time


	and space.  It could


	hardly be said that


	cold bitches warm cockles


	or even loose shoes


	. But cold bitches might



	have a warm place


	to eat their lunches


	and take care of


	our precious bodily fluids


	which had been drained


	very quickly and without


	any consideration for the


	poor old fat cats


	who love to eat


	the vital organs of


	other poor fat cats


	in a mad cycle


	with a banana seat


	and an orange parasol


	like a surrey with



	a fringe cut short


	and flippy flappy wet


	pancake batter. The gypsy


	violins played sad music


	when they ate their


	bangers and mash tart


	boogers with a thick


	Bearnaise sauce and chunky


	red pepper paste made


	in the distant lands


	down under. The wind


	was forming a vortex


	going round and round


	crying "Mary."  Young Jimi


	restrung his battered Strat



	and remembered the experience


	of the electric ladyboy


	in the red house


	sheltering from midnight lighting


	hidden in the purple


	rain in the bathtub


	with darling Nikki who


	had so many devices


	everything that money could


	buy. Her magazine was


	falling out the window


	and shaking like a


	Polaroid picture. This does


	not seem to work


	even near The Watchtower



	.  So i shot the


	the sheriff's wife but


	i did not shoot


	the breeze with Barry


	H. Christ who happened


	to save my life


	by smacking the hell


	out of Bob the


	builder who decided to


	bastardize the floating plum


	and erect a large


	, yet aesthetically pleasing, electronic


	looking wooden robot named


	Henry Cholmondeley-Harmer Smith


	the second.  It was



	an upper class robot


	, much better than the


	the petit bourgeois robot,


	which eats small fat


	lumpenproletariat drones for lunch


	and for dinner eats


	domestic pets and children


	that do not obey


	their master's capricious whim


	, so the story goes.


	It was a dark


	night when Queeney Todd


	decided to get naked


	and slip into the


	dressing room of Oprah



	and wait behind the


	mountain of hamburgers that


	she gorged on between


	perfusions of homogenized grease


	-y gift giving.  As


	soon as she had


	unbuttoned the last button


	and unbuckled all buckles,


	Got out of the


	deepest place she could


	think of and started


	floating like a butterfly


	...a big round butterfly.


	However, the jeweled wings


	shining like a dirty



	crystal wine goblet, made


	rainbows on her naked


	bosom and danced like


	a Pope on a


	hot tin roof.  Dazzled,


	and really thinking about


	why cat's do that


	thing with their tongues


	while looking askance at


	everyone around them. Meanwhile,


	back at the ranch


	the evil mad scientist


	cackled maniacally and moved


	towards the bubbling potion


	and asked, "You want



	some, do ya?" Well


	fries would be nice


	but you can shove


	another 500 posts down


	happy_terd's craw and still


	not fill Deep Throat's


	dossier of dirty tricks


	or meat pie recipes.


	Particulate material floating in


	a vortex of brown


	, foetid, steaming and bubbling


	spa water, began to


	coalesce and form a


	monkey-faced shape.  After it


	took shape it grew



	into a wormlike Akrid


	that looked like a


	bad copy of pirated


	pr0n without the prawn.


	Dancing in the moonlight


	to visions of Diana,


________________________________________



	the Princess of Hearts


	sang by Paul Anka


	who was known as


	the one who broke


	wind whilst performing his


	mojo on his monkey


	in full view of


	Frank and Nancy Sinatra,


	whose boots were made



	of artificial leather, because


	they are both vegan


	cultists who practiced abortions


	on laboratory chickens with


	lack of egg producing


	organs due to neutering


	and nipple piercing.  The


	libertine Sal Monella infected


	the tea party biscuits


	and caused at least


	one virgin to effusively


	worry about life as


	an incredibly desirable object


	approached via flying saucer


	and landed on top



	of the largest pizza


	ever delivered without the


	safety net or pink


	cup of fairy water


	borne bacteria that kill


	anything with six general


	knowledge tests and a


	two thirds majority vote


	in the lower chamber


	of Dante's pizza inferno


	.  Back in the day


	when men were boys


	and priests were confused


	about nuclear medicine, most


	of the time they



	fagellated (sic) one another


	which sounded quite dirty


	because they misspelled it


	and covered with "sic"


	, also misspelled, dumb priests!


	The end of the


	world as we know


	will never come about


	until the dance of


	the penguins.  Or is


	the giant pancake flipping


	out of control towards


	the nebulous dark cloud


	known locally as Wolverhampton.


	Tired, naked, and slightly



	rat-arsed, he awoke in


	mama's kitchen half drunk


	and sore around his


	newly pierced nipple which


	shone like moonlight on


	Vermont. The mascara snake


	was camouflaged in drag


	racing protective clothing and


	used desert storm paraphernalia


	such as invisible WMD


	and a whopping WWJD


	and also some WD40


	.  We were all SOL


	and so we decided


	to bite each other's



	cheese sandwich with pickle


	, anchovies and fig leaves


	wrapped around their huge


	expectations of a lesser


	troglodytes troglodytes or some


	other form of loose


	fitting lower body armour


	with little pieces of


	metal ball bearing hanging


	and interfering with his


	back hand pimp slap


	that he administered to


	his back hand pimp


	. "Why are you sporging?"


	was the obvious question



	that no one asked


	.  People are strange, though,


	when you're a stranger


	people get naked in


	all the strange places


	, the tax office, the


	police station, at work


	, whilst bandaging his injured


	brothers and sisters quickly


	created a silly haiku.


	In a separate thread


	hanging from a G-string


	was a pink tassel


	and a big fat


	engorged nipple surrounded by



	Baby Herman's bite marks


	and rabbit tooth indentations


	.  The end of the


	little wet wiggly bit


	had made me nauseous.


	Remember not to swallow


	bodily fluids from rabids


_____________________
another intentional sic for wabbits


	chipmunks and senior citizens


	sleeping on park benches


	and talking about the


	old days without condoms


	or even shoes.  One


	wag who's a nag


	who likes a fag*


*don't know if it's legitimate to specify interpretations of words, but just to avoid misunderstanding and unpleasantness "fag" here refers to the British English use of the word - meaning a cigarette


	to suck and drag

______________________
More double entendres



	whilst waving a flag


	and screaming out "DIE


	GEDANKEN SIND FREI" pathetically


	and picking at his


	tofu and spirulina salad


	and quoting Karl Marx.


	"Today is the greatest


	day of my Wife


	.  She once was blind


	and could not pee


	now she can stand


	by her man, der-de-der-de-derr


	" he sang.  It wasn't


	pretty, but damned sexy


	sometimes makes things seem



	what they are not


	allowed to say on


	account of political correctness


	or by means of


	telepathic implantation of thoughts


	when found naked with


	orifices impregnated by tentacles


	, ninetacles, eightacles, seventacles, sixtacles


	and a big fat


	particle accelerator to fry


	, aka Gozonga Tempura Vibratus.


	Meanwhile, in downtown Gotham's


	police station, the captain


	reviewed the new recruits


	with the caped duo.



	He admired Robin's leotards


	and noticed a bat-hickey


	on the boy's erogenous


	capacious and very prominent


	nose.  But any way...


	you want it, you


	got two of them


	in different shapes and


	sizes. Use the one


	most suitable, depending upon


	where you are inserting


	the compact disc, otherwise


	eject the sucker by


	using a paper clip


	stabbed in his eye



	, preferably the bionic one


	then punch him in


	his tiny tallywag while


	licking off the accretions


	of his dried secretions.


	The poor old man


	philosophically regretted his debauchery


	then ate a taco.


	The taco was good.


	It made him fart


	in the manner of


	a glockenspiel under water


	causing dotted half notes


	to adhere to his


	tattooed bar code staves.



	ornate mirror.  The vacuum


	that was his life


	made him bipolar diurinally

_____________________
Sic it to me baby


	, he pleaded in mitigation


	until his watch alarm


	went off and he


	responded to bodily needs


	by taking out his


	vacuum pump, llama, and


	Vaseline, he proceeded to


	tell a strange story.


	Once upon a time


	around noon yesturday, a


	new chapter unfolded.  Whereas


	Jack and the Beanstalk



	, that hackneyed old pantomime


	was belittled by aesthetes,


	needing very detailed dictionaries,


	not to mention thesauri.


	Whoreupon, Jack and Jill


	the transsexual hobgoblin couple


	ascended the hill to


	a fourstar motel, and


	at the crossroads they


	played ukuleles with nipple-rings


	instead of plectrums. Musically


	sounding like bump and


	grind sort of thing


	, thang, thong, and wangdoodle


	with a creampie mash.



	The Ape from another


	dimention, probably “width,” dribbled


	, "I'm trapped in Mobileread's


	Four-word-post story thread - help!


	Soylent Green is Apes!!!"


	Wintergreens are also vegetables


	and apes are vegetarian,


	and wear leather sandals


	, characteristic of endangered species.


	When not melting icebergs


	in the Titanic's path


	TGS hit 2000 posts


	. Next stop, Galaxy 4K,


	abducting h_t en route


	from the Apes' planet

_________________________________
Where, oh where, is Happy Terd hiding?



	to Mendocino. Remember me


	when all is lost


	ye godless Terran cannibals.


	Have a cream muffin


	fresh from the gardens


	of Eden's hedonist groves


	of Elysian Fields west


	of Southeast North Dakota


	, but please not Fargo.


	Because Fargo is far


	to go even for


	four forgetful folk formerly


	frolicking for frothy flakes


_________________________________
How's that for a mouthful?


	with a flawed flagellum


	flail-gating four fallopian floozies.



	Five fornicating freedom fighters


	fighting for fornicating freedom


	fraternizing with fantastically flamboyant


	French frogs floating froward


	into battle marching as


	Carla Bruni's fawning fanciers


____________________________________________




	followed French fashion fastidiously


	and stopped for a


	a couple of hours


	to eat a taco.


	Having eaten they emptied


	their heads in preparation

__________________________________________________  _______________
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	of another fine bag


	of quiche and chips


	.  The chips were burnt



	orange, and soggy.  Maybe


	the chips are down


	inside a dragon's belly


	-button with fluffy stuff


	smelling like cherry blossom


	shoe polish and vinegar


	. This glowed brightly like


	the shiny end of


	teaspoon immersed in boiling


	cocoa laced with brandy


	Alexander in flambé sauce


	, which burned the hairs


	and the outer layer


	of skin from the


	end of his toes



	. He had hairy toes


	from a hereditary affliction


	resulting from incestuous relations


	with several of the


	poor people from town


	houses and tiny holes


	in the ground which


	caused him no end


	to end support from


	below and above, which


	is required in the


	performance of specified duties


	required by law to


	escape from Mordor alive


	without ever learning how



	to ride a bike.


	He can knit, though,


	and has a cat


	named sal or sally


	for short. His mother


	was an old maid


	at the Holiday Inn.


	Nevertheless, she managed to


	keep his underwear clean


	and breast feed him


	until half-way through puberty


	.  As he grew stronger


	, he fantasized about mom


	, his palms became hairy,


	then he found God.



	He was hiding in


	his mother's clothes closet.


	When through the heart.


	Oddly enough the mindset


	of the desk clerk


	was that of a


	an evangelical wood turner


	who had never quite


	reconciled his oedipal feelings


	or mother worship tendencies


	.  He did however fall


	for his pet gerbil


	named snoopy the barbarian.


	The half-moon shone wanly


	upon snoopy as he



	calculated the orbits of


	Uranus which sounds like


	oo-ran-us, the well known


	track star from Memphis


	who never knew love


	but did smack the


	kumquat during the perihelion


	of its circular orbit


	around Physalis and Charybis.


	Meanwhile, the Death Star


	hung in low orbit


	to rid the Earth


	of dandruff and halitosis


	and Mr carrot top.




	Mr. Potato Head was



	only allowed to wear


	worried by the masher


	of peeled, boiled potatoes


	and couldn't stop shaking.


	Only through the heart.


	He had thought recently


	,but not today.  Instead,


	he ceased all thought


	and danced.  Just danced.


	Stripped of his clothes,


	he was free to


	a good home. Then


	he was adopted by


	a humanoid robot family.


	That's when the trouble



	with his sexual identity


	began to manifest itself


	, first with an Éclair


	then with some FroYo.


	After removing his spleen


	which was necessary because


	it rhymed with Sheen


	and he wasn't keen


	anywhere to be seen


	but not heard. Parsimoniously


	the two parsnips parried


	whilst perambulating past particularly


	with the feds began


	planting Greens and Reds




____________________
Save the vegetables!


	thus making Muddy Browns



	which are used for


	painting muddy waters vividly.


	An artist of note


	tattooed his mom's likeness


	upon his pert little


	tush with the words


	"Dream a little dream"


	dance ! dance ! In a space suit !


	On his left foot


	a ballet slipper dangled


	provocatively from his toe


	that was covered with


	the remains of the


	last night's dinner leftovers


	Being licked eagerly by



	a hungry bacon loving


	chinchilla from a dormant


	sect of highly devout


	Mobileread storytellers bent on


	a pneumatic pipe-bending machine


	use for increasing girth


	of poetry and short


	sharp shocks administered to


	readers who fall asleep


	in the middle of


	the moebius strip joint.


	Other topologically named bars


	suffered from geological transductance


	, bioluminescence, insouciance, and indifference


	.  He ate a taco.



	After flossing he jumped


	over a toilet bowl


	and landed in the


	bath full of jello


	that was studded with


	sun-bronzed chihuahuas and basenjis


	that were barking and


	moulting hair all over


	the bottom side of


	the purple espadrilles caught


	in a time warp


	of purpleness and lurve


	emanating from a Timex


	Time warp of purpleness


	and suffusing the world



	with unsolvable paradoxes such


	Azimov's Paradox, which establishes


	Doctors Casey and Kildare


	as Promethean plant life


	tied to the bottom


	the deep blue sea


	playing with Spongebob Squarepants


	and other imaginary beings.


	He ate a burrito


	and two big tacos


	and sauerbraten and schnitzel


	and then violently puked


	up four different colors


	of capsicum and fried


	chocolate covered fire ants



	. He drank Muriatic acid


	and danced the dance


	of the 13 veils


	like an inflamed warthog


	in heat and losing


	his religion through confession


	and solid gold dancing


	in the street. However.


	the end was always


	a long way off


	in the middle distance


	of a myopic vision


	so that it seemed


	he needed mom's succor


	at figuring out his



	soccer moves & headshots


	.  Tired as she was


	she continued to sing


	her national anthem without


	shedding a patriotic tear


	hitting the high notes


	while wearing a pink


	bandana over her moustache


	. This fooled no-one however,


	for she was a


	hirsute hermaphrodite from Hawaii


	where natives are MAHU


	and life is indeterminate


	and sometimes even hardly


	there at all. Consequently



	superstition trumps science and


	we wallow in ignorance


	and live our lives


	in desperate quietness, or


	like a candle - snuffed


	in quiet desperation. He


	, having undergone gender reassignment,


	wanted his breasts relocated


	to somewhere that would


	be more convenient to


	visit for long weekends


	, so he wouldn't fondle


	them without being vilified


	or varified on the


	nipples being differently colored.



	Twice today and once


	tomorrow did he lick


	his weeping wounds graciously


	, though tired and sick


	he heroically strove forward


	and danced the dance


	with his love doll







	Susan.  Susan was the


	forty-sixth doll he'd


	asked out this week,


	and the first one


	who actually put out


	the fine silver cutlery


	and made him some


	Chimichanga served with Falafel



	fried in the juice


	of expelled Aardvark skins


	until just turning green


	with a slight fuzz


	around the edges. Presently


	he felt nauseous from


	the knees down, but


	the elevator went past


	the black screaming ram


	and into the great


	orifice of Jennifer Aniston


	who looks hot dressed


	not unlike a lobster


	in fishnet stockings. She





	just waited in bed



	for a hammerhead shark


	- as she called it -


	who would drive her


	crazy as a horse


	with no name. America


	sang a song about


	a horse with no


	name but then they


	travelled the Ventura Highway


	until they drowned in


	desert - or rather, dessert


	, which felt good to


	wrinkle their noses in.


	Next morning she awoke


	with fishes and coffee



	beans stuck to her


	inner thighs.  They wanted


	instant gratification but instead


	watched the paint dry


	, which satisfied those who


	are clandestine paint fetishists


	and are always smelling


	turpentine and other volatile


	organic pheromones secreted by


	the underarm glands of


	professional house painters.


	Other tradespeople also provoke


	name, rank, and serial


	killers to practice oboe


	lessons while hanging out

__________________________________________________  _____________________
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	of the helicopter door


	to dreams of paradise


	and dirty, filthy women.


	I remember that December


	back in '63, when


	Oh, what a night


	when, in late September


	the ghost arrived and


	began to cultivate herring


	, which incidentally smells like


	teen spirit, or pubescent


	, as yet unexplored, virgin


	garlic infused olive oil


	from the finest olives


	pressed on the thighs



	of a pale Lolita


	or Dolores Haze type


	like those found in


	a Storyville brothel. Violet


	Elizabeth Bott was not


	afraid of showing that


	big girls do cry.


	Just William remained unmoved


	by his friend's disgraces


	, yet he fantasized about


	eating ninja-thrown pancakes


	smeared with Nutella and


	raspberry jelly. He realized


	suddenly that he had


	promised to cauterize Lenin's



	missing ear that was


	oozing yellow pus and


	aching from Stalin's attack


	with a sausage slicer


	and a pickle jar


	and a partridge in


	tree of some sort.


	Being thoroughly satiated by


	his own guilt he


	wallowed in prurient self-loathing


	lust over his own


	inadequate пенис which he


	smacked like it was


	a very small snail


	living in a shell



	on the east side


	of Boogie Street, Mendocino.


	out from the bottom


	of simultaneous posts emerged


	a larger than life


	life-sized model of Ursula


	holding an umbrella and


	spinning hedgehogs on her


	blue, fuzzy phonograph. She


	could not understand why


	the dragons had perms


	. Silently, the mysterious figure


	of eight shaped doughnut


	twisted into a cruller


	doughnut of inordinate sexiness



	slyly wrapped itself around


	the upper thigh of


	the king of the


	remote control as he


	wanged his pistollier skywards


	while singing the song


	Korean Bodega by FLC.


	Don't ax for Kimchi


	or even pickled onions


	'cuz the bodega only


	only serves larks' tongues


	dipped in heroin sauce


	with flaming lips of


	Happy Terd's avatar included


	in the particle accelerator



	deep inside Black Mountain


	the former Yugoslav republic


	whose secret weapon lab


	was made of bread.


	So it was unfortunate


	that the blind goldfish


	wandered into Piranha's mouth


	, the new bangin' nightclub


	that had just appeared


	like a virgin in


	the middle of a


	very small electric calliope


	(or steam organ) decorated


	with long red streamers


	. The streaming organ was



	haunted and the music


	eerily like Lester Young


	or, indeed, Lisa Simpson


	the wife of Tazmanian


	Devil feared dead but


	alas, merely sleeping in


	suspended animation until the


	the weather got better


	at making rain and


	whoopee with my baby


	back ribs and delectable


	dirigible dirty Doreen, my


	mother? She's called Doreen -


	a glutton for Soreen


	and too old to



	boogie, too young to


	date Tom.  The wrinkles


	and sagging skin around


	his droopy eyes were


	thought to be attractive


	but only when it's


	close to "last call"


	or after a full


	body massage with Dolores.


	She was part alien


	- the lower part. Fortunately


	Captain Kirk still tried


	to hide his embarrasment


	as he felt the


	hot breath of a



	primitive life form, drooling


	and slowly moving towards


	the Republican nomination for


	best dressed TSA groper


	and Ambassador to Lichtenstein


	.  The end was even


	now so far away


	oddly enough.  The coldness


	of her last remark


	made him realize the


	the existential aloneness of


	the wandering lost ghost


	had been ground into


	the cellar and awaited


	the flesh and breath



	of the Cartesian lumpfish


	. Irritated and puzzled, he


	peeled an unripe banana


	and took a sniff


	of a falling moon


	pie as it sped


	through the gentle flow


	of the universal custard


	that pervades all regions


	of the Waters of


	forgetfulness.  Instead he tried


	to sneak past TSA


	, carrying that unripe banana


	which was squashed while


	his attention being focused



	on his emerging consciousness


	. It spoke to him


	in a deep and


	mysterious voice about the


	the overwhelming sensation that


	made him start dancing




	. By slow degrees, a


	realisation of complete and


	instant rejection of its


	former ego driven grasping


	and drawn inexorably towards


	something in the outer


	ear.  Yes, outer ear.


	The bottom top edge


	was very very sharp



	, and from every side


	looked exactly like a


	pumpkin, albeit one with


	a small tooting piece


	and very sharp edges.


	that tooted whenever pressed


	olives were near.  This


	soon became extremely annoying


	so was outlawed by


	Olives King from the


	outlying province of New


	Caledonia.  Meanwhile, back at


	the Batcave, The Boy


	Who Would Be King


	sat, considering his options.



	They were few, considering


	his impoverished state.  Just


	his magic flute was


	left. but that was


	out of tune and


	it was obvious, that


	he needed to scrub


	it with pixie dust


	bunnies found under the


	well-equipped pink fire engine


	. The other option, a


	less desirable one, was


	a pink oboe, he


	just met in the


	middle and split the



	change with the hobo.


	And let's not forget


	...wait, what?  Forget what?


	Was all she remembered


	a dream of pink


	snow in a wonderland


	as she called it,


	the omen of good


	tidings and Thanksgiving from


	the deep dark well


	that brought to him


	very little in the


	way of enlightenment.  There


	is what there is


	and no more, besides



	gluttony is a sin


	some say.  But in


	the absence of virtue


	making a virtue of


	of sin is a


	virtue itself.  Although the


	real secret of cheese


	cuts deep in the


	mind's eye is the


	real purpose also of


	the evil Dr Malevolo


	let loose on the


	the ignorant Bad Boy


	was was quickly gone


	like desert rain and



	strange experiences, adventure, wealth


	and fresh hot pancakes! 


	Remembering his dentist appointment


	made his teeth nervous


	and his testicles shrivel


	, and even his back


	to the future rucksack


	was heavy with treasure.


	The treasure was stolen


	and hidden over at


	Parlagrane's Hollow, under a


	soft fluffy marshmallow mattress


	, which made him feel


	the lurve baby, c'mon


	. The pixie was there



	to bring him luck


	on his quest.  Unfortunately,


	the pixie died after


	his flute still missing,


	by flute we mean


	shape of his ear


	and in no way


	are we referring to


	the shape of his


	hairy and almost prehensile


	Big toe.  Because many


	hands make light work


	. They resumed the search


	in a half-hearted way


	because the would rather



	live life and not


	die death.  Obviously.  When


	the fat lady sang


	Row, row, row your


	joint early in the


	morning, or else you


	lose it for good.


	Where was the Boy


	George Appreciation Society meeting


	to discuss the alien


	-ation Sartre spoke of


	, over a coffee with


	two sugars and cream


	and some ancient brandy


	which had the effect



	of deadening the sensation


	of the experience of


	"running with the bulls,"


	through the avenues and


	streets, in a wild


	frenzy of bovine thrills


	.Through an open window


	the springtime entered stealthily


	,contrasting starkly with the


	one-winged purple barn owl


	, dark and smelling of


	mouse.  The broken shutter


	of the attic window


	rattled in the breeze


	, awakening the one who



	cherished the secrets of


	how to become invisible


	and defuse the danger


	of giant hailstones with


	a frozen splinter of


	the Dark Crystal which


	accepted no other power


	source but wind.  Behind


	the scenes a small


	stoat by the name


	of Roger began to


	crawl from the pool.


