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THE UNDEAD 

 

Its Friday the 9
th

 of April, 2015, as the sun pierces through my 

boarded up windows, shinning across my bed; 

Another sleepiness night, as all I could hear was the screams 

ringing out from the undead. 

 

It’s been Eight days since the news broadcasts stopped, Six days 

since I had to wipe the blood away from my dying Wife; 

As her eyes closed, I kissed her goodbye, but then she woke up 

screaming, as she came back to life. 

 

Her eyes rolled red, her nails and teeth digging into my coat; 

I tried to stop her biting me as I cried, I wrapped my hands around 

her throat. 

 

She kept fighting like a wild animal, snapping her jaws, as I reach to 

the kitchen work top, grabbing a knife; 

I bring the blade down, stabbing it through her eye, as I said 

goodbye to my Wife. 

 

I remember kneeling next to her crying, as silence takes over my 

home; 

Now Six days later I am living in the darkness, boarded up windows 

and doors leave me a recluse, who is trapped living on my own. 

 

As the sun reached into the skies, the streets go quiet; 

For the first time in weeks I unlock my front door, as I am greeted 

by scenes which resemble the aftermath of a full scale riot. 

 

I don’t want to go out, but it’s either starve as a recluse, or fumble 

through hell to find some supplies; 

I take my first trembling steps into the deserted streets, as the sun 

beats down from the silent blue skies. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The streets of London are so quiet, burnt out cars and taxis litter 

the roads, the pavements are free from people’s feet; 

All the shop windows are smashed, as I walk down a silent Oxford 

Street. 

 

Litter blowing through the city, the spring breeze brings the smell of 

death; 

Torn up corpse’s stream across my path, images so horrifying they 

make me sweat, and take away my breath. 

 

The clock on Big Ben stands still, the London eye is stuck 

motionless reflecting the sun of the day; 

I stand at the entrance to Westminster station, but an eerie 

darkness is all I feel sweeping up from the subway. 

 

Walking in a daze, as over the Thames I see a deserted Millennium 

Dome; 

After hours of walking I see Buckingham Palace, no flag is flying, 

which means the Queen cannot be home. 

 

Time plays no part in this world, the sun starts to hide behind the 

buildings, as shadows reach out to me, like I am living inside of a 

dark dream; 

Echoing cries screech out from the darkness, it’s like the streets 

themselves are trying to scream. 

 

I run as fast as my legs will go, echoing screams seem to be 

chasing me, why did I leave getting home so late; 

I feel the sweat pouring from me, as it drains away my fate. 

 

I feel grass underneath my feet, as I run frantically into Hyde Park; 

The moon has now replaced the sun, as thousands of screams echo 

through the dark. 

 

Staggering dark figures walk towards me from every direction, I 

drop to my knees to cry; 

I clasp my hands together and pray, “Please God give this fallen 

angel wings, and teach me how to fly”. 

 

 



 

 

 

I scream out as teeth and nails rip into me, tearing my soul apart; 

I see the stars through clouds of blood, as I feel the final beat echo 

from my heart. 

 

After what seemed to be hours of darkness, my eyes open, but all I 

can see is red; 

I scream into the night sky, as the thirst for blood takes over me, I 

am now one of the undead. 
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CREATURE OF THE NIGHT 

(PART ONE) 

 

Today is my birthday, I am 361 years old; 

 I stand on the beach awaiting the sunrise, it is now time for my 

destiny to unfold. 

 

I take off my shirt and throw it on to the sand, as the horizon slowly 

starts to illuminate with rays of light from the sun; 

The piercing brightness slowly starts to burn away my skin, as it 

flashes back my memories to where this all begun. 

 

Pages of the calendar flash in front of me, before my memory stops 

on Wednesday the 15
th

 of July, the year is 1665; 

A great plague is sweeping across the land, which has left me the 

only one of my family, to still be alive. 

 

I just had to say goodbye to my Mother, as she whispered “I love 

you” with her very last wheezing breath; 

I run through the streets of London, just trying to escape the Black 

Death. 

 

I run until I feel grass beneath my feet, no longer the streets cold 

mud and stone; 

Tall trees tower over me, I am a 15 year old boy who is sat here 

crying all on my own. 

 

A whispering voice echoes through the darkness, causing my body 

to freeze; 

The hairs on the back of my neck shiver, as I see a tall dark figure 

hiding amongst the trees. 

 

My heart is racing, but as I get up to run I see the dark figure vanish 

from the shadows, and reappear as if by magic by my side; 

His pale white face shines in the moonlight, I opened my mouth to 

scream but no sound came out, no matter how much I tried. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

His eyes roll a dark shade of black, I stand there shivering as the 

dark figure opens his mouth, revelling sharp teeth like a wild animal 

ready to fight; 

I manage to tremble out “what are you”, before a whispering reply 

echoes “I am the creature of the night”. 

 

Fear takes over my very soul, as I stand shaking like a nervous 

wreck; 

The creature leaps towards me, plunging his sharpened teeth into 

my pulsing neck. 

 

I gargle out screams of pain into the dark skies of night; 

I can feel my body start to go limp, as my head starts to feel real 

light. 

 

The monster then drops me to the floor, as my soul starts to sink 

into the ground below; 

I lay on the grass feeling my life drain away, as I watch the creature 

creep back into the darkness, and become just another shadow. 

 

I close my eyes as I drift off into a darkened dream; 

Just then an over whelming pain rushes through my veins, and all I 

could do was scream. 

 

I feel my heart stop beating, as my skin turns so pale and white; 

My sharpened teeth pierce through my gums, as my memory 

reminds me, this is the moment I was reborn, and came back as a 

creature of the night. 

 

I rise to my feet as a new dawn begins to break; 

I hide myself in the shadows, as this new thirst for blood keeps my 

soul awake. 

 

The morning sun starts to burn through my skin, so I run into a cave 

and use the shadows of darkness to hide; 

The smell of death seeps from me, as I sit there shaking just waiting 

for this new thirst for blood to subside. 

 

 



 

 

 

As soon as the sunsets I slowly make my way back to my old home; 

I wish my family were still alive, I don’t want to face an eternity on 

my own. 

 

The torch lantern street lights illuminate the pathways underneath; 

I silently sneak through the darkness, as my tongue rubs up against 

the sharpened sides of my teeth. 

 

I walk for hours through the streets of London, my feet are covered 

with excrement and mud; 

Dark voices are echoing through my mind, itching my thirst for 

blood. 

 

In the distance I see an old man walking towards me, from all this 

way back I can still somehow hear his beating heart; 

My black eyes roll back into the darkness, but this isn’t the end, this 

is just the start. 

 

 

TO BE CONTINUED… 
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CREATURE 2 THE NIGHT 

(PART TWO) 

 

The old man walks past me, I can feel his heart beating so much 

stronger; 

The thirst for blood has now taken over me, I cannot hold the 

demons back any longer. 

 

I jump towards him, snapping his head to the side, as I plunge my 

teeth deep into his neck the air becomes filled with his gargling 

cries; 

I feel his blood trickle down my throat, as his soul floats up into the 

starry skies. 

 

After my first feed, killing became easy, picking off the old and the 

weak; 

The plague gives me an unlimited supply of victims, and as for the 

citizens of London, their future is starting to look bleak. 

 

Days turn into months, as the plague, starvation and these 

unexplained deaths are striking the streets with fear; 

Then one night all that changed, the date was Thursday the 2
nd

 of 

September, and 1666 was the year. 

 

A great fire swept through the streets of London, as plumes of 

smoke covers the skyline engulfing the skies; 

Burning buildings crash to the floor, as the streets themselves start 

echoing with thousands of screams and cries. 

 

As panicking citizens fight the fires back, I make it to the River 

Thames, and sneak onboard a ship destined to a faraway place; 

The ship steams off into the distance, as my goodbye tears are 

streaming down my face. 

 

For centuries I travel the world in darkness, watching our planet 

change in time; 

My body still resembles a 15 year old boy, when in fact today is my 

birthday, I am now 309.  

 



 

 

 

After all these years away I finally see the skyline of London in the 

distance, so much has changed, as tall buildings and lights now 

dominate the starry skies; 

My body still looks so young, but inside my dammed soul grows a 

mind which is so old and wise. 

