


Appendix I:

From The Desk of:



This part of the appendix is a From The Desk Series from the author
explaining the meaning of each poem and the secrets hidden within each line.

Each entry is aligned with the print edition in Book I, from starting poem to
last.

Dive deeper into the true mysteries and values of what happened and
inspired the poems.

As a precursor to remedy any confusion, you may have noticed small
markings in the corners of specific pages.

These are indicators that will be discussed within each page, they are not
mistakes but intentional hidden secrets from the first printed volume that will
be discussed and signified by the following symbol (X) at the end of each
piece. Some pieces are interchangeable and may not require explanation.

Another note of interest, all of these poems were intentionally left untitled,
during the editing process we have added titles.



Stupid Thoughts (x)

Vague and dripping with undertones of dread and worry of losing
someone special, this piece is a glimpse into the neurosis of the author
and his early hesitancy to fall into love with knowing the dangers that
lurk ahead.

The questions being asked are of self-doubt and wrought with over-
analyzing the value of finding love and learning to become vulnerable.
With the closing line, it shows a growth of feeling comfortable in
someone’s arms, as if though the person they are talking about is a
comfort blanket.

(x) originally written in 2017, it was re-written and renewed in 2018 to
better fit a personal poem for the authors relationship that had just
begun.



Outlawed Love (x)

Inspired by a Kurt Vonnegut short story (Welcome to the Monkey
House), this piece invokes despair and dread of living in an alternate
universe where love is an outlawed and dangerous act.

Falling in love is punishable by death. The character finds themselves in
a waiting room with their partner awaiting their sentencing while
having to endure the pain of watching others be led to their execution.

This dream originally did happen in itself and was quickly jotted down
and turned into this simple yet powerful concept of a world that
refuses to accept that love is considered a dangerous act.

The awakening from the dream to see your partner still there by your
side makes it much more intense and emotionally charged.

The ending is a point of realizing that one day fiction may turn into fact
with how the current state of the world changes dramatically and
drastically.



Obscured Memories

Originally written in a height of depression and anxiety, this piece is
about a person so lost looking for someone they care for so much that
they will search the ends of the earth, traversing mountain tops
screaming to the wind hoping for an answer in response.

The meaning behind it was a cry for help in a dark point of the authors
life where they were deep in a troubled state of disarray and suicidal
thoughts of hoping someone would catch them if they fell.

The verse about jumping off a bridge is based in truth, the artist was at
a low point when this piece was written and they attempted suicide,
although at the last minute they discovered a light in the darkness of
themselves that awoke the urgency of seeking help.

It is a tragic piece about loss and hoping to be taken back.



A House Built from Love (x)

This piece is a transformation of learning that love is built and not
gifted to someone, a dedication to learning that even finding love
means that you have to grow with it as much as grow it.

The opening shows the growth of the character and learning that their
deprecating ideas of themselves is trivial and blown out of proportion
and that they can in fact truly be head over heels in love with someone.

The character views their partner in that moment taking in each
moment and holding it dearly because they know that one day they will
ultimately lose them whether it be to an accident or natural death.

They wish they could live in that moment for an eternity.

(x) This poem was written for a previous partner of the author and was
the moment of realization that they had found someone worthy of
being in their life, cherishing the simple things like watching someone
sleep soundly in bed and trying to not disturb them.



Under The Pale Moonlight

Albeit a very simple and short poem, this one was written with
compassion and an understanding that life is causational and complex
as well as love is a multifaceted concept.

The main characters are described as dying when in reality it is more of
an ego death than actual death.

It shows the struggle of learning that love is a dangerous thing but also
it can be a detrimental mistake to some.

It cuts through the air like a hot knife through butter, leaving a
bittersweet taste in your mouth of realizing that love is a fickle thing.

Summer Clothes

A simple poem about the feeling of falling in love for the summer, a
seasonal thing that ends when the air turns crisp and the leaves begin
to fall from the trees in autumn.



Where did they go after they left them? Can they actually find
themselves in love again after having a summer fling of exploring the
country side or will the main character give up and cling to the
memories of what was and will always be a fabled tale of summer lust.

What is the infinite future that they describe here? It is the
unforeseeable extension of what some would consider to be god,
smiling down upon them, but with no proof of evidence of a “true god”
it is a metaphor for eternity and praying for eternal joy and happiness.

Empty Homes & Empty Hearts

Following the theme of yearning for love, this piece follows the
character being told by their love to follow the stars in the sky to guide
them back home on their long journey of finding themselves.

They compare the blemishes on their body as the constellations in the
sky as though they have always waited for them, but with baited
breath.



When the main character finally arrives at their destination, a house
built for both to live and die in, they realize no-one has been home for a
very long time and promise to wait forever but inevitably learn that
they will never return and it was all along an empty promise.

The home is meant to represent the chambers of the heart and each
room is a different hemisphere of it that they look in to find their fabled
love.

Too Emotional (x)

This piece hits heavy and hard and is based in reality. It describes a
situation in which someone is being broken up with but in the worst
possible way of being left out in the rain (literally) as their lover walks
away for the final time.

This event did in fact happen to the author while living in Portland, OR
in 2017, the names and locations of where it took place will not be
mentioned for obvious reasons.

This was a moment in the authors life that truly ripped them limb from
limb and destroyed them emotionally for the first time in a long time,
leaving them in a vulnerable state.

The words spoken of being “too emotional” were spoken verbatim and
with such spite that when the author confronted this person again and



gifted them a copy of it, [redacted] laughed in their face and said “well
it’s still true.”

To this date, the author has since removed such a toxic person from
their life.

[As a side note from the author, no one should ever have to be put
through the humiliation and destruction that they went through. If you
know someone is in a toxic and unhealthy relationship, speak up and
speak out to the proper channels and get them help because it may be
the turning point that they take their own life.]

Love Is...

More meant to be read like a cascade of words than a poem, similar
with the writing of a haiku, but not, this one is a random filler piece that
needs no real explanation.



Addiction

In reality this piece is based off the authors original crippling addiction
to alcohol and wanting to drown themselves with something that
would nub the pains of being young at heart.

Since the creation of this piece the artist has since tackled their
problems head first and become better at managing their problems.

The line about words growing wiser is based in the reality of getting
drunk to be able to socialize with people because they suffered from a
serious bought of depression and anxiety that stems from living in
Alaska for many years and living in solitude of darkness for 6+ months.

The last part of the piece of saying they are addicted to you is simply a

metaphor of imagining the bottle as a person and lapping up each drop
of their imaginative being.

Indecipherable Scribbles



This piece correlates to older journal entries that have since become
lost to a stranger somewhere in Portland, OR sometime in 2017.

At the time of the conception of this piece it is still unclear whether it
was based off a pursuit of someone either in Oregon or Colorado as the
author was traveling far and wide collecting memories.

We believe that this piece was conceived as an in-between process of
grieving at the loss of someone that the author truly loved, but they
took a piece of them and become just a memory.

To ask back for your heart from someone is a difficult task but also
dangerous to the psyche as it requires both parties to be willing to
move on from each other and let the past lie in its grave.

Scars

This piece is about finding a temporary love that has the potential to
last forever but both parties were not meant to be even if they both felt
butterflies for each other.

Based in Seattle, WA this piece revolves around the authors first
journey to the fictional town of Twin Peaks (Snoqualmie Falls to be
specific) and hiking with someone they had met and fell in love with.



They trekked off-trail paths and found each other embracing in a
gleeful moment under a waterfall crashing down from high above.

This was the first of many beckoning calls from the other party of
wanting to be together even though they were destined to never be
together..

Constellations

The topic of a “rabbit hole” is a common theme in most of the pieces
bound in this volume, it is a metaphor for “falling madly, deeply, head
over heels” for someone, an ultimate cliché.

The imagery of constellations hidden on skin is a discussion of exploring
another’s body, noticing the small imperfections and flaws that each
person holds.

Breathing the universe into each other and never letting the timeline
die is a line that invokes fear of loss and wanting to conquer death and
live immortally.



The negative space spoken here is the fear of rejection and loss
associated with falling in love and wanting to start over and attempt to
make things work again in some way.

The closing line is a question of asking whether the other party truly
feels the same way or is turning the other cheek and a blind ear.



The Raven & The Rabbit

This piece is a personal one of finding someone who spoke so heavily of
love but never cared to believe they could be loved.

Based on an actual person, The Raven, is the embodiment of a self-
deprecating but put together person who hides their emotions well
behind a cloak of black feathers.

The Rabbit (the author) was at that time this was written, learning to
explore the world of their own creation, learning to love themselves.

The interaction between the two characters is a conversational piece of
double-standard and jealousy of how one can be free while the other is
somehow shackled to the ground we walk on.

Albeit both a Raven & Rabbit are limited to the earthly grounds of the
world, they both live synonymously within the world itself.

The Rabbit wants the Raven to know that even though they are
prey/predator, that they can somehow find a middle ground to allow

each other to grow.

(Side Note: the original version of this was actually written and gifted to
“The Raven” as a special gift and has been since confirmed to still exist.)

Bridge Burner

An imaginative piece of mystery and swirling ideas of praying at the
feet of a god that doesn’t exist.



It is a monument of praising someone and their mysterious appearance
into the world of the author, a dark shadowed figure that spoke strange
new languages to them and took them undertow into their new world.
A lament to the time of witches as well, this piece is heavily reliant on
the imagery of old-world monuments and ideologies that still exist to
this day.

The ending line “I want to do all the thing your lungs do so well” is a
statement of wanting to be as good as the mysterious figure is, but can
never uphold to.

Burning bridges correlates to taking a chance and rolling of the dice to
change everything anew and walk away from a toxic older life and leave
the flames to burn it down and birth something new in its place.

Can’t speak your name is a reference to losing someone whom the
author can’t talk about due to the amount of trauma that is attached to
that person.

The imagery of burning pylons of dead trees is an homage to the
traditional rite of burning bodies on beds of funeral pyres in older
times, a symbol of birthing from the death of something, like a phoenix
rising from the ashes.

Heavenly Creature

Based in real moments, this piece is a dedication to a love lost that the
author truly cared about (and still does) a cry for never wanting to let
go of the one person who made them feel almost human in itself.