	A sudden stampede by


	the light of the


	silvery moon revealed a



	shocking surprise.  Amazingly, five


	hungry hippies decided to


	make a decision.  Not


	to use computers for


	evil was their goal.


	Internet in the sky


	box was expensive, so


	they played charades for


	the duration of the


	blizzards and snowstorms that


	covered the parched earth


	-colored surface of the


	table cloth they were


	having their picnic on


	that bright sunny day.



	Afterwards, they snorted some


	river water to clear


	their sinus of bad


	blockages and climbed down


	into the laps of


	their fairy godmothers, who


	tickled them on the


	wool socks, fresh from


	Socktown, a city near


	the edge of tomorrow


	where men are men


	and sheep are nervous.


	Tightening his gut, he


	called on his super


	magic power, that was



	towards the triangle of


	defeat as he sat


	down to a big


	round of applause from


	the mice.  Almost inaudible,


	but nevertheless heartfelt, gratified


	rodents wildly acknowledged his


	work ethic.  The pumpkin


	lay shattered on top


	of Old Smoky, the


	tragic remnants of a


	small amphitheater located in


	the valley looking on


	a sparkling array of


	beautiful gold sporks that



	shimmered and glimmered in


	the first rays of


	a brilliant morning sun.


	As he was figuring


	out how to inflate


	his red flying saucer


	to escape into the


	wide blue yonder, Princess


	toadstool decided to marry


	rather than burn.  This


	was her only way


	to escape the hairy


	beast inside.  She took


	herself very seriously, obviously.


	Her ambition was to



	become the first woman


	to live entirely on


	vapors from the reaction


	that tasted a lot


	like lemon.  The tired


	American wheel rolled down


	like flypaper on a


	rainy Bank Holiday Tuesday


	, but more civilized than


	a Lancashire Tea Dance


	stood three fellows from


	four different planets that


	aimed only at victory


	for the oppressed peoples


	of past and future



	club presidents.  The seal


	that ate the fish


	, but not a morsel


	, wore a pretty smile


	and sparkly nipple tassels


	to celebrate the New


	Beginnings of a friendship


	long anticipated in the


	depths of the blue


	, blue ocean west of


	the queen under the


	gaze of Lord Testicule


	, heir to the fiefdom of


	the Free Radical tribe.


	His lordship slavered as



	he surveyed his harem


	of fancy feathered chickens.


	Chickens.  What a pervert


	- but such purtty chickens


	, enviously ogled by all


	were the Lord's playthings


	when he was bored.


	But unexpectedly he laughed


	and the chickens fled


	into the llama pen,


	trying to avoid certain


	"plucking."  The older the


	chickens the wiser the


	fowl, they always say.


	But never out loud.



	And, who is "they?"


	They are the supreme


	decision makers.  Whenever one


	sneezes, the global network


	hums with the energy


	kept inside the happiest


	feathered member as he


	dances wildly across the


	table cloth as the


	cold axe fell towards


	his sorry skin, and


	neatly cleaved both of


	his protuberant knee caps


	and at the same


	taught how to love



	the sound of this


	remaining hand clapping sporadically


	in the woods.  But


	a tree fell, unwitnessed


	and, therefore, silently, perhaps


	a very treasure to


	behold in fall.  Bottom


	of these rumours was


	a wildfire ignited by


	a match unlike any


	made in heaven. This


	very thought of you


	was enough to inspire


	angels to cry as






	banshees on hearing the



	whispering of your name


	, which formed an incantation


	, sort of a chant,


	praying for world domination


	and an end to


	chicken ranches and other


	similar places of recreation.


	The cold end of


	the pier show ended


	with a dream sequence


	of eight maids a-milking


	a-moose and then taking


	their time churning.  Why


	the moose failed to


	play hopscotch, I wonder



	where he went.  "Aha!


	Drivin' round town with


	my rag-top down so


	my hair can blow


	, the envy of all


	before she sleeps in















(


	the sand...and sea


	foam becomes her blanket.


	Arising from her foamy


	and irresistible cloud of


	scent came a sound --


	like nothing on earth


	, reverberating through the countryside


	,boiling into mist and darkness


	as if the very



	approaching loveliness of that


	petulant, pouting, pulsing pussy


	-cat. Some cold water


	would be useful now.  


	And the next Christmas


	it was very apparent


	she had learned from


	reading Wittgenstein that language


	, to a woman possessed


	by a mischievous ghost


	, is like delicate wine


	and should be allowed


	to breathe.  The tip


	where he dumped his


	old broken waffle maker



	before buying a new


	wife from the catalog


	, with money back guarantee,


	but only for valid


	for within state purchases


	. All contain GPS chips


	, for these michievous creatures


	were obsessive shoppers that


	loved eating fried potatoes


	so much that they


	risked a heart attack


	by the vicious hearts


	they listen to today


	and pm* but not



(*BBC Radio 4 joke)


	understanding what they write.



	Fortunately, they were near


	an eastbound Greybound bus,


	which had wrecked after


	unloading two containers of


	Cristal champagne and Lebanese


	finest, and some tinfoil


	hats, just in case.


	of a major melt-down


	of western civilisation, or


	a party at Marc's.


	Continuing with her knitting,


	which was guaranteed to


	envelop a small nation


	with cosy knitted splendor,


	in stocking stitch. Unaccountably



	the ferry left without


	Brian and Roxy Music


	and some apes from


	the deepest, darkest jungle.


	"Are we there yet?"


	Sooner than expected, the


	malevolent tour guide crooned


	, with a sensitive edge to


	her rasping, gurgling voice


	and then proceeded to


	sing chanson d'amour seductively


	to lure unsuspecting sailors


	into bars where they


	got drunk on good


	rum and bad women



	from a nearby galaxy


	.  Earth women wouldn't even


	set foot in such


	white and shiny foam


	unless they had some


	specially made foamshoes, designed


	to serve as flotation


	thingys.  Who needs to


	find the right word


	for such sophisticated devices?


	Apparently not our Betty!  


	It's only words, Barry


	the armadillo replied as


	he expertly cast his


	eye at the young



	fisherman who was casting


	his troubles to the


	matrons who were fishing.

(


	They ducked and then


	watched the writhing trout


	entangled in a mesh


	stocking as he attempted


	to dance his way


	, cancan fashion, down the


	sparkling waters found only


	east of West Egg.


	All the little birdies


	on Jaybird Street loved


	to tweet their friends


	using their Android phones.



	Ho, ho, ho and


	hum said the evil


	cyborg with the blinking


	red video sensor unit


	, inexplicably blinking blue though.


	Mayhaps even evil eyborgs


	hacked into the system


	to steal the plans


	and embarrass Hamid Karzai


	and the rest of


	the band.  Harmonicas, mandolins,


	and kazoos sounded as


	harmonious as angels' harps,


	mangled by five leopards


	, meaning, of course, that



	someone would have to


	clean up after them


	to avoid the possibility


	of an invasion of


	giant killer ants from


	Florida.  And ticks!  Yikes!


	All were chasing the


	wrong one.  The right


	End of left field


	looked very distant, but


	was deceptively close to


	what was left of


	the remainder of classical


	dance photos posted on


	the way to town



	, inside the blue tunnel.


	Beyond the horizon, the


	plaid pills started to


	have the desired effect


	of time travel, which


	she gave to the


	hula hoop dancer that


	served her Darjeeling tea


	with a dash of


	salt - shaken not stirred! 


	Now, when you put


	your left leg in,


	shake it all about,


	your sock falls off 


	immediately, which begins the



	spawning of psock puppets


	in your bedroom.  Fortunately


	, being a omnivorous beast


	can come in handy


	when there's nothing in


	the area to do


	(delete-- cross post!)


	clean up the mess


	of the remains of


	the day, placing them


	in an hidden empty


	pair of elf shoes,


	that sparkled with diamonds


	and rust, and a


	pair of ridiculous bows



	obviously designed to enable


	the elves to fly.


	But after three more


	cups of coffee before


	devouring with ravenous hunger


	the seeds of poisonous


	lupins grown in pots


	and some tasty snakes


	tongues in aspic with


	two or three different


	condiments to whet the


	palate and excite the


	the ladies in their


	midst. Deeply troubled the


	Elves did some yoga



	in the nude.  Somehow


	that only served to


	frighten the ladies away!


	Interesting in theory, though.


	Not wanting sunburn there,


	parasols were hunted down


	in order to protect


	the tips of their


	very sensitive protruding left


	ears.  Their extraordinary hearing


	aids made from rice


	harvested in the dark


	chocolate season on Laos


	began to malfunction as


	they made full use

(TGS: get that previous avatar back, please.



	of counter-intelligence supplied by


(desertblues: your wish is my command 


	middle management and fourteen


	vestal virgins and a


	very ugly old man,

(thks,tgs, much better


	as he called it.


	This discovery led to


	a general shaking of


	the continental shelf, and


	squalls of blowing snow


	up his nose. Later,


	as the sunlight spread


	across his rippled torso


	, and hawks and ravens


	wheeled across the sky


	forewarning of the impending



	lack of descriptive words,


	a lone dictionary hurtled


	, like a flying pomegranate


	in an azure sky, 

[TGS - whatever you're drinking - I'll have a double!]


	crashing into that thing


	With fluffy white cottonball


	tail and wet feet


	Santa Claus arised from


	The unladen breakfast table


	and said "Where's Rudolph?"


	The swarthy young Argentinian


	wanted to go fishing.


	Despite being warned that


	the seas were rough,


	los peces están saltando



	into a warm pool


	deleted.  cross-post


	The lanky Spanish fellow


	(referred to earlier), was


	clad in chiffon undergarments


	, to show off his


	well formed yet petite


	magic ears, which he


	turned towards the inaudible


	screams coming from a


	tree, deep in the


	dark, threatening, overgrown valley


	. White flame blasted in


	from a magnificent dragon


	-tailed butterfly eating fish



	that was lurking in


	a tinder box near


	base of a tree


	.A rainbow of fires


	was embroidered in gaudy


	Curlicues and paisley designs


	yes, exactly! Wait... what?


	on the skin of


	those guys.  You know,


	the ones who always


	take the easy way


	instead of trying to


	write a good sentence.


	Grammar will always point


	to high-falutin folks who



	dip their pinkies into


	the bathwater to see


	if it tastes like


	something that they never


	had experienced before. Although


	no-one would admit it


	everyone secretly did it


	, causing some nameless harm


	to their hats by


	white rabbits chewing huge


	petunias that grew by


	ten foot high carrots


	that tasted like rhubarb


	but smelled distinctly like


	levitating pineapple cake with



	custard and bananas. Consequently


	, they were told that


	the must remove their


	eyebrows before entering the


	the sea of clouds


	to prevent an unfortunate


	reoccurance of that unfortunate


	misfortune which unfortunately was


	happening again.  Bad luck!


	A victim of circumstances


	can never sue their


	own mother, of course


	, but they will try


	till she caboozles them


	with her casserole.  Then



	she turned on the


	hapless rodents cowering under


	the casserole lid and


	garnished them with a


	frothy layer of perfectly


	whipped spuds and some


	spinach (from the cookbook.)


	which the little devils


	stirred into a large


	potage bonne femme avec


	chicken stock and a


	nice red herring, to


	confuse the lumpen proletariat


	into weekly pilgrimages to


	Highgate Cemetery in London



	, where a tea party


	with the seven dwarves


	and an angry wasp


	tried to sting someone


	in the leftern buttocks


	ended in tragedy.  There


	once was a man


	with a plan, who


	had a vision of


	rich and tasty stroganoff


	and, being of Russian extraction


	, drank wodka and read


	Quiet Flows the Don.


	An odd thought crossed


	between Fred and Brenda



	; they scented the air keenly


	with their airs of


	the little hairs under


	the tiniest of all


	bottom lips.  The timid


	samurai quietly drew his


	little prince a sheep.


	Fine artist, he was.


	With a bang, the


	banging thing banged again


	and though very funny,


	it caused the time


	to leave his soul


	for one thousand years


	, or an interval without



	cupcakes with lemon frosting


	or worse, no horse-radish!


	Slowly drifting towards the


	drunken serial novel authors,


	the giant amoeba chuckled


	and accidentally lost a


	front tooth.  The odd


	one out biked through


	the night to Tulsa


	and forgot his watch


	which he didn't need,


	as his robotic mind


	would never allow him


	to schedule any emotions


	that would require significant



	human nonsense, such as


	ventriloquism.  No, he had


	no bananas, he had


	no fruit at all,


	Just a guitar and


	some embarrassingly short shorts


	last seen at Anfield


	on a broken mannequin


	thrown out like trash


	on a rainy afternoon.


	So sad, it was.


	Sadder than baby shoes


	, with softly drooping shoelaces


	tripping the baby up


	in a big bowl



	of hot and sudsy


	tapioca.  That stuff is


	best used as a


	lubricant for very special


	glistening WORMS which glide


	up and down and


	right into the fondue


	basket left outside during


	the bitter cold. Although


	it was rather warm


	in the frying pan


	out of the fire


	and into the mutton


	chops and mint sauce


	. How can any human



	treat worms this way?


	There is the meaning


	implied in these actions


	that is deeply buried


	in the ancient writings


	of middle aged men


	, completely self-indulgent and boring


	.  Ancient women, however, aren't


	something to be encouraged


	, except when drinking glühwein


	when they are half


	frozen with cold and


	wearing nothing but the


	woolen underwear they were


	handed out at birth.



	Drunk young women, however


	are often lovely to


	behold and fun to


	swirl around the ballroom


	as a precursor to


	spanking them with a


	big smile and a


	happy new year.  The


	festering steaming mass of


	sex appeal was last


	week entrapping Sarah Palin


	wrapped in a salmon


	coloured rubber and vinyl


	conservatism.  The age old


	silly boys dreamt on



	attaining what was gone


	with what was left.


	Or right, doesn't matter.


	He problaby wouldn't admit


	to a secret stash


	of his collection of


	particle accelerator spare parts


	, pineapples and big coconuts


	that were used for


	lacerating the flesh of


	every muscle in his


	overdeveloped torso.  Fortunately it


	was an intense pleasure


	to accelerate his collection


	of coconut pinapple lacerations



	and turnips into unknown


	pressure for power and


	profit.  He was able


	, via the time rift,


	to cash tomorrow's check


	earlier this week at


	that check cashing place


	with groovy, psychedelic decorations


	that moved by themselves


	as if...well, as


	if they were alive!


	It was an amazing sight!


	He was truly gobsmacked


	and dropped his briefcase


	with his clean underwear



	that his mother folded


	, every single day for


	undisclosed therapeutic reasons which


	he even daren't tell


	his own silent shadow


	that watched his every


	breath he took, every


	brainwave pattern and the


	, tiniest move he made


	. His ongoing paranoia about


	amazon, Kindle and mobileread


	"Four Word" thread posters




	, goings and comings by


	Trotskyites and recalcitrant Mensheviks


	made him a very



	nice cup of tea


	. Well, if you go


	take some gluhwein along


	and remember to sing


	" we shall overcome some


	snow and drink more


	water to cleanse out


	our semi colons."  Lost


	and totally fooled by


	randomness and the little


	silver bells that tinkled


	on the ends of


	the statue's fingertips, he


	dug a hole for


	a tunnel to China



	because he knew that


	the end of the


	rainbow is in China.


	Leprechauns sat there, comtemplating


	life, universe and Kindles


	as they gazed at


	Mobileread.com on their PC


	through their kaleidoscope eyes


	and marshmallow pies. Presently


	neither power nor wisdom


	would suffice to maintain


	their love of words


	felt by the poet


	who wandered far into


	the host of golden



	daffodils. Serene and bright


	, blossom of snow may


	you find some edelweiss


	that will bloom and


	never pass into nothingness


	is all there is.


	Not long before whispered


	the quiet American, I


	wish you a merry


	homecoming, but don't be


	upset by you grandfather


	clock ticking louder and


	louder and louder and


	andsuddenly became very


	erratic and travelled clockwise



	around the garden pond


	and into shallow pools


	of melted snow.  On


	the planet Carbuncle, meanwhile


	the gigantic space of


	Cartesian doubt opened up


	to a people apart


	from the humdrum normality


	, deep into thoughts of


	intergalactic travel to the


	boundaries of the mind.


	The countdown has begun


	;the vultures are waiting


	the bells are ringing,


	as ghosts were watching



	for the total meltdown


	of the ice cream


	parlour games played by


	mermaids that sing about


	lurve and fluffy kittens


	. What? Those mermaids again?


	Didn't they travel to


	the mindless boundaries of


	a whale's cavernous stomach


	or Moby's other trick


	, the great disappearance act


	in which carrots are


	eaten by angry young


	cannibals who wanted some


	vegetables to accompany their



	mid winter festival of


	making headless snowmen which


	nevertheless could think thoughts


	and feel emotions as


	well as any sociopath


	or clever mobileread member.


	Speaking of members, she


	called the roll and


	all the merry sociopaths


	answered like screaming banshees


	who had been conditioned


	by years of servitude


	to the most lovely


	cradling of melancholy memories


	of Christmas without snow



	. The tears came easily


	while  chopping onions in


	the absence of Wrigley's


	Field.  Baseball always helps


	pass the time in


	periculous circumstances as well


	as in times of


	seeing the Santa light


	and other seasonal faibles


	. The troubadour weeps inconsolably


	, near the weeping willow


	a wolf bays frantically


	delete


	for a happy meal


	or a unhappy prince



	who they can devour


	whilst grinning maniacally at


	innocent bystanders, waves of


	excited nausea passed through


	the local burger bar


	, right through the midlife


	ceremony being conducted.  This


	didn't stop anyone from


	doing a highland fling


	and flop while also


	munching George's Marvelous Medicine


	by the gallon, and


	aspirating the charming vapours


	in the Forgotten Caves


	which he just remembered.



	What do we do


	We do that voodoo


	and paint up our


	wagon and move on


	for some new excitement


	that will make the


	fillings of your teeth


	buzz like a chainsaw


	on a very cold


	and your scrotum vibrate.


	If you're a man


	called Lurch and you


	tend to be awkward


	at roller limbo dancing


	while holding a wriggly



	strand of spaghetti with


	a pair of chopsticks


	made of frozen icicles


	that melt when you


	place in each nostril


	for nasal cooling and


	some additional crunchy flavouring


	until it goes soggy


	and smells like rancid


	warmed over monkey stew


	left by the reindeer.


	Fun with run-on sentences


	is an antithetical


	directly opposed or contrasted


	by twinkling Christmas lights



	and snow on branches


	that shimmered in sunshine


	and sparkled at night


	as if bedecked with


	magical diamond sparkle moths


	singing in perfect harmony


	"Mamma Mia, here I


	sit, sparkling and singing!"


	; and I have been


	brokenhearted. Blue since the


	dancing queen feel the


	despair and sorrow the


	winner takes it all


	the loser standing small


	, beside the victory that's



	Her destiny. I was


	not her destiny, but


	an Abba fan who


	drank Christmastea with a


	tall stranger who hailed


	from the North Pole


	and drove a snazzy


	double decker bus made


	of gingerbread and sugar


	coated donuts for wheels


	champaigne on it's roof


	and gummy bear driver


	. This fairytale turned into


	a reality game show


	when the Abba-fan failed



	to remember the lyrics


	to popular Daniel O'Donnell


	, which rural ladies of


	Ireland would do splits


	for, like chearleaders on


	too much cheap wine


	and tangy sherbet dib-dabs


	despairing in the marriage


	to stiltwalking shoe salesmen.


	neither singing nor dancing


	, going by night lest


	they're espied pecking pickles


	in the park.  Who


	where,what, why...how


	the wolves howled, and



	the owls hooted harmoniously


	in tune with the


	oboe blowing brown bear


	; only those crickets were


	fans of Daniel O'Donnell


	, dressed in green robes


	from Dr Who's wardrobe


	from Fredericks of Hollywood


	, but still their minds


	were on Danny Boy


	and the winner of


	this wonderful event would


	balance on his head


	a keg of beer


	, a bottle of glühwein



	served nice and warm


	in front of a


	gold pyramid decked with


	an electronic yule log


	screaming: long live the


	flaming flamingo of doom.


	What now, brown cow


	? What about that flaming


	flamingo of doom?  Remember?


	Do I remember? Need


	the kind of September


	, dancing the stars away


	It was so fantastic


	that everyone started clapping


	prematurely while the sea



	surged over the foreshore






Cheers


	and a whale swallowed


	the dressing of diamond


	Bond girls who sang


	, dressed in tiny bikinis,


	"Some enchanted evening, you....


	light up my life...


	and all that jazz


	is it over already?


	The next song is


	the way we were


	and 'Sweet home, Alabama'


	If the rain comes


	we are Cheeky Girls


	Dancing in the street



	to the TubeMonkey beat


	and tube snake boogie


	bring your jukebox money


	he's a jukebox hero


	Don't Rock The Jukebox


	said the Jukebox Junkie


	I want a drink


	and I want it


	come and get it


	before the mummies awaken


	and sip your soul


	into the deep abyss


	of continuous soft rock


	'cos I can't fight


	the moonlight, ever and



	the man in the


	Ty-d-bol commercial sailing away




	for a few days


	wearing his shiny red


	suspenders and purple shirt


	with the fluffy buttons


	and yellow silk bow-tie


	stopped abruptly when he


	collided with a segway


	and his face split


	because he was two-faced


	and a cunning pirate


	he stole the Segway


	and segued into a


	sequel!  But the dastardly



	segacious fiend eluded capture


	until he made a


	bet with the devil


	who crossed his palm


	with a credit card


	made from fuzzy felt


	An alliterative textile which


	is spun from spurious


	Frantic frog fuzz and


	combined with Carolina cotton


	from the Underhill Undies


	purloined from the hairy


	hairy heated Hawaiian haberdashers


	with bushy banana shaped


	capacious crinolined calico chemises



	my god that's nasty


	for a New Year


	Hangover cure and solvent


	Bloody Mary and Worcestershire


	Sauce splashed upon the


	shoulders, giving relief to


	the jitter bugs who


	take cows that moo


	and worms who slime


	while making up rhymes


	while planting their thyme


	which became a beanstalk


	of the miniature sort


	, well; a very tiny


	and somewhat spiney, passing



	its days in a


	Nightie, while singing "Angie"


	accompanying itself on a


	Hurdy Gurdy and Bagpipes


	a truly discordant combination


	, warning him to silence


	the cacophonous strumming of


	the polar bear's testicles


	which made an awful


	sound, being solidly frozen


	and chiming like periwinkles


	, lavender blue and pretty


	quiet compared to carnations


	that have been tarred


	by the same brush



	used to scratch itchy


	parts unreachable otherwise. Concurrently


	, the rift widened between


	two schools of thought


	Batman or Spiderman and


	Cliff Richard or Rolling


	Cigars on the thighs


	of a plump chicken


	-skinned nether regions of


	fried in olive oil


	and skewered to a


	golden brown and delicious


	amphibian textured type of


	fuzzy felted fish fingers


	dipped in orange chocolate



	from Willy Wonker's wobbly


	over worked wage slaves


	. The ragged trousered philanthropists


	slumming fashionably in town


	keeping their hands clean


	and their fingers dirty


	just like their minds


	tried behaving outrageously refined


	but failed to master


	how to tie shoelaces


	without using their teeth


	, that were being brushed


	with bristles of the


	giant flowering cactus that


	tickles my toes when



	at the computer typing 


	in the wee hours   


	by a lava lamp


	and flashing Christmas tree


	that knows Morse code


	or was it Norse


	. The runic inscriptions said, "


	passerer dutchie på venstre"


	that's what he said


	but it came out


	remember pass the dutchie?


