
  
    [image: anOther Mythology]
  


  
    
      ANOTHER MYTHOLOGY

      Poems

    

    
      
        MAXWELL I. GOLD

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Interstellar Flight Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        anOther Theogony, anOther Mythology

      

      
        False Expectations

      

      
        I am Death (Thanatos’ Arrogance)

      

      
        I am Dead (Hades’ Plea)

      

      
        Post-Eros

      

      
        No Gods, No Sea Beneath the Waves

      

      
        The Moth

      

      
        Croesus’ Coin

      

      
        Across the Seas, Into the Desert I’d Have You Again

      

      
        Where Roots Run Deep

      

      
        Phobos Oneiroi: Into the Mouth of Fear

      

      
        Endymion the Twink and the Vengeful Moon

      

      
        Anti-Orpheus: The Music of Death

      

      
        The Clay and Cruel, The Prometheus

      

      
        Pangu, the Anti-King

      

      
        Below, The Pit

      

      
        I Am Yawn

      

      
        Blood and Flowers: Saffron Nightmares

      

      
        The Fall of Cin

      

      
        The Tree of Other (The Other Tree)

      

      
        The Graveyard of the Gods

      

      
        The Myth of the Closet

      

      
        The Myth of the Flood

      

      
        Platz, the King of Nothing

      

      
        Drag, Queen of the Underworld

      

      
        The Chamber of What-If

      

      
        As Fate Would Have It

      

      
        Hetero Never-After

      

    

    
      
        Author’s Note: The Myth of Mythology

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        About the Cover Artist

      

      
        Interstellar Flight Press

      

      
        poetry books from Interstellar Flight Press

      

      
        Subscribe

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ADVANCE PRAISE FOR ANOTHER MYTHOLOGY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        “Loosely based on Hesiod’s Theogeny, Maxwell I. Gold’s anOther Mythology deconstructs traditional mythic narratives and tropes in a defiantly transgressive take on cosmic origin stories. Indeed, the Muses must have conferred Hesiod’s kingly scepter of authority to Gold, and he uses it wisely. Gold fearlessly flings open closet doors, unveils dark deceptions, and reshapes the cosmos to unshackle the stars. A stunning reclamation of Greek myth.” —Carina Bissett, award-winning editor of Shadow Atlas: Dark Landscapes of the Americas

        

      

      

      
        
        "Maxwell I. Gold's poetry pulls from the heart and bleeds truth onto the page." —Michael Bailey, multi-award-winning author and editor.

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        anOther Theogony, anOther Mythology

      

      

      The story never ends. The System came, another god forged in the light of a new universe, nameless to its worshippers but all-too recognizable in the awful cruelties, the normative chains which pulled down beast and god alike as Displacement and Other were soon birthed from that which was unmistakable.

      Displacement followed, the System’s progeny, another child of that wretched pantheon pushed through their wide jaws, the inequitable distribution of life, light, and fear across existence where emerged from their blood, Paranoia, the long-haired wretch too naïve and ashamed to leave his closet—and Fear, the leathery serpent-boy who slunk across the dark musty innards betwixt star and broken dreams of the universe, danced atop crumbs of dread, forever smeared beneath him.

      The children of the System were too numerous to count—the worst of these Fear, Displacement, and Confinement, the spoiled brat who swallowed hope and Light so easily into the pits and impractical depths never to peer beyond his lips. Of course, many more followed, and their names were inconsequential compared to the destructions wrought by their respective siblings and the System’s hunger.

      Most pitiful, forgotten by the rest, especially the System, was the Other, a bastard some said, never meant to be and pushed aside into the darkest closets of the universe when the high walls of their confinement were torn asunder. The Other stood taller and more imposing than the stars, anomalous and beautiful, and ripped the ancient chains from the cracked foundations as the System fell, piece by piece. So the story continued, and the System went, another nameless god forgotten to the Other.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        False Expectations

      

      

      Expectations screw with perceptions of light, fantasy, even blood and bone. They certainly did mine. Gods, monsters, and all the contemptible soap operas bellowed the same betrayals and mundane problems. Maybe that was the drag, not me. Things had to change, and luckily, I had it all worked out. Myths cooked in marble pots penned the conceptions where divinities poured down from white-nimbus castles in tender clothed and ivory-skinned gods, but lies were the song of history and myth perpetuated erroneous what-ifs and god-smacked blasphemies.

