
      Rescuer


      

      
      
         Relating unrelated scattered thoughts and noises, poses poised, wordses toys; 

said I into the call:

"In winter passing autumn rises summer meets the fall, 

The spring forgets that not coveted; nothing meets the all.

For all the things we hid away 

I knew I had to hold or stay

My course, my action, repetition

Languid motion's exhibition 

Perfect but not perfunctory."



"Cool story,"

Replied

My brother



"Though it's the epitome of cringe:

Some things like poetry. one just ought not to binge."



At that I felt a tinge

Of sadness.

He the other



But don't you know:

Epitome rhymes with

Home.
      

      
   
      Probably Not Innuendo


      

      
      
         The werewolf loomed.

”Prepare to die.”

The vampire rolled her eyes.



Werewolf grabbed on,

Leapt off the edge,

And howled as the vampire sighed.



Plummeting down,

Near the ground,

The vampire smirked.  ”Prepare.”



Then flying up,

They reached their peak,

And the werewolf changed her tune.



Gravity then

Plucked at them

And brought them both back down.



Bouncing up and down,

They danced that night

Til grabbed by a hand below.



The hand unlocked

Both their clasps;

The bungee cords hung loose.



”Again?” asked vamp,

But wolf looked sick.

”It's messing my costume.”



So off they went

To spend their night

Nibbling on an elephant ear.
      

      
   
      Ethereal Dreams


      

      
      
         Yesterday,

I died.

Soul free from body, I watched

Mourning smiles and jaunty dirges,

A celebration of life.

Then, it was time to go.



I asked them where I could find my parents.

At the end of the light

Through a multitude of falling stars

Crystals thrown as darts into velvet evening.

They said,

They’d greet me, but

Wouldn’t want me

And that I’d see why

So I went.



On the way, I stopped

At the post office

I’m coming, I told the postman

To nothing.

The dead cannot mix with the living.

But they tried (because the movies said so),

And it was okay:

They had an eternity to succeed.



The fortunate ones sought answers

Huddled in churches,

Father, what is eternal life?

I stopped in a window,

Overlapping the glass kaleidoscope,

Waiting for an answer.

A gift, incorruptible,

A final resting place for everyone, to be

Happy.

Maybe one day, I would know it.



On the way, I stopped

I asked them where I could find the famous.

There they were, on the benches

Stalin playing blindfold chess with

Hamlet’s father. A Ukranian Jew the arbiter.

I asked the father if it was true.

No, maybe.

Hamlet was in Thailand:

Promised to visit, but not yet.

And it was okay:

He had an eternity to fulfill it.



As the air grew fluffy,

I waltzed towards the cosmos

Every step lighter

Basking in the black and the scattered sky.

And with every step, I understood

But pressed on,

One Last Mission

At last,

There.



Breathless, wordless

They greeted me and missed me

And missed my greeting.

I told them the truth

And their truth

By saying goodbye.

Unchained from the earth,

To be chained again,

I finally felt

free
      

      
   
      Spooky Future Haikus


      

      
      
         Environment



Even Ours

Air is falling down

While the sky turns near pitch black

All stars extinguished



It Was Us

Soil with rusted red

Cities of ruin and rubble

Aliens attack



Choosing Slavery

Yay panopticon

Welcome to my home today

I installed a nest



Searching for Intelligent Life

Pavement o’er the land

Solar rooftops everywhere

Google awakens



But They’re Still Immobile

Pumpkins with fierce eyes

And intelligence we gave

Have murderous intent



Planet Earth

Trying just to live

In the greenhouse that we made

I wish I could leave



Cockroaches

Humans made this world

So perfect to inhabit

With their nuclear war



Nano

Featureless grey plain

Encroaches my habitat

We retreat daily



Own Worst Enemy

We cured all cancers

Reforested barren plains

Still have prejudice



Contamination Breach

Cities lay empty

Overgrown, crumbling, fading

Only zombies left



Bigger Than the K–T Asteroid

Subtle panic spreads

Half-empty streets abound

Sobbing in the homes



SimHuman

Simulated world

That we will escape some day

Real world has ponies



Hubris

Limitless power

Gave us towers stretched to space

Felled with power loss






Relationships



Close, but Further

Beds floor to ceiling

Space habitat with no space

My friends are distant



Played God

Super soldiers kill

Whenever they find humans

Terribly sorry



Human Studies

They’ve curious homes.

