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I am bound


in a rotting shell
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a thousand dead

rotting shattered minds


aid me and curse me

as I tread through hell


this undead flesh

is strange to me


	


Time unhallows

bone

flesh

blood

my body rages

even now

against it


those ravages

so harsh and cruel

stole away 

my most sacred self

	


All that I am

hurts

burns

aches

broken and enraged

I cry out


I am forsaken

torn from heavenly gates

blasphemy, idolation, 

suffering beneath iron heels







	The night wind howls

with wretched breath

through the poisoned trees













What languid, amnesiac

liquored and psychopomp nightmare

awaits my unseemly death?










Through what maelstrom might my soul endure if I die before I wake and beg for hell my soul to take?











“Kneel, be a good little boy and do what I say.”















“Oh come on, you know you liked it.”

	I awake paralyzed, chained to my bed by fear and drenched in icy, anxious sweat. I gasp, my body unfurls, I breathe after a long eternity, a languid, halting inhale: the air in my bedroom is stuffy and humid and smells of dust and dander and the ever-irritable musty rot that seeps like slime into every crack of my apartment. 

I squeeze my eyes shut and flinch until it hurts. The dream visions echo across the back of my eyelids– a sprawling wasteland covered with a thick, black-grey mud that stretches for miles to every side and which covers the mountains and hills and crags and every little rock; it fills the streams like so much rotting blood–  and they blur away into pinpricks and splotches of colored strain. I squeeze tighter, wringing my mind’s bloody rag until it is dry.

The land itself burns too. It is necrotic, sulfurous, and every drop of rain and every speck of wet earth that touches my flesh stabs me with searing flames. I am rotting, yes, rotting, pulsing and burning and smoking with acid and poison that scorches my veins with every step that I dare take.

I shake the sleep out of my eyes. The memory fades. The dream -the nightmare- is over. 

Pained stress calligraphs my face with a thousand wrinkled curses and dissipates. I wipe the sweat from my brow -I don’t have a fever. Then why?- and paw at my sheets. My fingers curl into the fabric, drowning themselves in a sea of jaundiced polyester linen. 

I grasp one of my sweat-stained plushies. My hand seizes tight around its matted fur as aftershocks rock my skull, as the memory of my sleep intrudes again, as my mind reels like I’m still walking through a dreamscaped wasteland, as if still-


Fuck.


The sights, the sounds, the feelings, they all echo through my head and stir my heart and my breath to frenzy. I feel as if, again, I am slipping back and away into a spiral of unending misery. My thoughts are ablaze, rioting, burning with a poisoned copper flame.

Acid trickles down my throat. It tastes as burnt and acrid as it always does.

I breathe quickly and try to settle down. I relax my fingers with a conscious, well-rehearsed thought: I am okay. I am here. I am alive.

	Necrosis,

like pine flower creeps

in sublimate microdoses

radiating heat from a stain











inflammation

anaphylaxis

a candle flame

night after night

a thousand wicks burnt 

to stumps

of paraffin wax


It radiates from house-flesh

Slow poison of ruin

A century of life reduced

To a decade

Of decay















“No! Please, no, stop, I don’t want this! Please, stop!”














“That was terrible.”







	Look in the mirror, traveller, and tell me what you see.













You have to.


Stop being a fucking coward.









Errors weep– 

tears,

failure,

disruption,

flow like sap 

–like blood– 

to feed the root of decay



––––––––
[image: ]


It’s pathetic is what it is.






Sacrifice hair and flesh

to the sacrosanct shell.


cracked

broken

flawed


hurting

burning

aching


this skin suit

this me-

it is incorrect


	The lines of an old poem, half-forgotten, ripple through my head as I step into my squalid bathroom. I look around and turn on the pale fluorescent lights with a flick of an ancient, exposed-wire switch. I close my eyes and take a deep breath.

I step over to the dirty mirror. I catch a fleeting glimpse of my own movement in the corner of my downcast eyes reflected in the grime.

I look at the reflection in the mirror. Part of me curls inward and cringes. I don’t want to think about what I’m looking at. It certainly isn’t me, no, I don’t look like that.

It isn’t me. Simple as that. It can’t be, it won’t be. No, that thing- 

I grab its too-wide bony jaw and force it from side to side like a cruel drill instructor or a harsh mother. I inspect its face from every angle. I feel the bristle of its fresh black hairs, feel the jutting bone beneath its flesh, see the skin that is marred with scars and acne, palpate the pig-fat cheeks-

A shiver runs down my spine when I come to the same cruel realization.

I resign to my disgust. I take off my filthy shirt and cup my hands under my breasts. A twinge of pity, sad to the point of retching, rips through my chest. They’re so small, so under-formed, and they ache, god do they ache, but still- I take a moment of solace in this one deformed, hard-won, redeeming quality..

I regard the rest of my “self” and gag. Wrong. It’s all wrong: the wide shoulders, the potbelly, the unshaped buttocks, the sagging testicles and-

And-

I avert my eyes and climb into the shower. It does nothing to erase my feelings. Steam curls away from the water dripping down my loathsome form. My vision blurs in the vapor. I am glad for it. I scrub my flesh until it’s raw beneath the kettle-hot rain. 

I dry off and open the medicine cabinet. I swallow down my pills: 200 milligrams spironolactone, 25 milligrams of gray market bicalutamide, two milligrams of sublingual estradiol, and some caffeine to jitter me awake.

I turn away from the damnable mirror and attempt to dress. I want so desperately for my clothes to fit right, to cover and morph this self-hatred into something beautiful, something right. That cute bra with the lacy filigree? Doesn’t fit. That one from a company specializing in "special" sizes? Nope, none of it fits. Not properly. Not to mention the incompatible anatomy that makes underwear a chore. 

I throw on a t-shirt and some ragged black pants. Oh, and a poorly-fit sports bra so I don’t, I don’t know, get hate crimed for having femme-ish nipples. I tie my hair back and try not to think too hard about the flesh that I inhabit.

	The lingering mists 

pick up in a wind and swirl, wraith-like,

around your

feet.


You hear it then,

Crying,

Screaming,

Keening in the dark.
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I can’t do this.


I can’t!









I am cooked to necrotic ash by the fires of my life.







No, no no no, no!

It can’t- no- why-

It can’t be me.








I hate me too.







This is agony. Looking at it was bad enough, touching it is torture. 

















Should I even bother with makeup? 

Not today, please. I’m exhausted already.



	





You need to lose weight anyway.



























Wait, no–
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