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​Preface
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Poetry has always been the echo of the soul, a whisper from the depths of human experience, immortalizing love, loss, and longing in the fragile yet enduring embrace of words. This collection, Gothic Poems to Love & Liberty, was born out of a restless heart seeking expression, a voice that longed to articulate the mysteries of passion and the weight of sorrow. It is a book woven from the threads of history, mythology, and the very essence of the human condition—a love letter to the gothic tradition, steeped in the beauty of melancholy and the sublime.

The gothic, in its truest form, has always been a marriage of darkness and light, an exploration of the haunted corners of the mind where love and pain entwine like ivy around a forgotten tomb. It is not merely an aesthetic but a philosophy—a way of seeing the world through the prism of shadows, of finding meaning in sorrow and beauty in decay. In this book, I have sought to capture that essence, to breathe life into the ghosts of old myths and tragic lovers who have been immortalized by time.

Throughout history, love has often been depicted as an act of defiance against fate, an entity both redemptive and destructive. From the doomed romance of Orpheus and Eurydice to the tragic devotion of Layla and Majnun, love, in its most gothic sense, is a specter that haunts the living, forever unresolved, forever aching. Each poem in this collection seeks to encapsulate this eternal yearning—the bittersweet knowledge that love, in its most profound state, is often inseparable from loss.

Yet, beyond the heartbreak, this collection also speaks of liberty. Liberty from the constraints of time, from the weight of the past, and from the chains of societal expectation. To love is to rebel, and to be free is to understand the cost of such defiance. The gothic heart is one that refuses to accept the world as it is; it dreams of what could be, aches for the impossible, and finds solace in the beauty of longing.

Each poem in Gothic Poems to Love & Liberty is a testament to this duality. You will find stories of forgotten deities and cursed lovers, of specters who roam the night in search of their beloved, of lords who weep for the mortals they cannot save. The figures who inhabit these pages are at once mythological and deeply human, speaking to us through the ages, their grief and passion as fresh as though they had only just lived.

The gothic tradition has always thrived on the liminal—on the space between the living and the dead, between light and dark, between love and despair. This collection embraces that space, reveling in the beauty of contrasts. The weeping Niobe, the cursed Medea, the forsaken Persephone—all of them exist in the chasm between worlds, neither wholly belonging to one nor the other. It is in this in-between that the most haunting poetry is born, and it is where these verses seek to take you. Perhaps, like me, you have always been drawn to the tragic, to the aching beauty of forgotten places and lost souls. Perhaps you, too, have felt the lure of myths that refuse to fade, of lords who still whisper their secrets in the rustling of the leaves and the crashing of the waves. If so, this book is for you.

But let this not be merely a collection of grief. There is beauty here—an affirmation that even in sorrow, there is something worth holding onto. That in the depths of despair, one may still find poetry, and in the echoes of the past, one may still hear the heartbeat of love. If there is a single message to be found within these pages, it is this: Love, though fragile, never truly dies. It lingers, much like the words upon this page, waiting for someone to listen, to understand, to remember. So enter these pages as you would an ancient cathedral or a forgotten ruin. Let the voices of the past guide you through their stories. Let the ghosts of love and liberty speak to you. And if you find yourself haunted by these verses, if they linger in your mind long after the book is closed, then I will have done what all poets hope—to write something that does not fade, something that becomes a part of you.

Welcome to Gothic Poems to Love & Liberty. —Mason Carter
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"The words and poetry of Mason Carter are infused with profound wisdom and deep understanding. When I sit quietly with his verses, and allow them to wash over me, I am transformed. They aralwaysbeautiful; occasionally they are challenging and disquieting. Mason's sensitivity and insight demand that I see and acknowledge a world of suffering and injustice, and ask me to participate actively and with passion despite my perceived inadequacies, inabilities, and shortcomings. He dreams of a world far more loving, forgiving and wise than the one we see around us, and invites us to dream with him."


-  Roger E. Briesch, Illinois,-Public Speaker-Former Directorate Batavia Chamber of Commerce.


Mason Carter belongs to the cadre of poets who transcended the notions of art for art's sake and annihilated their creative capacity in giving voice to the bitter truths existing in society..