	On the Left Hand


	a bell pealed hollowly


	to reveal an onion


	(or was it a



	pickled eyeball from a


	toad?).  Either way, there


	it was, naked and


	open all night long


	staring glassily into the


	library fire, where angels


	danced melodically upon pinheads


	and churchfathers exceeded their


	quota of sacramental wine


	women and song and


	all that is heavenly


	like ice cream covered


	praline dipped in Bailey's


	bucket of bingo numbers


	you scratch my card



	and nobody gets hurt 


	The air was thick


	(ignored for some reason - what did I do? - so deleted)


	as a village idiot


	dry humping a tree


	that wore a blindfold


	a blindfold wearing tree?


	


	Tree loved bushy bush


	bushy bush loved tree


	isn't that a lovely


	process making forest green


	the colour of choice


	of ill-fated gnomes


	and achromatic pink fairies



	and albino brown bears


	, again dancing on pins


	and needles in their


	arms. Stressful circus strutting


	your stuff. Take That


	are crap but popular


	and too old for


	the teenage adulation they


	received in retirement homes


	but by and large


	still have an audience


	of 1. Now then


	said the jolly copper


	with the ice cream


	dripping off his mustache



	into the time tunnel


	before he could lick


	the freezer and be


	forgiven his trespass of


	five day old socks


	with the aroma of


	six day old socks


	with the aroma of


	dung dipped Ugly fruit


	and toffee gone bad


	so it glues your


	nostrils to the seat


	of your open convertible


	that's glue sniffing is


	a very sticky high



	, higher than clouds if


	clouds are very high


	, or one step beyond


	the horizon, behind the


	silver lining of discontent


	with Norway type spirals


	just a natural phenomena


	on an ordinary day


	above an ubiquitous abode


	by the seaside that


	had become the home


	for feral elves, who


	had extremely long nose-hair


	but were completely bald


	in the eyebrow area



	which explains the nose-hair


	and the nose whistling


	past the open window


	to the fresh muffins


	with choc cherry chunks


	, dipped in old brandy


	and set on fire


	by the depth of


	twelve centimeters cream sherry


	. It all burned down


	and left only a


	proof ethanol is fuel


	as well as drink


	, an excellent hair accellerator


	for palms and chest



	of the lycanthropic  impaired


	changeling out in the


	' what! werewolves? Run, run.....


	the full moon is


	basking in the sun


	and yet evoking sinister


	happenings in the deep


	,where an unearthly sound


	shattered all of the


	miscellaneous collection of wildly


	clog dancing bull elephants


	found frolicking on the


	road to Hong Kong


	.  Back in Houston, alert


	weather forecasters missed the



	obvious blob on the


	radar indicating incoming elephants


	wearing elaborate bejewelled headdresses


	and gilded slippers of


	the finest Thai silk.


	Sudden lightning illuminated the


	stage.  Yes, the stage.


	near the crop circles


	where gazelle like ballerinas


	lit up one last


	high velocity super lumen


	

"That's rude" thought she,


	inverting usual subject-verb order,


	,as predictability is boring,


	Boring but fundamental to



	understanding.  Without any thought


	Nirvana can be attained


	with our without fantastic


	Mr Fox's shiny teeth


	plated with mirrored chrome


	and a gothic paint-job


	picturing the wondrous purple


	loosetrife, unknown in America


	as the slew footed


	sloth slowly and surreptitiously surprised


	nobody and blushed red


	roses all over the


	petal covered parking lot


	and romance isn't dead


	said a passerby, Fred



	whimpered when the watery


	....Hoo..., enough. No more


	Mr Nice Guy, particularly


	in these troubled times


	. Closing the door quietly


	on evils of past


	a new life beckoned,


	no foolish El Dorado


	but a blissful existence


	in crazy sin city


	, dancing the night away


	to the music of


	a hot crustacean band


	, Diana Ross & The Surpremes


	,"I Hear A Symphony"



	its a "Bittersweet Symphony"


	Willie Wonka was clapping


	his workers in chains


	, a comic chap altogether


	oppressively alienating disenfranchised labour


	to the point of


	utter sweetness and revolt.


	Along came a spider


	once upon a time


	there were no transvestites


	but we can only


	guess what the spider


	was planning for lunch.


	Mantises, maybe?  Spiders are


	itsy bitsy, watery ogres



	who will eat anything


	trapped in their web


	or ordered by phone


	or by a telegraph


	or by jungle drums,


	or by 128bit encryption


	spiders just ain't fussy


	when feeding their tummies!


	A long long time


	with Steve made me


	want to wear a


	funny grin.  Happy was


	The young woman if


	false teeth were in


	vogue, she would be



	six feet long if


	engorged by leptic fluid


	and unwearying in its


	pursuit for chocolate cake.


	Satiated with cocoa-based confection


	, the hypnotist began the


	induction by grabbing the


	titbits from the table


	and then folding it


	to the size of


	teeny meeny polka dot


	handkerchiefs that had been


	unfortunately laundered with starch


	, crisp and razor sharp


	edges just waiting to



	take your nose off


	when you sneezed!   This


	resulted in sneeze supression


	on a scale never


	encountered in modern times


	or in the deep


	dish Chicago style pizza


	sheltered in the arms


	of a certain chicken.


	Chicago Bear running back


	...and we danced like


	a fiercely dancing thing


	of an old forgettable


	and confusing sequence of


	home movie footage found



	in the chicken coop


	with all the other


	chickens that been cooped.


	Fortunately the chickens managed


	to weave a giant


	tent made of warm


	chicken stew with dumplings


	stuffed with Chinese plums


	that poisoned whoever ate


	the pies. The ship


	foundered on pack ice


	cream sundaes covered with


	gold, silver and bronze


	sprinkles, much beloved by


	the chicklets and their



	larger relatives, the famous


	Bazooka Joe Bubble Gum


	gets stuck to the


	back teeth of chickens


	making a beautiful sight


	when they smile.  Some


	hen's teeth are dangerous


	, razor sharp and sticky


	, just like a stick,


	and quite capable of


	being used as weapons.


	If you ever get


	accused of stealing pumpkins


	`


purloined perhaps periously perchance


	by the great pumpkin-queen


(nohmi, we posted at the same time, but should work?)



	that plays hopscotch daily


	on the polished marble


	piazza by the river


	, observed by fair pumpkin


	maidens with flowing golden


	syrup coming from their


	ears, which were so


	succulent and finely sculpted


	you want to lick


	your pennies and sniff


	some fine quality sniff-out


	movies produced in Arkansas


	use really fine watermelons


	and lots of handkerchiefs


	they are so juicy



	that it just could


	not be allowed to


	to produce even a


	surface bruise without bursting


	their nicely rounded pumpkinears


	else they're cauliflower ears


	will reduce down to


	the size of shrunken


	Concord jets. If you


	go down to the


	essentials of that rare


	and precious thing called


	a poisoned chalice, forsooth.


	If I had it


	I would sell it



	to my cat's dog


	in the manger yesterday


	and up on ebay


	with a reserve of


	energy to be released


	to the custody of


	the nice lady from


	Nantucket. Who was so


	accommodating of everyone that


	she was just exhausted


	She opened her eyes


	too late to see


	she was still tired


	with cross-ply's at the


	rim of her vision



	of a glorious future


	: fortune-teller at the fair


	a soothsayer that soothes


	sergeants seeking special solace


	from the exhausted women?


	Didn't think of that!


	


	unless they are time-travellers


	or alternatively, time-wasters who


	forgot the electricity bill


	needed to be ignored


	during the great conjuction


	of Venus and Jupiter


	, which strangely causes the


	emotional and intellectual flourishing



	of the silicon based


	life-forms that will rule


	a line across the


	the eastern and western


	hemispheres of the cortical


	, or extra-cortical if you


	will, brain bits that


	jiggle like jammy jelly


	, as brains tend to


	become atrophied during strenuous


	four word post stories


	trying not to stumble


	into a writer's block


	and tackle, particularly tackle!


	And red pencil devils



	all slowly turning blue


	because of the cold


	fingers holding them, and


	the pervasive global cooling


	(which some call, "warming"),


	that contrasted very oddly


	with the decomposing avocados


	rich with good proteins


	but somewhat unhealthy fats


	somewhat unconventionately clothed in


	chiffon and corduroy leggings


	, a venerable greenback clerical


	attire for the revolutionary


	who knows the difference


	between what is radical



	and what is quotidian






	but pleasingly radical nevertheless


	. Campaign trails were a


	distant but fond memory


	of a hotel bar


	on the wrong side


	of the main lobby


	, where quietly rested a


	large grey elephant with


	with a large tattoo


	on its left ear


	""Don't leave that 'ear",


	whilst on the right


	side of the moon


	there was a sudden



	quivering of mountainous flesh


	as the giant millipede


	stepped lightly, but repeatedly,


	one foot at a


	gallop, another at a


	getting caught in a


	############


	knees knocking together harmonically


	the video went viral


	but at the same


	it didn't make money


	because as virus' went


	it soon died away.


	Having ones spleen removed


	, the romantic poet said



	, with not a trace


	for the lost hours


	, the minutes, the seconds,


	, the anguish, the hope


	but to no avail.


	Fortunately, for this poet


	there were rhymes galore!


	And they danced the


	polka to a violin


	and an accordion playing


	unobtrusively in the background.


	, one by one they


	revealed their hidden talents


	: priest, poet, pimp and plumber


	dancing dances, twist and rumba



	The quadrille was danced


	The tango, salsa, macarena,


	forget the Electric Slide


	and the funky chicken


	grilled itself on the


	hot hob of Life.


	Having won the lottery


	it was decided that


	poverty should be history


	and naked we shall


	go forth and multiply


	with the fish and


	chips wrapped in newspaper


	and left to bake


	in the scorching sun



	in the light of


	the setting sun. We


	three shall meet again


	, but where and when?


	Also why? These things


	are unsolvable mysteries that


	befoul the mind of


	the really wicked ones


	that manifest themselves as


	the Chuckle Brothers who


	would always cause the


	Blue's Brothers untold hilarity


	, causing hiccups from laughing


	and ribald comments thereafter.


	Raffishly, the crowd began



	twisting the night away


	by playing Twister until






	dawn, and then having


	major surgery to unwind


	their thorassic cartilage from


	singing vera lynn songs


	in loud and very


	screechy voices that wake


	angels from their death


	angst of angry angels


	woken from their slumbers.


	by the Last Judgement


	Ernest Borgnine & Anouk Aimee


	starred in said film


	which is a comedy



	, no matter how you


	slice the canned peaches


	they'll never be fresh


	out of paper towels


	they use their sleeves


	as did their ancestors


	and the poor people


	with runny noses forsooth


	made the greatest sacrifice


	when they went to


	the fathomless well of


	paper tissues, strung along


	the electric cord of


	giant sized spaghetti that


	was cooked al dente



	and was slippery like


	a slippery thing.  Besides,


	caramel is not civilised


	even with some nutters


	and raisins mixed within.


	Peanut brittle can liberate


	the masses of chocolate


	addiction and become enlightening


	once the hours of


	chewing have fully passed.


	and ready for more


	and even yet more.


	said young Oliver Twist


	in that famous story


	of gruel and vagabonds



	and very dark alleys


	and an Artful Dodger


	and Mr. Sowerberry's wife


	, walking the mystery mile


	while eating mystery meat


	pie. As a diversion


	from that gastronomic failure


	we took a stroll


	along stinking Parisian boulevards


	laughing at the poor


	as they ate cake


	and danced the dance


	of the living dead


	until Moon-set, when they


	danced a dainty quadrille



	and began their quest


	looking for the golden


	spider web of lies.


	Mesonoxian creatures crept along


	the perilous and imprecise


	pathway through the cavernous


	giant's tooth, which reeked


	of rotten old onions


	chopped to eeny meeny


	string bikini size pieces


	all steeped in garlic


	as to scare away


	the pesky little tigers


	and creepy vampires, which


	had rather health teeth



	during the mating season.


	Speaking of mating, the


	the season started badly


	but rapidly improved when


	the autumnal equinox arrived


	unexpectedly in early July


	causing intermittent creation of


	naive pantheistic religious cults


	which held pantheistic wrestlemainia


	on toast, with butter


	placed in the chalice


	of Amon Dul, patrician


	and used chariot salesman


	at the World Fair


	Trade Jamboree in Cancun



	where he fixed prices


	at the local walmart


	and cornered the market


	in market corners.  The


	corners were well rounded


	before they cut corners


	when they became squarer


	than a square deal


	boxed into a corner


	, cornered in a box


	, boxing and coxing with


	that boxed-in cross-eyed salesman.


	Then his boss arrived


	and shot him dead.


	Tomatoes fled the scene



	with his goon Basil


	who, oddly enough, liked


	Barbie and Ken dolls,


	so much so that


	he bought them for


	all his radish friends


	they loved saucy tales


	and often, unexpectantly, found


	tomato sauce all over


	G.I.Joe and The Terminator


	right before the hat


	rack by the door


	was curiously spirited away


	to a place where


	tomatoes hang out. Nearby



	, fontinal plants glistened as


	Missed the bus!!!


	dew glistened amongst the


	sunrise drenched pathways of


	Eden's backyard. Hell on


	Tuesdays has bargain offers


	, but only for weird


	people who hang out


	at Denny's licking pennies


	nether regions and her


	tomato sniffing basset hound


	chased a rabbit down


	a hole into Wonderland


	, they were very superstitious


	When confronting Mr Holmes



	during a solar eclipse


	Watson not being there


	after the Winter Solstice


	Saturnalia festivities had ceased


	but not before fireworks


	displayed reluctance to ignite


	during the a-capella song


	Fool On The Hill


	as the gibbous moon


	reflected sickly Stonehenges' stones


	what an untimely reflection


	upon Cartesian metaphysics he


	became very rich indeed


	- both spiritually and materially -


	in that mirror universe



	which reflected his debauched


	twisted view on life


	The image one invokes


	that we call Matrix


	is of a duplicity


	seldom seen in animals


	other than homo sapiens


	and The Cheshire Cat


	who was always smiling


	at something that tickled


	it's fancy, among other


	cluttered objects was the


	pearl inlaid chrome astrolabe


	, heirloom to drunken sailors


	that were early to



	discover these mirror worlds.


	By a remarkable coincidence


	some philosophers soon discovered


	the esoteric gateway to


	the same house where


	both psychology and science


	were viewed as blasphemous


	during breakfast time when


	black pudding was served


	blood is nature's gravy


	and is startlingly unctuous


	when the last of


	the pterodactyl flew across


	cities with large cathedrals


	upon which gigantic gargoyles



	caught all passing poultry


	in their ugly mouths


	a neat trick, considering


	the slippery, greasy plasma


	that oozed from their


	suppurating crevices that festered


	annually during mating season.


	The janitor wiped up


	any residues that remained


	then examined his locker


	to see what was


	cooking in the pot


	of gold that was


	gathering dust in a


	Pandora box Lucky Dip



	which also played music


	Green Sleeves, was one


	played by the crimson


	attired neophytes, trilling birdsongs


	and ululating like grieving


	Banshees, screaming in the


	twilight, illuminated only by


	searchlights from the tower


	were doing a happy


	versus sad debate about


	entering Mortician College today


	when everyone else was


	trying for a PHD


	in tropical muffin baking


	and 'How to boil



	dodecahedron shaped ice cubes


	'. Far away in the


	zeppelin were the lost


	lost last known tribe


	that discovered invisibility by


	suddenly becoming hard to


	get sunburnt, no shadow


	crossed their brows in


	place of lucid thought


	nor a reflection of


	a refracted solitary photon


	emitting a scintilla of


	an idea likely to


	fall on stony ground


	kernels of whole oats



	mixed up with rye


	water and yeast added


	: not for a brioche


	yes, one that's liquid


	and oozing between the


	teeth of time, unfortunately


	crowned teeth seldom stick


	unlike crowned monarchs who


	rather enjoy peanut butter


	and jelly sandwich, but


	call "jelly" "jam", stupidly


	and cannot be budged


	or take to budgeting


	, not even when the


	austerity of the time



	the chocolate was scarce


	(no, never that, please)


	as oxygen on Mars 


	which was not something


	that was taken lightly


	three times daily before


	, after and during all


	ensuing manoeuvrings upon the


	mind by the never-ending


	cacophony that pervades throughout


	the mechanical world of


	this very weird century


	the oompa loompa tribe


	, when tuning their ukuleles


	went out on strike



	on some vague pretence


	of beating GeoffC to


	pulp. (eh! What.) Far


	crossing the picket line


	the scabs were picked


	until they bled. Bandages


	became a fashion accessory


	compliment for body tatoos


	, for trendqueen and fashionchick


	and other bearded queens


	wound as they were


	around the telegraph pole


	of everlasting life. Cardigans


	were issued to each


	participant in the hope



	of my favourite game


	which involved a rather


	cute girl in a


	old fashioned mop cap 



	and absolutely nothing else








(can't wait for that picture)


	which was fortunate as


	she was a stripper


	who removed the wallpaper


	delicately from between the


	rocks and hard places


	that was ten thousand


	miles away in the


	far north of Myanmar


	where the trees were


	very good hiding places



	for the Yoda-like beings


	to smoke their salmon


	like they smoked their


	trout - over oak chips


	gently, with an added


	salt and herb mixture


	blended on Laesø and


	a product of Denmark


	and her many islands


	then sautéed aggressively with


	a dash of aquavit


	which is Scandinavian schnapps


	distilled from frozen potatoes


	and raw herring. Simultaneously


	fresh from the can



	emerged several baked beans


	,worms, illegals and other


	smoking preparations that intoxicate


	iron maidens as well


	as white snakes, allegedly.


	Red laser lights shined


	through the moonlit room


	the room had open


	retractable ceiling panels that


	let the springtime through


	and turned everything golden


	brown texture like sun


	-toasting marshmallows in summer


	time when the weather


	and the cotton are



	getting high on weeds


	and other narcotic substances


	free available in nature


	, the side effects include


	he changed his stockings


	and uttered random words


	and was very pleased


	even though the sphallolalia


	was cutting and thrusting


	but it's a living


	hE PUT ON HIS


	table that meant he


	words random posted he


	fourteen times the triumphant


	pest control technician shouted



	"Get off my lawn!",


	Or face the consequences.


	Incarceration in my cellar


	in my hydroponic garden


	in my digital mailbox


	sat a small leprechaun


	wondering what had happened


	a smile came on


	his little face and


	he had an idea


	"how about a story-plot?"


	but with no computer


	how are we to


	record the plot for


	God's sake, sheesh! Later



	, when all the fairyqueens


	fairyqueen that's a redundancy


	A redundancy? But one


	No, no...not again!


	Don't run, ain't dangerous!


	Don't walk flashes. Run!


	but he did anyway


	the wind blows, doesn't


	always from the wrong


	side of the tracks


	direction, especially today.


	depends where one is


	- the definition of "story"


	is a flower eating


	bumble bees, flies and other



	winged delicacies that can


	be easily attracted to


	the cat disguised as


	catnip, cleverly disguised as


	a big romper room.


	revealing a padded cell


	with a pole-dancer, singing


	"You give me fever..."


	The leprechaun waved his


	magic wand, feverishly yodelling


	an incantation that would


	shiver anyone's timbers and


	awaken the sleeping giant


	from yonder mountain top


	Who will show displeasure.



	Our hero plunged his


	doughnut in the coffee


	and asked his mother


	to tie his shoelaces


	, "You useless piece of


	Humanity how could I


	be so gullible", she


	asked her psychic adviser


	, Princess Cherie mon Amour


	whose smart-phone was dumb


	but very good-looking, with


	All bells and whistles.


	Well, not entirely all


	Well demand a refund.


	For misplaced full stops?



	Don't ask, don't get.


	Do ask, don't deserve,


	Ask, and ye will


	wait for an answer


	for what he asked ?


	for, shouldn't be difficult


	to provide, provided that


	For all in orange


	jumpsuits are not trustworthy


	But Pink we trust


	to be slightly camp


	and a bit naughty


	and limp-wristed, funnily enough


	To dismiss your penchant.


	for totally obscure medications



	and disconnected sentence fragments


	which were found by


	by one and all mystifyingly


	reminiscent of times when


	the boat comes in


	and the passengers all


	the earth was square


	disembark to spend their


	time in search of


	sensible storylines that don't


	up mixed get all 




	who would want sensible


	and structurally sound sentences


	except anally retentive people


	who cling to their.



	words like life-belts in


	on Mars. Brown paper


	parcels and inappropriate full.


	of contraband and naughty.


	bedroom appliances not made


	to last if abused


	like a clock radio


	if wound too tight


	or a pair of


	iron matching chastity belts


	, monogrammed of course, with


	With their names monogrammed


	because they were posh


	and had duplicate keys


	- Alicia had had twins -



	who lost the keys


	that Dylan thought about


	but couldn't find them


	because he was stuck


	on a cloud full ....


	in this infinite loop


	of strawbery ice cream


	flavoured liver pate sandwiches


	served up as punishment


	for all sinful thoughts


	when dancing to disco.


	Bought everything in two's.


	Saw everything in threes.


	Except the four horsemen


	an apocalyptic brain wave



	manifested across the remaining


	The end is nigh!!


	Run for the hills!


	Give a little love


	Give peace a chance


	Let the sunshine in


	Maybe tomorrow, maybe today


	if it takes forever


	I wiil wait for


	the end to come


	which gave visions of


	transcendental reality unknown since


	the beginning of time


	when everything was known


	to be false and



	so we manufactured reality


	misleading the masses to


	the sand dunes, where


	we holographically envisaged Life


	upon a vacuous canvas


	of empty space and


	the ability to paint


	desolate views, tragic skeletons


	and works of beauty


	enchanced by the flow


	of the tumbling waterfall


	as depicted by Kincaid


	you mean Tim Kincaid?

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tim_Kincaid


	Thomas, but misspelled "Kincade"


	Ah, not the sleaze-master



	- the "painter of light" 


	the time traveling dog 


	the dew drinking slug


	the cola craving cavalier


	the chocolate eating sausage


	maker married the princess


	bride, against all expectations


	only to discover that


	she was a prince


	and therefore not liable


	for future progeny, although


	eggs can also be


	scrambled, which is interestingly,


	Off the menu because


	they were fertilized by



	the resident garden frog.


	That mountain looked impossible


	to be made of


	blue cheese and garlic


	, brightly coloured smartipans and


	marzipan coated blue balls


	, water...clean, pure, transparent


	trickles gently down the


	pale, silvery light of


	the shining bright rays


	of the Dawn of


	never-ending days of the


	summers of our youth


	now, sadly, long gone.


	never to return but....



	one never knows in


	fact one's second childhood


	might be around the


	garden like a Teddy


	or around the bend


	, or in infinite loop


	on a rollercoaster that


	Runs off the rails


	just like this storyline.


	The pathway wound towards


	There is a storyline? 


	even if totally looney


	and completely loopy in


	spite of his balance


	or the lack of



	Coordination caused him to


	eat fruity loops incessantly


	while imbibing thin orangeade


	and singing "La Marseillaise"


	In tune and robustly.


	without a German accent


	pfeffernüsse sounds completely ridiculous


	A gingerbread cookie anyone?