 

My skin is still so smooth to touch, when I feel my face I sense a 

young soft completion; 

I can stand by any mirror in the world, but I could never see my own 

reflection. 

 

I sit by the River Thames just watching the moon and stars shine; 

Over the water I hear people cheer and celebrate, as Big Ben 

welcomes in the new year of 1959. 

 

My memories keep flashing me by as I sit writing in my diary, 

through the centuries these blank pages have been my only friend; 

As my mind flicks faster through the years, I get even closer to the 

end. 

 

 

 

TO BE CONTINUED… 
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CREATURE FLYING 3 

(PART THREE) 

 

My memories are flashing faster now, an eternity of loneliness all 

locked away and stored; 

Years of my pain speed in front of my eyes, just like I am watching 

my life in fast forward. 

 

In 1978 a miracle happened, as I went into a building called a 

cinema, and watched the sun rising across the silver screen; 

As I sat there tears rolled down my cheek, it was the most 

wondrous sight my dark eyes had ever seen. 

 

Confusion overwhelms me in the 1980’s, as I watch a movie about 

vampires, people walking around the streets dressed up to look just 

like me; 

If only they felt the pain and loneliness I feel each night, they would 

be so grateful they didn’t have to share my destiny. 

 

As I walk the streets at night I see two teenagers driving a car, 

blasting music, laughing and joking with his mate; 

I just sit on my own watching the world pass me by, wishing there 

was some way of changing this lonely fate. 

 

My memories flash forward to a new millennium, as fireworks light 

up the sky; 

In two days time I will be 350 years old, and all I want to do is die.  

 

I don’t want to be alone in the dark anymore, I just want to be able 

to rest in peace; 

An eternity of dark days and nights, leave me just longing for a 

release. 

 

One day my life changed as I picked up a poetry book, I remember 

the date, it was the 1
st

 of November 2011; 

My tears fell onto the page, as the author wrote how he had a 

destiny to write, and how he had died and gone to heaven. 

 

 



 

 

I remember thinking if I had just one last wish, it would be to see 

the rising sun; 

Today is my birthday, I am now 361. 

 

My life has finished flashing, as I stand on the beach feeling the 

rising sun slowly burning my skin away; 

An entire lifetime of memories shine so bright, as I feel the sun 

welcome back the present day. 

 

The sun melts through my flesh, but although the brightness is 

burning me I still feel so empty and cold; 

As my dreams turn to dust, the world says goodbye to a boy who 

still only looks 15 years old. 

 

As my body turns into ash, the morning sea breeze lifts me up and 

out to sea; 

I am no longer a creature of the night, I am a creature that is flying 

free. 

 

 

THE END… 
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MURDER YOUR DREAM 

 

If the truth be known you cheated on me with a pathetic little fag; 

His disappeared since that night, you don’t know, but it was me that 

took him away you stupid fucking slag. 

 

So many times you asked me where he had gone, as you haven’t 

heard anything from him not even a peep; 

I just smile to myself as I say “I put him underground as he said he 

needed a long sleep”. 

 

I watch your eyes fill up as you turn and walk away; 

I close my eyes and my memory replays all that happened to him 

that day. 

 

I wrap my towel around his face, which is soaked in chloroform; 

As he falls asleep I whisper in his ear “when you wake up boy, you 

are going to wish that you were never born”. 

 

He comes to as I finish tying him up to a chair; 

He starts to scream straight away saying “PLEASE LET ME GO, I 

DON’T LOVE HER, IT WAS JUST A SEXUAL AFFAIR”. 

 

I shout “I AM SORRY I THINK I’VE GONE DEAF I REALLY CANNOT 

HEAR”; 

Then I lunge forward with my razor blade, and hack off his right ear. 

 

He screams for me to stop as I then slice off his left ear; 

His crying so much now, I just smile as I wipe my blade, which is 

covered in his blood sweat and tear. 

 

I shout out “I BET YOU DIDN’T THINK ABOUT THIS AS YOU JUST 

STUCK YOUR COCK IN MY WIFE”; 

He starts crying again as I whisper “don’t worry mate, all I’m going 

to do is take away YOUR life”. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

I take my razor blade and I take away his nose; 

As I scream out “I BET YOUR FUCKING SORRY NOW FOR FUCKING 

HER AND FOR ALL THE SHIT THAT YOU CHOSE”. 

 

I pick up my petrol can and splash the fuel across his cut up face, 

as he screams out to cry; 

I use my blade to remove his eye lids, and stab my razor right 

through his blood shot weeping eye. 

 

His screams echo across the warehouse as he lays bleeding in his 

petrol style bath; 

His crying so much again, whilst I just stand away from him and 

laugh. 

 

His begging, pleading for me to show mercy and to just let him go; 

I shout out “I’M NOT FINISHED YET MATE, BUT WHEN I AM TRUST 

ME, YOU WILL BE THE VERY FIRST PERSON TO KNOW”. 

 

Now he looks petrified as he sees me pick up my second can of fuel, 

as I cover him again I whisper “I bet your regretting the day you 

ever met that slut”; 

He just keeps crying as the petrol pours through his fucked up face, 

and sinks deep into his cut. 

 

I make a petrol trail leading to the warehouse door as I spark my 

cigarette, now his screaming, begging and praying; 

But I’m just enjoying my fag, I don’t even listen to a single word that 

soon to be dead cunt is saying. 

 

I get down to two’s on my cigarette, as I echo out “DICKHEAD ITS 

NOW TIME TO SAY YOUR GOODBYE”; 

As I flick my fag down flames ignite him and he goes down to hell 

screaming “WHY”. 
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JOHN. B. SELWOM 

(PART ONE) 

 

I lay in my bed, my chair is pushed against the door, so that my 

Father cannot walk into my dream; 

I hear shouting downstairs, then a slapping noise, followed by my 

Mothers scream. 

 

I hide my face under the pillow, trying to drown out her cries; 

The shouting softens, as darkness descends across my eyes. 

 

I must have fallen asleep, as I am awoken by the sun; 

I creep downstairs for breakfast, where I am greeted by my beaten 

looking Mum. 

 

Her eyes are black, her lips tremble a darkened shade of blue; 

A tear rolls down her cheek, as I give her a hug, whilst whispering 

“Mum, I love you”. 

 

Each night for as long as I can remember, my Father would take his 

anger out on me and my Mother; 

I would hide my bruises under my shirts, whilst my Mum used make 

up for her cover. 

 

The next night the screaming started again, slaps and cries rise up 

through my bedroom floor; 

In the morning I ask my Mum why she has a bleeding nose, her reply 

as always was, “I walked into the kitchen door”. 

 

The years passed, as I got older I got wiser to the pain; 

Then on my 18
th

 birthday, my life changed, from that night things 

would never again be the same. 

 

For the first night it was quiet, no noise, in fact it was the first night 

in years that I could dream; 

No cries, no shouting, not even one single scream. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I creep downstairs in the morning, open my living room door, my 

Father is reading a note, his face is completely blank, like he has 

lost all sense and meaning; 

That’s when my world changed, as I turn around to see my Mum, 

hanging from a rope, swinging from the ceiling. 

 

My heart drops through my body, I frantically lift her legs, but her 

feet are a long time cold; 

My Father just sits there whispering “she should have done what 

she was told”. 

 

I lay my Mothers limp body on the floor, gently resting down her 

head; 

I scream at my Father echoing “it’s your fault she’s fucking dead”. 

 

He leaps to his feet, wrapping his huge hands around my throat; 

His piercing blue eyes stare into my soul, as he reads out her 

suicide note. 

 

It read “I love you, I am so sorry but I have to leave, as the darkness 

is all I can see”; 

My Father lets go of my throat, whilst saying “there you go, it wasn’t 

my fault, she didn’t even blame me”. 

 

I just sit beside my Mother, as I hold her cold hand and stroke her 

hair; 

I cry as the police arrive with the undertaker, whilst my Father is 

still sat down in his fucking armchair. 

 

I wave goodbye to my Mother, as the private ambulance pulls away, 

and the police go to their next port of call; 

Tears over whelming my face now, getting darker as they fall. 