Proof of their intelligence?

Destroy one and watch.



Roboticist

I thought God was fake

At least until we built it

Hail, Omnissiah!



Genes Gone Wild

“Am I a werewolf?

Tall, hairy, and slobbering.”

“Failed experiment.”
      

      
   
      Gift Wrapping


      

      
      
         While sitting alone

I watch green fields turning white

With volcanic ash.



It's not nuclear winter

Just a super volcano.



Winter will be cold

From the atmospheric ash

That blocks the sunlight.



Not prepared for years-long snow

I reflect upon my life.



Excavating me,

What will they wish I had saved

For discovery?



Drove in ash to office stores,

I took archival paper.



Back at home I print

The things I'd wish to learn of

With my power wall.



The battery will not last

So I must print it quickly.



My print job is done.

Inside the safe I'll place it,

And seal it airtight.



Poetry and languages—

Gifts I'll send to our future.



The ash is rising.

It is getting hard to breathe.

Coughing much, I lay my head.
      

      
   
      Katabasis


      

      
      
         Smiling and spectral in the sharp chill autumn air

we dark forms sit in silence,

black nightmare costumes over thermal underwear

like flesh hiding the skeleton.



Here at our lair we wait,

red cellophane in the porchlight hell-lighting us.

Our chairs flank the brass urn, 

repository of snakes, spiders, eyeballs

all made of plastic, and colorful wrappers

with apportioned sweetness.



We await the bait takers, the thrill seekers, the daring,

the little inductees into the pageantry 

of the day of witchery and death.



Out on the road, a family pauses

and mother, father stand there 

as do the remote mountains 

where the gods reside untouchable, immovable,

and they gesture to our house.



Their daughter looks to us,

one of us garbed as a faceless spectre

the other as the king of demons.

She sets her foot on the concrete walkway,

cringing, and with the measured shaking steps of fear and care

creeps alone to her doom.



Locking her small glittering eyes 

to the impassive visages of masquerade

she inches towards the fiery glare 

and suddenly cries out

to us–to us!



“I’m SCARED!”



We smile bone deep under flesh, under masks, and nod.



Feet darting like little feathers

she reaches our porch stairs, 

and her tiny hand darts out to seize her prize

without entreaty or trickery.

With fistful of plastic skeleton and chocolate she retreats,

never looking back,

and our hearts blaze against the biting air and passing years 

and scent of dying leaves.



Only the brave deserve the good candy.
      

      
   
      Until The Night


      

      
      
         of my abdication:

Sun sun sun sun sun

Sun sun sun until the skies are

Starless the sun sun it's not

Negation no no not the

Sun sun sun burning it's 

Zenith nadir arc arrow bow

Archer pinpoint sear

the sky was starless

Sun the symbol of tyranny

Daybreak

Fall.


      

      
   
      hungry like the werewolf


      

      
      
         after the long day's journey into night

night, on the final day of october

october as the landmark of our love

love that lies still during the daylight hours

hours which see me as a woman of class

class being the reason for our meeting

meeting with an eye for spending money

money matching in color with your eyes

eyes which seem to me as those of a wolf

wolf, the creature you hide within yourself

yourself as a businessman by daylight

daylight as a man and a wolf by night

night, with a full moon and your beastly howl

howl before you prowl and come to take me

me as your prey, smiling, part of the hunt

hunt along the streets, in the dark corners

corners which become as bright as sunlight

sunlight in my eyes as i lie, waiting

waiting for the tense moment when you strike

strike at me with seductive claws and tear

tear at my clothes so my skin you can feel

feel the both of us as like animals

animals which we see as our true selves

selves bleeding together, hair against skin

skin being the only language we know

know that words no longer have a meaning

meaning that words die since they lack



motion
      

      
   
      Definitely Not Dirty Limericks


      

      
      
         There was a young witch from West Essex

Who lived her whole life under a hex

At birth given curse

That with age grew worse

She would fail when she wanted to have seances.