	Every mistake you make


	every breath you take


	brings sweet memories of


	the way we were


	.Like a scratched record


	too painful to remember


	too beautiful to forget



	eating a mars bar


	haunting every dream, till


	we meet again in


	the sweet bye-and-bye, maybe


	we can start again


	all singing in tune


	to some unholy discord


	like an amateur choir


	of frozen marmosets, with


	eating marmite on toast


	mayonnaise, mustard and Velveeta


	while being completley mad


	Give me real cheese


	said the lady in


	the sequinned kaftan alluringly



	gesturing in his direction


	with a rod and staff


	(not counting the finger)


	that were magically enhanced


	by the shape of


	the island of shadows


	deep in the shadow


	of the impending stormclouds


	that crept across the


	the mirror that cracked


	under the stress of


	the recent economic downturn


	trying to think lucidly


	about something like a


	disbarred accountant caught short



	and without a calculator


	or a sliced loaf


	whilst spending a penny.


	the abacus was dead


	gorgeous, and he loved


	Abba and Cos lettuce


	C'os they were greenies


	not mouldy old dough


	with freaky fungus frosting


	dug out of clowds


	and clowds of people


	milling around aimlessly. Saturday


	night's alright for fighting


	off throngs of adoring


	chihuahuas and other canines



	while delivering the mail


	one glorious spring morning


	He caught his hand


	in the cash register


	Like a petty thief.


	or a pretty thief


	with a pink tiara


	stealing the limelight from


	the gaga-dancer in red


	Hot loetard with complimentary tights


	he adjusted his tutu


	To save peoples blushes


	and his dignity as


	taught by his mother


	superior when he was



	an orphan in the


	School of hard knocks


	and bad hair days


	that made him scream


	for his personal stylist


	to get it sorted


	in a deep blue


	smokey haze of a


	Country honky tonk bar


	as the owner yelled


	out take your pink


	All beer half price


	, but only for tapdancers


	with two left feet


	, carrying the hurricane lantern



	that dance on tables


	and shake their enormous


	feet left and right


	doing the Hokey-Pokey frenetically


	for a hip-hop video


	that went underground if


	she went up the


	elephant, around the castle


	behind the gas works


	wall, dirty old town


	in a clean country


	for old men, a


	land not too far


	from where we are


	here where we are.



	From underneath the chancel


	the rain began to


	spatter menacingly on the


	congregation of curious monks


	as they processed blindly


	but rooted in faith


	towards the subterranean temple


	between two eternities of


	here and there. In


	darkness and light, the


	elves of Tobermory were


	searching for lost memories


	somewhere in the vast


	corners of their minds


	in the infinite age



	Of our modern society.


	Strange as it seems,


	one's former life persists


	as part of the


	oneness of cosmic putty


	Where it will disintegrate


	like snowballs thrown at


	roses, flowers, and birds


	suddenly appear, every time


	I hear the carpenters


	sing their songs in


	the rain and wind


	that howled in anguish


	in rainy days and


	echoing across the clifftops



	, the orchards and plains


	which are sunset struck


	square on the jaw


	of Hell in this


	our winter of discontent


	that led directly unto


	fields of quasi-contented cows


	and life after death


	a religious video game


	theoretic account of existence


	written up by a clerk


	using too many words


	to describe a game


	which means serious business


	growing organic dental floss



	playing to absolve sins


	thought up by fanatics


	the game accepts Paypal


	but not evolutionary theory


	virtual worlds require faith


	whilst the faithless fester


	in the MR lounge


	edging towards spiritual enlightenment


	and transcendental peanut butter


	spread thickly across her


	everlasting supply of scones


	baked by the heat


	In a clay oven.


	Tandoori scones are unusual


	unusually delicious with lamb



	jam and mint gravy


	With roasties and broccoli


	stuffed oranges for pudding.


	Apple tart Ice cream


	is a renowned aphrodisiac


	Safer than magic mushrooms.


	and not as lasting


	as the blue pill


	which tastes much better


	than oysters and seaweed


	or other dissociatives, grown


	In pots at home.


	Meanwhile, in the forest


	, lost in the vagaries


	of a gnome-based fantasy



	is an unwritten book


	of spells and magic


	and cajun peppers which


	give questionable financial advice


	to impecunious royal wizards


	and their adoring fans


	with back stage passes


	but strangely, still only


	impecuniosity is bad enough


	to give Fowler paroxisms


	which he then blamed on


	not being able to count


	Ouch!! Oh, so true


	- truth so often hurts -








	like a bleeding hemorrhoid



	just hit rock bottom.


	On the way up


	In my beautiful baloon


	I served poached eggs


	Are we food fixated?


	are we sublimating something?


	I certainly hope not.


	Meanwhile, in Dingly Dell


	Leg of mutton lake


	Big Rock Candy Mountain


	Valley of the kings.


	and other fictitious places


	Where imagination reigns supreme.


	the cops have wooden-legs


	and other rigid body-parts



	that melt away like


	chocolate on a barbecue


	peas in a soup


	can always pulverize emotion


	leaving a flat affect


	with a flatulance effectively


	Clearing a room rapidly.


	like a bagpipe ensemble


	playing a medley of


	vegetables served with flutes


	of ABBA's greatest hits


	covered in honey, Honey


	like an Abba lyric


	It is seldom forgotten


	like "...throw a dice"



	Minds cold as ice.


	Rules must be obeyed!


	The idea is conveyed


	through telepathic thought transference


	making such a difference


	and a disturbing opulence


	but enjoying the magnificence


	of the sordid stripper


	and Venetian stained glass


	showing all her a--


	To those who pass


	and her next stunt


	she revealed her...............aunt


	In sexy red stilettos


	and a green parka



	for three silver pieces


	and four beaver pelts


	and a dozen eggs


	A girl needs dinner


	napkins to be folded


	at the fruit market


	hidden from the elves


	placed on upper shelves


	Where people help themselves.


	In the dark tunnel


	from there twas downhill


	Like a slalom ride.


	ebbing of the tide


	Cold and hollow eyed.


	What's that he spied



	in the aisle, died


	With regret I sighed.


	Under the mistletoe lied


	Crush on you denied.


	So he sighed and


	Swore as he walked


	away from his love.


	His love swore back


	How could you betray


	anybody but yourself; Shame!


	Am I to blame?


	No one is to


	claim he's to blame


	while augmenting the beauty


	by dimming the lights



	and removing your contacts.


	Is this real love?


	Is it a promise


	of everlasting transforming happiness


	that makes everything seem


	like a Disney re-play?


	It's not a farce?


	No! But it's farcical!


	A comedy of errors.


	of judgment leads to


	huge piles of laundry


	and a surfeit of


	pineapple bubble gum that


	Leaves a strong taste.


	in the recesses of



	my now melting mind.


	Calls forth images of


	purple toupee/gold lame


	and white shiny teeth


	with braces fitted for


	free by the butcher


	who got them from


	Elsie the mad cow


	who got hers from


	Bull in china shop.


	That's Pete Bull, Archbishop


	could be peat moss


	decomposed in the tombes


	such a good soul


	better with peanutbutter/jam



	of desolate and wild


	Open spaces beckoning me.


	"Come outside and play."


	your gently weeping guitar


	and share the tears


	for the fallen heroes


	or cut some onions


	Both past and present.


	they're space-time continuum onions


	according to string theory


	necessary for tomorrow's dinner


	, but unfortunately not sufficient


	Bonus.....no onion breath. 


	The Labyrinth of Carsoulen


	, the labyrinth of memories



	Memories of a Geisha


	can be selectively forgotten


	by smart people who


	whom the authorities question


	To get a confession.


	Their thoughts vanished as


	Quickly as they'd formed.


	


	Did I miss something?


	The thoughts rematerialized at


	the thought of waterboarding


	"drown those puppies" screamed


	El President as he


	waxed his enormous mustaches


	and draped his pudgy



	fingers over Olivia's exposed


	cheeks as she had


	divested herself of her


	night-time attire and fallen


	asleep and now sleepwalked


	into his paws. Scratch


	my back and I'll


	not scratch yours any


	time you are having


	false eye-lashes attached to


	your partly abraded undercarriage


	which sags lower and


	closer to the ground


	dried black pepper that


	made her sneeze loudly.



	Sneezing is physiologically identical


	to a bloated belch.


	which is an expression


	of deep, appreciative satisfaction


	for herring with onions


	and curried egg salad


	on a toasted bagel


	with hundreds and thousandthposts


	and whipped cream cheese


	pumped into small holes


	made in cheese cake


	for the lovely ladies


	who are all pole-dancers


	in disguise, of course


	Russian- and Hungarian-dancers also



	also Bulgarians, Lithuanians & Slovaks


	dancing gracefully across the


	rugged rocks of Scotland


	while wearing their pyjamas


	Instead of traditional costume.


	"Och aye the noo",


	quoth Hamish the laird


	Aye reddin the fire.


	he poked Donald in


	His most vulnerable spot


	the difference between the


	opening of his wallet.


	and the parting of


	his hard earned cash.


	A fool and his



	money are soon parted.


	not unlike his hair


	A combover fashion statement.


	that fooled no-one but


	The hair challenged male.


	, indeed a joyful sight


	reflected off his bald


	With scissors in hand. 


	Someone shouted hi boldielocks


	and the three hairs.


	became magical golden braids


	Tied with scarlet ribbons.


	strong enough for Rapunzle


	to pull a truck


	all the way down



	to the bottom turtle


	and the singing mermaid


	Leaving a trail of


	broken old shoe laces


	, and fluorescent frogspawn behind


	and strings of guitars.


	Reborn as yo-yos, they


	glittered in the eyes


	which watered in appreciation


	of the wonderful tricks.


	that were performed by


	Three ring circus brigade.


	And their friendly freaks


	the fabulous flying fasticulators


	(not: the feasting fumigators)



	Or Si Fi terminators.


	with their rainbow phasers


	Their lazer eyes drilling.


	an ice cream headache


	Froze his brain cells.


	but warmed his heart


	to the very cockles


	of his cockle heart


	of the wayward sort


	Which sharpened his attraction.


	toward the mussels marinating


	Ready for the barbeque.


	-que that everyone was


	secretly planning to avoid



	in order to not


	upset the growing anti-barbeque


	led by Mussels Marinara


	ably assisted by a


	formidable Joey "Shrimps" Marsala


	with a bear masquerading


	as his secretary, despite


	the chicken legs running


	miraculously over the water


	making a sound reminiscent


	of a panicking squirrel


	about to be barbecued


	or roasted, according to


	the taste of honey



	a fourteenth century cookbook


	written by Shelagh Delaney


	and illuminated by Waterhouse:


	produced by Quentin Tarantino


	on a wet Tuesday


	. Nothing else to do


	concocting a witches brew


	with eye of newt


	and leg of toad


	and ice cream a


	plenty in plastic cones


	with gold trimming around


	the cone and a


	dabble of rainbow sprinkles


	and a chocolate flake.



	Only the crumbliest, flakiest


	tastes like chocolate never


	What is "Chocolate Never"?


	Chocolate never tasted before. 


	Did someone mention Chocolate ?


	Why? you got any?


	She said, before moving


	her outstretched hand towards


	the revolting looking squid


	covered in chocolate sauce


	on an ice-cream bed


	si spumoni con calamari


	My appetite has vanished.


	but my spumoni remains


	I feel very nauseous



	at the thought of


	weeding the large garden


	with a plastic teaspoon


	and a rubber fork


	so we grow weed


	which is not allowed


	, but she likes weed


	Would that be seaweed?


	Weed smoked aboard ship


	, and easy to grow...


	...plenty of water, sunlight


	and then you're 'stoned'.


	And everything becomes hazy.


	Emerging from the haze


	inkpots of variously coloured



	hues floated down and


	faire l'arc en ciel


	in black and white


	mixed in with some


	Chocolate Never and milk


	curdled so sourly that


	it made lovely bread.


	Down by the ranch


	even the Chocolate Cow


	was knee deep in


	his chocolate pudding dessert.


	which was a peculiar


	predicament for him considering


	his knees were deep


	and sinking further and



	melting away very fast


	like the wicked witch


	of the particle accelerator


	, which explained the large


	hardon* collision in the


[Don't blame me I'm dyslexic]


	of full contact Scrabble


	played whilst wearing no


	no makeup looking gastly.


	but strangely alluring. Consequently


	eating the right mushroom


	was impossible as they


	had a fungal infection


	creating hallucinations of grandeur



	that fooled him into


	thinking he was handsome


	In a Cary Grant.


	chiseled sort of way


	exuding a sauve debonair.


	On the train that


	he missed his stop


	, in the name of


	which he didn't remember


	he was a Womble


	-free of all concerns


	in the middle of


	the night I go


	heaven and back again


	can't make up my mind



	or even count words


	.....eh? count the words?


	between heaven and hell


	and you will find


	a completely different way


	to skin a cat


	what! no cat, but


	a cute furry rabbit


	without any fur left


	and a smiling cat


	watching all the fuzz


	fly whilst she smiled


	while preparing a roux


	to make a sauce


	this cat was non-vegetarian



	but rampantly, bloodcurdlingly, carnivorous


	but did say grace


	before ripping the throat


	.....and then she fainted......


	and awoke in Portsmouth


	, amidst the football club


	Aah! As the football!


	Being spherical was amusing


	for the dancing bear


	- who needs money, when


	doing a soft-shoe shuffle


	off this mortal coil


	, a burden too heavy


	to bear, so he


	went into winter hibernation.



	terrible time for insomnia


	he started counting sheep,


	There were seventeen, but


	he lost count at


	a quarter to three


	so could not add


	to the general good


	that he could do.






	Meanwhile, in Happy Valley


	the smells of cinnamon


	, fresh bread and freesias


	, old myths and legends


	that contain essential truths


	suspended in an emulsion


	of yellow and blue.



	which wasn't quite green


	but not, not green


	How about Rachel Green ?


	or maybe Seth Green


	or even Red Green


	It's not easy being


	a little known sitcom


	broadcast on Armenian television


	, only broadcasted in Turkey


	and Saffron Walden school


	, and by some ill-fortune


	on the Paris Metro


	busking for some coin


	be it, francs, pesos


	or more likely, euros,



	to buy Soylent Green


	from the Golden Arches


	all boldly lit up


	with the glow of


	happy memories and chocolate


	covered pomegranate flavoured cheese


	coated with hundreds and


	thousand made from glass


	particles which are edible


	if thoroughly masticated.  Meanwhile,


	back at the ranch.


	Clint Eastwood gazed adoringly


	at the persimmon paste


	dripping from his taco.


	cleaning up his dentures



	under bright flourescent lights.


	which made his day


	brighter than last Tuesday


	Fat Tuesday's  Mardi Gras?


	some fun in Utah?


	was the oxymoronic question


	from the moronic ox


	and the dumb waiter


	and the slow children


	and the intellectually challenged


	, who were unsure of


	where they were going


	they took the bus


	from the bus driver


	and gave it to



	the Huntington Pensioner's Association


	to go to Bangor


	Maine to see their


	lives flash before them


	as they plummet down


	at terminal velocity towards


	their final destination before


	before breaking for lunch


	at heaven's gate restaurant.


	Saint Peter's favorite dive


	house special grilled sole.


	tasty, if somewhat shoe-like,


	hush puppies are extra.


	and the devil's food


	melts upon the tongue



	, washed down with Montrachet


	and American Cream Soda


	Saint Peter goes back


	to the coffee bar


	and drowns his sorrows


	vodka and red bull


	and is soon sozzled


	He visits Doggie Heaven.


	and sings 'Trees' woefully


	whilst shaking his leg


	and warbling 'Hound Dog'.


	It's an unusual consequence


	of being slightly sozzled


	needs hair of dog.


	and eye of newt



	to cure his hangover.


	In the Elf village


	by the fairy wood,


	playing with the lilliputians.


	also Red Riding Hood


	an underage call girl


	Who disliked Alpha Males.


	and bunga bunga parties


	but did like certain


	and conga dancing ghouls.


	and Italian Prime Ministers


	who had criminal tendencies


	and peccadilloes he kept.


	He retained a lawyer


	in his hip pocket



	just in case Garfield


	Sobers hit six sixes


	twenty fours, and five


	maidens bowled up against


	the pavilion wall by


	the extremely silly point


	via the square leg


	umpire who watches the


	ladies on the boundary


	of decency who lift


	all they can from


	the pockets of members


	engrossed in a five


	pint can of Watney's


	Best Bitter in a



	Sainsbury's plastic carrier bag


	which rather spoiled the


	impression of suave sophistication


	that they all tried


	to convey to the


	mass crowds enjoying the


	General's beautiful estranged wife


	as she cavorted with


	the umpire hoping that


	the bails stayed on


	whilst his middle peg


	was reduced to kindling.


	or other electronic device


	which needed a recharge


	of beer, everyone's favourite



	method of getting legless


	It's nature's best matchmaker


	attraction born of inhebriation


	for those, burning with


	alcohol fuelled desire, with


	the resultant inability to


	bail the maiden over


	with his performance of


	La Cucaracha, and Estrolita


	with his nose in


	a glass of vodka


	flavoured fried pork rinds


	pigs trotters and tripe.


	with chitterlings and sweetbreads


	deep fried in lard.



	Now, the lard renderer


	rendered lard, despite a


	long-term aversion to lipids


	and a hatred of


	derived from medical liposuction


	and pumped into Twiglets


	recommended by hospital administrators


	as a means of


	lowering inpatient food costs


	and disposing of extracted


	bits and pieces forthwithingly.


	with a broom in


	one hand and a


	little silver dustbin, where


	silver dust was stored



	to be used for


	sprinkling in rabbit's eyes


	, wearing mirrored sunglasses and


	and playing a keyboard


	and tinkling the ivories


	of a long ceased


	yet continuing political scandal


	involving the politician and


	the albino carpet salesman


	who insisted the rug


	rash on his knees


	was due entirely to


	chafing which occurred when


	he thrashed the servants


	that's his story! Huh!



	Intriguingly, at the end


	some zombies passed by


	, shambling on their way


	to the mall opening


	up possibilities for romance


	and cheap tube socks


	- or love with hosiery -


	a common zombie prenuptial


	ritual that involves lots


	zombie real estate agents


	eating Caramac and tulips


	from Amsterdam flown in


	along with some herbs


	on a magic carpet


	not piloted by Aladdin



	Sane, but Major Tom


	and square sponge bob.


	with short-term memory problems


	forgot whatever they were


	and a sudden appetite


	for spiced pear sorbet


	struck, driving them to


	consider the apparent injustice


	that was the leak


	in the sewage pipe


	of a pungent nature


	and malodorous air which


	insinuated itself between the


	nose and olfactory nerve


	of the master watchmaker



	who was visually challenged


	, wore Buddy Holly glasses


	and suffered from croup


	also, a genuine loser


	in the dating game.


	Sinbad's daughter however said


	'I like dried mackerel


	"Huh!" replied he confused


	"Mackerel...dried...like...me"


	but this is wet


	because it was canned


	and stuff from salmon


	pink farmed in Outer


	Mongolia, on the steppe


	, along the Trans-Siberian Express



	where the murderer hid


	under the copper Samovar


	containing Russian Earl Grey


	using spent coal and


	whale blubber to heat


	the tea pot before


	one could bath in


	the glory of misfortune


	that comes from mixing


	hopes, ambitions and dreams


	and flushing the toilet


	laughed as it tinkled


	swimming the plumbing labyrinth


	of the Carpathian Mountains


	and the Black Forest



	Gateau smeared over the


	faces of the partygoers.


	then licked off by


	the elves again, naturally


	occurring hormones made them


	good as gold for


	ten minutes, then rampant


	for ABBA songs soon


	an SOS is sent out.


	for a good dictonary


	and a packet of


	assorted Chinese fire- crackers and


	rhubarb flavoured lemon drops


	delicate wine on ice


	encrusted fragrant petrol engines



	Tattinger champagne and kisses


	showered upon the exposed


	fair maiden's cheeks, but


	she remained stubbornly unconvinced


	that troilism offered any


	new insights into her


	frail  state of mind


	she was very fragile


	but had inner resolve


	to finish her brandy


	and port before smashing


	pumpkins came on radio


	she played air guitar


	whilst thrusting her sweaty


	feet atop the grapes



	with the intention of


	turning wine into water


	and fish into chips


	She loves Erik Estrada.


	, too smooth for some


	who like it rough


	too rough for others


	for some, just right


	...well, what is it?....


	a matter of preference


	and what feels right


	to that frail maiden


	as she gathers her


	AK47 and hand grenades


	and read him his



	shopping list the contained


	the usual: champagne, soap


	Ferrari, Harrods and toothpaste


	and most of all


	chocolate. On the high


	list of her priorities.


	were chocolate and doughnuts


	hence her gym membership.


	where 'Butterball' was her


	faithful follower, in good


	in hoarding of goodies


	in order to entice


	her from acting weird


	What is weird?


	When she imagines him



	caressing her long blonde


	wig, which covers her


	bald patch due to


	a bad wax job


	in the Mexican capital


	,but her own fault


	it was too smooth


	and offered no traction


	in short; not worth


	she got the chains


	the case of cigars


	she gave in exchange


	for a pound of


	freshly ground coffee beans


	and some Opal Fruits



	Plus Carmen Miranda costume.


	Meanwhile, elsewhere in the


	time it takes to


	knock up a post


	mistress when you forgot


	short term memory loss


	short term memory loss


	What were we talking


	about when the birds


	Wasn't it a pigeon?


	, which is a bird,


	post pigeon, racing pigeon


	eating pigeon with prunes


	a secret recipe, concocted


	by a closet vegetarian



	who has been 'outted'


	by Beefeaters of London.


	with tonic and lemon


	and also some gin


	which makes us sin


	"Goody" cried she, happily


	calling for a brandy


	and Babycham. Suspiciously,


	she pocketed the snifter


	and quickly exited the


	through the basement into


	the secret tunnel leading


	all the children to


	of wrath when suddenly


	incomprehensible prepositions mysteriously appeared



	over, under, sideways, down


	on, by, at, through


	, and around the hard


	behind close to but


	adjacently positioned according to


	the principles of refraction


	I'm not waving I'm


	cooking a rock lobster


	on the beach in


	my eeny weeny bikini


	which never gets wet


	unless I have a


	little accident and get


	Vaseline, or other lubricant


	in my toes which



	doesn't half itch terribly


	,but the other half


	wasn't half bed-ridden 'cos


	I gave her a


	rubdown using wintergreen oil


	and swarf, which chafed.


	In the chafing dish


	sat a chuffing chaff


	red hot and glowing


	with the tumescence of


	gout a very painful


	condition of the upper


	classes but no longer


	provoked by red wine


	only by rich living.



	Uric acid crystals deposited


	which may be treated


	to a new bangle


	or a drum of


	black pudding enriched with


	Eccles Cakes and ale


	made from wild tomatoes.


	mixed with malted barley


	and goldings hops to


	....which is what, who......


	could be John Barleycorn


	will never fail to


	weird deals and propositions


	- but, who's to know?


	about a Nigerian prince



	selling investment to unsuspecting


	rabid Mobileread forum users


	who will buy anything


	as long as it


	doesn't upset a mod


	and looks very shiny


	as an old Fiat


	with flat tires and


	highly polished chrome wheels


	and a body like


	a banana with stripes


	on the tyre walls


	ice cream is melting


	dribbling down onto the


	gap between her enormous



	décolletage from where it


	descended even further to


	the depths of lurid


	romanticism and sentimental cliche


	Connoted the conceited thespian


	before exposing sublimated desires


	..well, not entirely sublimated......


	but most certainly repressed


	testified by a scarred


	psyche that haunted his


	wife and terrified his


	ferrets. Underneath the turtles


	they envied the fox


	delete in four words


	whilst bathing the chicken



	in a soup of


	clarified tiger fat and


	nice tender chicken's legs


	It was birthday soup!