It’s an homage to the days and nights of waking up in cabins in the
woods in the backcountry to snow-capped mountains of a life so
simple.

The sexual arousal and imagery invoke a true human lust of desire and
savage instincts, something that most people dream of having with

their partners.

The ending is a call to fate damning them for placing such a heavy
weight of experiencing first true love on their shoulders.

Memories My Love, Only Ours
This piece is a dedication to [REDACTED].

Based in the summer of 2006/07 in Cooper Landing, AK the author was
young and full of life and drunk on love.

They found someone who understood them and they both fell madly in
love with each other.

Although with it being a summer love, it was destined to not last long,
albeit that has since changed during the publishing of this book and



they have both reached out to each other in a capacity of friendship
and fond memories of a life once lived and memories grown.



Haunted Memories

This piece was based in a moment of meeting a first true love in such a
magical way that it almost felt surreal to even happen.

The author was at a bar in Anchorage, AK and found their eyes locked
with [REDACTED] through the crowd of people and in that moment it
was almost as if though a cinematic moment of movie magic was

happening in real time of seeing them from across the ballroom floor.

Time slowed then sped back up and the crowd swallowed them up into
their might.

Later that evening they had connected online and realized it was each
other, the two whose eyes locked in that moment.

A mystery of wondering was it a good choice to pursue the mystery of
you?



Courage

Self-explanatory in itself, this piece is about the fear of speaking out
with someone even when they are right next to you.

Fear and self-doubt are the true killers of love, but also the hardest to
overcome.

Just learning to speak to someone without sounding like a complete
fool is a difficult task for even the bravest people on earth.



Self-Discovery

This piece is meant to be an introspective look at learning to love
yourself before you can possibly love someone else first.

Truly learning to love yourself is a very difficult task, but at the same
time one of the most awakening feelings of learning you have the
power to discover more hidden inside those galaxies inside yourself.



Empty Spaces

This piece is about loss and attempting to cope with it, waking in the
morning to seeing your partner and then the next moment they are
gone and you’re left alone wondering what went wrong and was it you
or them?



Butterflies

This piece is a personal favorite of the authors, and tries to paint a
picture of what falling in love feels like to them.

It is a testament to the age old saying of “butterflies in your stomach”
but putting a new spin on a classic with a renewed image of birds which
represent maturity.

The sparrow is considered the astrological animal associated with
Gemini’s in some discussions on the topic of astrology.

Birds being more aggressive in confined spaces creates the image of
intense and turbulent love and desire, creating each breath you take

with the beating of their wings.

The cage is symbolism for accepting the gift of love and listening to
their sad songs.

Love can be unexpected and arise in mysterious ways, leading to the
feeling of falling head over heels in an unexpected way.

Safety & Danger (x)



“The sea is a great place to think about the future.” Is a line taken from
a Los Campesinos! song of the same title, a truly sad song to listen to
and is what inspired this piece.

The safety of being in someone’s arms always makes you feel safe and
loved, even with all the danger of the world revolving on the outside,
shelter from the storm in a sense.

The distinction between the mountains and the other persons eyes is
symbolism for the perils of the outside world but also the dangers of
the wilderness inside each person.

The eyes are the gateway to the soul as they say, and sometimes they

may look safe and welcoming but there is always a danger lurking
deeper.

(x) this piece was written about an ex-lover who's eyes were as blue as
the ocean and also as dangerous as they were comforting.

Artifacts (x)



This piece is about boxing up memories and storing them far, far away
from thought and sight, slowly decaying and rusting.

It’s a piece about learning to accept the fate that has been handed to
you but also learning to move forward even when you don’t see eye to
eye on certain things, in a sense it’s a discussion of growing up.

The mountains are calling and | must go is the start of a new adventure
waiting to unfold.

Are You Still Up? (x)

This piece is structured in the timeframe of a working day as being a
barista by morning and waking early to leave the comfort of a warm
bed to dealing with sickness of worry and distraught fear.



It’s a construct of separation anxiety and not wanting to be apart from
their significant other.

(x) originally written during a long-term relationship, it showcases the
fear of being alone without them and wondering if they were being
good or bad behind the authors back, a symptom of jealousy.

Shoe-box Memories

An introspective look into the discovery of old memories that were
thought to be locked away, it is a testament to a time that the author
felt alive and happy, but truly turns out to be a facade of false joy.

Store bought memories, like the photos you can find in oddities shops
was the inspiration for the imagery of finding these “black & white ink
stains found for $6).



The turning point of “becoming sick and having to stop writing” means
that it was the moment the author felt disgusted with themselves to
have stumbled upon these false moments of joy.

The Hazards of Love (x)

This piece is about toxicity disguised as romance, showcasing the
author being taken care of and nurtured but with a hidden undertone
of deceit and betrayal.

The imagery of poppies is taken from the classic film The Wizard of Oz
in the scene where Dorothy falls asleep in the fields of poppies, in
which the antagonist wants to keep them preserved forever in a state
of stasis.

Blood roses grown from their lungs is a play on a Tori Amos song of the
same name (Blood Roses), as well as the inspiration was taken from an
image seen in which there is a set of lungs drawn with the words “and
you made flowers grow from my chest”.



A life jacket is the image of safety and rescue that is not given even
when the author is metaphorically “drowning” in the seas of ocean blue
eyes.

The ending is the surgical removal of joy and happiness from the author
as the antagonist takes everything of value from them but keeps them
“safe and protected”.

Coded Language (x)

This piece is based off the ideology of the “perfect man”, one who
makes you feel invincible but at the same time more than human.

It’s a love letter to the earth for creating such a beautiful specimen and
how they can speak in a language only they were meant to understand.

It paints the picture of a wild yet cool and collected person who
awakens a new sensation of finding someone and exploring their body.



Wishing Wells (x)

This piece is about a toxic relationship with someone who is “perfect”
on the outside but inside is a tempest of ruin and an endless void of
false truths.

Tossing coins into wishing wells describes the authors never-ending
love being tossed into someone who merely drains their reserves,
hoping for a false reality to become real.

To be eviscerated is the wish to live and die over and over, an infinite
cycle of trying to escape a damaged and unstable relationship.



Valleys of Despair (x)

This piece is an ode to the authors despair of searching for that special
someone and trying to look internally for the answers, but only met
with valleys of despair, barren of emotions and love.

The ink stains in reference are inspired by the authors tattoos, which
detail out moments of their life waiting to add more to the history of

their travels and lovers.

The ending question is a test of the authors ability to keep writing these
poems or give up their dreams.

Have You Ever? (x)



A reflective piece that takes the author and puts them in the place of
others they write about, a conversational piece in a sense of asking the
guestions that others in turn have asked them.

It picks apart the senses of what the observer can see, taste, touch and
feel.

In a sense it is a piece about taking a look in the mirror and attempting
to discover the ways that they have inspired others or touched their
lives in some way.

Before The Dawn Heals Us (x)

Based on a terrible hangover experience once following a traumatic
fight in an unhealthy relationship, the imagery described within



showcases a moment of clarity and awakening to the reality that they
needed to leave that relationship.

Like having a religious epiphany the symbolism of purging their system
is descriptive of learning to release the negativity out of themselves and
try to heal the wounds that we self-inflicted.

Throwing Caution to The Wind

This piece is very symbolic of a turbulent relationship that both parties
care not what happens, but to live in the moment of living, breathing
world.

It is a statement of running wild and free, but also a discussion of
learning to accept death and the fates that we are tied to.



Their eventual demise of dying under the oak tree and tying their hands
together shows that even with being wild and free, they never want to
break the bonds that tie them together, even in death.



Whispers
This piece is an homage to learning to navigate the world together as
strangers, using only an imaginary map of the lines on their hands

(palmistry).

There is a sense of yearning to become lost again in a world that is their
lives, hoping to spread love to everyone and no one at the same time.

It is a question asking where do we go from here now?

Poison of Choice



A depression-based piece of wondering if choosing to take the easy
route out of life by drinking poison to experience a moment of love, it is
a love letter to death asking them to deliver respite.

It is a question of wondering if it is them or just the world not ready to
appreciate their efforts and fruits of their labor, asking when they’ll

chose to leave them like everyone else has already done.

Does love exist even after death?

Destiny, The Cruel Mistress

A test of faith and will, this piece explains how a ripple effect can
happen when a memory of someone arises and sets course through a
sea of emotions.

It explains the cycle of falling in and out of love and how it can fade into
obscurity behind the monotony of everyday life, only to come roaring in



by a favorite song that opens the flood gates of memories that were
since locked up and hidden away within an illusion of safety.



Realizations

An open-ended love letter to an ex-lover whom shall remain
anonymous, this simple piece shows the compassion and desire to still
hold onto a sliver of hope that maybe one day soon, they will return to
each other’s touch.

A flaw in the human condition.



Shattered Pieces (x)

Somewhat of an apology letter but at the same time an introspective
look at their own actions, this piece explains how they basically want to
say I’'m sorry to their ex-partner but at the same time thank them for
fixing them back up in a way.

Raw emotions becoming muddled in a torrent of anger and rage at the
world causing them such misery and problems, they didn’t realize that
their actions were affecting the relationship and pushed them further
away from their original footing.

Stolen Glances (x)



A symbolistic piece about the feeling of “stealing” someone else’s

glances cast across the room not meant for themselves but for another
person.

It is a poem about finding someone you love in someone you will never
meet, but awakening to the fact that even within a random stranger,
emotions and memories can be re-awakened yet completely innocent.

A Family of Ghosts

Symbolic of a broken home, this piece asks is it wrong to love
something that doesn’t exist?



It is a personal testament of faith to the authors upbringing in a loveless
home, void of conditional love and care.

Fish Out Of Water

A metaphorical piece about self-destruction and depression and how
the artist attempted to numb the pains of the heart until the moment
someone special walked into their life, changing it with the one
instance of meeting each other.






Self-Destruction (x)

Another self-introspective piece about the dangers of self-destruction
and self-care and learning to love yourself, but also attempt to rebuild
from a broken construct.

It shows a cycle of destruction and rebuilding themselves up again from
the damages of their history, but also learning to protect themselves
with new disguises to alleviate any more harm that could be inflicted
upon themselves.



