ONE TRACK PEN
BY DIANE PASSERO

I stopped and grabbed the pen.
It startled me, the way it seemed to move on its own.
The writer’s rush... like lightening in a receiver’s cleats.

The pen wanting to go in one direction, my mind in another.
My mind struggling to be erotic and sensual,

the pen taking the piece in wild chaotic circles.

I’'m an “x”. The pen a “y”.

I attempted sensual and erotic,

the pen wrote orgy and porn.

Irritated, I capped the pen.

Like a child having a tantrum

it dropped to the floor and popped off its cap.

The hand jumped in and placed the pen on the paper.
The paper was a light shade of pink

with a sultry, silky texture.

Wild as fire, the pen spread its words over the paper.
The hand wept at what the pen had written.

“Y” had turned my mind’s beautiful bronze breasts into
bodacious boobs.

The pen became more desirous of pleasing the paper

than doing as I wanted.

The paper took on a hue like blushing cherries.

The pen had its way and soon spewed onto the cooing paper.

Having enough, I pitched the dried up pen
and moist paper in the trash and

sought out a new pen,

feminine and slender to the touch.
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