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[image: I am a native of silence,… I am a native of silence,
where walls swallow words
and cough them back
as trembling shadows,
while hands gnaw at clocks
and time drifts by
like smoke from a pyre.
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I am a native of silence,
where walls swallow words
and cough them back
as trembling shadows,
while hands gnaw at clocks
and time drifts by
like smoke from a pyre.
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[image: The dark hums, low and hungry,… The dark hums, low and hungry, 
waiting to swallow you whole.
You can’t sleep.
You can only listen 
to the echo of your own breath,
the voice begins to rise inside it.
It’s yours. But it isn’t.
It hisses from the back of your throat, 
softly at first, then louder, 
pulling you toward the place where nightmares blur.
It tells you what you’ve hidden, what you’ve feared.
Silence it but it’s under your skin, 
pressing from the inside, 
smiling through your teeth.
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in my pocket
demons lay in wait
cloaked in denim
no dark alleys required
they comes for me
at all times
day and night
sinking ugly thoughts
bone deep to the depths
of my soul death
by a thousand cuts
deliberate and deviant
announcing their presence
with blue light and chimes
masked and emboldened
hidden behind claims
of plausible deniability
claiming I’m mad or sad
or just plain asking
for the pain
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the devil lies
in the detailing
of our differences
hungrily they feed
off the terror
an evil no-one escapes
it eats us all in the end
as they hit send
my phone illuminates
nightmare becomes reality
and my life splinters
in my hands]
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[image: The horrors on my phone load,… The horrors on my phone load,
it hums in static whispered code,
Drinking thought and killing dreams,
eyes hooked onto the tiny screens.
With every swipe, it draws me near,
each buzz an algorithm engineered,
It feeds on focus, chews my will,
leaving my mind fractured and still.
My soul dissolves in dopamine,
sweet flashes where I once had been,
a ghost of myself, captive and alone,
scrolling deeper on my phone.
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I set my eyes upon my morning ceiling
And hated my mind’s dwelling
A place of dreaded nothingness
A purgatory of boredom
That is, until nightfall came.
I knew that they were waiting for me
In the dark parts of my psyche
Tonight I begged hell to cease
To grant me this once
A kind, blurry dream
A place where the shadows could not reach
For it had been long since
The briefest bits of peace
Had filled my mind.
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I set my eyes upon my morning ceiling
And hated my mind’s dwelling
A place of dreaded nothingness
A purgatory of boredom
That is, until nightfall came.
I knew that they were waiting for me
In the dark parts of my psyche
Tonight I begged hell to cease
To grant me this once
A kind, blurry dream
A place where the shadows could not reach
For it had been long since
The briefest bits of peace
Had filled my mind.
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Soon the moon resumed its duties
The lids of my burning eyes fell heavy
And I succumbed to
What I wished would be sleep.
In the dimness of my room
I watched a tall, slim figure
Run to my creaked closet door.
Silence and stillness passed
Until long black fingers one by one
Folded over the side of that door
Then with a slight crook of its head
An eye peered out deep into my own
It used my own fear
To paralyze me.
It eerily crouched then scurried
To a portal beneath my bed.
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Soon the moon resumed its duties
The lids of my burning eyes fell heavy
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To paralyze me.
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To a portal beneath my bed.
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I waited a trembling hour later
For the next one to come
Slowly, behind me came
A tapping pattern of crawling on the wall.
Directly above my frozen body
Creeped a creature
With eight spindly legs
It spun its head around
And it had the face of a human
With four large chins
Its eyes were soulless reflections
Of my terrified self
It’s teeth, a half foot length
Grounded sharp and rotten brown
It unhinged its wide set jaws to engulf me.
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I waited a trembling hour later
For the next one to come
Slowly, behind me came
A tapping pattern of crawling on the wall.
Directly above my frozen body
Creeped a creature
With eight spindly legs
It spun its head around
And it had the face of a human
With four large chins
Its eyes were soulless reflections
Of my terrified self
It’s teeth, a half foot length
Grounded sharp and rotten brown
It unhinged its wide set jaws to engulf me.
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You are like the cake
I kept in the fridge
last night and can’t find it.
A taste on my tongue lingers
yet, can’t recall having it.
You are the grooves I feel
on my sore skin, off your
fingertips from last night,
except the marks are
nowhere to be seen.
You are magnolia whiff
that feigns a miasma and yet,
it’s the perfume I’m doomed
to wear forever. . . the breath
of death in bloom.
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fingertips from last night,
except the marks are
nowhere to be seen.
You are magnolia whiff
that feigns a miasma and yet,
it’s the perfume I’m doomed
to wear forever. . . the breath
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It's strings attached
Tighten tighten taut
Blood trickles from the fingers
Dark
Looming
Slowly feeding
Listening
It knows
It learns
It wants
In time it will take you
Feel the sinking soul that was yours
As it feeds
As it embodies
As it steals...
Everyone
is
gone