	Soggy candles and all.


	"Tillykke med fødselsdagen", said


	Which means happy birthday?


	Indeed - Danish Happy Birthday -


	Whose birthday is it?
http://www.soupsong.com/fbear.html


	Back at the foundry


	which forged cast iron


	for extra protection against


	genuine cast iron, Jessica


	climbed the ladder leading


	to the 'forgery room',



	and ordered lentil lasagna


	which was a fake


	but a believable one


	despite the lack of


	lentils, or indeed, lasagna


	which made a suspicious


	person exclaim, "Hey, there's


	no meat in here",


	and it was obvious


	that Giscard d'Estaing preferred


	very young blondes to


	give him a good


	lasagna, with meat and


	later, some rather esoteric


	laying on of hands



	which resulted in Giscard's


	discharge from the Outer


	to the Further Outer


	Circle of Thrustworthy Gentlemen


	Blessed By Inordinately Large


	noses and what nots


	performing with astonishing precision


	frontal lobotomies on Vietnamese


	workers employed by Nike


	on the Outer Segment


	of the Inner Quadrant


	just over the little


	cabbage that appeared behind


	the bike shed with


	particularly pretty sparkley bits



	which were radioactive bacon


	burnt beyond edible doneness.


	but retained their luster


	because the crepuscular starch


	protected each luminescent modicum


	with weak nuclear forces


	Grabbing a fresh cabbage


	and making lovely coleslaw


	with pineapple and cranberries


	adorning his tropical headress


	with slices of papaya


	enrobed in creme fraiche


	much sexier than mayonnaise


	and far wilder than


	mustard and honey vinaigrette



	. All of a sudden


	there gradually emerged a


	a fully formed, yet


	still embryonic left footed


	member of the genus


	which contains several families


	that baked bread daily


	- real bread - that tastes


	of poppy seed and


	ginger marmalade laced with


	raspberries that were grown


	hydroponically along with mushrooms


	spookily similar to other


	ghostly forms that were


	emanating from under the



	watchful eye of the


	security camera that was


	monitored by an inattentive


	katoey dressed in yellow


	plumage like big bird


	pumped up on steroids


	and playing air guitar.


	singing Black Dog acappella


	with permed hair and


	a led zeppelin wannabe


	hanging on his back


	porch at night waiting


	for the cat to


	cough up a fur-ball.


	to weave into little



	which he proceeded to


	fashion after Rubens' Venus


	and shave her armpits


	and exfoliate around her


	sideburns and upper lip


	to present a smooth


	,sensual yet statuesque illusion


	of femininity whilst having


	read a collection of


	car repair manuals, detailing


	all she could never


	have hoped to satisfy


	by means of carburation


	, which was acabadabra to


	the sweet baby James



	aint no rambler anymore


	nor a story told.


	If you need a


	belly-achingly funny story told


	about stilt-walking leprechauns then


	book emerald isle tours


	with muffin making lessons


	and a visit to


	the devil's kitchen where


	spaghetti shoelaces tasted like


	will tie you into


	a spaghetti gourmets delight


	in Flying Spaghetti Monster


	who jumps through hoops


	and skips across the



	hynotic waves until the


	dance floor in his


	treehouse fell down and


	he's out of synch 


	when singing Milli Vanilli


	night after night he


	sleepwalked to the shops


	in your silk jammies


	he shot an elephant


	with a tranquilizer gun


	what was the elephant


	very confused and unsteady


	doing with a gun?


	Who knows the answer?


	Where is THE question? 



	He was wearing pajamas


	the elephant was, and


	I want them back


	yes in jumbo size


	with a gusset sewn


	Sitting at the piano


	on top of a


	peacock green leatherette settee


	,on her flying carpet


	playing a bourrée allegretto


	followed by a polka-mazurka


	whilst eating a pasty


	"Who's taken my Pasty!?"


	she said after eating


	the tart. Cornwall was



	in it for the


	carrots, controversially he enunciated


	in pidgin French that


	his shoes are broken


	his sole torn asunder


	and no more cookies


	until he redeems himself


	so he set upon


	weeding the huge garden


	until he finished doing


	his penance. In the


	garden once known as


	Eve's Paradise, Adam was


	pruning the apple trees


	ensuring a bumper crop



	of Cox's Orange Pippin


	, while practising his French


	a yield of desire


	to put out fire,


	and extinguish the pyre


	of the smoldering tires


	, Goodyear, up in smoke!


	poor old Michelin Man


	exploded with a bang


	, what a picture, what


	a revolting sight for


	sore eyes, thought Churchill


	although he didn't really


	have the guts to


	sift through the remains



	of the day without


	a pale view of


	a bright spark in


	a jacuzzi with the


	spectre of a spectral


	chandelier that remained as


	thought in the universe


	causing his gray matter


	to liquify and drip


	slowly around his feet


	and ooze between his


	cold blue toes that


	had just been amputated


	and sent to the


	priest to be blessed



	and become holy relics


	, idolized by religious scolars


	eating alphabet soup while


	levitating above the Adriatic


	on their way to


	the Levant where magicians


	zorbed while on holiday


	after eating double burritos


	with all the trimmings.


	followed by copious amounts


	of cheap red wine


	containing many healthy antioxidants


	while pondering what zorbed


	might actually mean.  Despite


	all the physical agitation



	there was a general


	feeling of relief, that


	he beat all competition


	to become Miss Kephalonia


	2011, despite strong competition


	and being a man


	thespian with big ambitions


	and an even bigger


	repertoire of monologues he


	practised on his poor


	cat, who decided he


	did not like fish


	but had a craving


	brussels sprouts and butter


	, garlic butter, the best



	only he had oleo


	and other Chinese cookies


	his fortune was grim


	and his clothes tattered


	and torn, but the


	pancakes made him content


	tossed like a pro


	A high ranking tosser


	on a pogo stick


	he was very innovative


	and careful, the KY


	provided a smooth ride


	and no chafing of


	the tender parts of


	his gleaming Pogo stick



	, as he called it,


	his anatomy he regarded


	with overwhelming self love


	or self abuse if


	he couldn't recruit anyone


	to remove the spring


	from his aforementioned appliance


	without damaging some vital


	statistics of Miss Vanuatu


	, while selecting some music


	to increase milk yields


	and thus recuperating at


	from his earlier malady


	sustained when his pogo


	, as he calls it,



	sadly withered away, never


	milked another cow again


	nor did he beat


	his own drum either


	. There must be a


	n angel playing in


	heaven, being a messenger


	to all mortal beings


	under the age of


	reason, and when is


	this angel going to


	appear and impart her


	wisdom and love upon


	friends in low places


	and also those over



	the age of consent


	whilst being duly served


	a subpoena to appear


	before the Great and


	in court to answer


	for all crimes imaginary


	, real and prospective.  There


	Judge Judy would preside. 


	and hear but not


	pass judgement until guilty


	or proven not innocent


	he cops a plea


	and gets probation and


	six months community service


	while i was watching



	the bacon slicer yesterday


	sentence being handed down


	was thin and fatty


	thin man fatty arbuckle


	characteristically unable to resume


	his train of thought


	due to memory loss


	or memory vibrational aberrations


	in the sub-atomic ether.


	and laughing gas inhaled


	through a golden hookah


	stolen from alladin's cave.


	Stimulating his own neuroreceptors


	by rubbing his belly


	anticlockwise while standing on



	the oil lamp's handle


	turning at warp speed


	Then Captain Kirk rested.


	his elbow upon Hermione's


	chesterfield suite and pressed


	the power button on


	the vibrations throwing them


	asunder, limiting their ability


	to make babies. 

Moving


	right along now, we


	see the leather mask


	; no lady Xanadu's silk


	worms devoured the mulberry


	, a place where nobody


	, including the renamed Xanadu,



	could live for a


	moment without dark chocolate


	covered strawberries and champagne


	, as Olivia Newton John


	can avoid being physical


	down by the banks


	of the river Styx


	sang "Come Sail Away",


	and the pea-green boat


	sank without trace. The


	helicopter and the flying-saucer


	also crashed without survivors


	The Sloop John B


	my grandfather and me


	were drinking all night



	got into a fight


	and ate my corn


	I feel so broke


	, I invested in shipping


	Now I own the


	rights to the best


	copyright infringed contemporary fiction


	available to an alien


	this side of Cleckheaton


	. Where the hell is


	that I ask myself


	other side of Cleckheaton


	beyond the rose bushes


	the trees were shaking


	and the whispering grass



	shimmered as the light


	faded to deep purple


	and  these oddly colored


	shapes transformed into a


	fluffy little puppy dogs


	transforming into giant beasties


	living beneath the sea


	in an octopuses garden


	with mermaids and mermen


	in the shade.  He'd


	let me in, because


	he knows where we've


	I looked like Elvis


	marching with Oliver's army


	and watching the detectives



	looking inside oysters expecting


	the best, of course


	, is yet to come


	but let it never


	be said that pregnancy


	of words will lead


	alphabetti spaghetti lovers to


	tie themselves in knots


	and thereby generating massive


	amounts of bonhomie amongst


	gourmands, gourmets and gluttons


	eating at Harry Ramsden's


	fish and chips emporium.


	Could it be magic


	A Barry Manilow fan? 



	"Take that", shouted Barry.


	Meatloaf is very tasty.


	so is his song


	, mostly sung in the


(BTW: TGS-what did you do to Harry? 


	evening after eating breakfast


	at Tiffany's with ducks


	and one lucky Dalek! 


	Lonely nights, lonely days,


	where would I be


	without my woman. Lonely


	without my dog, she's


	leaving home, bye, bye


	the time I get


	to Phoenix you'll be


	rising, (ooh er missus!)



	Appelbee I've gotta get


	something off my chest


	of drawers for you


	to display your treasures


	, yes the treasures of


	the evil Portugese trader


	who stole the moonlight


	of the ancient Queen


	of the Striped Panties


	and golden flying Carpet


	salesman from hell, who


	sold Mists of Time


	and the mountain dew.


	which was wet and


	as intoxicating as champagne



	floated upstream wearing a


	pink tutu and socks


	knitted from yellow tomatoes


	by Dalek lovers that


	sneezed and coughed, from


	eleven 'til twelve everyone


	got high on cough-sirup


	blended with pomegranate puree


	; to give it some


	kindness... "tincture of tenderness"


	and other Miltonian psychotropics


	were added and stirred


	into the mix to


	create a thoughtful preparation


	which was then spread



	on lightly buttered toast


	and fed to Winston


	some unmentionable things and


	a few mentionable ones


	which we won't mention


	because of the Canadians


	find it too exciting


	, not being used to


	young women who spread


	their goodies around like


	it's the Mardi Gras


	orange marmalade on tarts


	and other secret peccadilloes


	; little sins like cheating


	which lumberjacks never do



	to the girls with


	hair blowing in the


	face of the Mountie


	; gone with the wind


	ruined all the ham


	on rye with mustard


	he did the mash.


	while the boss watched


	toenails growing, the others


	doing The Monster Mash


	and the Peppermint Twist


	the Jive, Twist and


	even some Mashed Potatoes


	bangers, onions and gravy.


	The diet of angels



	was served each day


	to the patrons of


	the dazzling fizzy jacuzzi


	in which bathers cavorted


	and wiggled their toes


	and scratched their bellies


	with sharp pineapple leaves


	causing some chafing to


	their hairy inner thighs


	which were soothed by


	alovera's tender application to


	their thighs and beyond


	they covered their modesty


	followed by a nap


	in granny's feather bed.



	Sneezing away the feathers


	until Granny came in


	and hoovered them up


	and beat them with


	egg-white into a nogg


	that is sweet, frothy


	and full of goodness


	that they lapped up


	all of the brandy


	and he kissed him


	passionately but without tongues


	but then something happened


	the ground opened up


	and swallowed his lover


	of all double entendres



	As for the chewy


	bits between the teeth


	He sucked it out


	and spat it into


	someone else's dinner. Mindful


	of his breathing, he


	Stuck out his tongue


	and licked the substance


	misusing grenadier guard upon


	the oldest Canadian regiment


	made up of camp


	fires and torn tents


	and dirty-kneed boy scouts


	who wintered in Florida


	and drove red Carreras



	with the tops down


	Which is turning into


	something that's very disturbing


	but also quite piquant


	, lace and flimsy things


	draped across the voluptuous


	body of the dalek


	statue: Spirit of Justice


	that is glowing with


	pulsating, throbbing tooth-ache, which


	freezes into a big


	blue iceberg almost instantaneously


	with deep secrets beneath


	and cherries on top


	of the throbbing tip



	soon to be swallowed


	by the cherrypoppers association


	and pushed back in


	to the place where


	his lover awaited the


	final degrading swift kick


	in her londonderry air


	offshoot of Strawberry Hill


	, Knob Hill, Notting Hill


	Blueberry Hill, I found


	you and Fats Domino


	engaging in various thrills


	my dream came true


	until the small man


	played love's sweet melody



	but turned to boys


	in his confused state


	realizes men are better


	at providing satisfactory service


	and sweet, soft kisses


	just like Labrador Retrievers


	with their cute toys


	and slobbering pink tongues


	fresh from their nether-regions


	and stale dank weather


	to dampen their ardour


	yet keep them going


	, better than pink toys!


	Or action men who


	have no discernable bits



	after years of steroids


	asteroids, that is Captain


	Cook's version of an


	interesting sort of new


	way to befriend cannibals


	And keep them soft


	chewy, moist and delicious


	As well as meaty


	using bones for stock


	to enhance the flavour


	of triple choc Ice-cream


	. And I must follow


	the winding river to


	Alaska in search of


	good fishing spots and



	hill and water under


	watch bears catching salmon


	that drowned before the


	cruel North winter arrived


	but after the flood.


	it was time to


	wander back to home


	and take a bath


	and then to bed!


	Getting up at 7am


	to smash the clock


	against the wall because


	wanted to see time


	in smithereens and consequently


	returned to his slumber



	party where all hell


	cheap wine and hangovers


	descended upon the partygoers


	mowed down by techno-pop


	and old Abba hits


	blasted from the stereo


	stay up all night


	and play computer games


	and opened the diary


	of a nobody again


	lost souls and prized


	pillocks express themselves crudely


	; shadows to the edge


	posessions sold on eBay


	nouns contained in clauses;



	what about Santa Claus 


	he's too fat to be


	He comes once yearly


	, but boy does he


	appreciate our vocal contribution


	which sounds like whales


	he also takes cash


	and large amounts of


	tofu which he tucks


	rubber bands, an obsession


	his cross-posts before liberating


	all the mozzarella cheese


	from the dairy counter.


	then the elves come


	and leave the tofu



	where the tofu likes


	so it can stand


	to sit getting mouldy/moldy


	like mouldy old dough


	tofu and animation: tofumation


	on a stony bed


	which became a studio


	that took pictures of


	their friends who were


	doing all the things


	they didn't wish revealed


	It was reality tofu


	showing warts and all


	it was dairy tofu


	bought from local supermarket



	, over dead sea and


	scorched earth in Mesopotamia


	braised Babylonian beef bits


	served by scantily clad


	women who you wouldn't


	mind getting to know


	and giving a good


	back rub if necessary


	and checking their piercings


	which must have smarted


	bringing tears to their


	eyes and making their


	hair stand on end


	before they could say


	magic carpet they were



	swiped away by the


	evil doer of deeds


	riding pillion on a


	Harley in biker gear


	behind the Hairy Bikers


	the easy rider brigade


	on a roll with


	chefs onboard to cook


	anything delicious and healthy


	and non fattening so


	them unto jail. Brown


	looked good in stripes


	whereas as Green was


	spotted in Liverpool playing


	in a church choir



	with all the choir


	all of them eunuchs


	,called The Wiener Sängerknaben


	but without the Wieners


	with sauerkraut and mustard


	ouch...could be sore


	ET to the rescue


	of the pretty ladies


	who all played air-guitar


	while drinking good champagne


	and smoking bad skunk


	"Huh"? asked she enquiringly


	"You know, we drive"


	or drove all night


	roughly in and out



	playing tug of war


	with the aforementioned Wieners


	and the sweat and


	tears of oppressed people


	who constantly fight communism


	who wail in jails


	and are extraordinarily rendered


	in the heat of


	love, lust, passion, and


	a small bottle of


	whatever does you good.


	like smelling salts for


	dead people and maybe


	garlic for the cats


	to keep fleas away



	from where fleas habitate


	and mutate into several


	flipperty-flopperies and head down


	the hot, tight tube


	and sucked into oblivion


	never to be seen


	until the light shines


	love always, happy_terd


	we can but hope


	for fairy tales and


	happy endings to make


	little boys and girls


	live happily ever after


	this is the end!


	Beautiful friend, C'mon, yeah



	give it to me


	right here, right now


	waking up to find


	a horses head abed! 


	don't upset the don


	so give the boy


	some cookies and milk


	and send him off


	to marry a prince


	who is a queen


	but not the Queen!


	a very un-royal wedding


	cake laced with Moroccan


	dates, ready the loo


	which delayed the honeymoon



	by a year or


	twenty minutes; funny thing


	happened on the way


	to where we are


	just short of insanity


	from which genius is


	a thing not to


	be sniffed at, unlike


	those hairy Moroccan dates


	with the swarthy stranger


	who, in retrospect, failed


	their driving theory test


	and besides, had a


	a ton of experience


	with Moroccan leather paraphenalia



	producing many surprising results


	not least, a protruding


	tongue on their footwear


	that was all muddy


	. Where will this go


	a never ending story


	one that we're willing


	to follow through endlessly.


	to keep going until


	doomsday and the end


	of civilisation as we


	try not to drown


	our sorrows in vintage


	wine at the cheese


	and onion crisps packet



	and pickled onion brigade


	rose into a mutiny


	and stomped around like


	little children sad that


	Frankenstein had more pudding


	and better access to


	stuff, like Moroccan dates


	or good blind dates


	or 20/20 vision pomegranates


	or voice-activated grenades 







	





	Many's the night that


	he and she laid


	bricks to build a


	house into which they


	secretly monitored their neighbours'



	to-ing and fro-ing all


	and coming and going


	and all the shenanigans


	and not inconsiderable kerfuffle


	like drinking before noon


	after noon and night


	then exposing their bodies


	to exquisite Corinthian leather


	covered bucket seats. Later


	recliners and indulging in


	practices outlawed in Liberia


	, Siberia, Iberia and Nigeria.


	Even Botswana too, then


	later they go swinging


	through the trees, yodelling



	and scrumping for avocados


	despite vicious farmers armed


	with a scrumpper, whats


	that over there? It


	looks like a giant


	dwarfed by a small


	nymph, wearing a sequined


	studded but large sized


	codpiece and nipple rings


	and erotic fishing tackle


	"Nice tackle!", exclaimed the


	tight head, as he


	studied the official rules


	of rugby union, which


	stops play every second



	whilst chaps roll about


	as if no other


	activity will satisfy them


	when suddenly a masked


	a masked bandit appeared


	masked else stark naked


	except for the ribbon


	tied around his little


	finger to remind him


	of the Wiener Sängerknaben


	and not to sneeze


	whilst walking the gangplank


	to the Titanic, so


	would ever sing again.


	please not THAT song



	and NOT by Celine


	or anybody else either


	, it makes me want


	to puke my breakfast


	got it in one 


	or strangle my sunflowers


	fast forward in time


	to the day after


	December twentieth, twenty twelve


	- almost quarter past eight -


	when the pancakes flipped


	and the peanut brittle


	spread across the ceiling


	creating an erotic pattern


	of ones and zeros



	which began to shimmer


	instead of twos and


	fives that oddly swayed


	to the rhythm of


	the swaying marimba which


	caused passions to climb


	into the treehouse where


	they could view their


	sailing craft, rocking gently


	upon the glassy surface


	neighbours without being seen


	by any nosey parkers


	sausage and tomatoes, neh!


	Apples thumped upon the


	corrugated tin roof of



	white chocolate and cream


	coloured tiles upon the


	bathroom floor showing scenes


	from Macbeth, the witches


	and pastoral explorations of


	snow castles, plotted how


	to defend the keep


	which housed nine hundred


	fully equipped soldiers ready


	to eat their breakfast


	Ready for weekend passes


	to visit fortune tellers


	and to make passes


	at the cauldron sisters


	who actually wear glasses



	complementing their baby blues


	by the yellow frames


	sitting by the fire-side


	a nightcap in hand


	pretending she is not


	drowning her sorrows in


	another self help book


	that clearly doesn't work


	- she is beyond help


	from mere humans perhaps


	there is a time


	we need to explore


	where we are going


	before dipping our toes


	in melted candle wax



	that they used to


	dip their toes into


	rather my toes than


	other, more sensitive, bits


	too sensitive to mention


	but MaggieMay will anyway...


	I don't think so 


	but Cartesian doubt invades


	the cautious seldom err


	, forgot the next bit,


	the bit about perception?


	Ladies from the neighbourhoods


	the lovely local lasses


	, behaving as they should


	charged all the same!



	Corpulent middle aged men


	liked their green salad


	with loads of mayonnaise


	, the young ladies who


	liked middle aged jewels


	in their blue bag


	Gifted from a jewel.


	But twas that the


	carpet caused those burns?


	Rug burns are considered


	color of the drapes


	red, purple and yellow


	with gold lamé tassels


	just covering her private


	conversations with tufts of



	from a chestnut mane


	belonging to a unicorn


	, of course tamed by


	a virgin, so she


	triumphed over adversity, sometimes


	with the help of


	the most unlikely ally


	the local Don Juan


	, posing as 'dear Abby',


	with a Zappa mustache


	wearing a cape and


	thigh length leather boots


	, carrying a whip and


	top. The roaring sheep


	roared across the fields



	bleating "Help me he's


	shearing all my wool"


	ewe need to consider


	wool or cashmere, to


	hand wash or not?


	So do Sheep shrink


	Only in the dryer


	though once they were


	through the wrinkle-shield cycle


	they ironed out flat


	and could be worn


	close to the skin


	sensuously stimulating the memories


	of days when sex


	lies,videotape and sheep



	dip their feet in


	first, and later their


	tasty legs of lamb


	served in tortuga shells


	and fresh mint sauce


	and luvverly Bisto gravy.


	roast potatoes and broccoli


	carrots and frozen peas


	(meat and four veg)


	Two=good, four=better!


	The day's allowance eaten.


	Are we food addicts?


	Does the Pope like


	prada shoes or what


	size stilettos does she



	aerate the lawn with


	holes the size of


	Blackburn, Lancashire - or bigger.


	fill the Albert Hall


	three times overfull. Millenium


	or even millennium, perhaps


	Four thousand holes exactly


	, though somewhat small they


	could fill in the


	the whole Albert Hall


	we know how many


	handsome men played violin


	and hot little robots


	burned out their servos


	which benefited the repairman



	who demanded lots of


	pineapple chunks from Lithuania


	. Lithuania has pineapples, who


	'd have thought that.


	Clearly, the repairman did


	He laughed before he


	went to his podiatrist


	known as Big Foot


	and Mouth Disease Society


	, located on Shoe Street.