 

For the next few days I don’t leave my room, I don’t eat, I don’t 

sleep, and I see demons when I write; 

Each time I close my eyes, the dark side becomes my new light. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The day of my Mother’s funeral arrives, as clouds and rain fills the 

sky; 

I sit in silence at the back of the chapel, watching my Father on the 

front row being consoled, as he pretends to cry. 

 

My Mother’s ashes are sat at the head table, whilst I prop up the bar 

sipping on Red Rum; 

My Father puts his hand on my shoulder, and says “tomorrow I am 

going to spread your Mother’s ashes, do you want to come”. 

 

After another sleepiness night, my Father and I make our way to the 

white cliff tops by the sea; 

My Father carries my Mother’s ashes, as dark voices inside my 

head, bring out the hatred in me. 

 

As he stands on the edge, I stand behind him wishing he would just 

die; 

I kick him full force in the back, and watch on in slow motion, as he 

tumbles off the cliff, and falls through the sky. 

 

I kneel down on the edge, I see his body crushed on to the rocks 

below; 

I could see his head was split in two, even his insides were 

splattered out on show. 

 

I feel no guilt, as he took away all which was mine; 

I pull out my mobile phone, my hand trembles as I dial 999. 

 

The ambulance arrives along with the police, that’s when I turned 

on my crocodile tears and cried; 

I whimper out “I can’t believe he has left me alone, now my Mother 

and Father have both committed suicide”. 

 

I arrive home, demons controlling my dreams, as my memory 

replays my Mother’s ashes scattering out as the urn fell; 

My Father screaming through my night terrors, that he has saved a 

place for me in hell. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

A few months passed, nightmares tear my dreams apart, driving me 

insane; 

Through the walls I hear my neighbours next door fighting, once 

again the dark voices put murder on my brain. 

 

 

My next door neighbour is a twat, he cheats on his girlfriend, and 

beats her until she is black and blue; 

The voices inside my head echo out “you got away with murder 

once, maybe you should make it two”. 

 

 

 

 

(TO BE CONTINUED…) 
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JOHN. B. SELWOM 

(PART TWO…2 VOICES) 

 

I try to ignore the voices, pushing me to the dark side; 

But through the walls, I hear my neighbour screaming, and 

smashing noises as she cried. 

 

Just then I hear my neighbour slam his front door, swearing and 

shouting as the alcohol in his system makes his route down the 

street uncertain; 

My black eyes rage for justice, as I stare at him through a gap in the 

curtain. 

 

The voices screaming inside my head, as I pick up my kitchen knife, 

making my way out into the dark; 

As I creep down the street, I hear my neighbour still swearing, as he 

sits on a bench in the park. 

 

I creep up behind him, as I silently pull up my hood from my coat; 

I pull out my knife, and as he turns around to scream I slice my 

blade deep across his throat. 

 

He tries to call for help, but blood just pours through his hands, as 

he turns around I see his eyes full of tears, ready to cry; 

As he collapses on the floor, he manages to gargle out “why”. 

 

I kneel down next to him whispering “this is the price you pay for 

making someone you love so sad”; 

As he closes his eyes, I whisper “when you reach hell, do say hello 

to my Dad”. 

 

I creep back through the darkness, quietly closing my front door; 

As I walk through to the kitchen, drips of blood fall from my knife, 

making a red trail on the floor. 

 

I clean the knife, wrap it in a towel, before hiding it under the sink; 

I strip naked, turn on the shower, all I can see is blood every time 

that I blink. 

 



 

 

 

I stand in the shower for hours, just trying to wash my hands clean; 

I get myself dry, before throwing my bloody clothes into the washing 

machine. 

 

I lay in bed just staring at the ceiling, every time I hear a car go past 

my heart skips a beat; 

After a few hours, just as the sun begins to rise, I hear sirens 

sounding, and its coming from the park down the street. 

 

I peak through my curtains, just to try and scope a little peak; 

The police knock on everybody’s door asking for information, I reply 

“I have been here alone all night, asleep”. 

 

As the police walk to the next house I close my door, I can hear my 

heart pound; 

The voices in my head are laughing, as my body slumps down to the 

ground. 

 

I can hear through the walls my neighbour crying, as the police 

console her for her loss; 

The voices inside my head question, why is she so upset, as her 

boyfriend never even gave a toss. 

 

I run to the bathroom, emotion making my heart feel sick; 

I look in to the mirror, black eyes stare back at me, as the voices 

ring out through my head, “pull yourself together you prick”. 

 

When I close my eyes blood and death is all that I can see; 

The voices inside my head echo out “you got away with murder not 

once, but twice, maybe now we should try and make it three. 

 

 

(To be continued…) 
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JOHN. B. SELWOM 

(PART THREE…A FALLING ANGEL) 

 

A few weeks have passed since the murder of my neighbour, our 

street has turned into a reality C.S.I; 

I am now a recluse to the sunlight, I only leave my house when 

darkness fills the sky. 

 

The news shows me the ongoing murder investigation, the police 

have no witnesses, as they plead to anyone with any information to 

come forward; 

The voices inside my head laugh, as they are offering a twenty 

thousand pound reward. 

 

That evening I sit in my local bar, just watching the world pass me 

by; 

Over by the pool table a couple start arguing, before suddenly in 

front of everyone he slaps her across the face, making her run away 

and cry. 

 

My black eyes roll back, as my hand grips tightly around my glass; 

I sit there breathing deeply, waiting for this anger to pass. 

 

I stare at him across the room all night, until the landlord rings the 

bell, calling time at the bar; 

I hear his mates say “do you want a lift home”, I smile as he replies 

“nah it’s okay I’ll walk, I don’t live that far”. 

 

I watch him leave, 60 seconds later I walk out just the same; 

I see him staggering a few yards ahead of me, as he approaches a 

darkened lane. 

 

I reach down to the grass verge, picking up a discarded brick; 

Adrenaline pumps through my heart, as screaming voices inside my 

mind are making me feel sick. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

I creep closer and closer, trying so hard not to make a sound; 

Then he stops right in front of me, as I smash the brick through the 

back of his head, his lifeless body crashes down to the ground. 

 

I throw the brick into the bushes, pull up my hood, just then flashing 

lights is all that I can see; 

I turn around to find the police standing there, for weeks they must 

have been following me. 

 

They shout “JOHN WE KNOW ITS YOU, NOW PUT YOUR HANDS ON 

YOUR HEAD, AND SLOWLY LAY FACE DOWN ON THE FLOOR”; 

I turn and run as fast as my legs will go, as my black eyes begin to 

pour. 

 

Sirens sounding all around me, lights brighten up the night; 

I keep running forwards, but the voices want me to turn around and 

fight. 

 

I run until the roads turn to grass, the sirens are now sounding 

further away; 

I drop to my knees as I reach the white cliff top, but all I see is a 

falling angel, when I clasp my hands to pray. 

 

Sirens are getting closer now, as a helicopters spotlight shines 

down on the definition of me; 

The voices echo through my brain, “welcome to your destiny”. 

 

I stand on the edge of the cliff top, I shout to the heavens, but my 

Mother never heard my call; 

The voices inside my head whisper “in the darkness, even angels 

will fall”. 

 

As the police pull up behind me, I step off the edge, angels waving 

me goodbye as I fell; 

I keep falling past the rocks, through the ground, until the voices all 

scream out “WELCOME TO HELL”. 
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WELCOME TO HELL 

 

I have fallen through the sky, murderous memories flashing past me 

as I fell; 

As I hit the ground, I am greeted by black iron gates, with a sign 

reading out, Welcome to hell. 

 

The gates creek open as I get to my feet, screams are echoing 

through my head; 

Thousands of graves are all unearthed, staggering around are the 

walking dead. 

 

The gates slam shut behind me, followed by a whispering scream; 

The ground beneath me flows with blood, I try to pinch myself, but 

this is far from any dream. 

 

My heart has stopped beating, as I see hanging from a tree choking, 

the dictator Saddam Hussein; 

Thomas Hamilton is being tortured by demons, for murdering all 

those innocent children, up in Dunblane. 

 

I see two men hanging over a fire pit, as they come into focus I see 

one of them is Al Qaeda’s, Osama Bin Laden; 

I don’t recognize the other man at first, until he screams, I realize 

it’s the Russian leader, Joseph Stalin. 

 

I see hundreds of rapists crying, as they are tied down naked, 

awaiting the arrival of Gary Glitter; 

I see a man surrounded in gas, and as the smoke clears, I realize it’s 

the Nazi dictator Adolf Hitler. 

