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  Serendipity 


  As all fell into place, 


  I face that fear nonetheless. 


  Worry that in the hands of fate, 


  Leaves me in an uncertain space. 


   


  You came to me right as I needed, 


  To take away the pain, 


  To make us whole again. 


   


  You and I were meant for 


  Life together evermore, 


  To be the staff that lifts


  Each other as we go to fall. 


   


   


   


   


  By Serena Mossgraves 


  For the Faery Footprints Anthology 


  Find a vein, 


  End the pain. 


  Just another night


  For the world of fright. 


  Forget the reality, 


  Just push it away. 


   


  As the monsters rise, 


  And the doubt takes hold, 


  Let me ease myself 


  Into oblivion’s wake. 


   


   


   


   


   


  By Serena Mossgraves 


  For the Faery Footprints Anthology 


   


  Drip,  drip, 


  Crimson slips. 


   


  In the knife goes, 


  The cut so clean. 


   


  Drop,  drop, 


  Oh, the life’s chopped. 


   


  Slowly drifting into sleep, 


  Until the monsters all take leave. 


   


   


   


  Warm me


  Wrap me up in warmth, 


  Bringing the fires of Hell. 


  Touch me with the intent


  To consume me,  soul and all. 


   


  Lover come to my bed, 


  Ready to seduce. 


  Prepare thyself to tread


  Across the innocence 


  Of my maidenhead. 


   


  Warm me, 


  Until I no longer 


  Feel like I am a block 


  Made of ice. 


   


   


  Fragility 


  Gathering the pieces, 


  Shards of self, 


  Pausing to sigh, 


  Looking at the mess


  I have made. 


   


  I thought that I was hale, 


  Repaired from the last time. 


  All the seams sealed, 


  All the cracks unrevealed. 


   


  Should have known, 


  That I was fragile, 


  That again I would come 


  Back broken. 


   


   


  Hemorrhage 


  Hemorrhage, 


  My soul spasms, 


  Spurting from me 


  In such quantities, 


  That soon nothing 


  Will remain. 


   


  Bleeding out, 


  No ability to hold in, 


  The pain, the tears, 


  The need for a new reality. 


   


  Bandages useless, 


  No way to end the flow. 


  This is not really 


  How I expected to go. 


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Travel 


  Ready to go, 


  No path planned. 


  Pointing on the map, 


  And seeing where we land. 


   


  Travel freely, 


  Just to go, 


  Just to be, 


  Somewhere else. 


   


   


   


   


   


  Midnight 


  The clock strikes, 


  All is still.


  The hour of mystery 


  Of magic and power, 


  Time for mischief to be done. 


   


  Darkness reigns


  As the veil falls, 


  Creatures of the night 


  Take to flight. 


  Power of the natural world 


  Set about being heard. 
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