Where the exploitative system indoctrinates the notions of psychological slavery and makes us feel this is the only world and worldview to live with, Mason's poetry so strongly pictures that there is another world possible which is more beautiful, just and characterised by love.. A great human being and a century a head of his age in his wisdom and exposure, Mason Carter is a pride and rare resource who will surely create a revolutionary fervour in the young minds via his perfect articulation of truth in his poetry...... I am proud I have got him as my cousin and above all a great friend and comrade!!


-  Farooq Shah Syed, Assistant Director (Research) Senate, Pakistan, July 2016


Mason Carter's poems are melancholic yet at the same time soothing. Reminds me of Byron's .


-  Sabrina Majuakim, Malaysia.


Mason Carter’s poetry is indeed a really exuberant experience. I have read a fair amount of it and always found it inspirational, combining both lyrical features in terms of poetical technique and style, as well as a deeply intellectual, rational faculty, to create his art. His work is very exacting in its craftsmanship and he is a meticulous poet/writer, who innovates and tries out many varied strophes, in his quest for a unique creative excellence. In my view, his poetry is constantly maturing and evolving and he may be ranked among the new and upcoming voices of Pakisatni literati. I also admire the tone of wittiness and occasional irony,that impinges into his thoughts and feelings, and adds a richer dimension to his writing, compared to most other new writers who are now coming forth. There is a certain air of sophistication and polish, that makes Carter standout. Complex patterns of joy and sadness emerge out of his psyche, with grace and passion, blended into exquisite counter-point. It is certainly to be hoped that, in years to come, we will get to read and enjoy even more of this poet’s verse, as he hones his skills further and attains newer heights.


-  Dr M. Ilyas Khan, PhD Litt(UK), formerly Asst Dir with UN/UNESCO, now academic consultant with AMSOL, Djakarta, Indonesia, June2016



In Carter's poetry we find the best blend of asceticism and didacticism. As an agent of Social change and emancipation, he uses his gist to convey his message through universal medium of poetry. His love for gothicism and his soul searching social emancipation requires us to read his poetry twice to fully grasp its deep sense. - M. IBRAHIM KHOKHAR, Shah Abdul Latif University, Khairpur, July 2017
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​The Prince of Hollow Hearts
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In the castle's shadow, dim and deep,
Where silent hours in darkness creep,
A prince once bright, now cold and numb,
No sorrow stirs, no joy shall come.
His soul, a hollow, empty well,
Where none could echo, none could tell
The endless void, the aching loss,
Of feeling borne upon no cross.
He sought the stars in midnight's veil,
To pierce his heart with Heaven's wail,
Yet found no warmth, nor light to burn,
In icy skies, his heart did turn.
With trembling hands, he grasped at life,
To end his cursed, eternal strife,
But the balm of love, the fire of rage,
All melted into the endless cage.
He sought the witch, in shadows grim,
To fill the void, to chase the dim;
Her potions sweet, her charms so fair,
Yet not a pulse would stir in air.
The vials spilled, the candles burned,
But still, the prince, with heart unturned,
Felt nothing deep, no tear did fall,
His mind a fortress, bleak and tall.
The priests and sages, wise and old,
In whispered hymns, in tales retold,
Brought sacred rites and holy words,
Yet still, no voice within was stirred.
He sank in sorrow's deep embrace,
The love of life—a ghostly trace.
He walked through all of Heaven’s doors,
Yet found no key to his own core.
In the garden, 'neath the moon's pale glow,
Where flowers die and winds do blow,
He wept not, for his eyes were dry,
No tear could fall from his cold sky.
The roses wilted, the trees did moan,
But the prince, alone, and left unknown,
Could feel no pain, could taste no joy,
As lifeless as a forgotten toy.
He turned from prayer, from grief, from cries,
And gazed into the empty skies,
No longer seeking what was lost,
For he had learned the bitter cost.
Apathy, his only friend,
A solace that would never end.
No sorrow pressed, no joy did rise—
He’d sealed his heart in coldest lies.
And in the end, when all had fled,
When dreams and hopes lay cold and dead,
The prince stood still, a shadow cast,
Content at last, to feel no past.
For in that void, that endless night,
He found at last a twisted light—
A peace in numbness, grim and deep,
The prince, at last, had learned to sleep.
​
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​The Decay of Her Beauty
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She was the rose, once soft and bright,
A maiden fair, who graced the night,
Her lips, a crimson, dying flame,
Her eyes, two stars that none could tame.
Her skin, the pallor of the moon,
Her laughter like a sweet, soft tune—
But now those roses wither slow,
And pale as death her cheeks now glow.