 

I keep walking as I see buried in a shallow grave, Doctor Harold 

Shipman lying next to the monster Fred West; 

Lee Harvey Oswald sits crying on the floor, repeatedly whispering 

“why didn’t I wear a bullet proof vest”. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

A familiar face appears, as I see John. B. Selwom linked together 

with his Father; 

The devil joined them to the hip, fusing their bones forever with 

lava. 

 

 The blood road goes on for an eternity, everywhere I turn I 

hear blood curling screams and cries; 

No sun or stars up above, darkness now rules the skies. 

 

The demons lock eyes with me, and come walking my way, as the 

stench of rotten corpses is all that I can smell; 

As the shadows drag me through into the ashes, they scream out 

“WELCOME TO HELL”. 
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AMERICAN DREAM 

 

In America I have just committed a 187; 

I told you I would hunt you down, and now I am kicking you both 

onto your stairway into heaven. 

 

I once swore that I would see you in intensive care, or should I say 

I.C.U; 

Your face turned so white, when you opened the front door to me as 

I shouted out “HAHA, I’VE FOUND YOU”. 

 

You dropped to your knees as you just turned real blue; 

The last words you heard before you died, was me screaming out 

“BITCH, FUCK YOU”. 

 

I was your last image right before your last breath; 

I wrapped my hands around your neck, before introducing you to my 

new best friend, death. 

 

I kick your limp body through your porch as a car pulls into the 

driveway, and in the car sits your new man; 

Cheeky bitch had run away with a computer geek, his name was 

American Dan. 

 

I pick up the biggest knife I could find, as I dump your body on to 

your living room floor; 

I decide I am going to ambush the cunt, so I hide myself behind his 

front door. 

 

I hear the car door slam shut, and footsteps walking towards the 

door; 

I then hear him scream, as he sees your dead body lying face down 

on the floor. 

 

He checks your pulse, then seconds later he hugs you as he cries; 

I kick the front door shut from my hiding place, and shout out 

“HELLO YOU FUCKER, SURPRISE”. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Red mist descends down, and I leap towards him like I had changed 

into a wild animal; 

I stab the knife straight through his neck, bite into his face, my 

hatred has turned me into a cannibal. 

 

I spit out parts of his face, as I hear him gargle on his blood, then he 

pulls himself towards his love with his last ounce of power; 

As he closes his eyes I whisper “if it’s okay with you mate before I 

go, I had better use your shower”. 

 

I wash the blood away and quietly close your bathroom door; 

I turn to you both and smile, as I see you both lying dead on your 

living room floor. 

 

I whisper goodbye to you both before I go, as I wipe my finger prints 

away; 

As I close your front door tightly shut, I shout back “GOODBYE YOU 

FUCKERS, AND HAVE A NICE DAY”. 
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CONVICTION 

(PART 1) 

 

I finish my day the work has got me up in a sweat; 

I get my lunch box and things together and walk home past the club 

that we met. 

 

I turn up my MP3 as the beat kicks in real true; 

I’m listening to our favourite song, as I hear Konvict I’m straight 

away reminded of you. 

 

I can’t wait to get home to see your body like a race car, smooth, 

sleek and so unique; 

I smile to myself as I’m walking, I feel so happy and so complete. 

 

I get to my door the key fits without even a creek, I kick my trainers 

off and make my way to our room; 

But you thought I was working late, as I am home way too soon. 

 

If you ever had a moment that when you’ve seen it you know 

everything from that second in your life would be different, if you 

have then you will know just what I mean; 

Thinking back now and I’d give anything to just forget that night, 

and all what I had seen. 

 

I see you both bare in my bed, red mist just completely covers my 

eyes; 

All I can remember then was seeing blood, and hearing sickening 

blood curling cries. 

 

I scream out “FUCKERS ARE YOU READY FOR THE CHOP”; 

My girlfriend cries out “PLEASE PLEASE DON’T DO THIS I LOVE YOU 

PLEASE STOP”. 

 

I below out “HOW THE FUCK DO YOU LOVE ME JUST THE WAY I 

LOVE YOU; 

EVERY WORD OUT OF YOUR MOUTH IS A LIE, NONE OF IT IS 

TRUE”. 

 



 

 

 

 

I press my kitchen knife right up against her new man’s already 

mashed up face, I stare into his eyes with no fear as he just 

whimpers away; 

I look up at my girlfriend, she’s crying, screaming “JUST LEAVE US 

ALONE OKAY”. 

 

I cry out “I’M GONNA KILL YOU AND HIM YOU FUCKING LYING 

CHEATING SKET”; 

She just smiles and says “IS THAT JUST ANOTHER IDOL LITTLE 

THREAT”. 

 

The red mist now has turned so bright as I scream out to her “WHY”; 

I bring down my knife and stab it straight through her new 

boyfriend’s eye. 

 

I cut away his face and tear it all off complete; 

I throw the flesh out of our flat window, as we hear his face splat 

down on to our street. 

 

You’re trembling, you’re white with fear, I thought in my mind you 

would always be here forever; 

I know you didn’t think you would get caught cheating, but you’re 

fucking dumb, not clever. 

 

She whimpers out “LETS TALK ABOUT THIS PLEASE IT REALLY 

WASN’T PLANNED”; 

I scream out “I DON’T WANNA TALK ABOUT THIS, I JUST WANNA 

BURY YOU, HIM AND MY HEAD INTO THE FUCKING SAND”. 

 

I remember my tattoo read out your name in Chinese or some pig 

Latin, I take my blade and hack it from my arm till I see it no more; 

I drop my bloody knife and skin, as we hear it mash down onto our 

lovely laminated floor. 

 

I look around our bedroom, it’s just turned into a horror show of red; 

My girlfriends still crying as she looks at her new boyfriend lying in 

our bed dead. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

I cry out “DID YOU LOVE HIM” and she trembles out a “NO; 

I WAS JUST FUCKING HIM BECAUSE I’M A DIRTY LITTLE HOE”. 

 

I must be going insane, my hearing must be deceiving me, I turn and 

look at you, and you just turn away; 

I scream “YOUR SUCH A LYING LITTLE BITCH”, she cries “I HATE 

YOU AND I’M GONNA CALL THE POLICE ON YOU TODAY”. 

 

I smash the telephone and throw it from our penthouse suite; 

You just stand there screaming, as I throw your new boyfriend out 

the window so he and his face could re-meet. 

 

You make a run for the door but I get in your way; 

You make a play for my knife so I just push you away. 

 

You scream out “YOU CANT DESTROY ME YOU FUCKING TWAT, 

YOUR JUST A YOUNG LITTLE BOY; 

I’VE CHEATED ON YOU LOADS OF TIMES AND I’VE PLAYED WITH 

YOU LIKE A TOY”. 

 

I explode and lunge, stabbing her straight through the neck; 

I pick her up by round the throat and throw her out the same 

window, as I scream out “JUST DIE YOU FUCKING STUPID LITTLE 

SKET”. 

 

I crawl to the window, from the 10
th

 floor I’m really struggling to see; 

I can make out your two bodies, I look down at myself, I’ve got your 

blood and flesh dripping all over me. 

 

I stand looking into the mirror, one reflection is all that I can see; 

I feel infected by you two, as your blood oozes down all over me. 

 

I hear in the distance the sounds of sirens they have come to take 

me away; 

I don’t know whether to run or hide, so I decide to just drop to my 

knees and pray. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

But god wanted no part in this horror, my prayers fell onto deaf ears; 

My life just flashed away, as I heard the judge sentence me, to a 

minimum of 60 years. 

 

My prison has bars that are made of solid steel, I cannot escape 

them, they sink in just how far I’ve fell; 

As I hear the metal bars closing my first night, I realised I had just 

fallen into hell. 
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CONVICTED 2 HELL 

(PART 2) 

 

I’m sitting in my dark grey cell, as my criminal record reads out 

double homicide; 

This prison has got me trapped thinking of you, so now I’m 

contemplating my very own suicide. 

 

My bars keep me contained, the inmates run their own law; 

I get told when to speak, and I’m never warned who to ignore. 

 

The showers have become a cold part of my day; 

Before it was my only place I could try and wash my tears away. 

