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​Introduction

Slavic mythology has always carried a peculiar duality—its heroes shine with impossible virtue, while its villains are cast in shadows so deep that little humanity is allowed to breathe within them. In retellings of the tale of Marya Morevna, Koschie the Deathless is almost always rendered as a monstrous force of nature: skeletal, ravenous, and utterly without softness. Yet myths, like people, are not fixed in a single shape. They can be broken open, reframed, and reimagined—especially through poetry, where emotion has room to haunt the spaces that folklore traditionally leaves empty.

This collection began as an exploration of that possibility. As a poet drawn to gothic sensibilities—the tragic, the liminal, the wounded—I found myself fascinated by the emotional silence surrounding Koschie. What does it mean to be “deathless”? What tenderness might survive in a being condemned to centuries of decay? What grief, what longing, what distorted echo of love could bind such a creature to a mortal woman like Marya Morevna? By approaching the myth from the perspective of the figure most demonised, I sought not to vindicate him, but to uncover the human fractures beneath the legend.

These poems are a deliberate inversion of the traditional narrative. Rather than observing Koschie from the outside—as an obstacle to be defeated—I shift the gaze inward, imagining the decay of his spirit, his loneliness, his hunger for love twisted by immortality. Marya remains fierce, luminous, and uncompromising, but here she is also a catalyst: the unreachable star against which Koschie’s eternal darkness defines itself. In this retelling, the tragedy is not of good versus evil, but of two beings whose fates intersect in violence, longing, and inevitable rupture.

I was inspired by the stark beauty of Slavic folklore, with its cold winds, unforgiving forests, and enchanted thresholds. Yet I approached it through a gothic lens—where love is a wound, immortality a curse, and monsters are merely those whom time has not allowed to die. These poems are not meant to rewrite the myth, but to walk alongside it in shadow, listening for the sorrows that the original tale leaves unspoken.

This collection, then, is both homage and reinterpretation: a descent into the emotional underworld of Koschie the Deathless, and a meditation on the fragile boundary between myth and humanity.

​Prologue

Before the first chain clatters, before the first curse awakens, the world of these poems stands already cracked with longing. Here, the tale of Marya Morevna and Koschie the Deathless is not merely retold—it is unwound, thread by thread, until the myth reveals the trembling pulse beneath its iron surface. In these pages, the familiar story shivers into new shape: lovers become ghosts, heroes become intruders, and the monster of legend gathers a voice sharp with sorrow and bright with impossible desire.

This is not a world of wooden palaces and bright folk colors, but of dim corridors, moonless forests, and hearts that bleed centuries. Each poem traces a different fracture in the myth. Together they form a single, long lament: Koschie’s captivity, Ivan’s folly, Marya’s grief, the battle that ends the deathless one, and the ashes that whisper even after he falls. The castle becomes a dying body. Love becomes chain, fire, curse. And the deathless one—traditionally a figure of pure malice—emerges instead as a creature shaped by hunger, grief, and the terrible ache of eternity.

Marya, fierce and unyielding, stands at the center of it all: not a damsel, but a warrior whose decisions cut deeper than any sword. Ivan, the prince of the old tale, becomes here a figure of restless fate—sometimes lover, sometimes destroyer. And Koschie, in his ruin and desperation, becomes the wounded heart of this collection, haunted by a love he cannot claim and a humanity he cannot fully reach.

This prologue stands as a threshold to the poems that follow: a reminder that every myth holds more than one truth, and that every villain carries a story that was never told. These verses move through shadow, bone, and memory—seeking the quiet moments between violence and tenderness, between love freely given and love grotesquely claimed. What emerges is not a heroic tale, nor a moral one, but a gothic descent into longing: the deathless yearning for the living, and the living trying to escape the gravity of the deathless.

Step now into the tale as it trembles on the brink of ruin. The chains are already loosening. The forest already knows his name. And in the distant dark, Koschie the Deathless has begun to remember what it feels like—damnation or blessing—to love.
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​Part I: The Captive Bride

In lands where dying stars refrain,
Where sorrow drips like autumn rain,
There looms a fortress, cold and grim,
Where time itself has wept for him.
Koschei, a wraith of fate’s cruel thread,
A name both feared and left unsaid,
Did cast his gaze on beauty’s light—
Marya Morevna, fierce and bright.
She danced beneath the silver haze,
A fire alight in midnight’s maze.
He watched, enthralled, with cursed breath,
For love is sweet—but sweet as death.
He stole her hence, through wind-torn trees,
Through hollow fields and withered seas.
His hands like specters clutched her tight,
Yet feared the fire within her sight.
She whispered low with silken tongue,
"If love you seek, let fate be wrung.
Endure the trials, prove thee strong,
Or rot in chains where you belong."
And so she bound him, deep below,
Where candlelight forgot to glow.
A specter wrapped in rusted chain,
Yet longing carved him just the same.
​Part II: The Prince’s Folly

From distant halls of marble bright,
Where banners swayed in golden light,
A prince rode forth, with heart unchained,
Ivan, the doomed, by fate ordained.
Three sisters lost to wizards’ guile,
He sought their love through mile and mile.
Yet when he spied the warrior-maid,
His heart was lost, his choice was made.
They wed in haste, in fleeting bliss,
Yet war soon stole her from his kiss.
And in her stead, she left one plea—
"Touch not the door beneath the keep."
Yet man is weak where secrets lie,
And hands betray when left untied.
He sought the dark, unsealed the tomb,
And woke a storm to drown the moon.
There Koschei lay, a wasted wretch,
With hollow eyes and sinew stretched.
“Water, boy—one sip, no more,
And I shall tell thee what’s in store.”
He drank, he laughed, the chains unmade,
And night unfurled where sunlight strayed.
With wind and shadow swift he fled,
To steal again his long-lost dead.
Marya wept beneath his grasp,
A bride reclaimed by iron clasp.
Ivan pursued with fury’s breath,
But met instead the kiss of death.
His broken frame in ocean cast,
His bones as relics of the past.
Yet fate is cruel, and death unkind,
For dead men rise where magic binds.
His sisters’ husbands—beasts of wing—
Did lift him high, did breathe and sing.
“To Baba Yaga, seek the way,
Or die again by Koschei’s blade.”
​Part III: The Death of the Deathless

Through briar, through stone, through wicked test,
He tamed the beast, outrode the rest.
And with a steed of silver flame,
He rode once more to end the game.
Upon the cliffs of weeping earth,
Where blood-fed soil gave sorrow birth,
He clashed with Koschei, steel to spell,
And tore him from his cursed shell.
The Deathless screamed, his body fell,
His ash was caught in autumn’s knell.
His hollow bones were burned and spread,
Yet love still lingered, cold and dead.
Marya wept in Ivan’s hold,
Yet through her tears, the night grew cold.
For in the wind, where whispers stray,
She swore she heard Koschei say:
"To love is pain, to live is woe—
Yet I will love thee long below."
​Epilogue: The Echoes of Koschei

Where ruins stretch like withered veins,
Where ghosts are bound in love’s remains,
His voice still lingers, cracked and frail,
A sorrow lost beyond the pale.
The Deathless fell—his curse undone,
Yet still his dirge is never sung.
For love betrayed and love unclaimed,
Are love's true deaths—forever chained.
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