All that remain are the shadows
No longer dark silhouettes
Impishly following
It's what they wanted
Control…
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It's strings attached
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[image: They come at night or early morning… They come at night or early morning
No knock. No warning.
Just a tingle from the start
I can tell if it's from the heart or from the dark
Let it ride If it's slow and gradual
If it's hard and fast then I'm in trouble
Sometimes there's healing
A soft, loving feeling
Other times there's grabbing
At times they're stabbing
If it's from love
There's a certs cool warm feeling
In my heart
If it's from despise
I know I'll have to fight
That power in the dark
I call out. I shout.
When I hit back
When I go on the attack
I can get a reprieve
As they take their leave
As l awake
From that state
The tingles linger
I can still feel their fingers
Sure wish it was always the loving kind
In these wee hours of spirit's time
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They come at night or early morning
No knock. No warning.
Just a tingle from the start
I can tell if it's from the heart or from the dark
Let it ride If it's slow and gradual
If it's hard and fast then I'm in trouble
Sometimes there's healing
A soft, loving feeling
Other times there's grabbing
At times they're stabbing
If it's from love
There's a certs cool warm feeling
In my heart
If it's from despise
I know I'll have to fight
That power in the dark
I call out. I shout.
When I hit back
When I go on the attack
I can get a reprieve
As they take their leave
As l awake
From that state
The tingles linger
I can still feel their fingers
Sure wish it was always the loving kind
In these wee hours of spirit's time
 
Amber Best
@ambs.ak



[image: boo… boo
the voice settles deep into the nape of my neck
hot breathe uncomfortably close caresses my skin
playful but treacherous

boo
ungodly deep almost a growl
I am frozen in space paralyzed by fear
desperate to escape

boo
even closer this time shadows lengthen
beside my bed as if all the darkness
is poured into them

BOO
louder more insistent undeniable
as chills run the length of my spine
terror grips all my senses
then there is nothing
but silence
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boo
the voice settles deep into the nape of my neck
hot breathe uncomfortably close caresses my skin
playful but treacherous
 
boo
ungodly deep almost a growl
I am frozen in space paralyzed by fear
desperate to escape
 
boo
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beside my bed as if all the darkness
is poured into them
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louder more insistent undeniable
as chills run the length of my spine
terror grips all my senses
then there is nothing
but silence
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Yo - I’m the raven
Don’t you know
Lenore’s nevermore
who haunted that
Sad sack Poe
as he cried his eyes out
over his lost evermore
Tapping, tapping, tapping
A redundant reminder of reality
knowing his heart was buried
in the hands of his lover
But his soul was trapped forevermore
in between his severed core
a bird caught in a cage
His sky was just
on the other side
of his chamber door
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Yo - I’m the raven
Don’t you know
Lenore’s nevermore
who haunted that
Sad sack Poe
as he cried his eyes out
over his lost evermore
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A redundant reminder of reality
knowing his heart was buried
in the hands of his lover
But his soul was trapped forevermore
in between his severed core
a bird caught in a cage
His sky was just
on the other side
of his chamber door
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[image: From my window… From my window
I imagine seeing
A shadow blurred by rain
Footprints without a body appear in
Dark and glistening grass
Shade at my open sill
Creeps inside wanting only
To be dry again
Perhaps a dream or two
To chew slowly upon
Long, insubstantial fingers
Stretch towards me
Before I banish them
In the nick of time
With the bedside light
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From my window
I imagine seeing
A shadow blurred by rain
Footprints without a body appear in
Dark and glistening grass
Shade at my open sill
Creeps inside wanting only
To be dry again
Perhaps a dream or two
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[image: My tiny haunted shack… My tiny haunted shack
You laugh you think I’m nuts at what I say
Cuz you come over and it seems just fine in the day
The stories I tell they chill me to the bone
But you can’t relate because this ain’t your home
The place that you live I’m sure 
is filled with love and warmth
It doesn’t contain the things of nightmares so deformed
Your house is “spooky” once a year on all hallows Eve
But I don’t get any rest from the spirits I don’t get any reprieve

They look in my windows with eyes so evil piercing and red
Screeching as loud as you could imagine jolt me from bed
All my windows are covered now, but that doesn’t prevent the sound
Especially when they crawl up the outside of my walls,
sounds like 200 pounds
They knock on my doors I can tell when it’s not “real”
Because there’s a certain quality in their taps they reveal
Their are demons walking around in the cursed land of the yard

But that’s how I have to live, the freezing cold or the haunted and scarred
Trans-dimensional beings come to pay me visits some times
Disappearing if I get to close to protect their kind
But they whisper things I’m probably not supposed to know
Things that will have you running, you’d turn and you’d go
3am hits, I’ve had people tell me “I’ll never stay again”
But that’s how I have to live, midst the cacophony, demons, and din
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@the_gutter_poet
]
My tiny haunted shack
You laugh you think I’m nuts at what I say
Cuz you come over and it seems just fine in the day
The stories I tell they chill me to the bone
But you can’t relate because this ain’t your home
The place that you live I’m sure 
is filled with love and warmth
It doesn’t contain the things of nightmares so deformed
Your house is “spooky” once a year on all hallows Eve
But I don’t get any rest from the spirits I don’t get any reprieve
 