 

The inmates can force their eye stare, just so they can have a 

reason to fly; 

The biggest thing you miss in prison is just lying back, and feeling 

the sun in a beautiful blue sky. 

 

Nothing in prison is cosy and nothing feels the same without you; 

Part of me wishes I never came home that night, and then I wouldn’t 

have known what was true. 

 

I’m so numb the only pain I can feel is now just driving me insane; 

My love for you is like a disease, in prison you are the cancer to my 

brain. 

 

I must escape my prison walls or I will just die; 

I’m haunted by your memory every night, as in my dreams your voice 

always echo’s out to me why. 

 

I miss seeing that twinkle in your eye, I miss your smile, and I even 

miss your sweet perfume smell; 

You were so heavenly to me, but now I have just been convicted to 

my own living hell. 
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CONVICTED BUT 3 

(PART 3) 

 

I’ve been inside my prison cell for close on a year; 

I still get my nightmares, every night my white sheets are always 

soaking up the fear. 

 

Time is all I have inside this breathing cell; 

I just can’t stare at these dark grey walls anymore, I need to escape 

from this hell. 

 

Lights out at 9pm as everyday has rung true; 

I tie my sheets together, I can either try to escape or hang myself, 

and tonight I must decide between the two. 

 

I’ve got to weigh up just what my life means to me, you have a 

choice, either die because of love or try to live down to hate; 

Fuck it I can’t handle it anymore, I’m gonna leave it down to fate. 

 

If I live through all this I want to be more like me and less like you; 

I’m going to escape this prison, and escape you to. 

 

I wait all night for day break to come then I will make my play; 

I think out the perfect plan and realise, just how easy it would be to 

get myself free today. 

 

Garden duty starts just after breakfast, I pretend I haven’t got a 

care; 

But under my cap I’m sweating and paranoid, why do the screws 

have to always stare? 

 

I work my way till I slip away from sight, I get to the fence and 

squeeze my way under and through; 

At last I am free but I am still a whole eternity away from you. 

 

I’m miles from anywhere, I know I only have minutes before the 

alarm bells start to ring, but for now I am free, I feel like I am flying 

up so high; 

 



 

 

 

 

Just before I start running I stop for a second, lay back and feel the 

sun in that beautiful blue sky. 

 

I hear the alarm bells sound as I run as fast as my legs will go; 

My heart is pumping so fast now, but where do I turn I really don’t 

know. 

 

I hear dogs barking, they are so close on my heels; 

I have to get free from my ghosts and guilt, I realise I really need to 

get myself some wheels. 

 

I make it to a run-down truck as the sweat just pours away from me; 

If this is my final hour, I’m going to go out fighting, as that’s the only 

way I can be free. 

 

This truck is so old it must have been made in 1964; 

I hot wire the beast and smile, as I hear the old engine roar. 

 

 

Police cars and two helicopters join onto the chase as I push the 

truck to 124; 

The machine can’t go any faster, as my foot is pushed right down to 

the floor. 

 

I turn on the radio as the sound of the sirens is making me sick; 

As the beat kicks in I laugh, as my speakers ring out KONVICT. 

 

The adrenaline over flows my veins as I look into the rear view; 

I see so many police cars and lights, I look into my eyes and all I 

see is a faded reflection of you. 

 

I keep flying down the track at top speed, I must make it away from 

here; 

All of a sudden your ghost is standing in the middle of the road, your 

image just strikes my heart with fear. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

My brakes lock, I try to steer away from you; 

Then my truck started to flip that’s when I saw my destiny, I just 

wish it wasn’t true. 

 

I come to and my truck is hanging over the edge of a cliff, one false 

move and its game over for me; 

I glace out my window but your ghost is the only thing that I can 

see. 

 

You whisper “YOUR TO LATE, IT’S TIME NOW TO SAY GOODBYE”; 

And as I reach out my window to touch you, my truck just rolls over 

and falls from the sky. 

 

As I fall my life is just flashing me by, I’m reminded of all the good 

times between me and you; 

The second before my truck hits the ground and explodes, I look 

over and scream as it’s your ghost I am sitting next to. 

 

Now I feel no pain, I don’t even see the light, all I ever wanted was 

to just leave my cell; 

But even in death we are still apart, as you belong in heaven, whilst 

I belong in hell. 
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DEAR MISTER DEATH 

CHRIS SMITH ©2010 

 

Dear Mister Death, 

 

My name is Jimmy and I'm only six 

I am upset, everything is in a fix 

My Daddy is working so far away 

He is a soldier, please keep him safe today 

 

Thanking you 

 

Jimmy 

 

Dear Jimmy, 

 

Thank you for writing, but there's nothing I can do 

Your Daddy won't be coming home to you 

He was killed today, fighting the enemy 

I'm so sorry but he will be coming to me 

 

Apologies 

 

Death 

 

Dear Mister Death, 

 

I'm begging you, please let Daddy come home 

Spare his life, you can have my own 

Mummy is going to have my baby brother 

Mummy and Daddy really need each other 

 

 

Yours 

 

Jimmy 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Dear Jimmy, 

 

Okay then, I know how you must feel 

I will visit tonight for you to sign the deal 

Yes, I will allow your Daddy to be fine 

But I'm sorry Jimmy, you are now mine 

 

See you soon 

 

Death 
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DARK IS THE NIGHT 

ANN CARRUTH DONOGHUE ©2012 

 

Come seek me in the darkness 

by the rivers of despair, 

where I've made my bed yet cannot sleep 

dark dreams await me there, 

my limbs entwined by barbs and thorns 

my feet are licked by flame, 

as I fight my own tormentors 

can't you hear me call your name? 

as rusty nails pierce bone and skin 

feed the demons from within, 

twisting gut and spewing blood 

eroding all that’s pure and good, 

causing soul to burn and scream 

terror tingling every dream, 

no forgiveness, no respite 

no mercy killing in this fight, 

pain inflicted with tongues lash 

seeping, weeping from every putrid gash, 

blistered flesh on scalded skin, 

come save me from the beast within…... 
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A TINY TOKEN 

JENNY LESSING WIGGINS ©2012 

 

Blotches of red  

splattered on empty walls; 

leaves the stench of rage inside, 

as they try to run, 

and can never hide... 

 

I leave the steam  

boiling outside 

as the wrath dies down, 

and in the graves they lie - 

corpses by their own demise... 

 

I crave the trails they leave behind, 

because what I seek,  

I always find - 

the terror by which they must abide - 

as I take what they so willingly give... 

 

Their last blood choked breath, 

uttered as a plea of mercy, 

as I tear them  

limb by limb apart 

their guts spilling on the floor - 

 

and in that final grin I reap, 

a silent death... 

for me to keep, 

a tiny token for me to stay alive... 

 

 

JENNY LESSING WIGGINS ©2012 

SOUTH AFRICA 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

MERCY 

WILLIAM GAYLORD ©2012 

 

I can still feel the crunch of bones beneath my hands, 

as my hands gripped even harder - 

his bloodshot eyes with a silent plea 

as I beckoned his life to death's door....... 

 

"Did you have mercy for me - 

when you stole my life?" 

I scream to the night sky, 

as his struggle lessens...... 

 

and my heart hardens! 

 

As I hate the mercy in me, 

and he rolls over - 

gasping for precious air 

not bestowing the same grace on me! 

 

Grippling pain 

numbs my brain 

as I pull out the knife, 

the serrated edges tearing through my skin........... 

 

Gasp! 

Breathe! 

Light lost........... 

Darkness beckons my soul - 

 

I should have taken the shot, 

should have given him the boot out of this troublesome life, 

but now it's MY blood seeping to the wooden floor, 

and my "mercy" is running rampage on the outside of the front 

door..... 
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MURDER IN THE FIRST DEGREE 

MITCH CARMICHAEL ©2012 

 

Hush, my sweet as I take  

one last peep at your glassy eye.  

So lovely the feigned innocence that lies  

swimming before me  

as your eyes water  

from the strain I put them under.  

 

Your screech, as I delicately  

remove your lids to open your eyes  

to the deeper side of life,  

to see yourself, who you've become;  

was music to my ears.  

 

Your pleads as I slice soft flesh  

with surgical precision,  

is one step closer to my heaven stairs. 

