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Cursed Catharsis 

Enmity in 
euphoria. 
Elegance in 
entropy. 
Elevation in 
enigmas.  

The well-versed in the virtues verging on vices.  
the willing wicked whispering in the wind, 

born blood-clotted and blood-wrenched. 

There’s something in the column of my throat. I  
vomit,  
cough,  
hack  
it  
up.  

I tremble under the sheets, wrapping myself  
tighter  

and 
tighter 

—but the cold still seeps in.  
A swallowed pill,  
stuck in the reeling 
of my remembrance,  
a mock of a memory  
that refuses to fade,  
but freezes itself  
into my frame. 

There’s too 
many thoughts  
to write,  
but no ears  
to listen.  

There’s too 
many emotions  
to release,  
but only one 
body.  

There’s too 
many words  
to say,  
but not enough 
tonguespace.  

I turn from the blade and bottle up my hate. 

My scorched, sundered self—coughing on cold, curdled milk 
My prevailing, preying parame—a pantheon of pain on pills 

My dreaded, delivering demons—swimming in shadowed sins 

all tired of the  
pain and suffering  

that echoes all around the world 
and resonates 

within,  
rattling  

in  
the 

rib-cages.  

all hearing the dissonance 
dissolving into crooked 
cacophonies, 
warped 
in 
the 
whirl 
of 
wickedness 
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—all eyes burning, lashes falling, 
one 

by 
one 

—all nails raking flesh of scalps, 
one 

by 
one  

all tearing at the roots, 
all gathering dried grime 
all under cracked nails 
in the haze of horror,  

in the madness of midnight,  
in the soundness of sleep,  

the demons come out to play; 
little clawed things, 

they are, 
slaved at your altar. 

the bottoms of their fangs 
drip 
with 

b 
l 
o 
o 
d 

They twist and turn to your torment.  
They are cowards: fleeting and fleeing.  

They are monsters, enormous and eating.  
They are tapping at your shoulder.  

They are napping in your mind.  
They are poisoning your bated breaths. 

speak, 
you order one creature. 

s p  e   a    k,  
one creature orders you 

Oh, how you weep. 
—for you are in the 
delusional deep.  
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Feast on Famine 

Leaves crunching 
under my feet. 

I hear  
the hammering,  
the heartbroken habitat. 

I see 
the bluebirds 
pecking skinned sorrows.  

I feel 
my roots 
anchoring me deep. 

My legacy cannot fly—not 
when it is asleep. 

I am testament to my 
words: 

my soil weeded, 
my seeds reaped. 

A blank slate— 
That is the mind upon creation. 
What grubby hands slather grime onto your plate? 
Who nourishes your nurturement?  
Watch your food contaminate.  

Dust and ash in our minds, swept away.  
Dirt and mirth in our blood, sucked off.  

Darkness and madness, sinned on.  
We exist. We live.  

Humans, accordingly, act human.  
That is a lie. We are not— 

Humane. 
We eat the flesh of fear.  
We consume companionship and devour desires.  
We feast on the folly of the mouth, famished.  
We swallow and spit sorrows.  
We rest on rancor.  
We choke on culled cynicism. 
We are cannibals, monsters— 
in the flesh, 
ripe for harvesting. 
Drunk on the taste, lick your lips.  
Consume human companionship:  
leave her alone, swallowing acrid foulness,  
leave him alone, sucking on embittered regret. 

Both hungry, famished.  
Both thirsty, insatiable.  

Do not think: merely drink.  
It is acidic.  

Eat up. 
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Devilish Devotions  
THREE YEARS AGO 

She craved full laughter 
to hear sweet-sounded pitches 

But the tears ran longer— 
an ocean she drowned in 

She craved fields of wildflowers to dance to 
her own unsung melody 

But the melancholy plunged deeper— 
rising with the wicked withering 

She craved spires of life and delight to 
parallel harmony in nature 

But the hand of greed shackled— 
a closed fist ready to wage war 

She craved resonance of surety’s security to 
rest safely near a warm hearth 

But the poisons of perception pillaged—
plethoras of parasites permeating 

She craved sunlight’s delight to carve out 
her own respite 

But the darkness never wavered—
shadowing the fallen glorified 

She craved a universe set ablaze to be more 
than a falling star 

But the world was too empty— 
roaming thousand souls 

She craved a summer romance to be painted 
with colored hues 

But the winter was unforgiving— 
raining down wretched realities 

She craved the soft memories to dance with 
unspoken volumes 

But the silence reigned mercilessly— 
tearing the horrid forgotten apart 

She craved a type of passion to bring the 
devil to his knees 

But the devil bowed down to no one— 
not even to the heavens 

She craved for more than passing smiles to 
fill the abyss of seeping loneliness 

But the shredded scars  
decorating her arms— 

turned empty, void faces away  

TWO YEARS AGO 

In a heartbeat, 
she was gone 

—vanished, forgotten. 

She was not grieved, 
for she had fallen, 
a soul no one knew, 
learned, 
understood 
—except one: 
and when he felt her absence, 
he became hollow. 

He did not grieve, 
for she had risen 

to live 
—no longer toiling in 
that murky madness, 

the land of the lost, 
an atrocious abyss— 
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to what she was born as: 
Mortal. 

—and he, 
in a heartbeat 

wished he wasn’t 
the Devil. 

He had beckoned her, 
taunted her, 

offered her pills, 
handed her razors, 

fed her sickness, 
but she 

Lived. 
And that was not his domain. 

And now it was his turn 
—to toil in 

that murky madness, 
the land of the lost, 

an atrocious abyss— 

to live 
to what he was born as: 

Immortal 

—and he, 
in a heartbeat, 
wished he wasn’t the Devil. 

And now 
she loved life like he loved hell. 

ONE YEAR AGO 

You walked to her on the Fourth of July, 
picked up the hem of her skirts, 

danced with her as the daylight drained, 
whispered sweet lullabies into her ear, 

and promised her 
a world  

to  
come. 

Cross my heart and hope to die,  
you swore but you— 
crossed your fingers behind your back, 
turned your head  
aside with a crack, 
dipped gloved hands  
under silk and satin, 

stained ruby, red lips with restless 
melatonin. 

Watch the fireworks, you murmured 
but you— 

blindfolded her, 
as her eyes fluttered open, 

raiding her treasury  
with the folly of faith. 

Make a wish to live, you vowed 
but you— 
slipped white into her drink 
and watched  
it dissolve, 
poison on your fingertips. 
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Open up,  
you exhaled 

and 
watched 

her 
swallow 

—little do you know she’s immune 
her hooded eyes marked 

with the mad menace 
in poisoning her first lover, 

her first summer romance 

her heart  
now scraps  
you grabbed at— 

She knows you’ll play this 
game so well 
enough that your pawns 
will cross you in hell 

She knows she’ll meet you there 
in the heart of the hideous, a field of flaws, 
where you have reaped what you have sown.  

She knows  
your silver tongue twists, 

licking lust,  
swallowing dust 

choking on the culled 

catastrophes 
of the  

catharsis. 

And now 
you know 
you cannot 
drug 

her 
more than 
she already  
has been  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