	Somewhat down at heel,


	the sole slipped off


	the fishmonger's slab and


	sailed off into the


	sunset riding an appaloosa



	that smelt faintly of


	looking for a filly


	somewhere over the rainbow.


	and under the table


	beneath the floorboards and


	inside the dark tunnel


	which symbolically represents a


	shaft into a mine


	considered by Freud to


	nudge, nudge, wink, wink


	, be an escape route


	from the repression of


	repressive repressives. Softly blows


	a complex Carmen Electra


	whose figure could easily



	have obsessed Herr Freud


	in his sublime kitchen


	and subsumed the entire


	population of Kirkby Stephen


	which as everybody knows


	was the name of


	the chief protagonist in


	the slash fiction classic


	coming to the screen


	" Night of the Living


	Toaster - Revenge of the


	chrome plated man eaters!


	I propose a toast




	to the sickly man


	who we all know



	to be a zombie


	spaced out on spacers


	and munching Super Flyers


	served by scantily dressed


	Fembots, intent on eradicating


	zombie and vampire mentionings


	and succeeding completely forthwith


	without further debate or


	any curly questions that


	needed answers. Ground-breaking news


	, in the form of


	arm-wrestling armadillos rampaging across


	pristinely perfect, manicured lawns


	during a torrential downpour


	in the steaming tropics



	of Cancer and Capricorn


	not to be confused


	with International Date Line


	which cuts each latitude


	with precision, like a


	laser cutting through liver


	, sausage, bacon and tomatoes.


	The lite bite fry-up


	Smells not so good.


	but tastes like absolute


	but it's today's special


	over ice with lime


	and a splash of


	tabasco.  Tasting vaguely of


	car parts and cherries



	pleasant but crunchy and


	a dab of mayonnaise


	, real mayonnaise not that


	cream salad stuff. Saladin


	a nice Dijon mustard


	and a horrible vinaigrette


	and a generous helping


	of spicy garlic croutons


	all covered the plate


	. In the glass was


	a prairie oyster and


	and a Bloody Mary


	and a tipsy frog


	....eerrm; tipsy chicken who


	couldn't cross the road



	and followed the egg


	into the chopper. Sadly,


	, it was a chocolate


	egg, the foil messed


	up the blades of


	of grass whirling around


	like fireflies caught in


	lifes big blender of


	banana and mango smoothie


	mixed with a bit


	of chocolate devil syrup


	three fingers of bourbon


	, a finger of fudge,


	and a Dirty Sanchez


	wrapped up nicely in



	showers of golden daffodils


	once waving in the


	manner of a royal


	Queen, not the lady


	in-waiting for the next


	bus to Piccadilly circus


	via Leicester Square underground


	. Round the circus over


	the rainbow, weigh a


	n ox, smarter than I


	or a eunuch unicorn


	,unperturbed, ululating under umbrellas


	violently violet via vacuums


	wallowing weightlessly with waffles


	exuding xylocarpous xylophilan Xanthophyceae



	,yet, yogis yodelled youthfully


	, zebras zig-zagged, zooming zooward


	titillating, tempting and timeless


	


	until the obvious was


	stated stutteringly with spittle


	that covered the entire


	global expanse of screens


	, giving window washers much


	lubricant and such-like to


	patronise their local gazebos


	whereupon fairies frolicked in


	monster slippers with teeth





	carefully brushed each morning


	before breakfasting on trees



	just coming into leaf.


	Spring is a time


	for dusting, washing and


	restraining orders from beauties


	waking after winter hibernation


	, thin, thirsty and eager


	What to satisfy first?


	In hindsight I wish


	I had relieved myself


	from the shackles of


	capitalism and liberated my


	soul of nasty influences


	excessive rendering of indulgences


	Who would have thought


	That a boy like



	Nigel would have suppurated


	into a mud-pile like


	mess that started moving


	downhill, progressively  gaining speed


	and engulfing all that


	stand before the onslaught


	as well as Chicago


	on a rainy afternoon


	dragging its truck nuts


	through the warm oil


	of Olive, with no


	thought for the consequences.


	no brain, no pain


	no gain, no sanity


	which has been overrated



	by the undertaker. Zachariah


	the mutilator, mutilated his


	iced 21st birthday cake


	which shamed the neighbourhood


	into confessing to larceny


	and thirteen other offences


	involving baked goods and


	and a rum baba


	tagged electronically on one


	litre of modified starch


	with just a hint


	of something quite risque


	, illegal, high-inducing and glowing


	like a swollen, engorged


	radioactive slug fed on



	Cumbrian mud and sausages


	for breakfast, lunch and


	egg salad for dinner


	at which point explosions


	were heard outside. I


	quickly exited the building


	looked to the right


	and ran to Starbucks


	opened their door and


	saw the detonation device


	turned right and ran


	outside where I saw


	smoke pouring from the


	stained glass Turkish bong


	A gunman then appeared



	, shocked to see a


	pelmet fall from above


	He dove to the


	bottom of the lake


	which mysteriously materialised in


	the nostril of Michelle


	stole the bong and


	catheterized her tortoiseshell cat


	He was so happy


	he Mary-Tyler-Moored his hat


	rolled his fishnet tights


	and trimmed long toenails


	with a garden shears


	that were magical because


	they cut only shrubs



	which then grew money


	in every denomination imaginable


	Presbyterian, Catholic, Jewish, Calvinist....


	pounds, shillings and pence,


	worth more than gold


	but less than platinum


	irradiated with something shiny


	escaping from a octofish


	with only four legs


	and a 35lb line


	attached to hook, sinker


	baited with crème brûlée


	, almond tart and lemon


	meringue pie for breakfast


	followed by Beef Wellington



	with lashings of gravy


	fish are fussy eaters


	they really like fussys,


	fussys make good bait


	for pretty mermaids, who


	taste even more delicious


	can be caught by


	the man from atlantis


	and violated till summer


	,which isn't far away


	when the swallow's return


	and the roses bloom


	they scent the air


	with delicate fragrances of


	earl gray tea, because



	the tea lady wore


	used teabag in her


	them as a symbol


	of undying appreciation of


	the mystery of bergamot


	with a lemon slice


	and some desiccated coconut


	topped with chocolate sprinkles


	and luscious lime frosting


	or death by chocolate


	cookies with extra crispiness


	like a dried cuttlefish


	or a large cockroach


	,which the pretty mermaid


	enjoyed with corn flakes



	and ice cold milk


	and they stay crunchy!


	Flagellating a starving monk


	is like a nun


	putting vinegar into a


	bottle of fine wine


	and expecting divine conception


	of the universe.  Meanwhile,


	back down to Earth


	do we have to


	clean out the fridge?


	No, said the alien


	, but we'll disinfect the


	since Spring is done


	and conjunctions become nouns



	becoming is an adjective


	describing the process of


	how do I know?


	Arcane spiritual secrets transmitted


	via Bluetooth enabled headset


	to the gathered celebrants


	of the mermaid wedding


	ceremony conducted by Beyonce


	mermaids are half girl


	centaur is half man


	pudding is half baked


	as are my ideas.


	But occasionally I come


	glad to hear it


	jacked into the brain



	the way you would


	pierce a hollow gourd


	with a hot javelin


	with the sound of


	breaking glass in your


	fireplace and shouting LeChayyim


	and Skål as they


	drink johnnie walker straight


	from the bottle and


	save money on cups


	and time getting legless


	another fine Saturday night


	and bloody Sunday morning


	followed by another MONDAY


	. Tell me why I



	must deal with morons


	who ride their bikes


	while on the phone


	to their crack dealers


	buying newspaper wrapped gifts


	and plastic fruit bowls


	filled with plastic fruit


	sipping tomato juice from


	a disused atomic rooster


	sitting on an egg


	shaped electric hedge trimmer


	this hen is cheeky


	not to mention radioactive!


	Rubbing its now sore


	from all the rubbing



	the friction between them


	caused a little chafing


	get out the aloe


	and smear it on


	the fire-roasting pig as


	you turn it slow


	and tamp it up


	just like young Rocky


	Raccoon did last week


	Rocky didn't like that


	the way his exposed


	membership soon expired before


	he could renew it


	by stoking up the


	the boiler and poking



	dying embers into life.


	The feeling of shame


	that blushed her cheeks


	as she remembered his


	whisperings into her ear


	that had resulted in


	a wild night in


	which she had taken


	various substances, of colours


	that can only be


	miss-associated with malignant rainbows


	and mistaken for miscreant


	pigmentation of bovine fodder


	masquerading as ballet shoes


	for tutu wearer's tootsies



	had grown big and


	hairy, but still graceful


	even though his legs


	were as bandy as


	the barrel staves that


	hold onto the whiskey


	that makes us happy


	as Larry in a


	Hats off to Larry


	slainte, down the hatch


	gurgle to your toes.

[New Chapter me thinks]>>>>


	There once was a


	man from Nantucket,  Whose


	family inhabited a bucket


	and ruining great poetry



	they were said to


	often say, without rhyme,


	Nantucket and bucket rhyme?


	Whereas, thyme and mint


	lime, just a hint


	of salt and pepper


	clued Miss Marple how


	he did that thing


	with the candlestick in


	side of the seat


	while holding the steering


	wheel with one hand


	while the other one


	fiddled with the radio


	trying to get tunes



	held his mobile phone


	in his third hand .....


	meanwhile, his sister saw


	a psychiatrist regularly because


	she had blindfolded him


	as part of treatment


	for his suppressed megalomania


	fed by internet browsing


	for all peeping toms


	and potatoes. Meanwhile at


	he wove the web


	around his little finger


	world at his fingertips


	, which detached and travelled


	to the far flung



	and tedious to retrieve


	with fiber optic chopsticks


	very awkward for soup


	or prawn won tons


	With small sesame seeds


	sticking in your teeth


	your smile radiates outwards


	It's my sunny disposition 


	plutonium teeth do help


	or maybe it's gold?


	The carapace of selenium


	with a dusting of


	tin. The stunning smile


	The broken yellow teeth,


	of the heavy smoker



	or heavy grass eater


	either bovine or human


	crowded cud chewing cacophony


	in the forth stomach


	in the fifth dimension


	in the 60th Century!


	Why then do they


	do what they do


	They do that voodoo


	when they do that


	they do it well


	after lots of practice


	practise, practise and practise


	doctors need to practice


	buy why, don't they



	It annoys the neighbors


	The neighbours be damned!


	they're a nosy lot


	always looking over the


	garden fence to see


	what all the shooting


	is, or my wife


	will have me investigate


	rumors of my death


	, which are greatly exaggerated.


	The story of my


	death is even more


	amazing seeing I had


	out of body experience


	which allowed me to



	enter someone else's body


	family forum, please behave.


	wash out your mind! 

[it was meant in a ethereal fashion!]


	just a light rinse


	look at my life


	through stained glass windows


	and rose colored specs


	Stolen from Sir Elton


	John, he of the


	electric piano playing fraternity


	and duo daddy brigade


	. Chocolate is dark and


	Easter bunny is coming. 


	Maudy Thursday tomorrow, then


	Her Majesty carries money?



	buys us a round


	A white wine please


	go ask the queen


	who will calmly say:


	"Let us Google that


	you Google, I ogle


	pot noodle apple strudel


	poo-poo platter, mad hatter


	the enemy of batman


	is quite the joker


	in the pack, particularly


	when jesting about the


	politics and royal weddings


	which cost taxpayers dearly


	, leaving cupboards bare and



	the idle still rich


	whilst the poor toil.


	and bail out bankers


	from the boat so


	nobody sinks into the


	icy river full of


	squirming eels and slimy


	solicitors and other parasites


	along with bloodsuckers and leeches.


	In such good company


	They feel at home.


	and drink my whiskey.


	and smoke your stogies.


	those pushy, conceited minotaurs.


	trampling over our dreams



	leaving us with nothing


	but dry tears and


	wet wet wet songs


	a day of racing


	with the Marx Brothers.


	That's a wonderful film


	of My Fair Lady


	Wouldn't it be loverly?


	Loverly Jubbly eh what?


	The rain in Spain


	Is just as wet.


	as plain rain is


	like uncooked pancake batter


	and the melting slush


	still wets your feet.



	please remember to flush


	and floss and brush


	please do not rush


	palace on the beach


	volleyball played delicately with


	small plastic clothes pegs


	and full metal jacket


	playing heavy metal music.


	All through the night


	of the Pink Moon


	the wimble womble danced


	in a common fashion.


	of which was disapproved


	by the party poopers.


	Brilliantly played that man!



	said the lead singer


	to the long-haired drummer-boy


	who was a girl


	that collected toenail clippings


	and selected nasal hair


	he sold on eBay.


	Now he's a millionaire


	but still very unhappy


	counting all his pennies


	on fingers and toes.


	with a hairless nose


	he struck a pose.


	whilst wearing only hose


	and the temperature rose,


	and the wind blows



	and the river flows.


	from high to low


	just like the Limpopo


	on a jumping pogo


	at the Whiskey A-go-go


	really a so-so no-no


	getting down with J-Lo


	fixing up some jello


	on the down-low


	. Giant pumpkins rolled down


	gathering no moss, nor


	turning into golden coaches


	For Kate and William.


	Woohoo! A Royal wedding


	a four day bender



	an evil monarchist plot


	Royal wedding gift: Toaster


	in the jacuzzi with


	Harry and the girls


	an electrifying experience indeed.


	The long lost half-brothers


	driving through New England


	with the top down.


	and the bottom up!


	for everyone to see.


	shameless they all be


	their bits and bobs


	flying hither and thither


	a lobster stopped them


	from eating the pies



	and loosening the ties


	and swatting at flies


	as the world cries


	and MI6 catches spies


	for exchanging tit-a-tat. Espionage


	doesn't rhyme with anything


	so adjust your corsage


	and don a large


	portion of pink blancmange


	hiding in the garage


	and eating some fromage


	Is that French cheese?


	Oui mon petit chou. 


	fattened by lunch we


	dozed under the dappled



	giant mushrooms which grew


	hugely in the shade


	while chiming magical tunes


	while avoiding slimy snails


	with shiny holographic shells


	advertising the latest Kindle


	they read fairy tales.


	and ate Opal Fruits


	which caused a starburst


	flavour on the tongue.


	somewhat reminiscent of Spangles


	the special mystery flavor


	full of tangy sensations


	full of blissful ignorance


	and tuneless songs abide



	with me, fast falls


	the bartender's last call


	Are you all homeless?


	you can't stay here


	the party is over


	I've closed the bar


	and opened the window


	of the old Chevy


	Drove to the levy.


	That's the Jewish neighborhood


	you want a bagel?


	lox and cream cheese


	Apple strudel for dessert.


	What is gefilte fish?


	Where is the bait.



	in your fish stick


	with some Ella Guru


	serenading the luncheon party


	eating saveloy and chips


	with a side order


	of cucumber sandwiches. Drinks


	were served on the


	veranda next to the


	tray of mint julep's


	, mushy peas and turnips


	were a unusual accompaniment


	when played on tuba


	accompanied by three violins


	a theramin and a


	bass guitar-player on dope



	at the Holiday Inn


	where they squeezed into


	each other's underwear.  Besides


	the music was sweet.


	, the lights were low,


	the ambiance a little


	decadent as their clothes


	revealed all and concealed


	entrance was almost invisible


	unless you wore glasses.


	and forwent the passes


	and entered without one


	at your own risk


	it for a biscuit


	If it's chocolate YES. 



	YES...YES...YES...YESSS


	A very generous soul. 


	Happy to give his


	all to making her


	a happy little camper


	than Julian Clary in


	Lord of The Mince?


	The leading actress was


	jailed for six years


	three months and twenty-five


	minutes for abusing a


	position of authority by


	the light of the


	sun during harvest time


	bringing in the sheaves



	one straw at a


	We shall come rejoicing.


	particulate matter bombarding lettuces


	shredding umpteen leaves upon


	the Hungarian catastrophe theorist


	influenced by malicious spell


	while using spell check


	to check his spells


	Spelczech a Russian operative


	he found himself spellbound


	as well as eggbound


	and "that-a-way-bound" quickly that-away ....


	Where and what ever


	I lay my hat


	not on the bed.



	but on a spatchcock


	which is kinda silly


	but apparently made sense


	to the roasting pheasant


	plucker and his son


	the peasants they were


	plucked by professional pluckers.


	a team of pickpockets


	They took every penny.


	to spend on liquorice


	Or fiery flaming liqueur.


	and a dry match


	to ignite the passion


	For vengeance, pickpockets beware.


	If paradise was half



	as nice as heaven


	that YOU take me


	to who needs paradise


	- well, if you're offering 


	short term limited offer


	, offer now expired. Onward


	and upward, towards a


	life of genteel refinement


	soft slippers and a


	pinky raising hot beverage


	served on silver salver


	by a butler dressed


	black dress and wellingtons


	he was in mourning


	for his lost innocence.



	in a youthful dalliance


	with the downstairs maid


	in my lady's chamber


	until they were discovered


	in flagrante by m'Lord


	when he returned from


	his weekly weekend bender


	with his "manservant", Peregrine


	the always Sober One.


	Except for this time.


	Love won't hurry away


	across the vast universe


	over the blue horizon


	behind the yellow sun


	black hole of calcutta



	to another spiralling arm


	of the many-tentacled cheese


	flavored snacks for dogs


	Mainly because it makes


	all the doggies happy


	to be kept prisoner


	they also like xbox


	melted down with marrow


	and grafted opposable thumbs


	just below the coccyx


	to scratch thier backs.


	The present king of


	Nepal has three large


	carbuncles on his left


	buttock, indicating his royalty



	and tendency to promulgate


	lavish events for five-and-dimes


	and striated liver flukes


	and green sturgeon juveniles


	set out through Borneo


	into the wider Pacific


	Northwest and California coast


	into clear blue waters


	were the mermaids swam


	enticing the male population


	to bravely plunge their


	toes into the water


	Mermaids have lovely toes


	and long curly tresses


	head of a fish



	which always rots first


	which makes thinking difficult


	and usually best avoided


	He's no guppy face


	but has a penchant


	to take the bait


	before it's too late


	It's never too late.


	You're willing to wait?


	I've desires to sate!


	and William married Kate


	so they could mate


	and accept their fate


	- titular head of state -


	The queen to hate.



	they set a date


	With who? Big question.


	Melissa, the royal concubine


	who graced the palace


	with her stylish attire


	and coiffured hair, she


	kept on her dresser


	teeth in a glass 


	with her wooden eye


	socket protruding from her


	garter belt under her


	ceremonial farthingale. Her moist


	lips ready and willing


	to show off her


	willingness to sample wares



	from all and sundry


	, especially sundry, including those


	Victoria's Secret free samples


	that Eric kept secreted


	to be worn only


	when the moon prevailed


	and worked it's magic


	abracadabrally on moonlight nights


	with dolerite skies on


	Say that when drunk


	"That when drunk", said


	the crowd in unison


	and other trade unions


	Protesting for higher wages.


	and lower blood pressure



	Whilst singing The Internationale


	the prisoners of want


	wanted their fair share


	of the ill-gotten gains


	massages on expense account


	and messages on Blackberrys


	and a vibrating iphone


	kept in his pocket


	for calls during movies


	and remote stimulation of


	the leg hair follicles


	which made them erect


	through a voltage leak


	and some subcutaneous chafing


	beneath darkened lights and



	inside the hall closet


	lined with strong tongue&groove


	with especially  long tongues


	and hypergigantic doors that


	were kept locked because


	they wanted to preserve


	the secrets of the


	elders, particularly those regarding


	suspenders and a bra


	secret societies sunset soirre


	and regular afternoon delight


	sky rockets in flight


	got some bait awaitin'


	gonna catch some dolphin


	steaks for the BBQ



	And sell the mercury


	gas up the Ford


	pump up the volume


	get ready to rock


	letting out the gas


	better out than in


	a hostage situation where


	the Stockholm Syndrome is


	an action movie starring


	Ulrika Jonsson and Moby


	without the Dick. Moving


	though The Hobbit is


	shorter than he seems


	walking on his knees


	small big-foot in miniature



	carrying potatoes back home


	to the Dingley Dell


	to freeze in time


	the carbon fibre ladder


	which reached the clouds


	the fog was thick


	just like pea soup


	or reality television shows


	no brain cells required


	by people taking part


	who perform moronic tasks


	by not changing channels


	or wearing lame vests


	or gold lame suits


	and 6" platform boots



	and a lacy basque


	he borrowed from his


	third twice removed cousin


	on his father's side


	who had leanings towards


	the theory of Smurfs


	as propogators of all


	that is evil and


	blue in the world


	and beyond.  Examples include,


	fishnet tights and that


	other staple of wardrobes


	, pink suspenders and black


	fur-lined stainless steel panties


	which prohibit sitting down



	but facilitate bending over


	Steel Panties? Seventies band?


	Calvin Klein steel panties. 


	Vivienne Westwood titanium bras


	for her bosom buddies


	and other close pals


	who strut their stuff


	magnetising the ways ahead


	an enticingly attractive proposition


	albeit titanium isn't magnetic


	nor is titanium heavy


	enough for an anchor


	to hold the Lusitania


	supply of kaiser rolls


	down the slippery slope



	for you, bad boy


	on her little derriere


	was a dragon tattoo


	and a tiny butterfly


	in the claws of


	Auguste Rodin's flying pterosaur


	swooping from the magenta


	Who played with fire


	without matches but with


	a magic tinder box


	that ignited upon whistling


	Lili Marlene in C


	while juggling spiky pineapples


	and stomping down grapes


	of wrath in Aberystwyth



	whilst across in Llanfairpwllgwyngyllgogerychwyrndrobwllllantysilio  gogogoch


	near the hazel tree


	we waited for armageddon.


	which failed to arrive


	, but the little orphan


	duckling was heartbreaking forlorn


	, lighting her matches in


	the deep dark cave


	what an angry bird


	High def in Rio


	for specialized reductive surgery


	of elongated parts extended


	beyond what is accommodatable


	, comfortable and Pinnochio like.


	it's a looooooooong story



	that somewhat risque and


	pawnographic with hairy bits


	in need of electrolysis


	and a rub down


	with emery paper and


	nip of the tip


	causing a general swelling


	resulting in trout pout


	made famous by Leslie


	, who faded from view


	of the crowd as


	she was mocked constantly


	for her spork obsession


	and unbalanced attitude to


	fine dining in restaurant's



	cellars. The crab's carapace


	was hard and crisp


	with a chocolate coating


	never seen before today


	anywhere, anytime by anyone


	another lousy drive-thru dive


	without proper linen napery


	and very odd cutlery


	made out of feathers


	, bone and ivory.  Without


	recourse to magic tricks


	or uncoordinated tap dancing


	to bring about several




(is tap dancing known as faucet dancing in the US?)


	servings of apple crumble


	with lashings of custard



	(is tap dancing known as faucet dancing in the US?)

Mag.


	speaking of lashings, cat-o-nine-tails


	


	rocking with the best!


	The Beast kept rocking'


	along the aisles and


	to the checkout, where


	he had no money


	nor any cards, so


	he told a story


	: ""Hello", she said,seductively"


	"Would you mind if"


	I sit down beside you


	and count your words?


	one by one and



	two by two and


	ending up with five!


	the two of us


	had too many drinks


	, perhaps two too many,


	and Who is counting?


	it's a free bar


	, Mars was its name....


	nougat, caramel and thick


	chocolate that melts on


	contact with the sun


	fire roasted chocolate goodness


	With questionable grasshopper filling.


	Insects do tend to


	be somewhat crunchy and



	utterly delicious chocolate coated


	and no knickered tarts


	nor tarts without knickers


	nor Snickers without parts


	for the almond joy


	of chewing on nuts


	with chocolate and coconut


	after eating a Bounty


	by the nuclear reactor


	a plutonium cheese fondue


	oozing from between the


	layers of kirsch-soaked bread


	topped with cold custard


	soaked with more kirsch


	and flavoured industrial alcohol



	which went down smooth.


