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About This Collection

Requiem for What Remains

Poems from the Dark

Some losses never truly leave us. They simply learn new ways to remain.

They settle into the quiet spaces of our lives, lingering in empty rooms, old photographs, fading voices, and memories we cannot bring ourselves to release.

Requiem for What Remains is a haunting anthology of poetry exploring grief, mortality, love, regret, and the fragile distance between those who leave and those who remain.

Within these pages, survivors stand beside hospital beds counting final breaths. Children grow older carrying wounds that never fully heal. Lovers search the ruins of broken futures. The dead walk beside the living as memory, guilt, longing, and hope intertwine.

Moving through themes of death, trauma, forgiveness, resilience, and acceptance, these poems travel the uncertain path from loss toward healing without ever pretending the journey is easy.

Raw, intimate, and deeply human, Requiem for What Remains asks the questions that follow every ending:

What survives after loss?

How do we carry those we cannot keep?

For readers who appreciate reflective, emotional poetry that lingers long after the final page.
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PART I

The Shadow Before
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Death is still distant. Fate is approaching. The world has not yet broken.

[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: ]

Let the Hel-Hounds Come by Dennis Waller

The hounds of Helheim howl for my heart,

Gaunt from the waters of Hvergelmir.

Their fangs will feast before this night is done,

Drawn by the scent of a thane's last triumph.

Though they hunger for my soul beyond the veil,

My thoughts are on Mjölnir and the mead-hall's fire.

A feeder of ravens is what I am called,

And still a fierce flame burns within my breast.

The shield lies broken beside my hand.

Blood darkens the frost where I make my bed.

Above me, black-winged watchers circle,

Patient as winter, silent as fate.

The sun sinks low beyond the slaughter-field,

And stars awaken over fallen kings.

Soon my spirit will ride on Sleipnir's back,

Across the high road to the Allfather's hall.

Tonight I feast beneath the golden rafters,

While the Hel-Hounds follow at my heels.

The gods have called.

The horn has sounded.

My fate was woven long ago

By the steady hands of the Norns.

Now my journey ends.

My sword is laid aside.

A solemn peace settles over me

Like snow upon a sleeping mountain.

It is time to go home.

Let the Hel-Hounds come.

I no longer hear them as hunters,

But as companions on the road.

And when the last fire leaves my eyes,

I shall walk unafraid into the dark,

For the hall of my fathers waits beyond it,

And the long feast has saved me a place.

Two Lane Blacktop by Austin Deepwood

The hammer is flung down in ecstasy as pretension and litigation

Are left to hesitate at angry red stop signs; 

Vain Newtonian Equations stifle the weak, 

While twin quartets moan in  rapturous pain;

And the cerebral tide flows backward as the future surges behind it,

And sweet madness fogs reason and sharpens the eye;

And pigs and mothers scowl from glass houses in crippled sick envy;

(Anxious to stone you with Moses Rocks and Paper Bulls);

And a leer stretches over clenched teeth, 

As Satan the Hood slides behind the wheel;

His hot hands running up the taught thighs of

Cadillac, Ford, Pontiac, Chevrolet

Pushing further up the skirt, heart racing sweat dripping muscles tightening

And the RESTLESS DAMNED

Stir momentarily from roadside graves,

Peer from crude white crosses, anxious; 

To watch the prophet glimmer past,

To hear the long lean howl chase behind;

And Death watches.

and hopes and waits and laughs and sighs

but mostly waits.

After all, this is Marlboro Country.

Keep in Mind That They Only Let You Ride Them For Money

by Austin Deepwood
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A ribbon of tarmac lies wanton o'er a hill,

hot and sultry beneath a jealous sky;

the papery rustle of Death's wings 

inaudible beneath the din as they blindly 'round the bend; 

drowned out by the thunderous cacophony of combustion, 

drowned out by the madness that fogs the mind and dogs sound judgement, drowned out by the ravenous hunger that froths wildly behind steeled gaze 

and grimace; 

the right wrist all the while an egress

for the anger, 

the disenchantment, 

the despondency, 

the goddamned VEXATION of the very endeavor itself; 

fast, faster, and faster still as The Hard Parts descend ever so gently to the churning earth below, 

stooping to kiss the rocky veil separating The Here from The Hereafter

as it ebbs away another piece of precious metal; 

the howl of man and machine a cry of defiance in an otherwise placid plain of weeds and wild flowers,

locusts and wolves, 

draught and desolation; 

the physical phantoms of the universe all the while conspiring,

conspiring to end the malcontent machine's song

as she strains 'twixt nature and man, 

stiffens taut while dancing along the razor's edge; 

a tremulous oscillation raging from shudder to shake

as the black maw yawns wide in anticipation;

teeth gnashing on empty air as the flicker-flash of chrome accompanies

correction of course,

an instantaneous violent reversal of force

that stirs no more than that same fortuitous whisper of fate on the wing; 

and it's flank-fucking-speed into the future, 

an arrogant blind charge into the next curve and a cackle as death's folly is glimpsed briefly-  

ever so briefly-

fading fast in juddering hindsight and the lovesick mind of the looking glass.
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The Alamo by Amelia J. Pritchett

Many brave soldiers took a stand 

James Fannin was supposed to lend a hand

Without extra troops

They were destined to lose

But they stood strong

Just not for too long

In the end

The battle was lost

Women and children staggered into the frost

But the stand gave inspiration

Which gave them determination

Old Davy the legend

By Santa Anna was threatened

When Almeron hung his gun on a peg

Sussana walked out and got shot in the leg

Jim Bowie sick in his bed

Never made it back to his homestead

Even though the Alamo wasn’t lavish

There to help went William Travis

Juan Seguin He snuck out and in

Moses Rose 

He didn’t fight he chose to dose

And poor slave Joe

He was let go 

Stephen F. Austin

He bravely left his home in Boston

The defenders of the Alamo

Back to home they’d never go

On that fateful day

Covered in snow
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PART II  

When the Silence Arrives
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The moment of loss. The last breath. The goodbye that cannot be taken back.
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I Counted Your Last Breath by JL White

I was there

when your chest rose

for the last time.

And I knew.

I knew

the moment it came.

Something in the room

stilled,

like even time

was holding its breath

with me.

I watched you.

Every rise,

every fall,

counting

without meaning to.

As if I could measure

how close we were

to goodbye.

The last one

was softer.

Not dramatic,

not loud

just... gone.

And I felt it

before I understood it.

Tim

your vivid blue eyes,

once full of shenanigans

and love,

rested in a place

I could not follow.

I wanted to call you back.

I almost did.

But something in me knew

this was not a moment

to fight.

This was a moment

to witness.

You had already fought.

Like a soldier

walking straight into a battle

you never chose.

You gave everything

you had.

Cancer took from you

piece by piece,

but it never took

who you were.

You loved your family fiercely.

Even at the end.

Even when your body

was letting go

you held on

as long as you could.

Your worn work boots

still sit by the door.

Hard shoes to fill.

I am proud

to have been your wife.

Proud

to have stood beside you

while you fought

the hardest war

your life ever knew.

And still

there is nothing

that prepares you

for the silence

after
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