Wild Strawberries

A piece that invokes an image of perfection and safety with someone
who makes their dark and dreary world brighten with sunshine and joy.

It is a dedication piece to [REDACTED] for taking a chance and guiding

the author on a wild journey of self-realization and awakening to a
more blissful reality.

Famous Last Words

A brutal yet simple piece that showcases the difference between being
in love and wanting to leave.



A sigh of relief or release? It leaves much to be thought of and
pondered.

Conditional Love



Based in a real relationship, this piece invokes the reality of a false love.

The person described was not only a toxic person but also someone
who had to use dependencies of alcohol addiction to even say they
loved the author to their face.

It is a memory that still haunts the author to this day and hopes that

they have learned to move forward with their life and learn to love
unconditionally instead of under specific context.

Rebuilding A Future

An ode to learning to pick yourself up off the floor and rebuilding your
life from a broken foundation, it is also a multi-faceted question asking



for a savior to end the suffering and protect them from themselves and
the self-destructive tendencies that still haunt them.

It asks if there is someone willing to work with them in tandem as they
rebuild themselves up from the base up.

Ships In The Night

Meant to be a piece about exploration and the journey associated with
searching for love, it is a statement of becoming vulnerable yet at the
same time feeling invincible.






Young Love (x)

Symbolistic of invoking the sense of smell through words, this piece is a
statement on maturity and knowing right from wrong.

It’s a simple notion of falling in love with someone’s scent and being
driven mad by their sly glances cast.



Message In A Bottle (x)

Based on the concept of finding a fabled “message in a bottle” on the
beach, it is a statement on finding a message not meant for oneself but
still finding comfort in bewilderment of wondering who the mysterious
author is/where they are on this giant planet.



A New Nightmare

A self-introspective piece inspired by learning to build happiness
themselves, the author crafted this piece to emphasize the difference
between a false sense of happiness that is manufactured in a
theoretical point compared to the reality of creating it yourself.



Tick Tock

A philosophical piece on learning to overcome fear of losing your
chance against the race for time, it is an enigmatic question asking what
happens when you’re not fighting against the clock.



Divine Search

This piece represents the search and desire to find “perfection” in
someone else, synonymous with the metaphor of “looking for drugs”, it
speaks about searching the ends of the earth for something that never
existed in the first place.

When you search for something, it tends to stay hidden, but when you
aren’t actively searching it seems to uncannily appear out of seemingly
nowhere.

The ending about finding an angel who loved and kills the writer is an
imaginative line about how true love is beautiful but at the same time a
deadly thing.



Dangerous Drugs

A repeating theme of the hazards of love, this piece is inspired by a line
from Stephen King’s Dark Tower Series in which the gunslinger talks
about love being the most dangerous drug anyone can take in their
world, it shows the yearning of the author to find that addiction and
trying to manage the urge to indulge too much.

They want to run away from it but can’t escape due to it being

addicting, but instead this other person/emotion gleefully stops them
and keeps them stuck in a constant loop.

Kiss Me, Kiss Me

Comprised of a loose dialog with an ex-partner, this piece holds the
image of someone looking through the other.



A glimpse into the soul of the author and noticing how “lost” they are in
their search for that fabled long-lasting love, and a message that they
will be there every step of the way and attempt to comfort the authors
character into understanding that they want to be there for them no
matter the cost.

“Home is a place I've never known existed.” Is a statement of growing
up in a broken home with a family that was barely keeping itself
together as it was and the growth of the authors mindset in learning to
take care of themselves in a world wrought with danger at every
corner.

Roots

A statement about how deep and invested love can be, this piece
focuses on the idea that everyone is eagerly searching to find someone
to love (no matter their worldly views on the concept of love), it is a
desperate cry for someone to never leave.






Never Knows Best

A multi-layered piece that ebbs and flows through different emotions,
we’ll break those down below:

1) Touch & Sight: The shimmer discussed is the “light of their eye” as
they look at this person, one of the five senses being stimulated
by viewing a perceived beauty. The way they touch their palmis
symbolic of physical touch but also holding their hand in theirs.

2) Sound: & Touch An orchestra is symbolic of a commanding voice
of power and reason, pouring down like sonnets & stanzas is a
metaphor of the way the author views the English language. The
line “the way your lips taste like sickness” is a metaphor about
toxic love and the dangers of ruthless people taking advantage of
someone.

3) Desire: What is the true difference between lust and love? Are
they synonymous or polar opposites? It’s an open-ended question
to the readers as well as the author asking for a proper answer.

The final statement is a reference to an anime called Fooly Cooly in
which one of the main characters takes a drag off a cigarette with the
phrase “Never Knows Best” written on it.



A Rash In The Shape of You

A simple yet threatening piece inspired by a song from the band Los
Campesinos called “A Heat Rash In the Shape of the Show Me State; or,
Letters from Me to Charlotte”, it is a metaphor about seeing the future

in your hands and wondering if it is a good one or an altogether
terrifying one.



Can We Start Over Again?

A guestion asked by many of “can we begin again?” it is a testament to
wanting to start everything over with a clean slate and forget the bad
blood and ill-fated history of an unhealthy relationship.

The question itself comes full-turn in the second half of the poem
asking if it is just a waste of time and breath in desiring to start over,

realizing that it is in fact not a worthwhile endeavor to pursue.

Have we truly lost ourselves in the reality of wanting to change our own
futures?

No one will ever be able to answer that question but oneself.



Orbiting Circus

Written during a very depressive time of the artists life, this piece
shows the self-deprecation and regret the author lived.

The feeling of suicidal tendencies and feeling invisible to the world
weakened their spirit and drive to want to exist.

The so called “orbiting circus” is based off of a podcast that managed to
get them through their destructive state of mind.

The feeling of absolute rock-bottom depression is deadly as well as
draining on the spirit and soul, and this piece strikes up the marching
bands to scream into the void and wish for hope.

*As a forewarning, if you know anyone experiencing suicidal
thoughts, reach out for help even when the world feels like it’s
against you, you are valued and worthy of love.*



Lost Letters & Regret

In a painful turn of events, this piece is about falling out of love with
someone, where it was never truly love to begin with but merely lust.

In an original project/experiment the author would write letters and
seal them in envelopes and randomly have someone pick one for
themselves when they met someone whom enticed them.

Some of those letters were specifically meant for the mysterious person
involved in this piece but the author was intentional about it as well.

The premise behind it is about giving up everything for one person and
being rejected but at the same time realizing that everything is not in
its right place and never was but a fevered dream of a false hope of
love.



The Crying Light

Taken from a personal journal entry, this piece is about [REDACTED]
whom the author and said person fell into a companionship of desire
and love long ago.

It is also a piece about the day the author got a very saddening call
about their health and learned that aforementioned person had given
them a viral infection that has no cure to this date.

An eye-opening phone call to receive, it threw the authorin a
depressive state and to this day still haunts their dreams.



The Difference Between Lust & Love

“The difference between poison and medicine is in the dosage” is a line
that inspires this piece about learning the difference between carnal
lust and true love.

It shows how even with someone caring for another they can also be
faking every emotion and becoming a shell of themselves.

It’s a piece about the damages of breaking someone’s heart while you
have no remorse or regrets about choosing to do so to them, creating a
sense of guilt.

It breaks down the truth that even though they may have held no
emotions, there was still some kind of chemistry that kept them
yearning for each other.



Mourning Sadness (x)

Based off a previous relationship that has since passed, this piece
resonates on the concept of waking in the morning and hoping that
they wouldn’t just leave and never say goodbye.

Also loosely based off a tattoo the artist has on their wrist, it states:

“What Makes A Man’s Heart Cease To Be”

It is a question about how someone can “fall out of love” with someone
seemingly out of nowhere.

The answer that the author found is that love is a fickle thing but also
protective of itself.



In The End? (x)

Looping back on the previously mentioned relationship, this piece tries
to delve into the psychosis of feeling betrayal and knives hidden behind
backs of a failing relationship.

It tries to shine a light in the darkness of wondering if that person was
cheating on them because they would randomly disappear at odd hours
of the night with little to no information on where they went or what
the reason was for. It left the author with a wonderment of if they were
cheating on them behind their back.

The ending of the piece closes the question s with asking if it’s a false
love where they are correct in their predictions and still choose to put
themselves through the gauntlet of betrayed emotions and false love.



Love Letters (x)

Once again returning to that fabled relationship, this is the point we can
truly explain what the (x) means after each post:

A large majority of the authors first book was fragments of journal
entries but also largely written as a thank you to the proclaimed ex-
lover who shall not be named.

As a caveat of publishing this book, they requested to know which parts
were about them and which were not, hence the markings at the
corners to specify which was meant for their eyes only.

A noteworthy mistake that the author hated having to do because it
felt like censorship of their own emotions, they were soon removed
from the second printing of the volume.



Rat Race

This piece is a metaphorical construct of looking for love in all the
wrong places yet finding a ghost imprint of one another still hiding in
the darkness of our lives.

The line that talks about a constant flutter is an homage to the authors
fascination with birds and the dances they create when flying about.



Taciturn Satellites

Originally this piece was meant to be a part of the original book but was
removed due to personal reasonings but still held a special place in the
context of what the book was meant to be.

It is a love letter to the universe asking for forgiveness and learning to
understand the inevitability of death and the remorse that it brings
with it.

Inspired heavily by the artists favorite singer (City & Colour) as well as
taking imagery from unique literature (1Q84) it attempts to create a
universe that shows a lost soul begging with the powers that be to
grace them with either death or love, but never able to obtain both.



Death Song
Although not fitting with the original context of the book, this piece is
about heading warnings and the unknown dangers that lurk in the

shadows of men and life itself.

It is a letter to everyone and no one at the same time hoping that they
are safe but also to be cautious of the hazards of love and life.

It is a moment of clarity that tries to teach you that to survive,
sometimes you must learn to observe the universe around yourself.

Autobiography



An introspective piece written before the original process of creating
Death Songs, this piece is part of an older collection of shorts the
author was attempting to write.

Albeit it stands alone on itself with the ideas and visual interpretation
of a secondary reality, it rings a bell towards the concept of self-worth
and creating a world just for oneself to become lost in, but at the same
time also exposes that it is merely fantasy towards the end.