	Waking up without his


	morning Pandimensional gargleblaster panacea..


	left him feeling nostalgic


	for large gold bricks.


	His recent unfortunate impecuniosity


	He ran for President


	back pockets. They went


	tail over symbolic teakettle


	to the oval office


	panhandling for campaign contributions


	in little brown envelopes


	with pink polka dots..


	.seen through invisible treetops


	This led to problems...



	that were practically insurmountable


	like dribbling hot spaghetti


	in the fuel injectors


	stopping up the drains..


	and rotting their brains


	sailing the Spanish Main


	having missed their train


	They where going insane


	, insane in the membrane


	oh you're so vain


	leaving on a jetplane


	Whilst whistling Penny Lane


	- and painting Aladdin Sane


	floating down the Seine


	on 99 red balloons



	and one purple parakeet..


	resting on his shoulder


	and extracting ear wax


	from the Bolivian government


	and turning it into


	a left-footed yellow muflon


	that liked gypsy music


	and telling peoples fortunes


	by examining their exposed


	knees,elbows and abdomens


	with hot tobasco sauce...


	resulting in some chafing


	and craving lemon zest


	on every other sunday...


	lunch menu in Madrid



	This had the result..


	emptying the parking lot


	and apples heavily rained


	mainly upon the plain


	which lay in spain....


	sang the confused tenor


	whilst buffing up his


	toenails after his pedicure


	adjusting his white toga


	he boarded his chariot


	and charged through the


	local mall, looking for


	members of the cast


	of Jesus Christ, Superstar


	and he found Jesus



	to be somewhat camp


	on a piece of


	warm and crispy toast


	with cinnamon and sugar


	glazed upon the surface


	with frosted icing as


	to cause tooth decay


	and dentists getting rich


	Selling used gold teeth


	to itinerant drunk leprechauns


	that moved the rainbow


	coloured cheese away from


	their lactose intoerant friends


	and towards the fondue


	and dipped their hamburgers



	into the cheese mix


	pouring it over macaroni


	and fried bacon fat


	with tiny little wieners


	topped with bacon bits


	and blue Hollandaise Sauce


	wrapped in sesame bun


	explodes in the mouth


	with technicolor tinted rainbows


	and perambulating purple parasols


	that were remote controlled


	by beavers from Ontario


	in their underwater lodge


	using their telekinetic power


	to reshape humanity and



	to serve man... ahem


	and salmon hors d'œuvre


	along with foie gras


	and red onion marmalade


	liver marinated in rum


	and blackcurrant flavoured jelly


	"with a nice chianti..."  


	to help in digesting


	effectively the splendid repast


	after weeks of fasting


	one prepares to feast


	by placing dentures in


	a large glass jar


	full of smelly seaweed


	and little baby crayfish



	before placing them in


	a lead-lined mahogany box


	until they are needed


	it for the ceremony


	and the family photo's


	complete with pointy fangs


	and extra long tail


	with a stripy pattern


	that's under the boardwalk


	like a bridge troll


	on highway to hell


	Don't Fear the Reaper


	he's not calling you


	though inevitably he shall


	gotta love that cowbell



	^  

Live!  From New York...


	I've got a bike


	and open roads ahead


	, an opportunity for adventure,


	anchors away, all aboard


	the Orient Express, bound


	To have a murder


	Ask Agatha, she knows


	The butler did it!


	His eyes tell all


	but he played dumb


	whilst vivisecting a tortoise


	and waxing his moustache


	with warm monkey oil


	for that extra shine



	The oil caught fire!


	and singed his moustache


	though no scarring occurred...


	to mar his looks


	the ladies still swooned


	when in his company


	His friends were perplexed


	as to his popularity


	He laughed and winked,


	at all young females


	Alas, he soon changed


	changed his tune when


	his mother arrived and


	smacked him round the


	head for being naughty



	He managed to run


	away and hide his


	shoes under his hat


	with other valuable items


	that had magical properties


	he used to cure


	all his summertime blues


	I called my congressman


	she was having lunch


	at the local Starbucks


	with some shady lobbyists


	who represented the interests


	of several opposing sides


	To pick up cash


	but was secretly filmed



	by an anarchist cell


	who leaked it online


	revealing the truth about


	her hypocritical morality and


	the size of her


	portfolio she had acquired


	en-route to Surf City


	where she secretly spent


	one week in a


	certain underground swinger's resort


	with gogo dancing and


	other more scandalous activities


	which the paperback writer


	documented in lascivious detail


	for his loyal followers



	who gasped in surprise


	when it sold millions


	made into a movie


	she hated the casting


	she didn't want Brad


	But Angelina was fine...


	as the femme fatale


	She lost her seat


	to a younger starlet


	who had botox'd everything


	in the quest for


	personal perfection and vanity


	to alleviate their insecurities


	pain and suffering ensued


	with stiff upper lip



	and very empty wallets


	they faced the paparazzi


	and made paparazzi pizza


	which was woefully indigestible


	but apart from that


	really fun to make


	while singing operatic songs


	hanging upside down from


	their rather sparkly underwear


	which had been Bedazzle'd


	during the final rinse


	sadly, everything shrunk down


	and then heavily starched


	shrunken, but extremely crisp


	and very two dimensional



	They rebounded from tragedy


	back into a comedy


	They hit the road


	as a comedy duo


	playing all over the


	Catskills and also in


	shabby roadside taverns where


	hobbits had their breakfast


	with scary biker chicks


	sporting tribal tattoos, piercings


	charged patrons to view


	"20 bucks to see??!?"


	Hobbits versus Biker Chicks


	playing in the mud ....


	Jello wrestling was next



	the ultimate apocalypse film


	played during the match:


	free Jell-O shots offered


	with not enough vodka


	to induce pleasant intoxication


	and improve motor skills


	but enough to loosen


	her farthingale and reveal


	a decidedly bare and


	unheard tale of her


	recent coming out party


	which, really, surprised not


	iota those who had


	ever given it thought


	to put ice cream



	"What was I saying..."


	she pondered, while eating


	the sloppy, cold porridge


	with snails from Bray


	who made interesting conversation


	the way escargot do


	when fed on kaolin


	Coat my stomach first
[hadda look up kaolin  


	with the pink stuff.


	After visiting the toilet,


	and the fairy princess


	in the same place


	it was decided that


	they would go to


	the Wizard of Oz



	but where is Toto


	not in Kansas anymore


	. 







	



The Wizard was irritated



	.
He cast a spell


	to make rabbits sleepy


	and Dorothy tap dance


	.

She danced all over


	the Yellow Brick Road


	with fiery red sparks


	and a magical toad.


	Soon the magick wore


	and the water poured


	Cowardly Lion tip-toed away,


	to eat imaginary strawberries


	with actual whipped cream



	Lion's mane became encrusted


	making him look rabid!


	Scarecrow grabbed a bucket


	of popcorn and watched


	as they took Lion


	to the jacuzzi which


	was filled with warm


	champagne and imaginary strawberries


	.

"No more strawberries", groaned


	Lion regretfully, now craving


	a pillow and blanket


	to sleep off his


	very hard day's work


	Lion's snoring irritated Tinman


	who promptly told him



	to vacate his lawn


	Lion offered aluminum siding


	to the Wizard, who


	magicked a crude hut


	out of cold porridge


	aluminum, quartz and soil


	near the riverside quarry


	. The quarry, which was


	endlessly mined by midget


	cyborgs that began to


	to shear the sheep


	before going to sleep


	Counting sheep was Dorothy's


	addiction, which was becoming


	quite intrusive, making her



	making her unnecessarily sick


	unlike little bo peep


	who was never sick


	or glamorous Betty Boop


	But like Jessica Rabbit,


	but with false teeth


	suitable for certain activities


	and microchipped for tracking


	Dorothy was very jealous,


	grumpy and rather moody


	because she suffered from


	an allergy to latex


	masks when under disguise


	.

This whole tragic affair


	was revealed during hypnosis



	whilst imitating a cockrel


	hopping around on one


	of those magic roundabouts


	Dorothy responded well to


	therapy and is recovering


	in a rehabilitation centre


	in Los Angeles California


	Scarecrow joined the CIA


	where he covertly operates


	a hot dog stand


	under the boardwalk with


	my baby is where


	the antiques were found


	along with old furniture


	, jewels, pottery, a skeleton



	and a record player


	playing old vinyal records


	Tinman absconded to Malyasia


	flying business class naturally


	accompanied by Spiro Agnew


	to rendezvous with Lion


	The Wizard transported Dorothy


	now an intelligence officer


	The group rendezvoused in


	a heavy snow storm


	Scarecrow dug a shelter


	- that's a groovy shelter -


	said the tin man


	agreeing with the scarecrow


	Safe from the storm,



	the ate their lunch


	soup, salmon and bread


	with a little munshkin


	that was the waiter


	serving on roller skates


	with sideway rolling wheels


	memorizing all the lyrics


	But he was terrible


	at doing back flips


	though skilled at juggling


	semi-solid barbecued water melons


	Until disaster suddenly struck!


	The entire continent of


	Australia experienced minor flooding


	Munchkin land. Wizard sends...



	one million Winged Monkeys


	carrying star spangled banners


	Evenly spread around Australia,


	and the Micronesian islands


	Together they heaved upwards


	into a starry sky


	Saving all of Australia


	from men at work


	and three dimensional shadows


	Dorothy sighed with relief


	and the doorbell rang


	She hurriedly hiked her


	skirt into her knicker-legs


	Witch of the North


	looked up in surprise!



	"What?!" she said, "You


	cheeky little wench, Dorothy!"


	"My supercilious fuchsia novel


	...isn't for your eyes!"


	She threw her shoes


	at Tinman and Dorothy,


	leaving them severely bruised


	Dorothy retaliated by slapping


	a slice of toast


	on Toto's back end


	Toto called his agent


	Jojo for advice and


	was advised his contract


	stipulated Dorothy could do


	Nothing but seethe and



	slap toast on butts.


	Toast with jelly, felony


	in some states, allowed


	Take California for instance


	where things are looser...


	, especially the women, suppurating


	due to over indulgence


	of botox, liposuction and


	being thrashed with bracken


	Also problematic: drugs, liquour


	cocaine and S&M gear


	Group therapy on Tuesdays,


	then go for donuts


	chili dogs and martinis.


	Later, Dorothy pimped her



	friend Tinman; the customer


	was green with envy


	but quite excited to


	when he was oiled


	Tinman was understandably nervous


	But alas she left


	without reaching a climax


	a job well done


	stays well done, usually


	no money back guarantee


	As always, caveat emptor...


	beware of the cravat


	Lion ties them tightly


	thus, restricting the windpipe


	, remnants of old memories



	like feathers plucked from


	Lion's teeth after dinner.


	The persimmons were ripe


	, the kumquats juicy and


	the potatoes were bald


	having been shaved by


	nightfall and deep undercover


	of the purple umbrella


	they sheltered from the


	hail of rubber bullets


	fired from rubber guns


	accompanied by rubber bands


	with independent recording contracts


	Scarecrow played harmonica while


	standing on a clementine



	Tinman lamented vast distances


	between love and vegetables


	bean sprouts not included


	but were sadly missed


	as were special friends...


	Barney McGrew and Dibble


	pebbles and Bam Bam


	Lone Ranger and Tonto


	Batman and Robin, lost


	in the cucumber labyrinth


	of Poison Ivy's garden


	were never seen again.


	despite a movie deal


	and a chocolate pig


	Agents came outta nowhere!



	armed to the teeth


	wearing their Kevlar suspenders


	and toting chrome Spirographs


	that went square when ....


	the magnetic field reversed


	and went inside out


	of the pouring rain


	, where ruined cake was


	melting in the rain


	Neo took an Etch-a-Sketch


	, throwing it - ninja style


	into the Pacific Ocean


	into davy jones locker


	singing with The Monkees


	Walken screamed "More cowbells!"



	but don't fear the


	guy with the sickle...


	cell anemia, he's OK


	compared to the other


	possibilities, which are not


	mentioned in polite society


	or down the pub


	except during meteor showers


	which create optical illusions


	of floating fuchsia gardens


	and people in drag


	and some wearing clothes


	purchased from thrift stores


	for less than £1


	they were bargain hunters



	as well as madames


	of the night they


	plied their trade surreptitiously


	in popular red light


	areas of Camden Town


	In Southern New Jersey


	there lived a maid


	only one in town


	says she, "young man


	can I tempt you


	to a brief dalliance?"


	or just some conversation


	The man was vexed,


	and divested of his


	libido, but some Viagra



	restored him to full


	attention - the maid was


	provocative in her scanty


	outfit - heels, garters and


	not a lot else


	but continued her chores


	, which included rubbing the


	the bannisters shiny slick...


	and polishing the jewels


	He was amazed at


	the extent to which


	his beloved jewels sparkled


	in the damp twilight


	they built a fire


	and he opened champagne



	flavoured Marmite enrobed persimmons


	^ lol... 

and some chocolate kiwis.


	Disgorging their heavy cargo


	they relaxed fireside, sipping


	mint julips while munching


	on very munchy things


	Soon, things became heated...


	and she undressed again


	changing into another outfit,


	mainly consisting of stripes


	He revealed latex boxers,


	unusual for a robot


	yet naturally insulating and


	offering protection against unexpected


	discharge of electric current



	emanating from the turtles


	that wore pink flip-flops


	Oh geeze! 

***

"Thren kelt wing-nut," she asked?


	^ lol...limit of 4 words on this story thread, but I can work with that  

He tittered, "Open up..."


	..the nifty decompression chamber


	The maid obliged, bending


	I was hoping the judges would show leniancy if I kept the dialog itself to four words.

~~

the armature and coils


	to clean them carefully


	He eagerly assisted, hoisting


	the chamber up to


	her chest level, aligning


	everything into even balance


	using her breasts to


	feed the starving masses


	and level the chamber.



	Meanwhile, the small furry


	creature in the closet


	came out and upset


	his wife and mistress


	and their several children


	Though the children secretly


	ran to the other


	side of the cottage


	out on Hampstead Heath


	just off Flatbush Avenue


	next to Joe's Pizzeria,


	the world's best stromboli


	and incredible sicilian slices...


	prepared lovingly by mama


	, Papa and the Godfather



	of Soul and his


	backing band of minions.


	Howling at the moon


	created the atmosphere for


	a rowdy, rockin' time!


	Who would have guessed


	James Brown was immortal!


	just like the werewolves


	of London and vampires


	who smell of garlic


	then gargle with mouthwash


	before bursting into flames.


	(Self-immolation the current trend)...


	which is medium rare


	VanHelsing suddenly appeared and



	spatchcocked a recumbent partridge


	, dislocating one shoulder while


	Speed reading, Very fast


	Undaunted, VanHelsing used stakes


	through the  heart of


	Darth Vader, obering loudly


	"Repent, sinner!  Luke loves..."


	and other banal platitudes


	Leia kissed Chewbacca, causing


	chafing around the nether


	regions of Chewie's hairy


	but presently not coiffured


	head, neck and face.


	Often, people in prison


	play cards and smoke.



	The current plastic florist


	ate petroleum regularly with


	a box of matches


	hilarity and explosions ensued,


	and a little hoarseness


	(that's a pony, surely?)


	No it's too burly


	Homonyms aside, florists usually


	use string to tie


	together stems, leaves and


	little feathery bits of


	chickens, bundling everything off


	to the Turkish baths


	Where chickens get soaked


	in olive oil marinade



	and then oven-roasted


	with lemon and tarragon


	with some white wine


	and served with muskrat


	.

"Muskrat!" cried Jerry Seinfeld.


	"Yes, or badger legs


	Elaine was mortified, striking


	Napoleon Dynamite in the


	ear with her handbag.


	In horror, the ear


	began to throbbingly tumesce


	, Kramer slipped and fell!


	"Hellllllllooooooooooow" quipped Jerry as


	George undressed, showing off


	his gigantic Duckman tattoo



	Fortunately George wasn't showering


	because he was dirty


	Newman barged in, screaming


	"Look at my enormous


	collection of Dan Brown


	Everyone puked, splattering Newman's


	all over the carpet


	Babu returned to America,


	taking his dead donkey


	to Jerry's place, loosing


	his virginity once again


	how now brown cow?


	The particle accelerator stopped


	A fractal being emerged


	with a trusty calculator



	and standard pocket protector..


	"GPS damaged," it lamented...


	prescribe a new format


	Grabbing his ass, Elaine


	randomly strung words together


	while grinning with evil


	and an inappropriate lasciviousness


	The alien was unmoved,


	but his companion ravished


	Away his small heart


	shaped underwear whilst holding


	a raygun at Newman.


	Seinfeld said, "Hello... *Newman*..."


	and lamented his "unfunnyness."


	but celebrated his celebrity



	by eating rotten KFC.


	and then being sick


	went to the hospital


	and waited in triage


	where proper KFC awaited.


	But got peed on.


	And then something unmentionable


	happened to the Pope


	He was smoking dope


	whilst tying a rope


	But a cinder lit


	the swinging incense censer


	Flames erupted, zucchettos burned!


	cassocks were unaccountably divested


	Holy water came flooding



	watering down the wine


	, which made no difference


	they all snorted coke


	making their noses bubble


	Some members demanded "smack"


	and some got smacked


	whilst others got caned


	with rhubarb sticks until


	they turned to jelly


	and were covered with


	apple sauce and sauerkraut


	which satisfied Cardinal Ratzinger


	and his Collegiate colleagues


	that transubstantiation had occurred


	whatever the magician said



	Audiences watched shapely assistants


	demonstrate geometric dance sequences


	whilst prestidigitation seemingly occurred.


	performed by out-of-shape ballerinas


	Tutu'd but unshaven legs


	and unshaven but protruding


	Adam's apples!  Genders bent!


	the Pope was unconcerned


	contrary to conventional wisdom


	and to doctrinal orthodoxy


	This Pope was accepting


	of a broad church


	that included Jedi and


	extraterrestrials, prostitutes and Smurfs.


	Being slightly Smurfish himself



	this Pope openly admitted


	frequently speaking incomprehensible gibberish


	in accordance with tradition


	and through personal preference


	including a penchant for


	morris dancing, slippers and


	being tickled with sandpaper


	while dressed in skirts


	and pink chiffon blouses


	with unusually patterned hose


	suspenders and a bra


	padded appropriately, of course


	"Safety first!" he exclaimed.


	"Deus vult!" he continued


	Bizarrely, Lucifer appeared, wearing



	a gaudily bejeweled cod-piece


	"Where's the party?," Lucifer


	asked, lasciviously eying Theresa


	and she demurely replied


	"Right here, big boy..."


	"that's some sexy mitre"


	"box you have there"


	He unzipped his pants


	slowly releasing Old Harry


	the pet name of


	his demonic legions of


	poorly trained carrier pigeons


	who frequently got lost


	twixt here and there


	and then pecked their



	way through Satan's crusty


	poppy seeded kaiser rolls


	piled high with meat


	garnished with choice nuts


	Walnuts, Chestnuts and Pecans


	. The side dishes included


	cow heels and lettuce


	Marinated in pure sweat


	soused in stale brine


	From the red sea


	but black as pitch


	paired nicely with Merlot


	soaked boiled red onions


	with a light garnish


	of dessicated horseradish and



	and finely ground shallots.


	where did you get!


	that strange pulsating ulcer


	from wearing Gap jeans


	or from casual chafing


	done on casual Fridays


	or other indigenous islander


	known as Enrico Caruso


	and the Box Fish


	Pagliaccio had new lawyers


	brand new court-appointed clowns


	Contempt citations flew everywhere,


	let justice be done


	; off with their heads!


	executioners get back pain



	when they work too


	much.  I could not


	make much sense of


	the plot. Random musings


	are fine for a


	bit but where was


	the conflict? What was


	the protagonist really trying


	to achieve? Was there


	even a protagonist or


	was it just a


	motley collection of fools?


	That was a mouthful!


	"I resemble that remark!"


	said the Motley Fool.



	Mincing and posturing grotesquely


	Neo used the Force,


	"Hello, hello" said Plod,


	while rubbing his belly


	"Where's Big Ears then?"


	Takin' a pommy shower


	hopefully, not with Noddy


	Meanwhile, Morpheus was irritated...


	by his alarm clock


	and his mom's nagging


	concern about his circumcision


	"Won't really be cut"


	"just trimmed a little"


	and left a tip


	Shrek winced in horror,



	empathetically thinking to himself


	Should he get circumcised?


	"Hell yes!", Donkey cried!


	"Donkey" being another name


	For Shrek's well-endowed


	donkey, which he frequently


	used as an ottoman


	and a doona if


	you go down to


	the store for papers.


	Jack's ears pricked up


	and touched the ceiling.


	Meanwhile, his swollen tumescent


	and his bloated billow


	Got whipped by Shrek



	and his smelly friends


	whilst shopping for sundries


	in his new loafers


	stylishly tasselled and decorated


	with painted chicken's feet


	glowing in the moonlight


	and scaring the foxes


	and other women too


	which was pretty weird.


	for a strict vegetarian


	eating meat on Thursdays


	but only red meat


	that has blue stripes


	which were threaded ribbons


	he soaked in wine



	aged in polystyrene vats


	sold as cask wine


	labelled as Canuck Claret


	but tasting like turpentine


	used as Christmas Glogg


	and for frightening chickens


	and other poultry.  Meanwhile


	back at the ranch


	sauce factory in Toledo


	Ohio, hatakalda wataklasat was


	the first thing Penelope


	needed after eating breakfast


	was a really good


	one, or maybe two


	syncopated rhythm to move



	leaving them all wondering


	whether she would relieve


	her aching feet by


	applying lime jello and


	soothing aloe vera cream


	Then elevating them slowly


	above her head, thereby


	revealing her pink, shiny


	thighs dimpled with small


	crepuscular fandangles and sparticules


	and a fine spidery


	collection of veins running


	across her very long


	suffering husband who was


	also bald and had



	several strange peccadilloes, including


	a foot fetish addiction


	involving sixteen inch stilettos.


	He cherished her toes


	in his man purse


	amputated and rotting away


	and smelling of beetroot


	which tickled his nose


	so terribly. Now over


	by the simpering homosexual


	lounged a rather large


	construction made of Weetabix


	which looked like wildebeast.


	Clowns glorious in their


	spangled spandex sporting spuming



	sparkles, socks, slippers, and


	seductively salacious support stockings


	tapering taut toes tapping


	underneath unwarranted undulating ululations


	vanquished valiantly vague vapours


	wonderfully willing wanton women


	wearing warm winter woolens.


	Now back in reality,


	which is nowhere near


	the place you believe


	it to be, fiftyfive


	percent of transvestites decorate


	their bedrooms in pink


	overalls and pleated chiffon


	daintily dressed with chains



	of dried chrysanthemums and


	rusty nails enclosed in


	small lozenges of aspic


	liberally applied by marauding


	people of Appalachian descent


	. Appalachians avidly admiring altruistic


	babes, beautiful beyond belief


	, caused captivating chaos constantly


	doing dangerously dastardly deeds


	early, every eleven evenings


	curious crowds continued clapping


	furiously frivolously for fifteen


	gratuitously glamorous game girls


	harquebusiers holding hootch handily


	inculcating innocent Irish imps



	jolly janitors juicing Jameson


	Kitty's kinky kapok knickers


	Lisa's Lascivious Lycra Leotard


	manifesting marvelously munificent mounds


	nicely now noon neared


	offering once-in-a-lifetime ownership opportunities


	to thousands thirsting throughout


	puny putrid pathetic planet 

(we were on p weren't we?)