They look in my windows with eyes so evil piercing and red
Screeching as loud as you could imagine jolt me from bed
All my windows are covered now, but that doesn’t prevent the sound
Especially when they crawl up the outside of my walls,
sounds like 200 pounds
They knock on my doors I can tell when it’s not “real”
Because there’s a certain quality in their taps they reveal
Their are demons walking around in the cursed land of the yard
 
But that’s how I have to live, the freezing cold or the haunted and scarred
Trans-dimensional beings come to pay me visits some times
Disappearing if I get to close to protect their kind
But they whisper things I’m probably not supposed to know
Things that will have you running, you’d turn and you’d go
3am hits, I’ve had people tell me “I’ll never stay again”
But that’s how I have to live, midst the cacophony, demons, and din
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[image: my step quickens as my stride falls short… my step quickens as my stride falls short
I glance back shifting the torch on my phone
snatching the light momentarily 
from in front to behind scanning shadows for evidence
I see nothing but feel dread creep over me
cold hands that are yet to be seen loosen
my grip on keys flailed in hand
I’ve given up speaking loudly on the phone
to an imaginary boyfriend set to meet me
now I ping texts of location 
and route with “just in case” messages
my sense of unease grows 
along with feelings of being watched
I weigh options of short dark routes with well lit longer options
and decide I’m dangerously close to vulnerable
either way
tucking hair into the hood of my sweatshirt
in efforts to look more manly
less like a victim
there’s an inevitability about my chances
it’s bound to happen
one day
just please
not today
not today
not…
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my grip on keys flailed in hand
I’ve given up speaking loudly on the phone
to an imaginary boyfriend set to meet me
now I ping texts of location 
and route with “just in case” messages
my sense of unease grows 
along with feelings of being watched
I weigh options of short dark routes with well lit longer options
and decide I’m dangerously close to vulnerable
either way
tucking hair into the hood of my sweatshirt
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Oh dear, can you hear my voice?
It’s you I crave, my fatal choice.
Oh honey, can you feel me breathing,
My words around your heart, still wreathing.

I waited long until the night felt right.
Come closer, sweet one, let me inside.
You grew so strong, so full of pride,
And yesterday, I felt your invite.

Yet still, you don’t know who I am.
You think I’m just a mortal man.
But love, I’m not your harmless fan,
My kiss will end what life began.

And when the crimson dawn ascends,
You’ll rise anew where daylight ends.
My dark queen of the damned divine,
The world will flee while you are mine.

Now listen close, the night is still.
A shadow moves beyond your sill.
A gentle knock, a breath, a thrill,
I’m waiting at your door, until
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My Kiss is Waiting for You
 
Oh dear, can you hear my voice?
It’s you I crave, my fatal choice.
Oh honey, can you feel me breathing,
My words around your heart, still wreathing.
 
I waited long until the night felt right.
Come closer, sweet one, let me inside.
You grew so strong, so full of pride,
And yesterday, I felt your invite.
 
Yet still, you don’t know who I am.
You think I’m just a mortal man.
But love, I’m not your harmless fan,
My kiss will end what life began.
 
And when the crimson dawn ascends,
You’ll rise anew where daylight ends.
My dark queen of the damned divine,
The world will flee while you are mine.
 
Now listen close, the night is still.
A shadow moves beyond your sill.
A gentle knock, a breath, a thrill,
I’m waiting at your door, until
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[image: He comes for me, incubus,… He comes for me, incubus,
crept in from the forest
through Burnham Wood
where faeries
once tried to devour my heart.
He perches upon my bed post,
knotted oak against his claws,
stares at me decisively,
cloudy eyes, so black,
he snarls and gnaws upon his madness.
He might see the darkness within me,
sexy as hell,
but that is as dark and as deep
as I wish for him to dwell.
Don’t treat me like I’m trapped
In my medieval arms, warrior spirit,
blazing bronze helmet,
my courage,
Oh yes, he knows he must escape, resist,
run away, so afraid
over the hills of Dunsinane.
Don’t try to be a phantom in the mist
cause I can sense you,
silly lover.
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He comes for me, incubus,
crept in from the forest
through Burnham Wood
where faeries
once tried to devour my heart.
He perches upon my bed post,
knotted oak against his claws,
stares at me decisively,
cloudy eyes, so black,
he snarls and gnaws upon his madness.
He might see the darkness within me,
sexy as hell,
but that is as dark and as deep
as I wish for him to dwell.
Don’t treat me like I’m trapped
In my medieval arms, warrior spirit,
blazing bronze helmet,
my courage,
Oh yes, he knows he must escape, resist,
run away, so afraid
over the hills of Dunsinane.
Don’t try to be a phantom in the mist
cause I can sense you,
silly lover.
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Beneath the bell of midnight's chime, the forest bowed 
to something prime a curse that walked on blood 
and breath, half-born of love half-forged in death
He came with silence on his tongue, 
with ribs that groaned where hunger clung; 
his nails were knives, his skin a shroud, 
his eyes two wounds the moon allowed.
The chapel ruins took his tread, 
where saints once prayed, now demons fed
He knelt beneath the cross's rot, 
and whispered names the night forgot.
Then came the change—a cracking hymn, 
of sinew torn and bone grown grim.
His scream, a psalm, broke sky from star, 
and painted God with things that are.
He prowled through graves the earth unsealed, 
his shadow long, his mercy steeled.
The maidens' breath, the sinners' pleas, 
were petals crushed beneath his knees.
He feasted where confession sleeps, 
where altar stone with marrow weeps.
Each heart he took, each throat he kissed, 
became communion in the mist.
And when the dawn, pale bride of ash, did touch his cheek
 through tattered sash he wept to see the blood, the sin, 
and felt the beast still grin within.
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The Moon Devours
 