A revery of drunken lament from a self-deprecating poet who hated
himself so feverishly that looking back with a new perspective, it is a
shame that he found out too late in life of the joys of learning to love
again.



Memories

Simple and straight forward, this piece tries to show the potential
damages of what memories can do to a person by swallowing them
whole and drowning them under the pressures of yearning for those
moments once again but can never be.

They can be detrimental but also damaging to the soul.



Human Nature

An undated journal entry from years prior, this piece has a place that
invokes a sense of existential crisis in the journey to find love.

To find love within oneself, but also learning to be human.

What does “being human” actually mean? No one can answer that
guestion except each man & woman who chooses to pull back the veil
of death and human realization of learning to love the ego and ID.

More of a psychological piece about coming to terms with accepting
the fate we are dealt but also learning to love yourself.

It also is an attempt at poking fun at religious zealots who shove their
dogma down others’ throats, drowning them in antiquated ideas of
what it means to be human.



Slow Dance

This piece was inspired by an acid trip the author took once in the
Rockies of Colorado.

It was their first experience with the drug and the perfect moment of
spiritual awakening and observation of the universe.

On the long stretch between Steamboat Springs & Silverthorne, CO
they pulled over and traded seats and looked up into the sky and saw
the milky way in all its glory (which you can actually see with the naked

eye).

In that moment it was an awakening of viewing the world through a
new lens and learning to comprehend the ebbs and flows of life.



Reflections In The Mirror

Yet another piece that would have fit had it not been what seemed a
repeat of other pieces, it invokes the yearning of wanting to understand
human emotions and how people can throw them around so frivolously
without care or concern.

The ending is a contradiction of the entire piece hence the reason it
was scrapped, but kept as a memento to homage the trials and
tribulations of learning to love yourself before you can love someone
else first.



Fragments

A roughly written piece that tries to explain the turmoil of physical
destruction (such as breaking a bone) and learning to rehabilitate
oneself, it attempts to make sense of how can one try to repair
themselves even though it feels like nothing will ever be the same as it
once was.



Suicide Notes Part |
If You or Anyone You Know Are Having Suicidal Thoughts:

Please Contact The National Suicide Hotline at

800-2/3-8255

Dead Man’s Party

A personal letter to their inner-self, this piece tries to explain how the
author would frequently feel like a dead man walking among the living.

It is a testament of attempting to let go of the past and begin to move
forward and pushing through the darkness that clutches around them.

It is also about removing empty emotions that serve no purpose
anymore, even though they haunt them so viciously.






Faceless God

This piece is enigmatic of the authors religious upbringing of being born
Christian and traversing the many religious schools of thought that exist
and finally finding themselves questioning the reality of “God”.

A gift presented to themselves as an homage to their upbringing the
author purchased a rosary and prated, hoping for answers, but found
none appearing to them.

That is until they realized that they are their own god, a faceless one
that exists in the mind. A god that actually taught them that they have
the power to save themselves and not from the help of others who
offer but with stipulations.



Rabbit Holes (x)

A personal piece that was originally intended for the volume, it was
removed but kept as a memento mori of sorts to show the vulnerability
of the author and how they chose to expose their flaws and
imperfections to someone (the ultimate test of faith).



Broken Parts (x)

A very personal piece that should have personally never seen the eyes
of the receiver (x), this piece tries to explain how the author found the
most broken parts of themselves in their partner but in a positive
sense.

Raised in a broken and abusive home, the way their partner would
speak to them truly reminded them of the way their father had treated
them.

More can be viewed in Book Ill: Analog Emotions Volume Il on the topic
of family history and the trials and tribulations that the author had to
experience to get where they are currently.



O’ God The Aftermath

A metaphorical piece about overcoming addictions and learning to
awaken the inner-self to examine the world through a new lens, this
piece is poetic mumbo jumbo in a sense, but it somehow felt seemingly
appropriate to keep it as it slightly felt involved with another piece
about being fed mouthfuls of poppies.

Suicide Notes Part Il

A follow-up piece to the first of many “found” entries of personal
depression and days of wanting to end it all, this piece was the final cry
for help that the author began to realize that there were people there
wanting to help them out, but they didn’t fully realize it.



In a moment of clarity they awoke to find themselves being to
understand that they have the power to overcome their depression and
try to love again.

If You or Anyone You Know Are Having Suicidal Thoughts:

Please Contact The National Suicide Hotline at [S]S[SRVRRYATS)

Reserved Spaces

A personal piece written for [REDACTED] during a point of self-
reflection, it is an open letter of invitation for them to know that there
will always be a space reserved in their heart for them, a home away
from home that they learned to love but that person also taught them
much more about themselves without realizing it till it was too late.

It shows the binds that tie are thick with love and desire to be together,
but the knowledge that it is a forbidden love that can never ultimately
happen in this reality or universe.

It shows the vulnerability of how the author is willing to allow
themselves to express their emotions so directly and publicly without
worry that they are being overtly emotional as being human is meant to
be expressive and showcase your emotions.



Note From the Author:

At the time of writing this special volume and reissue on the (nearly)
10t year anniversary of its first publication, the labor of reviewing and
re-opening old wounds and unlocking shelved memories was a tedious
and extremely painful process for the author.

During the time of writing, they are currently engaged to be married
and their partner was placed into hospital care for a spinal injury they
had sustained over the year prior. As well as that happening, the
COVID-19 pandemic was still raging across the world.

The emotional baggage dumped onto these pages was daunting and
almost humiliating at points to recall how young and naive the author
was, blind to the truth in front of them.

The amount of rehashing old relationships and observing them through
a new and fresh perspective is inspiring but at the same time a draining
endeavor to embark on.

Thank you reader for taking the time to listen to the truths and hidden
values that are hidden between these lines and the lives that have
crossed paths.

If you are someone who was involved with these memories, | forgive
you and | hope you are taking care of yourself and know that this was
never an attack or absolution, this is freedom of letting the ghosts that
haunt my heart and head to finally find peace for themselves.

May the world give you the strength to move forward and find love, but
also that it heals the wounds that we have inflicted upon each other.



To Charles, | love you forever and more, this couldn’t have been done
without the strength of you supporting me as well as being there for
you.

Yours forever, Walter



Appendix Il:

Original Artwork/Photos



In this Appendix we will be showcasing some of the authors personal
artwork and drawings as well as some of the photographs used to
promote and inspired by the pieces written in this special collection.

It gives a true glimpse into the psyche of the author and explores the
reality of learning to love death but also love themselves.

Please enjoy this never-before-seen collection of documents that are
finally being unsealed.
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there are secrets between us sailors,

navigators of the sky,
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A Very Special Thank You From Me to You Reader
Learning to Love is a True Test and this journey is far from over.

Love, Walter



Appendix Ili:

From The Vault



Welcome to The Vault, a collection of never-before-seen pieces of
collections that were believed to be lost to time as well as some pieces
that were initial inspiration points that carved the way for Death Songs

to become a reality.

We have diligently organized each collection in its own respective
context, albeit some may be jumbled together due to lack of memory
on which goes where.

We hope you have enjoyed this special edition thus far and enjoy the
ending that ties the creation to the 5™ year anniversary of this
collection of heartbreaking but also emotional poems.

(Author Note: We attempted to organize these collections as best as
we could, so some portions may be missing content or seem like its
jumping from one point to the next due to missing pieces that are no
longer in our possession.)
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chapter fiveithe brolken boy

"traumatic fracture to the scaphoid bone with minimsl displacement.”
that,e the officinl diasgnosis they gave. 2 loss of limbs nnd ability thot
cost more than just comfort.
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have vou ever broken a bone? ever lost z 1limb for a small time? temno-
w' r have you ever been broken in rmother 80 shae

the.broken are the most easily fixed, but the fixed nre the most easy to repair’

whether it be physically or mentally broken, it still made you. YOU. a huken.

a physical thing, something canable of seeing, smelling, tasting, touching and
hearing. we may not understand it 2ll, this great mystery called life, or anyth
ing that follows with it. death/birth,
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hia father left at the sge of twelve, for = ‘orar he met Trem the north. hig
otliier lived fer 3T, dn £ ~lee? of isclrtion cnd fe~r of Yedny "1)ledl 1
savace animels, a nlace he wuld come tc 'mow 23 home Tor =0zt of hio youtl.
to recall much of his nast in th flXlands, fields of corn =irflks {nller than

“

him, #rd the stenck of marure lingerin- in ile “ir, is a AEZNCIT 4s* %o
exnlain, even for myself reader, as it Yr pered co o aony rers aro, that it is
o vosue reccllection of meumories thetl seem 1idke nmotiliing more tla o stale drea

of scmts that creep in the dark to make onc homesick.

vhen his father left, the young aldren senerried ‘¢ ci‘erert perbtere of tlheir
crunbling family. tle twins ket toQeotilker, snc <he ryoungest Leing offered to
their mother first. they were nut td work to m=ke their earnin~3 to return ‘o
a plac: fer avay, to te once spain reumitod in Iiy- izl tk ir aotker. over
the yemrs ‘n the flatlsnds, they lived = eimple »nd shelterod Yife, veid of
love nd ccm-assion, filledit® the feenne of long ng for someibing detizer.
“oread to believ trings tl2. did not feel like their owm, th:y were led Mike
shtep to » mlgug o to Yove treir neckes =1it. :mese oo being sent to the
isolated »lice, » nlt of wonder and am' zement, but nlsc urimsginable thinss,

this nlace could meke or break them, leaving them dole or Lioen Tike cling
7:11a, skeir faces acinted ~2la with rosy cheeks. the moment ikpgy ~toped foot
offtheir airvlane, wes thre roment of ultizrte decieior. cur voin- riter =c
atraic¢ of do-tk and heights, he criedhipeolf .o 'leev. clute’ *r{' t‘v' ~rz rrid

* if thoveh it 71} rly ‘.l.,_f"ﬂr. iz ! AN be -1 by
someone. neithar of then ‘mav whzt love =3, »r the weraih of Munwm asbraen.
§ s s.astuing of sac nden S tlana, ot ‘morin: what the next move

would be, like 2 pame of (‘uvs, most of toed r -)a.ma scattered across the ho-
ard, their cuams and kings smc:c in 2 atalemas 80 Liny chanmes 4h L Ll e