	"quite quotidian" quoth Quentin


	really, Rodney, reverse right


	"Sure" said Stephen. Suddenly


	that's thertainly tho thtupid


	Ursula uttered. Unusually undressing


	vestal virgins venerous vendetta


	while washing Waldo Woo



	xena x-rays xaviers xylophone


	Yes, yes, yes, yheessssss


	zzzzzz, zzzzzzz, zzzzz and let's sleep some more with zzzzzz


	Is this the end?


	said the actress to


	the stage director's assistant


	carrying seventy Starbucks™ coffees


	which was her daily


	labour, with a "u"


	since she's not American


	except when citicizing others


	taste in provocative underwear


	leaning on car's bonnet


	displaying her many assets


	and very bright headlights.



	"Headlamps," she corrected herself


	, they're on my head


	as one would expect


	of someone converted into


	a protein-free gaseous emanation


	coming from the back


	of a rapidly accelerating


	Ford Pinto headed downhill


	Which will explode if....


	the Bolivians eat trifle


	or Scots imbibe Pernod


	and lemonade with ice.


	which should be avoided


	while cracking a safe


	with one's rather large



	stethoscope around one's neck


	and then he sees


	his mistake. Heterosexuality as


	a dog that goes


	banana's when the postman


	contravenes the aspectual convention


	that is as we


	embark upon an epic


	journey of Freudian exploration


	while viewing a colonoscopy


	worthy of such long


	introspective meditations upon fallacious


	thought processes.  After a


	magnificent repast the stripper


	got dressed for church



	and donned her tassels


	before striding confidently out


	of the Bishop's bedroom


	after demonstrating her agility


	on the flying trapeze


	with the rabid monkey


	wrench. As she shuddered


	in memory of that


	first overwhelmingly earth shattering


	glimpse of the jaundiced


	complexion of her best friend


	climbing down from the


	third storey window and


	trailing that horrid old


	moth eaten bear skin



	- once so peach like -


	today a prune. However,


	that will change tomorrow


	and become pomegranate risotto


	eaten through a straw


	with one end pinched


	and the other end


	tied in a knot


	resulting in weight loss


	until a miracle happened


	and the spectral ectoplasm


	still go bump in


	in the night scaring


	people of all ages


	causing them to hyperventilate



	bringing ambulances from all


	districts with hunky paramedics


	who are all stumbling


	because of their enormous


	ears that hang down


	due to the large


	and most astounding pendulous


	stethoscopes hanging from their


	beautiful but fragile necks


	they prepared their patients


	for a necessary but


	frivolous dangerous surgical procedures


	that will be performed


	standing on one leg


	of a piebald horse



	without falling into a


	vat filled with jello


	that hadn't really jelled


	yet. 







	



Still, the chief



	bottle-washer preferred solitary stimulation


	with everyone watching how


	the expert demonstrated his


	breathtaking skill at bringing


	unknown reality TV participants


	to such an exhilarating


	and brutal demise. Precisely


	the desired effect everyone


	with half a brain


	expected to see, but


	were afraid to admit.



	so when it happened


	They forged a document


	which falsely stated that


	celibacy is widely practiced


	which made everyone unbelievably


	Angry (Falsely) at Moderators


	but eventually it all


	calmed down. Meanwhile, Barabbas


	took it upon himself


	To make some tea


	and crumpets. Some looked


	Buttery and bubbly. Barabbas..


	couldn't decide which one


	he should eat first


	so he went hungry



	but not for long


	he's a resourceful chap


	and was soon chewing


	the leg of a


	three legged man leaving


	his keys in the


	in a camels ear


	are raw and tasty


	to a camel jockey


	Who didn't eat crumpets


	alone anymore because they


	they were too bland.


	for a camel jockey


	shorts are very uncomfortable


	in the cold winter



	they tend to freeze


	what's most important to


	James Hammond is that....


	son of the third


	reich and sister of


	nobody we ever heard


	no one knows why..


	which is probably best


	although undoubtedly a little


	shaken by the experience


	he remained completely unstirred


	unneeded, unwanted, useless and


	went to bed.  Then


	things changed dramatically because


	of the open window.



	and the cold air


	Came a flying car


	with nothing more than


	chitty chitty bang bang


	all night long, which


	reminded David of Samantha


	when she pole danced


	to Agadoo played backwards


	on a xylophone with


	Only two or three


	seconds to spare because


	she was about to


	climb to the top


	Of a mountain representing


	the downtrodden and oppressed



	men, women and children


	as well as donkeys


	jackasses, morons and politicians


	members in good standing


	and of growing prominence


	to the rest of


	the people who actually


	pay attention to these


	usleless bits of misinformation


	because their empty lives


	leave them no other


	choice but to look


	into the pit of


	toadying lickspittles called Sebastian


	who had grandiose delusions



	about the way life


	should be, but never


	has been and never


	will be.  Not to


	dampen anyone's spirits but


	the end is nigh


	so everyone better prepare


	to meet thy doom


	but WAIT......it was


	the night before Christmas


	and all through the


	cobwebs, the spiders plotted


	to take over the


	North Pole because Santa


	was overzealous while vacuuming



	the remains of the


	last elf to dare


	to seduce Princess Brian


	on top of a


	ripe pumpkin. Without clothes


	of course because clothes


	would get in the


	way of passion at


	the crucial point of


	climactic ecstasy that revealed


	a horde of elves


	on a field trip


	to the Dingley Dell


	when they realized what


	a pearl necklace involves



	but there are better


	ways to spend your


	time. However, recalling the


	Lost Gardens of Heligan


	there is no better


	place to lay downAttachment 79967


	to sleep.  To dream


	of cheese, toasted mostly


	over an open fire


	with friends sitting by


	trying to decide if


	men are from mars


	and finally giving into


	the caramel and chocolate


	delight that is to



	be used for making


	small pieces of jewellery


	used for body piercing


	parts that shouldn't be


	kept covered by clothing.


	Meanwhile back at the


	fire where things were


	beginning to melt, Katrina


	turned to Dirk and


	issued an ultimatum either


	get with it or


	get down and lick


	the sweet round tip


	of the steadily growing


	and always well prepared



	cauliflower florets with quince


	and nettle sauce that


	will make you sorry


	that you didn't eat


	a crispy marshmallow instead


	of attending Estelle's wedding


	by the stormy seaside


	battered by enormous waves


	that threatened to obliterate


	their beautiful oceanfront property


	purchased on a whim


	as the tsunami approached


	they wondered what the


	purpose of the wedding's



	of two brothers to


	their next door neighbours'


	first cousins once removed


	their undergarments whilst eating


	cadbury's fruit and nut


	amazingly tasted like dried


	grapes covered with walnuts.


	wrapped inside The Guardian


	cryptic crossword by Arucaria


	and rolled in sardine


	oil and peanut butter


	then roasted for seven


	days by seven dwarfs


	for seven unsuspecting people


	called the magnificent seven



	armed to the teeth


	with several vicious woverines.


	who were so hungry


	that they attacked everyone


	and tipped waiters poorly


	but waitresses received everything


	as they have great


	big trays to carry


	So they require bigger


	hands to carry them.


	Genetic mutation dealt with


	their nasty habit of


	reticulating tarte au citron


	. "What does that mean?"


	said the illiterate squirrel,



	to the short sighted


	it doesn't mean anything


	unless born under Leo


	because Leo didn't really


	associate with his fellow


	transients even though they


	met at group gatherings


	and discussed the possibility


	or impossibility of knowledge


	needed to survive above


	the treeline in Bhutan


	where everything looked weird


	a feeling of serenity


	encompassed them even though


	the bells were ringing



	and the rabbits were  hopping


	, "Let's count", said Thumper


	and they all agreed


	that five equals four


	and that was just


	for starters, they also


	discussed the possibility of


	carrots being given rights


	of freedom from stews


	and to genetically engineer


	and mashed Swedes with


	soft cabbage swirling around


	the stew. The next


	girl was quite bathycolpian.


	The rabbits were astonished



	at the large feast


	of crabapples and dandelions


	which were deliciously prepared


	and drapped around a


	telephone pole to age


	before being picked by


	a neighboring clan that


	followed tradition and wore


	everything all at once


	to preserve their body


	odor because that was


	like cat nip to


	the opposite sex and


	caused quite a stir


	when they poured it



	into atomiser bottles and


	they didn't have funnels


	so they used straws


	which collapsed and made


	them run for the


	nearest enemy to overpower


	them with the pungent


	odor that permeated the


	air, rendering their weapons


	and minds totally useless


	leaving them wandering aimlessly


	through the woods unaware


	of the incoming zombies.


	The zombies were unusual


	they wore checkered shorts



	and plaid shirts. They're


	an unusual breed of


	mountain women that controlled


	the zombie fashion world.


	Zombie fashion was a


	fad that Fred Flintstone


	first introduced. It lead


	him to Wilma's secret


	stash of frou frou


	. Wilma acted quickly to


	eliminate all traces of


	impropriety because Dino was


	looking at her with


	a very peculiar expression


	. Wilma then time traveled



	back to Dodge City


	in the thirteenth century


	before Miss Kitty was


	born. Wilma discovered that


	she was Miss Kitty's


	anscestor and descendant, simultaneously.


	The confused Wilma, but


	she wanted Matt Dillon


	to understand that she


	wanted The Long Branch


	of the willow tree


	. An asylum admitted Wilma


	due to her constant


	obsessions.

Meanwhile, in 2011,


	the Great Panjandrum palpated



	as it rolled along


	Front Street, headed for


	the wall behind which


	Festus, Doc. and Matt


	huddled in fear. The


	Great Panjandrum gained mass


	shocking all those who


	gathered to witness an


	unprecedented cosmic football match


	between two god pantheons,


	and an albino hedgehog


	destined to be the


	the basis for a


	world class love story


	involving two who, sadly,



	were incapable of knitting


	as they were men.


	"Are we not knitters?"


	we can do anything


	involving wool and needles


	. Plans were drawn up


	, as were drawbridges, preventing


	anyone from departing with


	the silk stockings and


	lacy clothing used for


	disguising men as women


	victoria's secret was out


	on the clothes line


	causing temperatures to rise


	well above boiling point



	causing an explosive reaction


	that will be impossible


	to recover from unless


	all energies were spent


	taking ice baths to


	cool the savage beast 


	thus preventing them from


	fulfilling their wildest dreams


	of travelling to antarctica


	anytime soon, however they


	advertised for sponsorship in


	the national tribal bakeoff


	the response was beyond


	their actual talent, so


	they ate each other.



	but found that they


	felt quite hungry afterwards


	which gave them confirmation


	that trains run backwards


	when not travelling forward


	towards the event horizon


	ghost train burial ground


	where old trains go


	to have their final


	gathering where they reminisce


	about how they enjoyed


	jamming passengers in doors


	and spraying them with


	starbucks coffee and mint


	truffles, while yelling, we



	have you at our


	place of business where


	you're at our mercy


	and we have little.............*lol*....should be able to get out of this hole now.


	last word of advice


	We have conquered all


	don't let the door


	revolve too fast around


	catching your derriere in


	between and trapping it


	for far too long.


	to the tune of


	Back That Thang Up


	, when a towtruck appeared


	to be eating cheese



	and selling sweepstakes tickets


	to guess how many


	beans make five? Presently,


	4,000 people had entered


	the Baton Rouge marathon


	held in Oslo, Norway


	daily because they need


	to blend the cauliflowers


	with honey as part


	of the wild bear


	cassoulet being prepared by


	disgruntled employees of Yellowstone


	, irritated that no one


	has fed Yogi Bear


	. Jellystone was concerned that



	Boo Boo might have


	gone insane without his


	pic-a-nick basket full


	to overflowing with putrid


	Krispy Kremes. So he


	went to piggy wiggly


	in order to expunge


	their theft from CCTV


	but instead they were


	summoned by Judge Judy


	who they can't stand


	but I just love   


	I figured as much. 

so they escaped from


	court pursued by Bert


	whom they easily lost



	due to his flat


	head which didn't move


	left of right causing


	him to misjudge where


	to but his large


	parachute so he could


	descend in a controlled


	choreographed manner avoiding damage


	to the flourishing persimmons


	that were really covering


	the many illegal enterprises


	preparing to change world


	in an unforseen way.


	domination by lilliput kids


	Everyone should stock up



	on candy floss and


	ear plugs because when


	they start singing they


	sound like screeching bats


	after feeding on magic


	kid wannabees with no


	musical talent whatsoever until


	the big money started


	turning into M&M's before


	melting in their mouths


	resulting in strange behaviour


	from the zoo animals


	which was normal BUT


	upset the visitors psychologically


	and mentally scarred them.



	so now M&m's are


	served with crème fraîche


	enriched Marmite and beetroot


	but only on Friday's


	while ten pin bowling


	with fred and ginger


	in the dungeon below


	the seventh level restaurant


	they danced the tango


	Until the dungeon dragon


	announced the end of


	the seventh level restaurants


	. They are moving to


	Montana soon, to raise


	me up a crop



	of Montana Monkeys. Monkeys,


	don't use dental floss


	preferring a simple brush.


	Huskies, however, don't eat


	at the diner, but


	prefer tasty fast food.


	with peppermint toothpicks handy


	Mandy was often seen


	doing the peppermint splits


	consumately, upon the me-oh-my-oh


	situated, coincidentally, outside the


	the inner circle of


	Bloomsbury, which connected the


	Pre-Raphaelites with the Rosicrucians


	with the secret handshake



	practiced by naked priests


	with very long beards


	making them look like


	escapees from devil's island


	. Meanwhile, back in Somerset


	Lucy and Ethel were


	the cider drinking llamas


	that couldn't walk straight


	especially in 6" heels


	that kept falling off


	ruining their fishnet tights


	so off with those


	tights and enbrace nudity


	and everything that comes


	within your reach because



	there are no barriers


	except those erected by


	the participants themselves which


	caused friction and discontent


	until acceptance was accomplished


	they enrolled in tap


	dance nudity classes causing


	chafing around the exposed


	big toe because of


	the lack of lubricant


	which can easily be


	obtained from any reputable


	nude dancers value store


	or your Apple reseller


	whose very tight margins



	cause squeaking pips and


	damaged unused body parts


	reserved for later implementation


	because there definitely will


	be badly needed soon.


	And so it starts


	the dance of a


	husky in heat. A


	patch of yellow snow


	next to a much


	Over heated Porsche 911


	once owned by Bono


	until traded in for


	a Bible signed by


	mick jagger during the



	last reunion rock concert


	held in jurassic park


	when everyone was expecting


	zombie performers from the


	land of grand mouses.................or is it meces?


	but got herpes instead


	because they acted first


	, and didn't consider the


	risks of having unprotected


	relations with chocolate oreos


	Buzz - deviation - are there such things as non-chocolate Oreos...oops, sorry, wrong game...

and a small pineapple


	plus a cucumber salad


	without using any dressing


	up clothes she transfigured


	from used bed sheets



	, inspired by Carol Burnette


	but only available online


	for registered members of


	the third battalion soldiers


	and scottish highland warriors


	who are willing to


	enter battle without kilts


	and endure the laughter


	from the fair maidens


	who were expecting better


	but got much less.


	however they did enjoy


	writing home to their


	specimens of manhood instead


	of giggling uncontrollably at



	their efforts to impress


	somebody...anybody, but not


	america's got talent judges


	because they wouldn't know


	their a.. from their


	funky clothes and attitude


	always dressed to impress


	someone but don't know


	why they even bother


	with the silly show


	I continue to watch...........regardless 


	of what other people


	do with their evenings


	which is always more


	intriguing than what Camilla



	could do on her


	own with a pickled


	egg in each hand


	herring on her nose


	and a cucumber in


	sight just in case


	there is a need


	she is well prepared


	as are the cucumbers.


	for some memorable moments


	he completely forgot her


	wild imagination and started


	to act on her


	feelings of existential loneliness


	which left him feeling



	like just listening to


	Wagner's Ring Cycle.  Despite


	being undernourished and needing


	to clean the windows


	of Keith Richards limousine


	after his steamy interlude


	late one night with


	the Mother Superior of


	the sound of music


	soon became slightly annoying


	and they decided to


	enter Brittain's got talent


	even if they didn't


	find any in Wakefield


	they could always make



	home movies instead of


	completely wasting the night


	telling bad jokes and


	knowing that somehow they


	will never recapture their


	special moment together without......


	using their walking sticks


	and trashing the room


	like they did yesterday


	when they ran out


	of corned beef sandwiches


	and were forced to


	settle for roast beef


	topped with Keith's favorite


	apricot compote with fennel



	and Candy for dessert..............Sweet girl that Candy 


	"Regarding the particle accelerator",


	which exploded causing havoc


	and not a little


	discomfort resulting in the


	immediate suspension of all


	red-shirted ballet-dancing corrupt policemen


	above a vat of


	melted marshmallows 'n graham crackers


	. Hungry, they eagerly dropped


	their intricately tailored leather


	tutu's and jumped blindfolded


	into the vat, delighting


	each other with their


	extremely well formed diphthongs



	that were meant to


	sound like an eliding


	wading on the plain


	of dust. And then


	, without any warning whatsoever,


	the cardigan monster paddled


	backwards making people wonder


	if the use of


	high colonic was worthwhile


	but soon it became


	horribly apparent that there


	would soon be consequences


	for their misguided attempt


	to go where no


	monster should ever go



	unless they are armed with


	jello shots and country


	gravy, biscuits and butter


	baked by beautiful buxom


	brunettes with only pleasure


	on their collective minds.


	but they didn't realize


	they'd entered a linedancing


	contest where Cesar Millan


	would judge their performance


	using his own style


	while holding his favourite


	dog's leash between his


	whiter than white cuspids


	leaving both hands free



	to text his latest


	chapter of his new


	How to Cross the


	Road...A Chicken's Tale."


	dedicated to our poohbear


	the great rotisserie dodger


	who is secretly pretending


	he's not a chicken


	but a bald eagle


	using a secret identity


	to protect his fellow


	baldies by wearing a


	tall pair of stilts


	and a cowboy hat


	that is all folks



	can see when he


	poses for a portrait


	with Lady Godiva who


	a close personal friend.


	Lady Godiva was disappointed


	by the selection of


	quality hair products, essential


	oils and shaving requisites


	to prevent damage to


	the greying hirsute undercarriage


	excessive oxidation impaired functioning


	of the pumping station


	rendering the canal inoperative


	for all otters and


	other aquatic mammals. Angry,



	at their portfolio devaluation


	which was written with


	the last existing pencil


	. Pencils became rare due


	to a proliferation of


	voracious pencil eating microbes


	released by the penguin


	who accidentally opened a


	lead filled container with


	a sledge hammer, crushing


	fifteen hibernating miniature wolves


	causing them to moult


	into a flavorful soup


	, complete with oyster crackers.


	made from real oysters



	and real crackers.  Meanwhile,


	Einstein made a mistake, he


	used five words not


	because he failed maths


	first rule of accounting


	but to declare his


	innocence he hired Lindsey


	wagner the bionic woman


	to wash and wax


	whilst he watched with


	Doctor Franklin's fembots, seething


	they were upstaged by


	a monster truck rally


	at the submarine races


	taking place under Milkwood



	when suddenly a cow


	, a pig and a


	frog looked askance at


	the dismantled extractor fan


	a necessity in eliminating


	a mashmallow filled with


	truffles and Danish bacon...........specially for TGS. 


	flavoured ice cream sauce

(bizarrely bacon here is rubbish - all the good stuff is exported to the UK 


	along with savory crackers


	and marshmallows for smores


	smoked in lizard blood


	and reduced tangerine jus


	secreted from giant tangerines


	that was all over


	everything.  In other news,



	a certain mouse destroyed


	a rare disco recording


	just because it oozed


	of the Bee Gees


	the "wedgie" voiced singers


	who cannot preserve lychees


	unless hidden in their


	eyes was a big


	risk to their health


	contact lens, used only


	to scoop raw eggs


	out of piebald hedghogs'


	refrigerator. The hedgehogs were


	sucking raspberry ice cubes


	and a nice horse



	kicked him where it


	did the least damage


	but he was wrong


	and the hedgehogs flew


	footed by the camel


	, which was irritated by


	chafing on the inner


	bicuspid where he hid


	a small capsule containing


	some evil cyborg lemmings


	with decaying body parts


	that smelled a bit


	but were, nonetheless, delicious.


	The camel suddenly realized


	"I'm not a penguin!",



	And buried his head


	between his legs and


	sneezed which everyone knows


	is a sign of


	acupuncture gone wrong, so


	pull those needles out


	and get a chainsaw


	and a perform delicate


	maniacal surgery quickly before


	the cavalry arrives. Apparently


	Tonto got beat up


	by one sentient tree,


	which was uprooted and


	a tree that has


	mutant abilities akin to



	morph  itself into a


	big pig that is


	known only to a


	knight of the old


	who happens to know


	the secrets of the


	recipe for pork crackling


	but changed it because


	of its eyes. And


	decided to throw everything


	on a piece of


	driftwood and set it


	to a full house


	, complete with a premade


	maiden who actually never



	believe that a dog


	was more important to


	his master than his


	rare collection of CDs.


	listened to at warp speed


	that was around 1000


	faster than the speed


	of every turtle around


	because everyone knows that


	turtles always beat bunnies.


	Bunnie, however, like it


	when the door is


	closed on the turtle's


	for being non union


	and coming out of



	their inertia and voting


	to liberate venal strippers


	and turn them into


	a big boll of


	love-starved cat-girls.


	and flummoxed cleaning fluids


	that were all around


	the living room, causing


	sever chafing to the


	right house on the


	left-hand street, which


	confused the secret agents


	who went on strike


	due to the lack


	of elasticity in their



	spandex swimming trunks. Presently,


	they are outsourcing their


	need for speed to


	speedy gonzales and friends


	unfortunately they had retired


	so beavis and butthead


	found that their names


	were sold on eBay


	where the vampire clan


	organised a bidding war


	which they had rigged


	in favor of zombies,


	but the real winners were


	the werewolverines, feared by


	nobody and quite pathetic



	because overtime they lose


	lose their inhibitions and


	one can only speculate


	while trying to accumulate


	what the outcome might


	reveal about their nightly


	excursions into the homes


	of the mythical, dangerous


	yet rather small, crustaceans


	that are going towards


	a movie theater playing


	creatures from the deep


	and Dangerous Water Well!


	The three remaining falcons


	all over the blue



	ocean fell in love


	with the little mermaids.


	Unfortunately, they were unable


	to decide which end


	is the right move.


	Confused, they decided that


	Toblerone is evil incarnate


	. That immediately caused chocolate


	lovers to cause ructions


	at the thought that


	Marathons should become Snickers


	or jellies become babies


	of the hot wind


	. Snickers was well loved


	by his favorite monster



	hunting Lego Technic robot


	, newly designed with speed


	and great precision. However,


	the monster was able


	to evade his pursuers


	by pushing the button


	on the drawbridge, which


	which unleashed a fiery


	dragon standing on guard


	with nothing but a


	tiny bucket of water


	and a briefcase containing


	his lunch plus dessert


	that was half eaten


	due to an interruption



	by the restaurant's sommelier


	undressing a Ceasar salad


	was risque for some


	but enjoyable for others


	due to the incredible


	atmosphere that was derived


	from a higher mixture


	of pheromones spread around


	, leading to true love


	combined with the utmost


	public displays of affection


	between a rabbit and


	a crazy money behind


	every successful man is


	A smokin hot woman



