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The Funeral Flag

They hoisted it like scripture, stitched with lies, soaked in blood. The flag. My darling, the Funeral Flag. Not waving — wheezing. Stripes curling into ribbons of meat, stars coughing their last light in smoke. Don’t you smell it? Perfume, piss, and kerosene. That’s the aroma of a republic rotting in its own Sunday best.

The Republic was never a promised land. Don’t let the choirs fool you. It was always a plantation masquerading as a kingdom, a house built on bones, wallpapered in hymnals, haunted by prayers that never reached heaven. Every magnolia in this yard drips mildew. Every pew hides a splinter meant to bleed you. And behind every shuttered window, there’s a girl they swore you’d never hear.

Her name? Clementine. Or maybe that’s just the name they gave the silence. She was buried under lace, smothered under sermons, locked in the broom closet with her lipstick and shame. Clementine is not gone — oh no, sugar. Clementine lingers like cigarette smoke in a wedding veil. You’ll see her when the lights flicker, you’ll hear her when the preacher chokes. And when she laughs, it sounds like a champagne flute snapping in your hand.

Don’t ask me who she is. Ask yourself why you keep feeling her breath on the back of your neck.

Now look outside. The mob in their crimson sashes are howling hymns they can’t even spell. Their hog of a king waddles atop his papier-mâché throne, painted gold but stinking of slaughterhouse grease. Their judges, cloaked in bone-dust, strike gavels like funeral bells. Their billionaires sip blood from crystal and call it champagne. All of them dancing, darling, in the glow of the burning flag.

And me? I am the gospel you choke on. I am the dirge in stilettos. I am every cursed hymn you ever tried to silence, swaying down the aisle with a smile sharp enough to cut glass.

This is not a requiem you get to sleep through. This is a séance. This is a drag show in Hell’s own chapel. This is the night Clementine walks again, and she will not whisper. She will scream.

Do you hear her?

Good. She’s already in your mouth.

The Crimson Choir

They come not as saints, but as scavengers. Rows upon rows of crimson sashes, stitched from polyester and baptized in spit. They march with hollow hymns spilling from their mouths — chants they never wrote, words they do not understand, syllables chewed into gristle. Every voice is the same, a droning dirge of obedience. Call it patriotism if you want, but I call it necromancy.

The Choir of crimson sashes does not pray; it parrots. It does not sing; it moans. A liturgy of ignorance echoing across fairgrounds and highways, clattering like empty tin cans tied to the back of a hearse. Their hymnals are fast-food wrappers, their psalms are slurs, their communion wine comes from Styrofoam cups of lukewarm beer.

Do not think them harmless. A choir can summon storms. These voices, flat and furious, feed the hog on his papier-mâché throne. Every chant is a coin in his collection plate, every roar a nail in the coffin they are building for the rest of us. They do not need faith, darling. They need only fury.

And still—behind their dirge—I hear Clementine humming. Sweet, low, and sharp, like a razor dragged across a hymnbook. She slips between their moans, a discordant note that rattles the rafters. They do not know she’s there, but I do. I hear her in the crackle of their microphones, in the static between their slogans. She is the itch they cannot scratch, the lipstick stain on their collar when they swear, they were pure.

Listen closer. Can’t you hear it? Beneath the roar of their chants, a girl’s voice is climbing, cutting, clawing its way up the scale. Clementine doesn’t wait to be invited to the choir loft. She makes her own hymn, louder, redder, and utterly unholy.

Do you hear her yet?

Good. Then the Funeral Flag has already claimed you.

The Gilded Hog’s Parade

––––––––
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Behold the hog. Gilded, greased, grotesque. He waddles through the avenue of ashes on a papier-mâché throne, painted gold and glued together with spit. His jowls jiggle like sanctified lard, his tie a noose of carnival red. The mob cheers, drunk on cheap slogans and cheaper beer, tossing roses already wilting at his swollen hooves.

The Gilded Hog does not speak; he bellows. His gospel is grunt, snort, sputter — a sermon sprayed with saliva and lies. Every word is a cud-chewed promise: to protect them from ghosts, from shadows, from the very girls they once locked in closets. And darling, the crowd eats it up like barbecue at a funeral wake.

His parade is a carnival of ruin: clowns in crimson sashes juggling fear, barkers selling purity in plastic bottles, children painted with slogans they cannot read. Fireworks crack overhead, though the only light they throw is the reflection of burning books.

Clementine watches from the gutter. Her laugh is low, sinful, the sound of lipstick smeared across a The Scarlet Scroll page. She sees the Hog for what he is: a carcass wrapped in foil, sweating in the summer sun. And when she whispers — oh, it is not prayer. It is prophecy. She says he will choke on his own feast, and the choir will turn carrion once the grease congeals.

Do you doubt her? Wait, sugar. You’ll see. Every hog ends the same way: gutted, salted, served cold on porcelain. The only question left is who gets the first slice.

So cheer, my crimson choir. Dance in the parade of your gilded king. But don’t forget — when the candles burn down and the ash settles, Clementine will still be laughing, and I’ll be standing there with the carving knife.

He tried to brand her as his own ghost, but her hymn soured his lie.

Clementine in the Corridor

The house sighs when the Hog’s parade passes, like plaster remembering it used to breathe. The walls crackle, the chandeliers shiver, and in the hush that follows the riot outside, she comes. Clementine. Not walking, not drifting — sliding down the corridor as if the floorboards were butter and she was the knife.

Every portrait on the wall turns its eyes toward her. Ancestors in gilt frames flinch, saints stitched into tapestries wrinkle their noses. They know her, though they pretend not to. They recognize the girl they shoved behind locked doors, her lips redder than a hymn’s last note. Her heels click once, twice — then vanish, though she keeps moving. Shadows do not need sound when memory is their echo.

I stand in the parlor, watching her silhouette stretch long, dark, elegant as spilled ink. She isn’t here for me — not yet. She is here for them. For every choirboy who spat her name like a curse, for every grandmother who hid her dresses in the attic, for every judge who called her a mistake written in flesh. Clementine collects debts, darling, and she has an eternity’s ledger.

She brushes her hand across the wallpaper. Dust blooms. Wallpaper peels. Underneath is mildew, and under that, scripture written in ink too black to be holy. She smiles at it, teeth sharp, wicked as broken china. Then she hums — low, vibrating through every nail in this house. It is not a hymn. It is not a prayer. It is the sound of a coffin lid pried open from the inside.
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