Wnot underc{ond rot “he newt rove asdd ke l. ’
Y

wou \




the fiptt time he ~dcekod unr o non wun the moment he moved hie ledng to i 'w the
rueen, ntfist ¢ mixtere irendom pemories nd thingm Ye culdd rerd clue ore,
Yoobepman to indorotindc WAE 1t wa he needed to « A atopy of lile, of love,
£loan, of desnuir, of humin sesdorregmersed

the moment he nicked up a -en, he bccame an agsassin, araed sith 4!
wor 8, @ aavior %o Aome, A 2y el of & h te ot)lars,

row, at the age of ¢ ent,/-fivo, '19 oilo in a coffeshouse irltuc love 1 ro
dreeg tc o one but ! ineslf, honing that cne day Wecan wnderst nid 1le ne

ord Ya acvor was taug't <o \mdarst nd, a woRd stricke from hie voc.’.‘vul oY,

v plarle four letter vord +iih suck depth and heart it pains him.

love.

the lonlinest witer, drinkins himself into = stuvor nightly in lewes of o -:'
the »2in of living., he once axperienced love, one of such nain -nd hurt, +
i% 5till «Ifects him to tiis menent. an \mrequitcd love, only tol @ behind el
osed doors to veovle re dos rot lmow,excent Tor one right, ond o ly one night.
a2 lonely writer and his unfishad love, des-erately searc) inﬁ for that feo) ing
he enee folt, it eacapes him each wrssing day. only wen he drinks cen le Lol

“ P

loved, h» hee mes vulnersble md eXpoged to the ‘217, Iotting bis pwrd dowm
for & awi™ and dendly attack on his heart, slill Lleeding frcm ¢ o ragnrg Hel
=r¢, rever Xxmov ng the iove of & wonon, le only me: the Arong touwek #20 -
mtl of love Drom o weul,

4

- Ya t?r. ot b 'l‘;' nfinite, nmore - ) 112
Space \mu tlme. :une is somathing that chonges »eonle, nicing
; i Tonder, or 3loly dogiroying i',. tire is nover on vour gide whe

Deyousarassy riter, the secc nus cick by =8 you iry to foxm lines aloul vho
r said, or whet hesbecome. when time stons, what becmes of avery-

spending lonely rights in bars drinking ~lone, you meet new neple, "ut sleo
loose yourself on.c'h and every nigld. you loss o smnll nisce o7 yhut you once

--;

were, aother memory fading as your drirlks bacome stron 1gere hie did t1in Sor ni-

- - "

e on end, wishing Yo find the anewars ot 4L otton c: 012, you cen
never find answvers without firal asking um-t*om . but what quea..ions do you
ask, and vho do you aslk thon tﬁ Ten thoy lzio# not how to ever enswer iheir ow
he cuestioned himself cvcr: night, looling 2o 11e stare foy o rers, ‘.:_:’. 110%
» chow themsclves in the dark.

' - ' . he nre erro the
ohilly nights 8 anny deys, just like his lonthins of tle mumer to 1le =
inter. a seacon of ¢olé vwenting viernth to survive, survival being a aiur:d s-
kill, he learned vwhat it nesnt to suxvive by his ow creailon.

opc tina 4 en le ng twelve, he became lost. in the thiclcest -t of 1l

he nrayed to a gdd that dosnt e).im 0 nim, finding his way, atum‘h‘lin" t"r»u h
thickets of branches as broken as himself, he sfwlled through the expanso of
trees, finding Yis vry beguided b the sun, he learned vhat it memt %o live.

to live 18 equal ns to dieg

and he-will 1ive to die with a tale to tell to 1o one. a tale of strusgle and
lonlincss, a tale everyone has to tell. o 1nle of yaet lovy, M, foor, long-

ne o3d 208fe w 4re 1pt 411 fe)d on Cdesf enye. o Ande of Yhe donely 'riter.

da

i



chanter fifteorn: valter Hea

he has no +ectusl name, only an idea of vho he is, bosed on rum urs abcut the
myetary of himeelf, for he in neither alive nor dead, he lives alone in on

shandoned house at the end of town, hirr on the hill, where the erc s ¢ f'ron
Joir tor ancrt searecrow friends oversaei 2 tle Yind, £ rre gi 1 fto nee
vi) Yo erme 0 %0 T, no one ever saw his fnre, on'y the col our of his )“it. r
red as crims on dressed in = long cont m of 1 ir er inter, 2 -
Yer 1 . 1 h ) c'nm e e i > 3
.
o \ R ¢ 1% 4 H . ootstows of the tow st lu
e, i stood =t the e ir nler of f ateh BN ' 3 o 3 s
tut no one would Fo rear the sluore uur;nv tre time they ‘mew he roulé be in

daylizle, i e did they ‘mov, ) 3t wisd Y= of 2 ) .
. ' — ' » .o 3 - * 1 -
) ) 2 .

no rne ever suecstioned what he did in the aecre\ of his owm home, but ther

shoulad liV“. f r' som f'inv s LiiYa he 4 ) 2 5 Frille ¢ -

147 o ving 4 3 PO vrs 418 Prxr-fase) 3, Ty ) 37
i "y " L3 . ‘ elried 1 ‘.. & writer uses his s*i-
11:3 of words to cresle onu vrs and e f Yeir om il el.. Le mg er

1 » of 3 - me A * Yim . 0 b 124 -

2 rs . (5 . ’
g o ol A e - N _ ! gy
. . . I L - .

somet! inecshe found astounding, 'ike the time he wtinesszed the Locor lowl o -x

Prire Lith hia dtehen .ssisiant in the dbaker: after hours, while tis wife
glent unstairs soundly with their two yenr old ciild, or the time he witness-
#d the 'urder of an innocent child br his achool friends don by t e riverisd

tere the sound of hie screams vere drovned undernea:h the tide of the bazbba-
lins brook, & mvstery stil) unsolve but solved, slihouch sometimes oec etls
need to ren nin a sec e‘ urtil the we*fec‘ rowmerit to exrose them, O iti 2 ced

the T ynaion £ tre to'2 ) o ’Cy nu found it "etrni°*‘r" to
gee them po to If-.alr (‘n 21s mad ' stcrie, ~nd he @int Ded

0 To. 4 LM C } » i vhey 1 L T L Wl amuainf and disﬂusted,
he wonld l=ush 1_1;_:!..r his bresild 3 he left ‘Le

I Tomm y* T ke in L3 £ ) :ould ta?e 2 drar frﬁ his ciggre-
tre,

his box of suunlies would be regular, btul sometimes hold 2 few unusual re ues

ts the merchant omer would tel 11X+ tom.
=2 ¢xrton of ciguratias
-z ho'tle of howe or

- e ts of Trult ond veratshl

=breads and cheea:o

in% (som:thins he founé neculiur)

=blank journls

-newgna-ors (some doting b ¢k monita ~rior)

he oald 1~nve an en e)oue filled with hum to coar mors Yan = few > 0
ari! of .ﬂ Ay $4hn sim-ta Vi« ile v 3 : 1oy 2 3 3
(19 A ! * : d \ 1 ) o i * wlaza, alwrays,
nlthourh with neonle and beins curious, scme vn"ld wait around mi*v‘”bt fus:
to be able to crtch = gimale slin-ae of Yim, ey o @ r +f

thov would only cteh a vlin«»‘ of his hat as he "uenwed ch' into tre s‘ d-
s of tre ‘i ight .ozr. they n r ¢l d rim, 3 -
*n about him, even th« Ye never ci1 ¢ an anin T, o e 312 -

the gpeculntions our simnle-minded tom folk nerceived were far from trull,
their views shrowded in nystery of a man they




they oould o 1y ma a0 » | nsor-bout him, one th t Falt men elng »nd melicious

with 11) 4in ent, «lthough he wore  nhroud of myntery around himaelf to cren-
te this illusion.

ent r the interior of the house vhere he created his final manternisce, a dark
1it hallvay witk npnint neeling from the walls, and wood anlinterins from mold
and mildew of years from exnosure to the elements, he bousht the house froo an
0ld man who no one knew exirted, they only '‘mew of the house itself, silently
rotting above the city twilight, a loominz danger in the diastnnce, he /as a
%¥ind and gentle man, who lived hies finil days ~hile walter set-un hinm office
in the furthest room of the house. his persone) belongins: never invading the
orizinal space of the old man, he save him respect and cared for him, learning
gacrets from the old caretaker.

the old man was a writer =s well, 2 very famcus one, who fled fron the nublics
view after the release of his final and most beautiful work%, one that shall
not be revealed my friend. he voiced strong opinions on 1life and revealed sec-
rets he hed unearthed from 1living a 1life that brousht him to far off destin i
one and remote islands with tribes no one has ever 'eard of. journals unon jo-
ursale ndor-ed the bookshelves of the makeshift libriry he had created by hims
elf. he had no children, ns his wife had died while givins birth to their son.
a traric d-v he never forgot, he took cure of the boy and resd him steciea from
hris books, and indulged him in nirhtmares and dreams of worlds that actu2l'y
existed. far off deetin-tions that omly be ked ever stumbled unon, nlaces that
some mer would be executed finding, but he !mev dead lansusres and ereanted co-
nnections that lasted lifetimes, leavins his memories with the neonle he 1et,
for one day do'm the ro=d he Jmew his son would exnlore and find these nlces,
and the vouns boy did, he found them, the stories his father h=zd read to him
before bed. he rsrew un livine wth these nec~le, and didnt !mow what society ha
allowed itself to become, until he returned home after many vears and bourht
his final resting nlece from his father.

a nroud men stood in the doorway when the old man opened the door at the sound
of the 'moek, a sound he had not heard for thirty six years. dressed in n gim-
ple overcoat with a red hat, red ae crimson, he looked his son in the eyes and
s=id "welcome home, son."

his father died n year later, asking to be buried with his mother at his eide
in the wakeshift graveyard behind the house in the field of wld roses thet
bloomed in memery of her. snd he did just that. »lanting a sincle red rose
over the srave to resnect a dvins man., he did not mourn, he only shad one sin-
rle tear, that he let fall to the ground and sonk into the freshly due srave.
atabbine the an.de into the ~round, ke turned to walk back %o the 'ouse, and
turnzd for 2 noment toard § thesetting sun and stared inte th field of roses
and thisnered under his breath, "i love you." J