Those lips that were my bliss, 

I caress it with the blade,  

tracing the beautiful lines  

as I go closer for one last, one final kiss. 

 

Hmmm...the smell of your blood pumping through your veins, 

makes my mouth water as it spurts in unison  

with the scream piercing the night  

as I make the incision  

to the heart from the cleft,  

from the right to the left.  

 

I take it out so carefully, my final prize,  

feel it beating in my hand, 

like when you used to love me,  

and with a final "I love you",  

I make the last cut,  

taking it with me,  

to equal the void that you left  

when you walked away so willingly. 



 

 

 

'Cause that's the price you pay  

if it's my heart you slay. 

I wash my hands in innocence. 

I turn around and walk away, 

stepping over the Other, 

decapitated fool, where he lay. 

 

 

 

MITCH CARMICHAEL ©2012 

SOUTH AFRICA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

THE DARK KNIGHT 

ASHWIN KUMAR ©2012 

 

like a knight he rises from the coffin, 

handsomely dressed in a black suit and tie like a reaper; 

hiding in the shadows, he silently awaits, like a predator 

ready to prowl on his prey; 

The blood filled lust in his eyes, 

 

he walks through the dark in search of life, 

and could hear d heartbeats of a man, 

pumping blood through his veins, 

his fangs ready to strike, 

his mouth drooling, 

 

he grasps the man and holds him tight, 

ready to take his first bite, 

the man tries to put up a fight, 

but ultimately ends up on the losing side: 

 

he drinks voraciously like thirst laden animal; 

blood oozing out of his mouth, fangs; 

he drinks till he makes d man completely dry: 

 

and ventures again into the dark in search of another prey, 

he sees a young woman 

and plunges towards her direction, 

she senses his intentions and flashes a bright ray of light on him: 

 

he goes berserk on seeing the light; 

doesn’t want to put up a fight; 

he senses her intentions and transforms into a bat, 

returns to his coffin, 

waiting for another night silently, 

to find out his next bloody muffin!!!! 
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TWISTED 

DEBBIE LEE ©2012 

 

Whether future, whether past, 

this horror leaves me aghast. 

 

For the dancers forced on laps, 

for the buildings designed to collapse, 

for the class and castes of disgust, 

for the women who can only mistrust. 

 

For the men aching with delusion, 

for the children of such confusion, 

for the internet conspiracy of connection, 

for the falsity of viagra-fuelled erection. 

 

To be neither the problem nor solution, 

to espouse intelligent design over evolution, 

to recall thoughts offered a penny, 

to remember when honour seemed aplenty. 

 

To a time when trees learned to forget, 

to an era without genuine respect, 

to a modern-day mantra of why me? 

to the disintegration of accountability. 

 

From people scarred by one another, 

from a steroid and rohypnol subculture, 

from girls who would rather be bought, 

from boys who prefer not to be taught. 

 

From the dirty deeds which cannot be undone, 

from the war on terror, to heroes unsung, 

from fear of overcrowding, to being alone, 

from paranoia, to diseases unknown. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

This is the age of lament. 

This is rage without regret. 

All of this eradicates consent. 

All of this equates to torment. 

 

Whether I grimace with horror, 

or some other emotion or colour, 

for all of these reasons and more, 

I feel twisted to my core. 
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FULL MOON JITTERS 

FRANK ALAN BELLA ©2012 

 

Full moon jitters 

I'd bite you 

If I thought 

it wouldn't blow my cover. 

Maybe I'll find a wolf woman 

who enjoys being bitten 

or just order my steak 

extra rare at midnight. 

 

Full moon jitters 

pulls on men's souls 

like ocean tides 

lustful and hungry 

pounding out night dances 

under porno constellations. 

I can always blame 

my evil deeds 

on the moon. 

 

Face down 

she sharpens her fangs 

on my pillow 

I howl 

mouthful of hair 

shooting a million 

tiny souls into her 

for I must become a monster 

to make my grand escape 

and hide from the sun. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Full moon jitters 

soaked in sweat 

and lubricant 

and her smell 

her sweet smell. 

Hmmm... 

maybe 

I'll have my steak 

medium rare. 
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RUBBING ALCOHOL BEATDOWN 

DIANE LESSIRE ©2012 

 

I was walking down the street minding my own business when they 

came at me saying 

You need to come with us, he wants to see you 

I started to wonder what he was going to do? 

I hustled on my own, following out of curiosity 

They took me to their motel room, where everyone was waiting for 

me 

When I arrived, they opened the door, and there was a guy standing 

behind the door with a gat 

It took everything I had not to gasp 

He pointed it at my head, and escorted me to the room as everyone 

laughed with joy 

I was scared half out of my wit, while they felt they had come up on 

a brand new toy 

When I walked in, this man directed me to take off my clothes 

I was shaking, heart beating fast, thought I was going to pass out 

I just wanted to scream aloud 

But with guns to my head it was impossible 

He told me to lay on the bed as I began to tremble 

GRAB THAT PILLOW! As he removed his belt 

He looked in the mirror every time he hit me, leaving welts 

Smiling, telling me to scream in the pillow, somebody could hear 

I just kept burying my face, so he couldn’t see the tears 

As the blood kept pouring out of each wound 

Hoping he’d feel remorse, and stop soon 

He beat me from head to toe, then poured rubbing alcohol on me 

and beat me again 

Oh God, the screams I let out! Weeping endlessly 

In this pillow, praying for mercy 

When he stopped , his girls threw me in the shower 

By then I had no strength, they had all the power 

They hit me in the face and knocked me down once more 

They didn’t know, I hit my head, as I fell in the shower, by the time 

they hit the door 

 

 



 

 

 

 

I crawled out of the tub, putting up a fight 

There I lay lifeless, no help in sight 

Too beat down, to cry or scream 

I was just laying there listening 

suddenly , I passed out 

It was almost as though I died, no doubt 

I must’ve been there a couple of days 

When I woke up, I was in a haze 

My mind clicked back to the beating of that day 

Horrible feelings took over, my whole body 

I had to run, I didn’t know where I was going, but I had to run 

Didn’t want to be confronted with another gun 

My friends found me, all I did was sit in the corner and shake 

And all the while, I had been wishing it was fake 

Shaking as though my soul had been ripped from my body 

So completely torn to pieces, mentally 

Trying to recover, eyes popping out of my head 

Felt as though they had just pumped me full of led 

Body heavy, quivering, weak tingling 

The look on my face, shear horror, blood trickling 

Down my back, from such a beating 

Everyone standing around me , just amazed 

That I survived, although I’m sitting in a complete daze 

 

 

True story …. 
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JOURNEY TOWARDS DEATH 

HARISH SRINIVASAN ©2012 

 

I feel an oblivion approaching, 

because the dark lord has opened 

the purgatory and the hell 

to cut loose all the monsters to bring on the apocalypse . 

I knew god will show up and destroy all with a smite, 

but till then I needed to hide with my dear. 

The wait for god seemed eternal 

and we were unable to be inside our kernel. 

Vampires were turning my fellow humans 

vampires, werewolves were ripping my friends heart, 

demons possessing humans and were killing them. 

It was a total chaos which none had seen 

in their life. 

I started running with great fear, 

strongly holding the hand of my dear.. 

We promised not to lose each other 

and settled in a safe corner.. 

We kissed in fear and my life flashed 

in my mind like a screen projected with a picture.. 

Our eyes were wet and we silently prayed 

to live life back together. 

 

We further ran towards the woods 

to save our lives and finally rested  in a bush 

to  save ourselfs from  the evil.. 

They were every where so 

we gave up our fight for life , surrendered to 

a werewolf ,which  ripped my chest 

in search of my heart.The pain became unbearable 

and  I felt like being taken away from my vessel… 

I saw my dear’s face crying in pain , 

all my efforts to console her were in vain.. 

I began to see death reapers enjoying their 

stay ,as many lay dead waiting for their reaper to prey.. 

I saw my reaper approach me and ran 

hoping to be with my dear at least as a ghost. 



 

 

 

 

 

The reaper chased and touched my head with its wrinkled hand, 

I felt myself immobile and out of reach 

and everything around me went completely bleak. 