Beneath the bell of midnight's chime, the forest bowed 
to something prime a curse that walked on blood 
and breath, half-born of love half-forged in death
He came with silence on his tongue, 
with ribs that groaned where hunger clung; 
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He knelt beneath the cross's rot, 
and whispered names the night forgot.
Then came the change—a cracking hymn, 
of sinew torn and bone grown grim.
His scream, a psalm, broke sky from star, 
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He prowled through graves the earth unsealed, 
his shadow long, his mercy steeled.
The maidens' breath, the sinners' pleas, 
were petals crushed beneath his knees.
He feasted where confession sleeps, 
where altar stone with marrow weeps.
Each heart he took, each throat he kissed, 
became communion in the mist.
And when the dawn, pale bride of ash, did touch his cheek
 through tattered sash he wept to see the blood, the sin, 
and felt the beast still grin within.
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In the dripping dense and moody London fog, 
dark and dank, where street vendor carts plank along
all alone on cobblestones in unlit spaces, 
dirty places the Ripper will not go.

Rise cathedral spires and parapets,
wrought iron rails and lighting rods
ripping through the sunless broon.
Allowing views of demons and devils, monsters,
who bound only between sewn leather, covered well.

Its incessant minds come to roost on the edifice.
Where gargoyles play and stare at us from high above.
Plotting dominion and so decree 
their demonic sovereignty
over all they wish
and all they see.
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Where Gargoyles Play
 
In the dripping dense and moody London fog, 
dark and dank, where street vendor carts plank along
all alone on cobblestones in unlit spaces, 
dirty places the Ripper will not go.
 
Rise cathedral spires and parapets,
wrought iron rails and lighting rods
ripping through the sunless broon.
Allowing views of demons and devils, monsters,
who bound only between sewn leather, covered well.
 
Its incessant minds come to roost on the edifice.
Where gargoyles play and stare at us from high above.
Plotting dominion and so decree 
their demonic sovereignty
over all they wish
and all they see.
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I rest upon the forest’s graves,
 timbers soaked in screams—
 a mansion veined with whispers,
  my beams groaning with old grief.

Rain taps my eaves like knuckles on coffins;
 wind slips through me, tasting secrets kept,
 as I recall the woman they called witch—

 Ira,
  who sang to worms
   and wore her husbands’ teeth for a pendant.
 Ira,
  whose voice cracked mirrors
 and made the hearth bleed.

They said she killed all ten,
 persuaded the gravedigger
 to feed my rose garden with their marrow.

But I remember only her songs—
 how they chilled my walls,
 her footsteps
  that ended mid‑stair.

Their rings still gleam between the roots.

  I think…]
TIMBERS SOAKED IN SCREAMS
 
I rest upon the forest’s graves,
 timbers soaked in screams—
 a mansion veined with whispers,
  my beams groaning with old grief.
 
Rain taps my eaves like knuckles on coffins;
 wind slips through me, tasting secrets kept,
 as I recall the woman they called witch—
 
 Ira,
  who sang to worms
   and wore her husbands’ teeth for a pendant.
 Ira,
  whose voice cracked mirrors
 and made the hearth bleed.
 
They said she killed all ten,
 persuaded the gravedigger
 to feed my rose garden with their marrow.
 
But I remember only her songs—
 how they chilled my walls,
 her footsteps
  that ended mid‑stair.
 
Their rings still gleam between the roots.
 
  I think…



[image: Perhaps I only dream of blood—… Perhaps I only dream of blood—
 as all centuries‑old,
lonely, mad things do.

Yet mirrors breathe here,
  portraits weep,
  nails twitch
 like buried nerves.

 My halls hunger for echo,
  for company.
 But when the brave arrive
  to prove I’m empty,

  I open wide,
  and their flames flutter like dying hearts.

 The air curdles with their screams.

 And from my cracks,
  all that’s left is her voice—

   “Come in. Stay with me.”
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Perhaps I only dream of blood—
 as all centuries‑old,
lonely, mad things do.
 
Yet mirrors breathe here,
  portraits weep,
  nails twitch
 like buried nerves.
 
 My halls hunger for echo,
  for company.
 But when the brave arrive
  to prove I’m empty,
 
  I open wide,
  and their flames flutter like dying hearts.
 
 The air curdles with their screams.
 