~icins us the nieces was m re tedious than he imarined because re did not Imaw
2 sinrle thins of were to bekin, he did not imow how for e 'le had fa'len fr-
om themselves, a so iety so faller frow its original roots, that it mede him
frir oned to continue this work his father had started. but he formulated his
nlan, and created the idea of how it will overate. observe, but remain unaseen,
vidden in the shado(s, but mown. do not let them see your face, only leave
troces of vour -recence, creste o nenme of mystery, but keen safe as nennle we-
i1} follow to dis into the naat.

the wnet will -lweys be there to haunt you, it is memories of lovr, death and
every ousce of stren-th thet will somed y cateh un to yourself., he had manar-
od to resain hidden for such a lore tima, but the time for ~laying hide-and-
seck was over. it wia time to shed 1irht on the wrong-doinro of = socisty 80

dacrenit.




the sun hid juet began to snet on the horizon as he stumbled throush the front
door of the 0ld decrenit cabin., clutching the snlintering door-frame, he Faz-
ed into the emnty and lonely dar'mess of the house, noticing the l2et troces
of daylirht exnosin~ just how far from rememberable this nlre- had bee me.
naint chine collecting in dust niles in the corrers, thick cobwels in the

birkeat corners of the ceiring, strins of all aner neelins and yve!lovings from
exsosure to vhe sun, he could teel the »ain of the house, howring from every
wall, Derging tor helm wo veccmo vhole mpsin,
hise st11l elutehans vhe uror-irume, n1s orexiniur neavy, and swest runrinr
wowm nis orow, ue lookeu wown vo notice uvhe shivwer of vhe prowe an ol nd of
loo@ reasun vetiing, o w 1% the nlooe i ry s & tl LA
e, ris Yy Tel : oy 1.0 ur, . e 0 ‘8 .8 T
l.o 0 ro0ld,

arother sten, v 't sudderly he ftelt tre world stert to darken around nim, evere-
ything slowly drifting away, a sudden free-fo11 into C « e ccllas a4 o
- - ' . , 4 o

he dreased, thoush he rnever once in hia life had,

he swolke in a treatre, emnty let alone himself, tha seats covered in a sheet
of dust and holes eaten through fror the moths. although the lis ts h:d been
1it, illuminating the most exouisite architecture, curtains red as crimason, =mi
cherry-i od naneling, everything elee was weathered and in stete of diarenair
that made him wonder why the stage was so wel taken care of, but the rest of
this magestic -lace was mistreated. the lizhts beran to dim, and the curtain
slowly =1id onen to exnose an empty stage excest 2 sinsle wooden ch ir in ¢ e
center stcoge.

the sounu of footstens echoed thr ush the themntre, hooming off the w=lls, a
thunderocus sound thot made his ears ring. hut no one set foot on atare fror
the darimess. the sounds stc-ned, becoming aeathly ouiet. he sat there looking
around for some reason to exnlain =11 ithat he had heard, but could not find =
reason. unon returning his sase to the stage, t ere sat a ficure in thot once
2mnty ckir, his head lovered, ne wonaered who he was and where he came trom.
3lowly, the fifsure bersan to look forwaru intc the andience nnd hummed a sad
tune berore sneaking.

"walter, oh walter, wanderer of the night. your crimson red hat nas wveryone
ruiver in frieht. born a child in the fall, you &rew un To »nrove them al’.
you discovered their deepest tears, and brought vhem to tears. thev cower in
fear when you are near,"

the lishts die and the sound of footstens lead off astare.




thoe etranpers re-ly is ne filled wigsh confu iorn wno wuriousity ns to why « v
pave lot loves embrace cecne to bo,

ne etares into the euvrangers “yew, tvhosw oceans of bilue, with a new vision of

pointeeling againget vhe seviing norizon, wlievn ugh the suranger more peauviful
vhan an Hun you CEN 1mMgZine, . Wr
o

PBCOME. LOB 4as vhEBTHE ou- B Al
A UM smail UL ey aabiis e
IVEL . aciviai & e v it ey

the stranger stons his faint movemnts of Lis fingers searching 1le exvwosed

g in of hais face, and puile him closecly, drawing our friende eer tohis chesv.
the soft murmur of the surangers heart beats innis sers softly, calming im,

he pegina to ory. teurs taliing slowly Irom nie 1ace roll aown tlhe strungers
chest u8 ne 100x8 up und cees LNAT Tual ma 18 uvrylnd us well, 'uome 18 Some-
nligre 1 rever !mew exisvea either, rov untii eurlier, r2te nas £ tunny way of
creating these moments (hen two people suddenly becomebound LY Some UNEXPLAIN=-
nose Turn of events, when 1 suw you, there wus u reeling of understending. 2
snesge of kmowing that eyrything was right. 1 dont velieve in love, but you cr-
cztea somet ing 1 never mmew existvea, 1 reel like nome 1¥ pere, in this very
mumenu, nuvking more vhan o pviece vhat 1eels comiovavle.”

softiy the raan pitter-patters ugainst the window, lurling tiem off to sleen.
dreams only come when you sleep, tThey are sometvimes peasuriful umings or 1iilea
wath Terrible uvemons that attecx una chase yvu. Lhe argesms wvhey nave are vhoge
of en vcemn. &n ucewn that nas zn ever expunding horison, with sherks in the
distance, sure Irom harm, nooody 18 ever sute when there 18 u uenger in wight
Though. although this uanper rcels comfotmule. tlike 8 muning tTHat 1o0KS au g-
erous out i1s not. \

the morning breaks, end the sun brenks their ocremms of ocemns and sharks. vher
18 an 1nTingte naye to spy what neppene next, but the only thing neecded wo suy
18 that two sirangers met and love, sometning neither of them thought existed,
showed 1tself., an unrecuiten love that exposed a iight in one aurimess, and

open anothers neert, nuked end S.i:l emorecing vach ovher, they lsy in vhe si-
lence, only lvoking into each others eyes, never oreaking their gave, the strs
nger iesns in und X188e8 nim. o iong Mes 1i1ileawith emovions, riilled with lowe

1or a glimpse of a moment, our Iriend wonders now long thig miii happen or if

1t 18 Just 8 aeep 1ii1usion preparea vy nis mand vo teel an existence ol Luve,
vhe Seranger sees Tnis 1n his oyeo, Somenow. ne xnows wh 't ne reels. HOE yous

Wg_ each other, tige the rvotu ul ¢ tree To uhe Tew

“pAenge GTEYe M iikule longers

3 Wiilotey with you wiil the eng or vime.

‘/no one i1s every really, loot, we are just searchang for somecne. sllef us.
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w0 ing up ir a fog each morning, he would brew him coffee nnd senrch for the
hidden bottle of whiskey he wou{d hide from himeself, thinking it wae the loaot
time he drank another drop. morning ritusls of prep ring himself to avait for
the first bar to open, he vuld make his coffee strong with whiskoy and venture
into the crisp morming air and breath in the thick nir of the city he so hated.
but today he felt something in the background, a faint feeling of being watched
, watched by wht though., he would shake the feeling asnd grab his coat end welk
to the bar. upog arrival, he is the first patron to arrive, th burtendsr knowing
him for he alvays came here. the y never actually spoke to each other, the mn
n behind the bar only lmowing him by face and drink, he pours him a mug full.

;} naver noticed, or maybe ﬂ-m-boomogg was drunlk, but .
2tz : liar(rd — who eat next to@in) :

ATy looked inte hish &) "””ﬁ, th ,,”m_-“

e
ith_g horTson that stretuied on for miles, one thei mad ouestion everyth
ng(he had ever kmown«tthe stranger spoke first, only saying that his name wes
FRERY then he smiled, 2 thing our friend hns never seen anyone show him. he
waee alweys given scowls and looks of disgust by passerby,s a gesture he be-
came accustomed to. but this single smile, a aimple movement of the mouth, cr-
ected a break in his drunken stunor. it felt like the time he was causght sno-
rting coke in the bathrcom. an awakening, sn unlifting sensation, but nothing
compared to that, he felt like something broke loose from himself. his drunk
suddenly fading as he stared at this siranger smiling =t him.

ttis sudden vave of nosuvelgin droms our char cter in an overwhelming weve
of lust as he stercs deeper into this strangers eyes. his gaze never wend-
erisgz or stroying. he thinks to himself oftthe time he felt this, only once,
mary ve=rs =go, t.enty-rive to be exact, since he just became znother yecr
ared, and another year more deeply sunk in his Juncle. a2t Tho time of hes birt
ne_Jmew without realizing it, that love was something vhat exasvec Irom nis
motner. the only touch 1rom 2 woman he reit, & vouch thav izsiea oniy Ior 2
tew minutes oerore ne was 1eriv to 1end ror nimself. Toreign, exovic, un-ivagin-
@u:e, 2 Qeep sense O0I LONging. he never searchec ror either oihis parerts,
1or rezr of not unaerstanding, understandl g why vhey leru nim. answers ue
ainny went Lo 1ind out. guesiions ge never has 1or ecither. ne never navea uh
grt wenu o underswund. ) r@ased nhimse ‘2 cub lert to ci

oD wounds =nd round sheiter Lo xo sure, somesnights
a whe stare wath un emply svomeweh, peins rurmaing wor
----- shea Yy O0LlY o think That (OMOTTON WaS ¥ DEVLEr uuY. -

= somner, uniil @eE)starvea Lo experienue LvNe yerrning ol wenting, o Cra-
ol seaufl gesire, M wlent with many peopie, u Iuir amount more experien—

o4 u ouid Iev chem use nim to their iikang. uomvvtnvotggjwus'ﬁti,
weS uruggeo,iRve—sex yeng ond usec wnd abusec,iertv on e sureets