I was taken away from this world to a new world, 

felt my body was completely wet 

because I was drenched in sweat… 

Then I suddenly woke up in my bed… 
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RED HOLLOW 

MALAYA ROSES ©2012 

 

The ghastly presence was breaking the roof 

In eyes, flashing red darken hollow  

Gruesome bloodshed story wasn't the rumour contagious 

Silence in the hall and fleshy beauties 

An eerie darkness was rising with his fangs 

Dripping red on white pale nude fear 

Feast of the desire was fulfilled 

At the door I am bewildered  

Watch his rave under the moon light 

Bloodcurdling, fatal macabre clasp is too near  

Victorious shrieks are breaking the human ribs 

Gruesome murder,  

Heinous slaughtered whore,  

Butcher for his pleasure 

But lusty human is seeking acquaintance 

Now I am falling 

Abominable  

Nurturing lusty kisses is the enticing obscene 

Emperor of the bloody horrendous killer  

The dearest 

Bleed me at the cling of insolence thirst 

Strip off the naked consciousness 

Wanting him so bad, fantasized 

Lasciviously beast of repulsion  

Killer or ruler,  

He is prurient affinity 

Absolute vampire crush is mine.  
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WISE UNKNOWN SOUL 

TAPAN GHOSH ©2012 

 

One rainy day I was riding a motor cycle at night 

It was a semi village way and mostly darken 

Suddenly I saw a black hand in front of head light 

Surprised, what I had seen, impossible to mention 

I thought it was my illusion, but no, again I saw 

Now it stopped my bike though amazingly no one was there 

I was trying to understand myself, I must know 

Remembering my mom and dad, feeling helpless who will care 

Leaving the bike I started running, knew not when I came on a 

railway track 

I was still running breathlessly , suddenly a man came, told, “my 

name is Michel Wood” 

“Why are you running here, a goods train coming from the back” 

I looked back, oh yes, a train was very close to me, running by 

opposite end 

Thanks God, if Michel didn’t tell me I couldn’t be alive 

After a few minutes I reached the small station 

Told the station master, today a unknown man saved my life 

He smiled and told me his name is Michel, he is not unknown 

Now I was really surprised, what did he say 

Master understood , told me Michel died few days ago on the spot 

getting cut  by a goods train 

He was our linesman, worked on that place, now he is sill working 

but in other ways 

Having listened all, my mind saluted him and eyes cuddled by rain 
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DEATH BY THE HANDS OF SATAN 

POETIC ANITA ASHWINI SHEA ©2012 

 

Backed into a corner with nowhere to escape, 

As he stood in front of me with a large knife and duct tape, 

I tried to scream but his power sucked my voice from me, 

He wasn't human it was some form of Psychotic entity, 

Such evil eyes stared at me bulging wide and red, 

In a demonic voice he said "Stupid bitch you're about to be dead", 

With one step he came at me with his weapons in his hands, 

Emotionally I was terrified but logically couldn't understand, 

My body was shaking and trembling uncontrollably, 

I thought to myself this was where my last breath was going to be, 

His strong arm reached out and grabbed my hair dragging me across the 

ground, 

He wrapped the tape around my mouth, wrists, and ankles so I couldn't 

move or make a sound, 

With the sharp blade of the knife he sliced open my cheek, 

"You can't beat the power of Satan" were the next words he chose to 

speak, 

I could hear my blood dripping onto the floor like a leaking tap, 

Suddenly the tape around my mouth and wrists he proceeded to unwrap, 

With only the ability to whisper I asked "Why are you doing this to me?", 

He replied "You're being sacrificed so I can live for eternity", 

Then he roughly grabbed each arm and slit my wrists one by one, 

Forced open my mouth and cut off the tip of my tongue, 

All I could see was my blood soaking into the rug, 

He just stood there laughing at me and acting all smug, 

With my blood he wrote 666 on the walls, 

And screamed "Hail Satan!" so loudly it echoed down the halls, 

Feeling dizzy and weak but was barely still alive, 

He drove the knife into my chest so I would not survive, 

"You fucking piece of rotten meat I now leave you here" he cried, 

Leaving me all alone on the floor which was where I painfully died. 
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SPECTRES 

CLEBER PACHECO ©2012 

 

The shadows whisper 

the mysteries of the night 

and the wordy wind 

sends its passwords 

to the secret scrolls 

of the gloomy rocks. 

Spectres write roughings 

in the ancient stones 

with unknown alphabets of fear. 

Roars, howls, moans 

invent immemorial languages 

in the bowels of abyss. 

The deepest silence 

regurgitates the original gorge 

of the horror. 
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THE GHOST FROM NOWHERE 

ELIZABETH .E. CASTILLO ©2012 

 

Up in the hills lies this daunting, abandoned haunted house 

A winding staircase leading up to a belfry, 

An eerie feeling jolts one upon entering its threshold 

As creepy sounds echo in the chilly cold air, 

Chiming in to the spookish lamentation of a ghoulish apparition. 

 

Anyone who dares break in the abominable silence of this uncanny 

place 

Will envision this ghost of a lady in white coming from nowhere, 

With blood-stained, piercing eyes that hypnotize you in a frenzy 

A soul that has gone through worldly sufferings, 

She frightens each one who threatens to own her immortal 

sanctuary. 
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RUN AWAY 

AMPAT KOSHY ©2012 

 

Come with me 

and see, I’ll show u 

what I’m really good at 

show me your neck 

and you'll be shocked to know 

what I see 

is just somehow 

a thin, fine line of blood 

 

show me your bust 

and all I see 

is a stand to keep my pens 

 

show me anything at all 

I know how to besmirch it 

sully it 

soil it 

kill it and destroy 

I know why the caged bird dies 

I threw the cat in the well 

 

I know how to make you lose 

your maidenhead 

plunder loot and ravenous thirst 

dwell in my ravine 

 

somewhere inside me a child still cries 

tries to come on out 

but I know how to strangle it 

and how eat your flesh 
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SECRET SHELF 

ELVIRA LOBO ©2012 

 

 

I sit amongst the heap of books in the corner of the shelf, immersed 

in the secret work to find out clues before it turns twelve. 

Each page brings a strange news as I flip it to and fro, nervously 

rubbing my chin and tensed brow. 

The lights are dim and low to keep away the unknown, and save 

myself 

from the lone(area). 

Suddenly, I hear a creepy sound making me jump, the glittery 

thoughts 

gives me nervous Goosebumps. 

Assuring Ain't anyone except me, I convince with jest; then I move 

around to find a shadow on a page on the left. 

I shriek at the dark shadow and reach out to hit , just then I feel 

curious pain which pushes me off in just a minute. 

Ouch, I cry in desperation and disgust, only to find myself down near 

my bed. 

Unbelievable!!!, I get up and run to that house to find out the 

truth, secretly reaching the room to find it empty without the old 

shelf or any book. 

What is this mystery about, a prank, a revenge or a plan to avoid any 

search, I ponder on this during my return. 

Strangely, I sense pain which refuses to calm, and there that 

shadow 

has left behind a evil dark mark on my arm!!! 
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WHERE AM I? 

AMY BARRY ©2012 

 

 

I wake up on this bed, 

my hands, 

my body cold, 

Why is it cold in here? 

And, why do you slice open my dress? 

 

Stay calm. 

 

You’re hurting me. 

 

How can I? 

You‘re already dead, 

pronounced dead eight hours ago, 

your body, decomposing, 

your brain cells, slowly dying, 

your soul, still here. 

 

You’re lying- 

 

This is your death certificate. 

 

You’re frightening me. 

 

Don’t be… 

soon you’ll find 

serenity, 

mind clear and empty, 

a look of peace, 

last memory for your family- 

a good memory. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

How can you hear my voice? 

 

I have a special gift, 

talk to the dead, 

prepare them 

in transition, 

ready for viewing. 

 

A clear light arises… 
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IN THE CAVES OF THE MOON 

A.J HUFFMAN ©2012 

 

Your happiness is contagious. 

It’s dripping all over my floor. 

Like a disease. 

But it’s too fast to catch. 

So it’s left. 

Festering in the corners. 

And I can’t stand its breathing. 

It’s wheezing. 

And whining 

to reach the sun. 

It’s lost here. 

Like me. 

With nothing left to do. 

But wait. 

To see who will catch 

and who will kill. 