      So too, the stories were passed down, and perhaps I’d weave myself into the legend, throwing the twisted metal of expectation into the hot, gurgling forges where word and reason might re-write and reshape that which sought to contort the pantheons of yesterday into some jaded, wretched theogony.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        I am Death

        (Thanatos’ Arrogance)

      

      

      Flashes, spectral ambivalence, and guttural music orchestrated in the last pitiful moments before the body fades into memory. They’ll never forget me. I can’t help myself, or the dramatics, but I’ve been taught not to play with my food. Bodies, brain, and beautiful dreams coalesce my hunger until nothing remains for me to do except swallow everything into the darkness of my forgotten stomach, where fingers lick the salt and stars, only wanting

      
        
        one

      

      

      
        
        more

      

      

      
        
        bite. Too much?

      

      

      He’ll survive, he always has beneath that helmet . . . at least I think he will, if I don’t finish everyone, everything off, first bit by bit, down to the last atom, I really can’t help myself, though it’s difficult to hold back the urge to swallow and take

      
        
        one

      

      

      
        
        more

      

      

      
        
        bite, from the lights, the gods,

      

      

      
        
        and stars.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        I am Dead

        (Hades’ Plea)

      

      

      They always forget me, the Closet of Shadows. I’m here in the shadows, too, a host for those poor unfortunates always terrified without cause, without anything, and too quick to make the jump or the last kiss when they’re brought to me in this place of dark cavernous dreams and helmets taller than their nightmares.

      
        
        They

      

      

      
        
        Always

      

      

      
        
        Forget,

      

      

      I’ve been here for countless millennia, waiting, watching, witness to the birth of stars though forever misunderstood and still stranded in my own closet of shadows. Doomed to care for these wild unfortunates who glide through His lips, His sloppy seconds.

      And they always forget, but I remain here, in this closet of shadows.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Post-Eros

      

      

      Wading inside the sticky, glittery, globulous mass that was the Night before the others; before the Abyss in his bottomless hunger; before Chaos and her cantankerous, jagged temper; before the rock and wrath that was Earth; I sat content in imperceptible Voids manipulating emotion, bleeding with rage and destiny. The crackle of new stars and wild myths, engendered by the tantalizing spark of what-if spurred billions toward my love. That was the way of it—the truth of things, despite the false destinies and designs constructed to gaslight my reality.

      Still, the curse of longing persisted through the ages and would forever burn inside me; after the Abyss found that final destruction which consumed him and all his debaucheries pleasure; after Chaos was twisted inside out from unending cycles of entropy, blasting away the remnants of beauty, bone, and atom; after the pitiful rock was sucked dry entirely of life and thought, only the emotionless beasts which roamed the metal sphere in a black web of nothingness; and I was left happy, swollen with completeness, love, and never-again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        No Gods, No Sea Beneath the Waves

      

      

      There were no gods, monsters, or demons beneath the ocean swells, only black faces, clever tricks to avoid the crushing depths, and despicable, foamy darkness. I was no different than those who came before me—carved in marble, those laughing facades drowned in washed-up philosophies as pretend masters of the sea. They were faulty manipulations carved in salt and scorched brains, pulsing through the ages until another one of us was crushed or cursed by the seas. I, too, was a mutant realized, in the chain unbroken, as the waters whispered treasonous thoughts, preparing to slit the throats of those who thought themselves the false gods of the waters of the universe.

      Bubbles less numerous and air pockets as rare as gemstones as the darkness crept in through the ruins and wrath of sunken worlds—and my ability to think, to breathe, became more like some flash-bang dream. My time was coming to a close, and there soon would be another to replace the false pretenders of the sea.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        The Moth

      

      

      I was many things to many universes and civilizations. Perhaps a dragon or beast, some winged gemstone-carrying behemoth who dwelled at the center of existence,  the personification of earthquakes, or a force so great the fabrics of reality ripped beneath my bulk.

      So large even that my body altered perceptions and dreams wherever I moved, pulling the stars across my sparkling mass over timelines and twisted cyber-structures as if they were twine caught in my fingers. Over and under, through swirling fire-pits and graveyards of shadows, floating in the darkness, cradled in the nightmares of every living organism, I grew to become the infinite dread-many, in name and form. Names carved in ink, blood, and dark curses failed to discern the nature of my hideous scale.

      I was many things to many universes and civilizations, or perhaps a dragon or beast, but always Moth.
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