Bimiessly Tiil the morning sun would gobexrim)up. Al 4 LummIng poimv
» ‘und wen-

od %ot uhis wes not = i1te ror(hinlQIRE TOUNG.M :
_zor a life @® saw in the movies, a nerrect

ugh evoryone mows vhat life coes nol es-

19T, d S¢=rc t rocus on 1t. reclizing thav vhings never com

When you.sesrch 1o them, tney tind y.u in the most ypexpectea ways. and that
wut came, -
glipping their coate ofr vhiie TREY barely maae 1 rough th door, their lins

never aiscommecting, they blincly make their way to the bedroom and fall in
spece onto the bed, holding ezch other tig ly as vime melts away and =211 that
i lert 18 them, otark naoked and alone capturea in the embrace of = feeling onl
¥y seen in moviss. our losv wuncerer pulls away and rewclizes that this cuet oe
a dream, & dream fabriceted by hie arunken g




As he Atond TTFOT TPE N1ER DErCNOC TTEE, A€ NOUTA 1T SCTTMINS To niecse ston,
he hrd dorne nothine urore to them, that he vould ste 1l vhetever srmount of won-
oy they winted, or pocde from his norants bedr oo,

but vounr men 'ant nothirg of jevelry or monoy, ther erave the sisht of bleood
&fenr, yes, it was hard to vitneas the death of a life so voune and full of 1li~
fe, but his etory hud to be f'nished, 'nd he knew what .ns on the other side,
even for those wos lives led heer tileon Ly the henda of not) » ren, he stude
ied their faces ond bur ad them to emory, coming to rotice then lurkins in tle

E

ghedowe an he would cone into tow: for his ouvanlies. thair faces svvar ullv
could be hiddern in the 4 rle, thelr fagso o n nopoonlifht, MHth eima vf u”"
moving thoy had done ao wh-'nfr thay re retliad, exraet for one, Yha le o

their trouna. he was the one who made them ba=sh hia ahina uith atnnon. nnd ntnb
thin bladen into his alde, he wam the one who commernced tha final blow, he wore
a devilish grin filled with no rerrst or remorse for his sctions, not sy mathy
nor reanect for hie actions,

merories care back like wwves rolling in fron the tide of a full moorn, he cnce
witrnessed a man take life more than once, but this story #as rot of murder, but
of ¥illins himself, althoush he is very much so stil) alive friends, he %illed
love,

“"the most im~ortart cuestion is, are you a fishter or a lover? the n2asive or
th* ersresive? those are the sords he asked the firbter, a atrong nn filled

ish the ei~ht of llrn ha 2 ona who would fi-ht uniil tha d-y r2 1121, he
aevar fMal'y comrahandal the ivaed of & it meony %0 He a lovar, 1lvivre rue
minz hallon” into tha void, FPe«ring not’ins ul fear ~'x-13. but he W rye re

lin-‘d himzelf thit he .8 1 bz arson, md frow Lime Lo tiaa, hae - 138 Y

Toser, Tk avamvan T bha W "Coue iS00 oro, always vushinz himself to

hecome hetter than Ye!‘orn.

at a voung aze, he wig handed a terrible hand a2t life, loesing hoth narents in
a tmf-‘lc car uccidmt that was 00mn1et 2ly foresssable hnd Shey not dec!dad o
dri flar Loag] heonlt a fev too nany ..c*:..1;. =1 lesvon he had l-arned but
not hie brotler, he teusht hiaself that no matter 2 by wythin - iq ror ﬂ
Titiap for, oven if you ris’t loaiar it A1, life is & »1nnt geme of riq~n vd
chance- to iwmnrove or dediroy ourselve-,

at the funeral, he stood tall, with the weisht of the 1or1d on his shoulders,
like l\tla!: a burden he - ould here ti1) he dl-n. that *3 the day he lacensd Lo

Decrma o 3 I:tor, of 10’/:9. %0 mrotect Lle beorts of 422 Lro': Ny 43y

¢ )y

* he w»a
but canable of overc aing iha obetaelen thal eeae his orvy ho ‘mie vy,
!7113{hrow nunch after punch towards nyone »hq‘ cane hetyean thas { o, Hut 3o~
1iiass, v the toughest cen be biroken wund bLeaten, eancei lly /map he - ve
an ver, 4 ing for love once, itho thinr he fourht to keen alive. broken dowm and
left to die, he overcume himself 'nd beat hia Po o, Tmt Hacans Alatmstifal of
those =11 around him, n-var allovine himnelf to £111 in Iovo, or 41low then to
think they could »oe2ibly M1l in love oléh hinm,

the orly onn he allowed te love him was his br ther, the writer, m exnel, Thut
sol eopnlele coy of 1imeanll. two o'nosites born aa one. he straved fro- the
nith of aearchkines and found Yinsolf dafobinr hia o Juaons instead of drowmin
them in the nisitly ritual of drowning them in rlasses of whiakey, alons 2t a
bar. two birds of a feather, lhey rera c¢lous at A young are, but :?1. doas tine
do to evaryt'ins and everycne} tboy drifted snort from esch other, only meeting
in times of need, like the snarrow who will always fly north to escone the cr=-
eenins srins of the uinter seagon., they would talk for hours, until tha har
closed, and thaey would =nd us ot Lomn, tha sriter telling tales of his hemrtache
as each moment npused howint that every 8in of shickey would brins him a mom-
ent cleczer to understandinr his searches.

they both shared a fair deal of nersornl damons, Ywt %43 bnti or Fed far rore
demona then himeel”, al ave seprchine for love, evon if he would find himsolf




.':‘v‘ “1a . \ 2 . . el ' -

geaxrching for it at tha “witom of my o
Ak, ] 2 " ‘.‘A'--‘, ‘,-_'v :
something like it. olthourh as with any great writer, they have sometl ings diste-
illed in their blood tha' creates them to crave it, written in their DNA, he
rave un hone thoursh, att mnting to »ull him through the countless nights of sc-
reaming in the night for his varents, or bailineg h'm from the drunk taonk, but
he had to kee»n him close because blood is thicker thon wnter, and even in the
drunken moments they snent, it was the aroateq} of neace for both of them.

. w R 2.

althourh hie brother would sneck of hia loves, he would have no words to exch=
anre, because he rmave un love yvears ago. he wns not cne to feel fond of being

vulnerazble, that sense of beinsz so exnosed to scmedne, that ~“hey counld no'e ox
bre«al Fou 0 sily. he novor conld undsrgiand, no mailer hor many “imcs he o=
ulc 14 n to the stopries from his bhroilier, * cetic i3 748 ¢ 3.9

he would never unders:and., sometimes he would ask himself and vonder +hy some-
one wouid allow themselves to become 20 hurt, that it liter:lly teesrs a -erson
anart and leaves them 2né empty shell of themselves. a lonely man, so lout in a

search that has no real end.
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Wl eyl 2 Sl A).y apucos with ideas of pr.ndiuve. idats nf love.
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Hols of death and fear, Ww
pin@l he never touched 2 sin-ie _aro . of lculod Ll ag oty six, wenew
, ke the v ‘ eing on tha Lotteren ear
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he was lost and afrr® , . '¢7f -
Yy Mo 971d, oni Loy AL \ i V)
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he never touc ed a woman ina way thet made him feel 119 i"icant due to )‘i"

rarente boing abacent, heth larving Lim as clild, ¥ : :

'Z r car:nl vanety nnd ex-eriencen a mn".r; for tua “ouch o2 Z.irx o e & sin,.
"mon skl no~ 1ay itd enother mam, lsast we te pton 5 to derth.” his fivsl

“dme bain L onea cme Seothor than She Tivsi 4ime he tow ' oounee o Qo3 l.
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> ataried toC(rpk heavily when Jen ng, olig
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oL nd ¢ "‘H‘t"""ﬂﬁwm

; de(hidy feel -u.!!"
urvive -thurrmm Fefor s-‘!‘?‘""""’""‘\v.
re(hé) learned that nothin _n_u_'_tt rumbing hingel
#$¥on, it came crashing to a f ov in-one moment i

he was his vi gil, his torch-bearer, his light in the harro ing darkness of his
jungle he becrme =0 lost in. the deepest parts are filled with domons and monste
rs prenared to bite and rip & nerson aprt. he never trought he would kmow what
love and haipness actuzlly vhere, or even the fact tley existed, 2 fablea dream
of vatching others fall madly in love and romanticige their crildhood fables of
perfect husbonds end vives from the pictures and movies he watched slone. alone,
he never Imew that anyone would have noticed him, » simnle and shy man, eitting
at the bar alone, drinking his whiskey, higher than a kite, he barely noticed
him sit down next to him at the bar. bis thoupglts clouded by the hangover from
t e nig't before, he did this ritualistically, drink himself into a etupor and
puke in the alleyway before reaching his apartment steps. then drunkenly fall
up the steirs to his flat, vhere he would pase out on the bathroom floor.

i [




This volume compiles the only remaining and existing copies of the
authors original work of a series called “Characters; A Collection”,
which was an attempt to create short vignettes of people they had met
and shared experiences with as well as an introspective look into their
own character of being a writer/poet.

The original penning of “Walter Red” came from the story included
above and takes a deep dive into the life of the author at the time of

creation.

Albeit there were more shorts that were created, they have since been
lost to time and moving from state to state.

These are the only remaining copies.












denr mirenrer,

it's the new year, end mirht 1 juot sey thank you for the sirms wou rove
I didnt renlize it vns you ot fipst, dut then i tock a ste» boek and ren-
lized it 211 in o moment of cestatic bliss, i vomitted words and stonszan
of snite at you all this time, but now i reslize thet i was wrong to do

90,

con e stort this over and continue forword? im sorry for my crossness,
but there is a feor instilled in every men that nushes ue to theedre of
reasen and rhiyme, and the moment when you made yourself mown, the
vords came nouring down like rain,

i 2ight not be open to the idea, but thie starting noint ic sXactly vhat
we needed, open the door and take a wneek inside, its a straxge »nloes up
here in the clouds end snowv neaks of the mountains of ny nind. but ‘mow
that 1 i1l beruide you to <the sumrit over time,

thonk vou arcin, for speeking up for the first time in a lon~ time, mnd
shoving vourself,

i may not love you just yet, but there is a lot of hene.
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dont fret over the small things, nor the largce. be in the moment, let <re
de ‘f_’ \.-.T. oy " ( alre vou .:—;nr.