Who first? 
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13 MINUTES 

RYAN .J. CUNNINGHAM ©2012 

 

Thirteen minutes past midnight 

I saw the most horrible sight 

That brought back memories of grief and pain 

How someone could be so insane 

Hacking and sawing legs and arms 

Destroying lives of people who did no harm 

Taking another man’s life, 

His children and wife 

Mangled flesh in pools of blood 

With bits and pieces of human crud 

As the night turned into day 

I couldn’t believe I murdered them that way 
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WHATS THE NAME OF THIS TOWN 

CHRISTENA ANTONIA VALAIRE WILLIAMS ©2012 

 

Broken rail way tracks 

Spooky and dusty 

Wild like the wild wild West 

Archaic wooden doors 

Creepy cobwebs 

Empty 

Dark as midnight 

Silent 

Only the echoes of wolves 

The scent of burnt oil 

The buildings were neatly kept 

No one in sight 

Vacant 

The wind clenches 

The life out of me 

The town was ghostly 

My imagination ran wild 

As I gazed around 

Feeling the chills 

Cold as Alaska 

I began to feel scared 

As I walked through 

The town 

Reaching the entranced 

Above laid a sign 

Where I saw 

Welcome to Ghost town 
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LIMERICK 

NEHA SRIVASTAVA ©2012 

 
 

When people see me, they fear they terror 

Reading books of blood I learnt some horror 

For us, for ghost, people are paranormal 

I’m just not being formal 

‘Cause for us, human is a deadly horror. 
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WHEN MY BRETHREN CALL 

DOMINIQUE GOODALL ©2012 

 

 

I hear my brethren calling me, outside, down below. 

I see them cavorting, 

The stars and moon marking them with a guise of wisdom. 

How I wish I could shed this unwelcome body. 

Leave this frame to run in fur. 

I am stuck though, only able to lower my head to my arms 

And weep, praying I can find them in my sleep. 

 

 

The wolf swamps me, 

Forging new bonds within my mind. 

My skin cracks, 

Fur spreading new warmth over my bones. 

My new form stands, 

Proud and noble upon the ground. 

My heart pounds as golden eyes pieces the darkness, 

And I run. 

Not a single bit of regret remains, 

I leave my past behind. 

 

 

It doesn't matter that blood spills, 

nor the burn of a shot sweeps my shoulder. 

I am free, running and bounding 

Lost to the call of the pack. 

My mind goes blank, 

joyous adrenaline floods my body. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

No longer locked to an ungrateful body, 

Allowed the freedom to run where I wish. 

Part of the pack, part of the family, 

I can no longer feel alone. 

I feel strong. 

I feel free. 

I’m wild, and at peace 

– If only in my dreams. 
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APPROXIMATING DELIVERY  

DAVID .S. POINTER ©2012 

 

 

Mass casualty composure 

and collegiality were one in 

the same chimed a double 

sided clockmaker dabbing 

a wet laparoscopy sponge 

across a spawn’s back, the 

not quite neonate’s legs 

tangled in what’s left of 

uterus, fallopian tubes, 

and ovaries exteriorized, 

alternate parts placed 

back into the peritoneal 

cavity oiling up paracolic 

gutters with a goodgodamn 

whoosh, space morgue fire 
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COUNTESS 

KELLY ROACH ©2012 

 

 

  Nor was she was a vampire, nor was she was a werewolf  but a 

different kind of monster ,,, who looks to a guy not just trance but 

lure  , For  in their eyes  show only  amour for her  , this was scary 

,the very thought of them under a spell ,she have totally control 

telling them to go murder .,, who would find a cure and go 

undercover ,,,,,, . It would be me  then    that volunteer  needing 

protection , fighting against her glare  , i visit a potion shop that had 

just thing i need there  , one drink and me to her would not be a 

snare .,,,,, Off next would be to her lair  ,as a  confronter  as i 

arrive  , out would appear the sorceress with jet black hair  . She try 

to work me over and over  but it would like a deflecting mirror  ,she 

weaken till her power weaken to never  ,all the men  in surrender  

 ,came out of  her spell  being under .  That was the end of that 

scare  , however  this was  only  the first of  my many adventure  , 

for i would go to  check something she left in the water ,  as  one 

thing to another  .  Other clues of her  evil  more would 

appear , further      come to find out she had a sister  that was just 

as sinister  and so  now  we are left with a new twister! 
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MOON OVER PARADISE 

LAURA .C. LAVEGLIA ©2012 

 

Tis the evening awaits and all is still 

Silence sleeps and it is so deafening 

When the curtain appears she awaits a show 

Will he slather her with honey? 

Or will her night be red and blue 

She prefers the silence 

 

They are lovers 

Their sinuous shapes creep and crawl until one slender snake 

awakes 

Lying naked as they feed on the moon 

As they are wide eyed and cannot speak, a spark showers upon 

them 

Golden sparklers shower their souls 

 

Shadows change 

Brightness hides around the moor 

Lovers lie among carcasses and it is a bloody mess! 

The curtain closes once again and the light brings change 

A tear flows down her check 

Was it a dream invited in prayer? 

She relives this on moons full light 

 

In the distance she hears a sound 

Too familiar for her comfort 
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THE WITCHING HOUR 

SAYANTAN GUPTA ©2012 

 

It was cold. 

My heavy jacket with linings and all 

was a miserable failure. 

The vodka hitting my empty stomach 

was a better combatant against the cold. 

Or so I thought, 

as I sat all alone in the recluse 

at a corner of the apparently deserted Resort, 

nursing my drink. 

It was dark. 

The dying embers of a bon-fire nearby 

gave only an illusion of light and heat. 

Not a soul was in sight. 

A friend was supposed to join me, 

but … 

Vacant chairs kept me company, 

as did my drink. 

Night gathered the swirling mist 

and wrapped it around me 

like a somber cloak. 

All sounds were muffled or muted 

in keeping with the mood of Night. 

 

Moisture coalesced on the thatch 

of the recluse, 

rolling down…drip, drip, drip… 

Eerie… 

A lawn was supposed to be there 

stretching lush and green, 

with a manicured hedge 

marking its perimeter. 

It was supposed to be there, 

but, now, my world was trapped 

in a ground-glass bell jar. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

An unearthly waiter materialized from nowhere 

to replenish my beverage. 

I took a thankful sip. 

A cat, blacker than the night, 

appeared, gave me a look of disapproval, 

and melted away in the mist. 

Vacant chairs kept me company, 

as did my drink. 

 

Chains creaked from somewhere 

out there, 

an unoccupied swing had started swinging. 

The wind, possibly… 

I looked at my watch 

in the wash of light from 

the dying embers. 

The witching hour approaches. 

 

 

 

SAYANTAN GUPTA ©2012 

INDIA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE 

END 
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*BULLYING AWARENESS 
*PUBLISH YOUR OWN BOOK 

*READ MY POETRY 
*REVIEWS & TESTIMONIALS  

*GALLERY 
*HOODIES & T-SHIRTS 
& MUCH MUCH MORE 

… 
 

SIGN UP TODAY 
poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/ 

.. 

 
CHECK OUT MY FACEBOOK FANPAGE: 

http://www.facebook.com/pages/Poetry-by-Barry-Mowles-FAN-PAGE/290032914386620 
 

 

 

http://poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/
http://www.facebook.com/pages/Poetry-by-Barry-Mowles-FAN-PAGE/290032914386620


 

 

HIDING IN THE 

SHADOWS 
… 

PUBLISHED WORLDWIDE ONLINE  
AVALIABLE IN BOTH  

PRINTED PAPERBACK & e-BOOK 
 

AVALIABLE NOW ONLINE AT: 
  

http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/destinytowrite7 

 

http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/destinytowrite7 
 

 

 

ALSO DISPLAYED ON THE  
DESTINY TO WRITE PUBLICATIONS WEBSITE 

 

http://poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/ 
… 

 

 

 

 

http://www.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.lulu.com%2Fspotlight%2Fdestinytowrite7&h=7AQE60fzcAQHrVb94FULHkxG-3jnITeevM2wVu8cyGA0g3Q
http://www.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.lulu.com%2Fspotlight%2Fdestinytowrite7&h=7AQE60fzcAQHrVb94FULHkxG-3jnITeevM2wVu8cyGA0g3Q
http://poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/


 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 



 

 

 

 


