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Introduction


Each piece in this collection is written from a single-word prompt, unknown in advance. Every work follows one strict constraint: it must be exactly 100 words, including the title. Each piece is written in one sitting and not edited afterwards beyond minor spelling corrections.


The collection explores immediate, visceral responses to a wide range of subjects and themes, often shaped by the author’s own experiences and emotions.


About The Author


Ken Taylor has been writing recreationally for many years; this collection marks their first venture into poetry. As a child, they were often told that writing was not for them and that it was a waste of time. As an adult, they use writing as a way to explore who they are and why they think and feel as they do.


Over time, they have rediscovered many of the creative pursuits once described as beyond them or unworthy of their effort. These activities have since become their primary way of engaging creatively with the world.


 




  Crackle


  The smoke blew over her, that’s what made her eyes sting. Nothing else.


  The orange flames danced, moving the shadows across her face, there were no tears, it was a trick of the light.


  People were running calling for help, they shouted but she didn’t hear. There was no one else, she was alone.


  The window she couldn’t look away from was red and orange with flames. The roar of fire filled the street. There was no sound for her, she was not in this world.


  Crackle.


  The wooden crib in the window blacked and crumbled.


  So did she.


   




  Impact


  “You suck.” They had said.


  “Useless, you can’t do it.” And they meant it.


  Marianne believed them because that’s what she heard everywhere.


  But not from everyone.


  “You’re right.” She had said.


  “You’re good at this. Who cares what they think.” And she meant it.


  Who would she have been without that one person who was there for her.

Marianne held the diploma in her hand and remembered the moments that built her up, she had always been there. Out in the crowd she saw that one face still smiling.


  It was good to have someone believe in you.


   




  Window




  She sat, one leg out her window, looking up into the dark cloudless sky above. The stars were out, and she knew them all. One was special, it moved quickly across the sky, a pinpoint of light, fleeting in its path across the sky.


  Dad.


  He floated as he had for weeks. Above him, through the cupola windows, he looked at the dark coastlines of Earth, as he flew unknowingly fast above them. The masses and point of light below were each towns and cities. One was special, it sat steady as he moved above.


  Home. He missed her.


   




  Metallic


  The buzz of electricity passed from circuit to circuit conducted through thin metallic filaments, copper, gold other metals as yet unnamed.


  The motors whirred into action, lifting, and moving yet other components, testing their limits of movement.


  Camaras focused and unfocused surveying what was around.


  Finally, it lifted its hand in a slow jerking motion, opening and closing the fingers, not yet steady with its movements.


  I placed a plastic mask over it metallic features, it made it less scary, more friendly. 


  It looked at me with new eyes.


  “Am I alive?” it asked.


  “I don’t know” I replied.


   




  Blanket


  He lay there staring at the ceiling unmoving, running list of what he should be doing though his head. Things he should do, people he should see, places he should go. The list was longer every morning.


  He felt it all closing in on him wrapping around him, pulling him down not letting him go. He tried to fight, but it was winning, surrounding him, suffocating him.


  He should do something, he should get up go see people, do something. The dark inside was right though.


  He rolled over pulling the blanket around him. 


  He would do it tomorrow.


   




  Harsh


  Darkness was everything, the tight walls closing in on them. Still, they crawled, the sting of whips fresh on their unseen backs pushing them on.


  A soft cry and sound of falling dirt broke the silence. They held their breath as it brought the harsh light from above. Brighter than anything they had ever seen, their eyes stung in the new sun.


  Forcing their eyes closed they waited out the pain. 


  Like inside the walled camp now behind them, it took time to get used to this bright world, but now they walked into that harsh cleansing light. 


  Freedom.


   




  Train


  The rhythmic chuntered lulled me as I opened my eyes, looking out the window I saw green blurs rush by, as a cloud of smoke pillowed above.


  I still had time, so I closed my eyes and breathed deeply, letting sleep drift over me once again.


  The piercing blast of the train whistle, followed quickly by a shrill whistle from the platform, threw me awake.


  “All aboard.” 


  I jumped up and looked quickly out of the window, as the train began to steam on its way.


  Amanda stood alone and angry on the platform, as I left her again.


   




  Leaf


  It was difficult work, but it was her’s, and her family depended on it to bring in food, without her they wouldn’t survive. The sun beat down of her as she ripped and tore trying to break it into a manageable piece.


  It took time but she soon had it separated from the whole, pushing with all her strength she pulled it onto her back and started the next part of her task.


  It was heavy but she did her job, carrying it up the hill to the store.


  The leaf would feed them, the queen would be happy.


   




  Shimmer


  Silk was expensive, but the way it caught the light was worth it. She watched as the dancers of the ballroom moved together in a fascinating murmuration, the light from the candelabra above sparkled across the room reflecting their beautiful gowns.
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