A memory lingers, faint, unheard,
Of whispered vows, of broken word,
For in her soul there lies the stain,
Of love betrayed, of bitter pain.
She walks through halls of hollow grace,
Where shadows long have left their trace.
Her beauty, once a fleeting light,
Now lost to grief, consumed by night.

She recalls the lover’s tender kiss,
And how his lies did steal her bliss.
His promises, so sweet, so bold,
Now rust like iron, bitter cold.
Each memory a dagger sharp,
Twisting deep into her heart,
She feels the weight of every year
And every sigh that brought her fear.

She sees the moments slip away,
Like fading stars at break of day.
A dance once bright, now dead and slow,
A song of joy, now drowned in woe.
Her hands, once soft, now wear the mark
Of sorrow's grasp, so cold, so dark.
Her hair, once gold, now falls in strands,
As dust upon her trembling hands.

In dreams she walks through fields of ash,
Where love was torn in twisted flash,
Her lover’s face, once sweet, now lies
A ghost, a shadow, in her eyes.
She calls his name, but he is gone,
And all that’s left is endless dawn,
The grief that eats her soul alive,
A hunger that no tears can drive.

Her heart, once full, now hollowed deep,
A tomb where broken memories sleep.
Her body weakens, fades to dust,
Her spirit drowned in bitter trust.
She watches as her beauty dies,
Her love betrayed, her heart defies,
And in the mirror, she can see—
A hollow shell, no more than she.

And as the night does claim her breath,
She welcomes it, this cruel death.
For in the end, she finds no peace,
No rest, no end to grief’s decease.
The roses die, the moon does fade,
Her beauty lost, her soul betrayed.
And in the silence, dark and still,
She dies alone—her heart to fill.

A broken soul, a fading light,
A girl who once was pure, so bright.
Now lost in shadows, torn and cold,
Her story whispered, never told.
She dies beneath the heavens' weep,
Her beauty gone, her heart to sleep.
For in betrayal’s cruel embrace,
She met her end, in hollow grace.
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​What if I asked you?
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To falter once about dark circles around my eyes,
And conquer my persona to see what hides behind!
A chaotic, scarred and poisoned soul in decay.
Would you still look at me like I was the only one?

What if I told you!

Beauty is hardwired deep in the pain and suffering,
Yet no one ever falls in love with broken things.
"They seek for perfections and scars are all I am,"
In his loneliest, the self-destructive would think.
Sometimes, all cuts are justified,
Just because you love the one,
Holding the knife...

To falter once about dark circles around my eyes,
And conquer my persona to see what hides behind!
A chaotic, scarred and poisoned soul in decay.
Would you still look at me like I was the only one?
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​Velvet Nocturne
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She moves like shadows kissed by flame,

A hush of silk, a whispered name.

The moonbeams linger, lost, possessed,

Upon the curves of night’s caress.

The dusk enshrouds in lace and mist,

Where candlelight and hunger twist.

A sigh escapes the hollow air,

As silence trembles unaware.

Dark tendrils weave through perfumed sin,

Where softness yields, yet pulls within.

Where softness yields, yet pulls within.

The night drinks deep her ghostly trace,

An opium dream of fleeting grace.

The velvet hush, the silver stain,

A breath, a shiver, sweet as pain.

And in the dark where secrets dwell,

She stirs the pulse- some nameless spell.
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​A Love Like Orpheus’ Lament
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I sang you from the marrow of my bones,
A melody wrung from funeral hymns—
Each note a rib torn loose,
Each verse a vein unraveling.

Your name was the ghost in my throat,
A dirge whispered to the grave,
Yet the underworld swallowed my echoes,
Leaving me cradling silence.

I walked through the ribcage of death,
Barefoot on the teeth of the abyss,
My fingers strung with sinew and sorrow,
Plucking fate’s last fragile thread.

But love is a spine bent backward,
A throat cut open for a song.
And when I turned to taste your shadow,
You slipped like dusk through my hands.

Now, I sleep with a lyre of brittle bones,
And let vultures pick my ballad clean.
For even the wind has learned to hum—
The hollow tune you left in me.
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​The Boy Without a Mirror
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In the hollow dusk, where shadows creep,
A boy roams restless, cannot sleep.
His heart, a void, his soul undone,
Seeking the place where he has none.
Before him mirrors, glassy and bright,
Reflecting nothing, swallowing light.
He stares in vain, his eyes so wide,
But the glass betrays, it turns aside.