 And from my cracks,
  all that’s left is her voice—
 
   “Come in. Stay with me.”
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[image: You went to a house… You went to a house
where you thought
love could be found, 
but instead… 

‘twas a crooked carousel 
of laughing hyenas 
wearing plastic crowns.
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You went to a house
where you thought
love could be found, 
but instead… 
 
‘twas a crooked carousel 
of laughing hyenas 
wearing plastic crowns.
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[image: Goosebumps rise with brush… Goosebumps rise with brush
Of unexpected webbing
Sensation of touch
Many crawly legs tickling
Not just imagination
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Goosebumps rise with brush
Of unexpected webbing
Sensation of touch
Many crawly legs tickling
Not just imagination
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[image: Black butterfly, do you bite?… Black butterfly, do you bite?
Your wings,
they sing when you take flight
I hear them in my dreams at night
Kiss my face with gentle chimes
Melodic touch rocks like a lullaby
Black butterfly
Can I feel your teeth?
You land,
It wakes me up from sleep
Your touch like silk razors mark me
Slip beneath the skin and impede my speech
Thoughts flood my consciousness in an intricate weave
Black butterfly
What are you whispering?
Your voice is too soft,
I can't hear you, but I'm listening
The threads left behind are glistening
The identity created, now splintering
Impressions infected, divination blistering
Black butterfly
You have 8 eyes.
I see now,
I've created my own web of lies
Manipulated myself into a strangled disguise
Drunk on the poison my own thoughts supplied
Tell me how to purge, so I can take back my life
Black butterfly…
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Black butterfly, do you bite?
Your wings,
they sing when you take flight
I hear them in my dreams at night
Kiss my face with gentle chimes
Melodic touch rocks like a lullaby
Black butterfly
Can I feel your teeth?
You land,
It wakes me up from sleep
Your touch like silk razors mark me
Slip beneath the skin and impede my speech
Thoughts flood my consciousness in an intricate weave
Black butterfly
What are you whispering?
Your voice is too soft,
I can't hear you, but I'm listening
The threads left behind are glistening
The identity created, now splintering
Impressions infected, divination blistering
Black butterfly
You have 8 eyes.
I see now,
I've created my own web of lies
Manipulated myself into a strangled disguise
Drunk on the poison my own thoughts supplied
Tell me how to purge, so I can take back my life
Black butterfly…
 
@forthean9uished



[image: Daddy Issues… Daddy Issues

It's so bright.
Around me only flashing light.
I scream out into the night.
Someone is standing by my side.
With a laugh that cuts through me,
He tells me I'm his destiny.
His greatest work, his masterpiece,
A vision born to never cease.
When the flashing stops,
I feel the hunger, my pain unlocks.
I do not know who I truly am,
I only know he is my creator, this man.

My limbs creak as I rise to my feet.
A towering form, stitched and incomplete.
The wind tears through my hollow chest,
Rage and confusion fill my unrest.
Through the streets I stumble and race,
Clutching the pieces of my face.
The villagers scream, their torches bright.
I flee in darkness, consumed by fright.
In the river I see my face.
What am I what is this disgrace?
Then through the fog I see her there,
A girl with hair like golden flare.

I grab her close, she struggles, pulls away,
Her eyes wide with terror, trying to stay.]
Daddy Issues
 
It's so bright.
Around me only flashing light.
I scream out into the night.
Someone is standing by my side.
With a laugh that cuts through me,
He tells me I'm his destiny.
His greatest work, his masterpiece,
A vision born to never cease.
When the flashing stops,
I feel the hunger, my pain unlocks.
I do not know who I truly am,
I only know he is my creator, this man.
 
My limbs creak as I rise to my feet.
A towering form, stitched and incomplete.
The wind tears through my hollow chest,
Rage and confusion fill my unrest.
Through the streets I stumble and race,
Clutching the pieces of my face.
The villagers scream, their torches bright.
I flee in darkness, consumed by fright.
In the river I see my face.
What am I what is this disgrace?
Then through the fog I see her there,
A girl with hair like golden flare.
 
I grab her close, she struggles, pulls away,
Her eyes wide with terror, trying to stay.



[image: I run through alleys, her fists striking me,… I run through alleys, her fists striking me,
Her cries are loud, but I don't hear her plea
Then in the mist my master appears,
With wided eyes full of fear.
He tells me to leave that woman alone,
To take his hand and come back home.

I won’t obey, I won’t let her go,
He tries to take her, he takes a blow.
I lose my grip, both fall to the ground,
Their heads explode with a dull sound.
Flames rise, the villagers surge in vain,
Their torches flare, their shouts remain.
I hold my father and the girl again,
The fire swallows us, and ends my pain.
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I run through alleys, her fists striking me,
Her cries are loud, but I don't hear her plea
Then in the mist my master appears,
With wided eyes full of fear.
He tells me to leave that woman alone,
To take his hand and come back home.
 
