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The Lingering Ghosts

by Fariel Shafee

Your skin is dry,

Broken into fissures like

That exposed wall in

The forsaken house

Where you

See

Yet again that day, stuck

Mockingly like a spider’s web

To the ceiling that’s too

Old, yet coldly

Cruel. Did you

Bleed out all the

Innocence?

There’s another ghost in

This house, one with

Thin, long

limbs of a brown recluse and a sticky

grasp. It

Does not let you leave, watches

Slyly from its web.

How you wish to scream, spit out all

Your fears! But no

Dead girl

Can. This unholy

Grave of dreams where

Love and lust

Melted into

Rage, where betrayal

Bit into

Freedom. Death does

Not give you

Respite.

A blinding light

From a different world,

Strikes us from your

Eyes. We look for

Guns and priests. But

You’re still that

Fearful soul, stuck between

The worlds, waiting for

Some immense

Strength to

Set you free

Some day.
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The Eyes I Took Away

by Fariel Shafee

I took away her eyes, those

Azure, frigid eyes

That were too clear.

You could see through all

The veils and

Watch the little crabs

Crawling on the sand

That was too white, that shifted

Slowly, but kept coming back.

She lies there, eyeless, lifeless,

All alone, in a tomb I made

To

Take away my

Greed, my sins, my

Weaknesses.

But I feel those eyes

I scooped away from

Her placid face. They are there,

Still around,

Larger, cruel, and

Angry now.

There’s a sadness too that

Eats me, makes me

Want to carve away

My own flesh to take

Away the little bits

Of darkness

Anchored in my

Body where she

Swims around with

Those new

Invisible eyes

That are

everywhere.
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The Flute of Bone

by Fariel Shafee

I dug her up.

All night long, I shovelled, crushed the

Walls, pulverised the flowers

Made of stone. I smashed the floor. Her name, etched

Carefully,

To perpetuate, crumbled into

Dust.

But I had to dig her up, look into those

Gaping holes where her eyes

Were, and then get that

Little bone, thin and long, like a

Flute, that played

The world, and put it

In this

Scarlet box.

At night, when I whistled

Through that

Flute of bone, a song

Was weaved with

Melancholy, and she,

Lying bare in

Mud and rain,

In pain,

Woke

Slowly, to

Reclaim

Death.
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Persistence

by Fariel Shafee

a hunger—an all-devouring need;

time

sweeps away the tales of what

we used to be,

the charming,

assertive

lives, and the branching out of

persistence into

realms tucked

in darkness, the lust to

grab

more, to creep into

the virgin lands of

tomorrow.

what is left of

beauty?  of grace?  of

manner? and of

virtue?

Flesh—decayed into motes of

dust float about in air thick with

rotten

hopes—

what’s Left of

bone and skin linger

now like ropey

roots that

refuse to

to let go of

the residual

want.

Eyes—once the shade of

infinite pools

burn now

like

sinful hungry pits

of condemned

zones.

no rules remain

in this middle

land—between life and

death, between

being and

letting

go—where—an

all-consuming

storm of time

breaks you down

to

nothing, bit by

bit—

but an everlasting

need, a hunger—

to hang on, and to

grab, all that’s

left of life now

in

ugly little

shapes

persist.





MAGGIE D. BRACE a life-long denizen of Maryland, teacher, gardener, basketball player and author attended St. Mary's College, where she met her soulmate, and Loyola University, Maryland.  She has written 'Tis Himself: The Tale of Finn MacCool and Grammy's Glasses, and has multiple short works and poems in various anthologies.  She remains a humble scrivener and avid reader.
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