No face appears, no form, no name,
Only darkness, cold as flame.
He presses close, his breath so slow,
And whispers softly, “Where do I go?”
But the mirrors mock, the silence weeps,
And the boy’s own voice no answer keeps.
The reflection, like shadows, slips away—
And he’s left alone in the break of day.

He wanders then, to the rippling stream,
Its waters cold, its surface gleams.
In it he peers, his hands outstretched,
But what he sees is not himself—wretched.
The water bends, the waves grow tall,
And yet his face will not befall.
The ripples dance, but show no trace,
Of the boy who searches for his face.

Beneath the moon, he stumbles near,
The stars above, but none to cheer.
With trembling hands, he digs the earth,
Thinking, perhaps, to find his birth.
Yet in the dirt, no truth does lie,
No whispered voice, no answered cry.
The soil devours, it gives no grace,
Just endless depths—an empty space.

He seeks within the hollow woods,
Where trees are twisted, dark, and good.
They whisper secrets, ancient, old,
But none of them will make him bold.
His heart beats fast, his breath turns thin,
The woods are silent, no echo within.
He cries out loud, but no one hears—
Not the trees, not the moon, not his fears.

Through empty halls and corridors vast,
The boy keeps searching, endless, fast.
He calls his name into the night,
But the air returns it, hollow, light.
No answer comes from wind or flame,
The boy alone, with none to blame.
He follows shadows, but they flee,
For he, himself, he cannot see.

And so, through nights and endless days,
He drifts in silence, lost in maze.
No mirror will return his gaze,
No water shows his soul ablaze.
He searches still, yet never finds,
For the boy who seeks himself is blind.
And in his search, he fades away—
A ghost among the darkened gray.
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​The Hunt for Joy
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Beneath the heavy shroud of night,
A girl once sought the golden light—
The fleeting joy, the tender kiss,
The whispered promises of bliss.
She wandered far, from hill to shore,
Her heart ached evermore,
For in her chest, no warmth could stay,
No laughter brightened up the day.

Through velvet woods, she softly crept,
Where echoes whispered, shadows wept,
She called for joy, with voice so sweet,
But no reply, no lover’s feet.
She sought it in the crimson dawn,
Where lilies bloomed and light was drawn.
But when she reached for it, alas,
It vanished like the morning glass.

She searched in taverns, dim and cold,
Where laughter echoed, stories told,
But still, no joy would grace her mind,
Her heart was trapped, her soul confined.
She tried to seize it in a song,
To dance and twirl, to play along,
Yet every melody turned sour,
And every note lost strength and power.

In lovers’ arms, she thought to find
The happiness that plagued her mind,
But every kiss, though sweet and fair,
Left only silence in the air.
She clung to fleeting moments bright,
Yet shadows stretched to steal the light.
Her joy, a ghost, would slip away,
And leave her broken, night to day.

But once, beneath the moon’s pale gaze,
She wandered in the darker maze,
Where whispered winds began to stir,
And touched her skin with death’s soft blur.
There, within the tangled trees,
A figure watched her, with no pleas—
A specter cloaked in sorrow’s thread,
A lover draped in hues of dread.

With hollow eyes, he gazed at her,
His lips adorned with words obscure,
“Are you not weary of the chase?
Does joy not leave you in disgrace?”
The girl then froze, her heart did sink,
For sadness stood, and made her think.
She whispered, soft, her voice did break,
“Are you the joy I sought to take?”

He smiled, a bitter, knowing grin,
“Without me, joy can never win.
For in the light, there must be dark,
And in the bright, there lies the mark.
For every joy that fills the air,
A shadow waits, a sorrow there.
And though you chase with all your might,
I am the cost of your delight.”

She trembled, then, her eyes did see,
That happiness could never be
Without the bitter kiss of pain,
The joy must fade, and then remain
In contrast deep, in sorrow’s light—
A dance between the day and night.
She turned away, the truth in hand,
For in the sadness, joy would stand.

And so, she wandered evermore,
But with a heart that now explored
The balance—joy and sorrow’s song—
Together, they both would belong.
And though she sought no happiness alone,
She learned at last she was not alone.
For joy, like tears, must softly fall,
And in their union, she found it all.
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