I won’t obey, I won’t let her go,
He tries to take her, he takes a blow.
I lose my grip, both fall to the ground,
Their heads explode with a dull sound.
Flames rise, the villagers surge in vain,
Their torches flare, their shouts remain.
I hold my father and the girl again,
The fire swallows us, and ends my pain.
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[image: The ones that slither and sibilate… The ones that slither and sibilate

Trapped and terrified in my little shack
If i had a way out I’d never come back
Cuz I couldn’t manage to sleep tonight
And the 3 am horrors are causing me fright
They slither through the darkness in silence
Injecting thoughts of pure joyful violence
The Fear-sweat on my forehead is glistening and gleaming
And I can hear the witches out there chanting and singing

Why oh why do they choose to torment me?
There is no rhyme or reason it shouldn’t be
Their eyes are filled with the color blood red
Peering into my mind, right into my head
The legions are coming soon, it is surely nigh
And the gates of hell are now swinging open wide
And the terrors with names given before time are now here
They whisper sweet nothings strait into my ears
Trying to trick me out of my soul by sign first light
And I’m starting to lose this old futile fucking fight

Soon they will break the mental wall down that I built
And my precious eternal blood will be be freely spilt
And I’ll be but a shell of the man I was before
They will have ripped my soul out from its very core
Forever aimlessly wandering not seeing the light
No matter where I am, I’m in the darkness of night

Paul Russell
@the_gutter_poet]
The ones that slither and sibilate
 
Trapped and terrified in my little shack
If i had a way out I’d never come back
Cuz I couldn’t manage to sleep tonight
And the 3 am horrors are causing me fright
They slither through the darkness in silence
Injecting thoughts of pure joyful violence
The Fear-sweat on my forehead is glistening and gleaming
And I can hear the witches out there chanting and singing
 
Why oh why do they choose to torment me?
There is no rhyme or reason it shouldn’t be
Their eyes are filled with the color blood red
Peering into my mind, right into my head
The legions are coming soon, it is surely nigh
And the gates of hell are now swinging open wide
And the terrors with names given before time are now here
They whisper sweet nothings strait into my ears
Trying to trick me out of my soul by sign first light
And I’m starting to lose this old futile fucking fight
 
Soon they will break the mental wall down that I built
And my precious eternal blood will be be freely spilt
And I’ll be but a shell of the man I was before
They will have ripped my soul out from its very core
Forever aimlessly wandering not seeing the light
No matter where I am, I’m in the darkness of night
 
Paul Russell
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“I deserve it!” She squeals with a grin
while she bites into the tender skin
knowing isn’t enough
to keep her from decay
but the taste of knowing
is far too intoxicating
to realize she’s started rotting
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South of Eden
 
“I deserve it!” She squeals with a grin
while she bites into the tender skin
knowing isn’t enough
to keep her from decay
but the taste of knowing
is far too intoxicating
to realize she’s started rotting
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[image: How lovely,… How lovely,
the taste of salt on your skin.
How joyous your tears
as they quench my thirst. 
Your lips—like strawberry bubblegum
and how I bite and chew on them in delight. 
But your eyes… 
how delicious they are, 
as I feast upon your terror.
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How lovely,
the taste of salt on your skin.
How joyous your tears
as they quench my thirst. 
Your lips—like strawberry bubblegum
and how I bite and chew on them in delight. 
But your eyes… 
how delicious they are, 
as I feast upon your terror.
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[image: sinew starts to render… sinew starts to render
before the screaming stops
fingernails blacken and crackle
and then the organs pop
release entrails upon the dust
watch where the gizzard falls
put out the flame preserve the meat
inside these fleshy walls
as they begin to butcher
i feel every stroke
every masticating gnaw
every bone and tendon broke
vultures peck at me
pulling me apart
never careful what they eat
will meat them in the dark
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sinew starts to render
before the screaming stops
fingernails blacken and crackle
and then the organs pop
release entrails upon the dust
watch where the gizzard falls
put out the flame preserve the meat
inside these fleshy walls
as they begin to butcher
i feel every stroke
every masticating gnaw
every bone and tendon broke
vultures peck at me
pulling me apart
never careful what they eat
will meat them in the dark
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[image: Flames lick ribs with rabid tongues,… Flames lick ribs with rabid tongues,
Broth begins from boiled lungs.
Entrails leak like curdled cream,
Lips afloat still start to scream.
Oily skin, a scalding brim,
An eyeball pops, so round, so grim.
Shins and arms go in the pot,
Add toe beans before they rot.
Overripe, the peaches bleed,
Sour-sweet… just what we need.
Scoop the chest, the lungs collapse,
(It’s fine— I gave him kinder naps.)
A dash of rosemary, plague in a cup,
This one was Greg, he gave himself up.
Blood congeals, a tofu glue,
I found his liver…. toss it in too.
Tongues are salted, truth runs dry,
Pepper makes the liars cry.
Ears go in, but not before
We whisper sins they’ll hear no more.
“Is this thing on?” I speak, then laugh,
The heart goes in, a twitching half.
The skull, a bowl, still wet and red,
A tureen carved from a severed head.
Brain is curdled, spiced with clove,]
Flames lick ribs with rabid tongues,
Broth begins from boiled lungs.
Entrails leak like curdled cream,
Lips afloat still start to scream.
Oily skin, a scalding brim,
An eyeball pops, so round, so grim.
Shins and arms go in the pot,
Add toe beans before they rot.
Overripe, the peaches bleed,
Sour-sweet… just what we need.
Scoop the chest, the lungs collapse,
(It’s fine— I gave him kinder naps.)
A dash of rosemary, plague in a cup,
This one was Greg, he gave himself up.
Blood congeals, a tofu glue,
I found his liver…. toss it in too.
Tongues are salted, truth runs dry,
Pepper makes the liars cry.
Ears go in, but not before
We whisper sins they’ll hear no more.
“Is this thing on?” I speak, then laugh,
The heart goes in, a twitching half.
The skull, a bowl, still wet and red,
A tureen carved from a severed head.
Brain is curdled, spiced with clove,



