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  A crow's feather


   


  Black against the yellow moon 


  Torn away from it's place 


  Far too soon... 


   a single blight across 


   the midnight sky, 


   the evidence of a murder 


   falling gently. 


   


  Glossy black, 


  Stolen with glee... 


  I want to take the feather 


  Home with me. 


   


   


  A serial killers love letter


   


  My own true love, 


  The letters I have sent 


  The news called demented. 


    


  I carved each of them 


  With the most care, 


  Just as though you were 


  Standing there... 


    


  And left them for you to see... 


  Flesh splayed out... 


  Perfectly. 


   


  A Single Candle


   


  Do not rage against the dying light, 


  When you still have a single candle 


  Left that you can light. 


    


  You are not as helpless as you feel, 


  Though the molehills grow quite quickly, 


  For mountains take millennia to develop. 


    


  Stealing another's candle 


  will increase your light, 


  But at the cost of the state 


  Of your heart and mind. 


   


  Am I the Villain


   


  Though you tried to make 


  A villain out of me, 


  I find it is ill fitting 


  a persona for me really. 


    


  I know not how to be cruel, 


  I know not how to be mean, 


  I suffer not from 


  the ego that villains are known for, 


  so I ask you once more... 


  How am I the villain 


  that you sought to make me? 


   


  In The Deepest Of the Dark


   


  In the deepest of the dark 


  A monster sits alone, 


  Jaws extended gleefully 


  Ready yet to devour me. 


    


  Blood dripping from the jowls 


  Of the last to fall it's prey, 


  Waiting for the moment 


  When my guard is let to fall away.


   


  Pluck Out the Eye


   


  Pluck out the eye 


  That has seen my soul, 


  Give it to my demons 


  To prevent them from 


  devouring me whole. 


    


    


  Pluck from me my heart 


  That has rotted within, 


  And feed it to the world 


  Who thinks that I am rich in sin. 


    


    


  Pluck from me lastly 


  the soul of innocence 


  that is left behind, 


  For the world to me 


  Has only been unkind. 


    


   


  Promises


   


  Promises forgot are often done 


  As though they do not affect anyone, 


  When in truth the opposite is true, 


  Forgotten promises affect everyone. 


    


  They are the vein sliced open wide, 


  Leaving the world to see what is left inside. 


    


  And when you forgot what you said, 


  You left the trust lying dead. 


   


   


   


  Quiet


   


  We must be quiet,  


  The monsters are sleeping.  


  We left them in their places 


  Hibernating... 


    


    


  Waking up the monsters 


  Will hurry our end, 


  For the monsters will 


  Tear us apart from the 


  Inside skin. 


   


   


  Rewriting History


   


  History is written by the victors 


  That must be the truth, 


  But I don't care... 


  I plan on rewriting the history 


  Of what is between you and me. 


    


  Finding that place 


  Where we can exist, 


  And knowing that we 


  Are more than just a romance myth. 


    


  No I was not the victor 


  In the war that was our love, 


  But maybe if I control the pen, 


  I can make it that way for me. 
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