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Dedicated to the loving memory of my grandfather, in whose mighty shadow I gratefully stand.

Lightning flickers in the dark...

Be still, the beast within my heart.
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The Immortal
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If I could die, I would die

to your laughter, fly to your 

polestar, float on your fingertips

to the edge of the cosmos where

stars burst like fireworks, and

flames roil like waves across the

silver-chased sky; where

molten gold and crimson-colored

suns set in the eye of a 

basilisk, the inferno steaming in

the waters of an amethyst ocean. 

If I could see, I'd see fathoms

of suspended moments, petrified

happenstance, and unrealized

intentions fall 

like diamond dust across

skies of frozen amber, glowing

fireflies that drift slowly

into darkness, wings whispering

softly as they expire in

eternity's cavern. 

While the sky rumbles louder, and

the storm meets the sea in

a clash of elemental fury, the

sun softly kisses the faded

scars on your skin.

Your eyes speak of pain and joy and

sorrow and triumph, the

ghosts of dead dreams sparkle in 

the scorn of your gaze, and

if I could change, I would

change for your smile; and

if I could die, I would

die to your laughter.
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Reign Fall
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Outside my window, clouds are weeping;

their tears slide down the dirty glass.

On the concrete drive they shatter

like crystal droplets of my past.

I open up my door to witness

how the world gets washed away;

how the colors become muted,

dimmed into these shades of gray.

I let the torrent carry me

into the sea of broken things;

into the fathoms of the deep

where I can hear the sirens sing.

These are things that I dream of

in the night when I am sleeping;

when my ears capture the sounds

of clouds outside my window weeping.
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The Dirge
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Upon a rock amid a stream;

the lass sat down, her face serene.

The wind toned down, the birds fell silent;

the wildwoods waited, their voices quiet.

Her hair rippled and flowed like fire

as she sang sweetly of desire.

Her voice like razors, slicing deep,

so that the sky began to weep.

Her song was thunder in the rain

as words of sorrow she then sang.

Her fingers bled upon her lyre

and swiftly set the world on fire.

Then at the last note of defiance,

the sky sagged in relief of silence.

And as the distant fires died,

the sun shined on a girl who cried.
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City Heights
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They wash the streets.

Disinfectant foam carries the scum,

the blood, the filth

down to the underbelly

where the rats and disadvantaged

lay their weary heads.

But the guilt, the

menacing intentions, the

apathetic, misinformed zombies

stay afloat, supernatant.

I tire of the city streets

where cowards run in packs

like dogs;

but seeing a wolf, they cringe aside with

tails between their legs.

Graffiti-ridden buildings

are marked with faded runes,

warning of a destruction

that falls upon deaf ears.

Where children once skipped carefree,

predators

barter their poisons

to those whose only wish is to

float to their extinction.

I am but a ghost,

a refugee from madness,

looking at the city heights

from a sea of milling bodies

unable to escape.
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Unkindness
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I gaze at the darkened sky:

storms of ravens flying by,

filling the air with raucous cries,

waiting for us all to die.

From the greatest to the least,

our fate's the same—that final peace.

Ravens rain and do not cease;

a living cloud that's come to feast.

I walk away from my deathbed

and stride my way through fields of dead;

the ground is damp and slicked with red:

all that's left of those who've bled.

I look into raven eyes and see

how hubris caused our fate to be;

redemption comes not easily

and soon, I know it comes for me...
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The Cost
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Her eyes were like the bottom of a glass of cognac

straight up with no rocks, no

distractions from the dark swirls of her mystery.

Her scent of cinnamon and crushed petals of

African violets announced her

presence before she sat down beside me

at the dive bar on the Boulevard of Broken Dreams.

Her dress wasn't hooker red; it was more subtle, like

an out-of-luck actress who met all the wrong men, whose  

opportunities had long stopped knocking and

left her at the mercy of slick gents and

hard knocks.  

She was the kind of dame who

normally wouldn't stop for a cat like me unless

desperate to escape.

Her smile was coy, her hazel eyes pleading, her

peekaboo cutout tastefully displaying just

enough cleavage to not be too

distracting.

Touching me lightly on the hand, she

mused on life and lost loves 

in the ruins of her past.

The piano man played a decent tune

for once, and we danced

slowly, her arms draped around my collar,

her head softly pressed against my chest.

It was the kind of rainy night a man

dreams of when his cards come up

all spades for once, when every throw is

a winner, when a beautiful dame

winds slowly in his arms.

I hoped it would last forever, but I knew

it had to end when a mourning

smile touched her lips and 

she said she had to leave.

I watched her willowy form sway

away, cursing myself for not

asking for her name, her number, her

ring finger size ...

It wasn't until I slumped at the bar to

drown the moment away,

that I realized my

wallet was missing, and the dame had

played me like a pro.

I leaned back and smiled ...

'cause some things can't be

measured in price, and 

every sweet moment was

worth the cost.
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Christine
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Your voice is honey, wrapped in silk, and

draped upon the beautiful songbird

that lives in your throat;

and when you

sing,

I knew that crowds would weep, would

bravo from the floor to the rafters, and

celebrate the confirmation that 

angels truly do exist, that 

miracles actually do occur, and that

you, Christine, are their herald, the mouthpiece

of Heaven.

They can never know that the Devil, the Phantom, the

lord of the stygian underworld has

nurtured your skill, instilled in you the

confidence, the conviction to be the

Goddess that you are.

I love you more than they, far more than the 

golden, shining man-child Raoul,
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