[image: Garlic sizzles on the stove.… Garlic sizzles on the stove.
Buttocks roast to tender glaze,
A man-made feast for darker days.
Garnish fingers, perfectly curled,
Teeth like pearls, around them swirled.
Now ladle deep, you starving few…
The secret meat… is always you.
Come taste the truth, come get your due:
Tonight we dine on Human Stew.
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Garlic sizzles on the stove.
Buttocks roast to tender glaze,
A man-made feast for darker days.
Garnish fingers, perfectly curled,
Teeth like pearls, around them swirled.
Now ladle deep, you starving few…
The secret meat… is always you.
Come taste the truth, come get your due:
Tonight we dine on Human Stew.
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maw,
blazing
red
and
black,
Sulfur
screams,
flesh
melts,
bones
crack,
Demon's
whisper,
Angel's
weep,
Hell’s
torment
slowly
creeps.
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inferno
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monstramus]
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[image: In the grotesque maw of the beastly feast,… In the grotesque maw of the beastly feast,
visceral screams echo
as eyeballs are chewed like toffee,
their gelatinous orbs
bursting with sickening crunch.
Brains fried to a charred pulp,
the air thick with the stench of seared flesh
and drained blood
clammy,
viscous,
oppressive.
Can you smell it?
Mmm,
the aroma of human black pudding,
a gruesome indulgence.
a symphony of carnage.
A feast for the feral,
a feast for the mad.
Where your are the main course.
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In the grotesque maw of the beastly feast,
visceral screams echo
as eyeballs are chewed like toffee,
their gelatinous orbs
bursting with sickening crunch.
Brains fried to a charred pulp,
the air thick with the stench of seared flesh
and drained blood
clammy,
viscous,
oppressive.
Can you smell it?
Mmm,
the aroma of human black pudding,
a gruesome indulgence.
a symphony of carnage.
A feast for the feral,
a feast for the mad.
Where your are the main course.
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[image: Her eyes did not betray… Her eyes did not betray
the shock she could not say
as the coffin lid gave way
the familiar body within
created a raucous din
like a mournful violin
rising from eternal rest
no breath within its chest
none any longer blest
it made an awful sound
loud howling unbound
as it fell onto the ground
she then herself fell dead
joining the one she'd wed
and everyone lost their head
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Her eyes did not betray
the shock she could not say
as the coffin lid gave way
the familiar body within
created a raucous din
like a mournful violin
rising from eternal rest
no breath within its chest
none any longer blest
it made an awful sound
loud howling unbound
as it fell onto the ground
she then herself fell dead
joining the one she'd wed
and everyone lost their head
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[image: Disheveled at a Midwestern Diner… Disheveled at a Midwestern Diner


Someone once told me, 
I would regret not walking off

silently into the sunset. 
Having survived

that haunted cave
past midnight.   

To not embarrass myself, 
telling a story no one would believe.  

My own damn fingers  
trembled in disbelief, but 

I’m not a coward. 
The only regret I have  

is not speaking louder. 
Not standing outside and shouting,  

“Don’t go in! Don’t go in!” 
You see,

you’ll call me crazy, but 
that cave scratched my brain.  

And they worry about appearances, 
groomed to not rock the boat,  

but I just… 
I worry for the next poor soul  

that cave will devour, 
right down to bone.
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Disheveled at a Midwestern Diner
 
 
Someone once told me, 
I would regret not walking off
 
silently into the sunset. 
Having survived
 
that haunted cave
past midnight.   
 
To not embarrass myself, 
telling a story no one would believe.  
 
My own damn fingers  
trembled in disbelief, but 
 
I’m not a coward. 
The only regret I have  
 
is not speaking louder. 
Not standing outside and shouting,  
 
“Don’t go in! Don’t go in!” 
You see,
 
you’ll call me crazy, but 
that cave scratched my brain.  
 
