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Round Robins: 
 
It has been tradition that, at every LiiT meeting, the assembled 
writers, artists, and passerby each contribute a line to a communal 
story-poem-musing in order to record the spirit of the moment and 
to create a new and beautiful object.  
 
First LiiT meeting (September 2008) 
The ceiling was blue before the aliens landed. 
Now it's profoundly bright white as their light beams shouted; 
A dark setting bathed in spectrum propaganda 
They were in search of leprechauns of communist heart. 
Not finding them. Disappointment. The crackling death beams 
come down. 
Only stopped by the innocence of the infant velociraptor's cry. 
 
September 15, 2008 
There once was a man from Manhattan with an old hat on.  
The hat from Manhattan was made out of rattan.  
The man from Manhattan wanted to tap on. 
Manhattan was just a place filled with Spartans.  
... dang, the General Mish-Mash theory sure screws with 
Geography! 
 
September 29, 2008 
It was love at first sight, but how do you propose to a raindrop?  
How do you propose to what's already gone?  
I need scissors. 41.  
To cut out my heart, broken by evaporation. Days since I lost my... 
every thing.  
Cutting your heart out on a sidewalk covered in worms is boring.  
And maybe giving up on love isn't the best idea, even if love is 
soggy.  
Soggy like the seat of my pants. You can fish a quarter out of the 
drain, but what o a raindrop?  
Like all good loves, like all good lovers, another is always coming 
down. 
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October 6, 2008 
He promised me poetry in Pearl 
Unfortunately, I decremented him before he had a chance to write 
it.  
I compiled him anew, leaving only the concise, useful functions.  
The bare bones- for that's what poetry is, isn't it?  
I could replace you with a small shell script 
But if I rewrote you in C++ I could control you with a switch case. 
If I wrote you in MatLab, no one would understand you 
And coding in Maple would make me cringe.  
So I pick basic, you know: gw/quick- 
and then you errored and disappeared.  
 
October 20, 2008 
Big bubbles burst blatantly, burning 
Gauzy gazebos gape garrulously, growing 
malicious malevolent materials matter, mostly 
What am I trying to say, really 
Personally, peripatetic pseudopsychiatric psychosomatic pissant. 
Diametrically demonic double-damned dirt diligently does - ? 
Opalescent omniscient omnipresent older odes of omens 
Wow, creepy, spooky; is it October yet? 
Did you know the oldest leaves fall first?  
And burning, blatantly burst big bubbles on water. 
 
October  27, 2008 
Oh the freedom, that allows your mind to create. 
Freedom used to come with flags, but someone starched 'em.  
Like the stiff fabricated one on the moooooon 
Like the mother moon, round, full, and comforting.  
The one that speaks of vast freedoms of space on summer nights.  
Don't moon the stars; aliens might be watching.  
Don't [alien eyes] be passive aggressive; moon the aliens 
Or lie in the grass watching them, watching you.  
Watching the moon, letting your mind wander freely. 
 
November 3, 2008 
When faced with an infinity of decisions, the human tendency is 
not to choose. 