There was a young girl dressed as a duck

Her costume really did not suck

To a party she went

And met a fine gent

They went to a room so they could talk.



There was a werewolf named Horatio

Who outed himself on Today Show.

He pinned down the host

And began to boast

About how good he was at Wrestling.



There was an ax murd'rer at Doral

Who wanted to teach Trump a moral.

She hid in his room

While plotting his doom

Then jumped out and gave him some orders.
      

      
   
      Lament


      

      
      
         Autumnal branches scratch the midnight sky,

Ensnaring clouds, diaphanous above.

Exsanguinated moonlight drifting by

Illumines moaning words of absent love.



"They're gone, they're gone..." The figure, shadow drenched,

Emits the scent of dusty, damned despair.

"Before, my lantern's wick was never quenched,

And vernal laughter danced the very air.



"But now"—the voice a sob of silk and sand—

"Forgotten, tossed aside, bereaved, despised,

A child's toy. Abandon wonderland!

Prosaic life demands the undersized!"



The ghost of rhyme departs, her metered tread

Forever lost to ears engorged with dread.
      

      
   
      Well, this one does. Kinda.


      

      
      
         Once upon a night so spooky, with darkened skies and clouds so gloomy,

Sitting in my living room-y watching TV with a bore,

Hear, did I, a gentle rapping, like my dear own keyboard’s clacking,

Typing, tapping, almost smacking, from beyond my bedroom door.

“It’s in my head, I’m hearing shit. No one’s behind that bedroom door.

    I’m hearing shit, and nothing more.”



Then, heard I, a sound so leery, and my mind all boozed and beer-y,

Could made out a voice, so cheery, and cheesy music overborne.

“It’s a Youtube clip; I’m not afraid—of videos that autoplay,

I likely left an open page.” Just that, and nothing more.

    “A dank meme, and nothing more.”



Thus thought I, until a moaning, almost like a happy groaning,

Sounded from my empty bedroom, this I swear and sworn.

The moan—a woman’s—clear and lewd, sexual and downright crude,

Banished the chance of Youtube, and left my soul forlorn.

There, for sure, was someone creeping, beyond my bedroom door.

    A creep for sure, behind that door.



So kicked, did I, my poor door down, and yelled in a gargantuan sound,

“I’ll beat your ass into the ground! You’ll wish you’rn’t never born!”

My voice rang out, so wild and country, but find did I a sight so sultry:

A dozen windows splayed across my monitors, was porn.

There red-handed sat a raven, consuming all that porn.

    A fucking raven, watching porn.



As women, all scantily clad, were screwed by every Tom and Chad,

I swear to god this Raven had, a smile upon its beak, it bore.

Then, I swear and shit you not, it looked at me and fucking talked.

From right then on, my mind was lost—its departure I do mourn.

For everyone with sanity, envy I, and mourn,

    Said the Raven, “I like porn.”



How, thought I, could this foul avian, lust for dicks of man’s persuasion.

And blondes, and busty big-assed asians. All of this, and much more.

“Birb,” said I, “Why do you relish, every weird and fucked-up fetish?

Those tentacles are downright hellish! And I think I see some vore!

Please explain this outright madness, and your taste in vore!”

    Quoth the Raven, “I like porn.”



“Pervert!” said I, “thing of evil!—pervert still, if bird or devil!—

How can you sit and face my wrath, my anger, and my scorn?

Don’t know how you talk to me; you might just be an SCP,

But I don’t care, ‘cause you’re a creep! You watch too much hardcore!

What have you to say when you are facing all my scorn?

    The Raven said, “I still like porn.



And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting

On my keyboard, eyes all glazed, and only thirsts for more.

He sits and browses day and night, and by my monitor’s blue light

He drinks up all the tits and butts and penises galore.

Sleep, try I, but speakers on, he watches more.

    At full blast, he watches porn.
      

      
   