And they worry about appearances, 
groomed to not rock the boat,  
 
but I just… 
I worry for the next poor soul  
 
that cave will devour, 
right down to bone.
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[image: have you walked through… have you walked through
since the wolf was last seen
there is tell of a hood
hematic crimson pristine
waving high in the bough
of a treant deceased
vine of Pinocchio
star fairy released
from the curse of his flesh
blood for wolf's thirst
birth of the dead
puppet found her first
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have you walked through
since the wolf was last seen
there is tell of a hood
hematic crimson pristine
waving high in the bough
of a treant deceased
vine of Pinocchio
star fairy released
from the curse of his flesh
blood for wolf's thirst
birth of the dead
puppet found her first
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[image: The past is buried deep… The past is buried deep
I dig it up piece by piece
Each word is a tear that falls
A heavy heart is slowly eased
A graveyard where a mind can find peace
The soul continues to cry
In the darkness and stillness of silence
No where is safe
Everyone to fear
Desperate to scream
No one will hear
To climb out of the pit of hell
Never any help
Or anyone to tell
Slowly dying a thousand times
Distancing from reality to hide
A ghost echoes
But never seen
On another frequency
In the realm beyond dreams
I make friends with my demons
Their melodic tune calls my name
Dancing joyfully
With them I feel sane
They love me unconditionally
I'm finally free to be me
Is this healing
Or is this insanity?
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The past is buried deep
I dig it up piece by piece
Each word is a tear that falls
A heavy heart is slowly eased
A graveyard where a mind can find peace
The soul continues to cry
In the darkness and stillness of silence
No where is safe
Everyone to fear
Desperate to scream
No one will hear
To climb out of the pit of hell
Never any help
Or anyone to tell
Slowly dying a thousand times
Distancing from reality to hide
A ghost echoes
But never seen
On another frequency
In the realm beyond dreams
I make friends with my demons
Their melodic tune calls my name
Dancing joyfully
With them I feel sane
They love me unconditionally
I'm finally free to be me
Is this healing
Or is this insanity?
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In the cemetery,
a vulture buries
rotten seeds,
and now my bones,
they bleed.

Anaerobic,
this garden’s choking.
Trusty trowel tills
until this trauma
is freed.

You look down upon me
and see hollow holes,
but I see the aeration
of my grave
and horticulture.
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You wish you had planted
something new instead of me.
So blinded by gleam,
you cannot see.
The displaced soil

now covers your feet.

How my seedlings,
silent and alone,
take root now and breach
the walls of your world,

sprouting new flowers,
each now, your own. 
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My Grave and Me
 
In the cemetery,
a vulture buries
rotten seeds,
and now my bones,
they bleed.
 
Anaerobic,
this garden’s choking.
Trusty trowel tills
until this trauma
is freed.
 
You look down upon me
and see hollow holes,
but I see the aeration
of my grave
and horticulture.
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You wish you had planted
something new instead of me.
So blinded by gleam,
you cannot see.
The displaced soil
 
now covers your feet.
 
How my seedlings,
silent and alone,
take root now and breach
the walls of your world,
 
sprouting new flowers,
each now, your own. 
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[image: A sonnet about how stupidity is monstrous.… A sonnet about how stupidity is monstrous.


death’s defying croak boasts screaming scratched throat

While the dirty microwave door swings closed

The famed mattress on the floor remains stained

a bleached-detergent wound full of shame

A half-life forming in banality

and the most terrifying reality

Is the impoverished mentality

An abundant decay shrieking scarcity

As they pre-plan their eternal escape

Spiritually bypassing love fully

Recklessly half-dying while bullying

their spawn aggressively into cruelty

As the world inherits teeth and terror

through an evolutionary error
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A sonnet about how stupidity is monstrous.
 
 
death’s defying croak boasts screaming scratched throat
 
While the dirty microwave door swings closed
 
The famed mattress on the floor remains stained
 
a bleached-detergent wound full of shame
 
A half-life forming in banality
 
and the most terrifying reality
 
Is the impoverished mentality
 
An abundant decay shrieking scarcity
 
As they pre-plan their eternal escape
 
Spiritually bypassing love fully
 
Recklessly half-dying while bullying
 
their spawn aggressively into cruelty
 
As the world inherits teeth and terror
 
through an evolutionary error
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[image: Evil wants you to be afraid… Evil wants you to be afraid 
to blame the thing, to rage. 
To remain misinformed, 
to lean into it 
for comfort and safety. 
To do its bidding. 
To gain control and 
devour you—us, as a whole.

If only real life were as simple 
as a horror story… 
where the monster 
is easy for us to see.



And so, with that,
I hope that you have thoroughly enjoyed
our haunted, poetic stories.



THE END
]
Evil wants you to be afraid 
to blame the thing, to rage. 
To remain misinformed, 
to lean into it 
for comfort and safety. 
To do its bidding. 
To gain control and 
devour you—us, as a whole.
 
If only real life were as simple 
as a horror story… 
where the monster 
is easy for us to see.
 
 
 
And so, with that,
I hope that you have thoroughly enjoyed
our haunted, poetic stories.
 
 
 
THE END
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[image: In this second season of our rhythmic and writhing rhymes, we will stroll along in the darkness of mind through a few mysterious moments, cell phones, bad decisions, sexual tension, and licking-our-wounds kind of lessons.… In this second season of our rhythmic and writhing rhymes, we will stroll along in the darkness of mind through a few mysterious moments, cell phones, bad decisions, sexual tension, and licking-our-wounds kind of lessons.
Together, all of the contributing poets hope you find this edition suitably dreadful. Please, if you are able to, show support for our poets and go give them a quick follow on Threads and Instagram.
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If you would like to participate next year, our submissions usually open in September.
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In this second season of our rhythmic and writhing 
rhymes, we will stroll along in the darkness of 
mind through a few mysterious moments, cell 
phones, bad decisions, sexual tension, and licking-
our-wounds kind of lessons.
Together, all of the contributing poets hope you 
find this edition suitably dreadful. Please, if you are 
able to, show support for our poets and go give 
them a quick follow on Threads and Instagram.
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If you would like to participate next year, our submissions 
usually open in September.
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