The following volume includes some fragments of the original art
project/social experiment the author created while living in Portland,
OR after moving from Anchorage, AK.

As a dual project the original intent was to write letters to a stranger (a
psychological concept of someone who always has loved the author)
and take the thoughts out of their head and destroy them in a sense.

It’s a therapy trick the author learned one time is to write a letter to
whomever you are upset by and burn it in private as a symbolistic value
of destroying what it is that causes such pain and hurt.

It evolved into something more when the author finally made it to
Portland where it became more tangible and personal.

Sealing multiple envelopes with no distinguishable markings or traits,
he would offer them to strangers and friends at random moments,
asking that they not be opened just then and there but in a later time
and date of their own choosing.

Some of the reviews of the works were of high praise and interest in
what the project was.

Unfortunately though, the project fizzled out into the darkness of the
ether of the universe, with only a handful of remaining original copies
and fragments that were applied to Death Songs and other works in the
authors portfolio.

The original concept was also going to be a public event that would be
interactive as well as showcase the authors works.

The construct was as follows:



2-4 typewriters placed about the venue/exhibit that would allow others
to create their own “Dear Stranger” letters with the choice of signing an
NDA/disclosure letter that would allow the author to collect all the
letters and place them in a bound volume to showcase other people’s
emotions, feelings and views of life or whatever they wanted to write
about.

It was also meant to invoke nostalgia in folks who were born and raised
in a time when computers were either just becoming a new thing or
used to utilize typewriters as a means of production.

Other framed works would be on display as well that would have been
personally curated by the author to inspire others.



dry fouri 1ife haas been 'n ad juostmont since returnins, 1le well th t enda vell

r oly, but it 1 o b's been roth r str:ge just beiins b ck. ive rn 1nto a fe
neople 1 ca honestly s .y i wns excited tosee 2nd w nt to tr to reconnect vith
« £ ¥ others sooner thonlater, i also have no nhone, sc¢ communication hos been
loat with everytiing else., my firat official day back on the job was like rid-
ing 2 bike, took a secon’ to rememberhow to do it, but sud nly it 211 c me
rushingdb ck to me, time is running slowly here, alnost 8 17 thourh stonped,
but not. im fairly hesitant i1l a tu 1y be here fér a few month: Jue to t e
fact thot i a2lrendy miss h me, and i now a few monthe will be ultimately the
best thing to do for my ultimate roz2l, but i dont mow if i am ready to b= here
for t at long. i alre iy want to go back home now, just um and bury a Mig ht b=
ck as soon as possible, but i feel i would be m ¥ing a mi-take, =nd ¥vin- aga-
in with no money in -»o'ckeswould not be rood for mvself asvell,

dan ten:
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chapter ei hti nineteen ei~hty nine

in ninet en eighty nine, a terrible crime was cormitted, one of a~ atrocious
nature, the crime had me at the gallows by the time it was committed.

the vltimate crime agnirst humarity is a simnle one, =0 overlooked, th-t it is
an ever welcomed thing.

olidlu,.

born with a name that no one knows came from, to two neonle who were never read
~Y. he was destined to die at the moment of concention, but unbelnowmst to all,
he strugrled to survive and nush back against 21l odds. U,fortunately dear re-
ader, hisname has been stricken from the record for reasons of security and se-
crecv, but we can simnly refer to himas “J.CK", e

Jack, was unplanned, or atleast that is what 1 am told by the stories. “Sjmn-
ly stated, there as not ondy himself born, but two identical conies of himsel f
itwo c)ildren born to a whore of a mother and a bastard of a father, they were
an unlikely nair of children, rutiless and cunning, #lthough later in “ife,
they esrew to be tvo completely different neonle, exact o nosités of their forma
lives aaschildren, they barely snenk to each other to tris day.

but this story is about neither of them, excent the hiastory of two lost boys.
two lost boys were fiz'ting in the dead of night, one kxilled the other, but th-
ey both had been deadfor years before. an eternal battle like that of the my-
stics, with their war of religzion and magio, these two bittled over love.

love fromtheir varents, whomever they were and wherever thev were. love is a
fleting emotion, that decides to show itzelf vhen you are least ex\ecting to
search for it.

I5ag=--




cranter six gix six: snirits in the parlour room = 2 night in a haunted brothel

The clock chimes ten times end silence befalls behind the drevm curtains

curtains as red as blood, but faded from years of neglerence »nd disrepard,
ruests are in = nanic as the scresms stert to creen from closed mouths,
screams of murder ond death incarnate.

Zhe scent of "ax melting stil) lingers in the air, like the cigarettes
she so seductivaly smoked. “louds of smoke falling off her lips like clouds
clutching the mountzin tops. lier face masked under her vail of lsce, you could
never riss thcse sunple ruby red lins, or her naked chest she enjoyed exposing.

Their screams silenced as she spoke, as if though her words were like
bullets travelling through water, slow and muted. ler voice could make a2 man
fall in love or kill for her. “he sight of the bloody axe breaks reality
back into verspective as she clutches your wrist, cold as ice, and her mouth

arape, a sudden void of darimess enveloning vour world.
RaSTaxT.

Let us become more familiarized with the events that just occured for
those joining our current story. “‘hese are fictionalized events that occured
1nr: very real place, with a much sinister history, including lies, sex and
murder.

The locationdd of this neculiar parlour/brothel is located in a small
tom in the majestic, yet madness filled mountains of Colorado. Uriginally
built during the gold rush years as a sm=1) cabin, it was bought over by a

young gentleman by the name of Benjamin. o*#&dnally ovmed by the “y an {'=mily

as o smzall cottage in the historic gold ru&h‘days of old, he turred it into
his own crezation of a bar. he never allo ed himself a day off, and !mew nothing
of shat as hannening around his oim world, unimo'n to him were cecrets,
secrets of his latest infatuation, a young wom':n by the name of elizabeth.

she was not like most women, she had a woy of swooning men into her
bed with ease, che sas a vhore. born elizabeth whitney, to a2 loier-class fam-
ily, she wanted 2 better life, one filled with luwxury and glamourus riches,




cnanver four: thisi place is death

taded memories still cling to the wrlls like fMresh »uint w-iting, <o dry in

io ploce, eracked paint neeling rrom wne walls, aust coilecting in the
cobeb intested corners. Time has not been ane to thaiw place, out 1t im wventn
8 piace wuere naipghimures nanpened, :nd Qreumy Lroxen 1IN0 Missaony ol viny
Vievwen, w1Th nuvhiuf 1€1v w0 swivele,

# #husv an vhe machine, aes ex machina., the lunely wivew, vhe arunken vaesterd,
sll swuries nuviuviugf Jhe jounussion wogzevher, # joundnvion rottines rrom yenrs
of dipsrepair, once & piace of 1uve, it 18 vuiy un emouy shell uf whay unCe wee.

wnenty 21X years 2so = chiit was vOrn out vl weulouck, ine viuvvey vavh wowel,
ue wito uoOmeu i1:0m ohe mument une enteseu whiy ii:v¢, nNo movher, nv intner,

Just en empuy room iliieu with The sScelt 0l ucali ald vivienCe., vivod Hualns
wnd emmuvy Jurs of inx. inx s5r1118 sixe vlood, stainiug anyvthaing 1t wouches,
Ve linpering smesil of stoge cigurettes nangs 1n the ~1r itixe vhe sweer ovent
of ifissuve an vhe opiing, vuevent rnd sweet, she ured whii€ brainging him iuvo
1i1e 8nd nis 1atne) Qrunx an 2 watch swunany 2r0m Nis vrobiems. ne uever LUOKY
veck 2y pus sUlumouvile creshea ineu Jhe puara reli, 1lippang 1o vhe wulrv,

a vhiio with no narenus, = chii0 s=lune,

e e e e
~4 . where we vent wrong.







SEJUENCE ONE:
DAYS

copyright two-thousand fourteen / sevntember seventeenth
ghost writer nublishing




Day one: fear und antieination have onsulfe! myself an 4 write thes: vords
fear of returning to a nlace i swore to never return to, a nlace that ia maj-
eotic as 1 is deallyv, winter is coming and 1 am ren'y for its embr ce, born
* ¢hild of summer, but reborn 2 m'n of winter, the mmow and ice is my familiar
realm, 2lthouh my return is being taken in different :1ys, ~ome surnrised, and
some con™uscd on my rensonins nd ideals behind this adventur ., for ho: long i
i1l stay is a factor based on my 2bility t cope with the endlesns w nter ashend
of me,
although the adventure: ahend of me +11 add more to this story, it aloo M1 vdd/
more heartache once agnin, like eich and every adventure i have taken, this
time ive s orn to myself a secret oath to not fall in love becaus: my home is
not there in that desolte nlace, home is were vour heart is as the s ying poes
but hom= is no here for me, a writer andadventurer . th agypsy heart is some-
thing that wll harm the m~in character of this story, and he is already broken

as it is.

a skilled penman can never fullv write in ink what it feels to have yur heart
broken, he can only ~ttempt this difficult fe ture with himeelf armsd w th
Joras.
2 melodramatic fool, a lonely writer, a nrizefishter, a dreamer, all charcters
coning into form from persnal memories nand events of chance meetines w th pe-
ople. charcters has been a work in nro~ress, but becoming difficult with the
oriZ nal mission of collecting stories from others. the orisnal list of ideas
ritten of the next characters has been lost, maybe f r 2 reason? this allows
the story to remold itself at tis point it seems for my owm interest =: woll.

secuence one is underway, a kind of side-companion to c¢ arcters, a day by day
tracking of progress and nersonal journal. looking back into what i h=d started
a2s tis whole project, is a mess, but something salvagable. the writer may just
stoend as it s due to how powerful it already is for myself.




chan er eleven: eoternnl Xingdom

there is a belief by some of 2 1lace of shimmering snires made of 2 1d, and
anrels with wings more beauvtiful then the midnight sun. rolden pods snd angels
with flowing hair as dar% as wine, a nlace of eternal bliss and nernetunl ha-
nniness, where thers is neither death nor wor, an eternal ‘¢inpdom called nara-
‘ise te aome and heaven to othrs. although dee~ly rooted in mvatery, it is not
mom if such a -lace exists, or if these hirhly enlipshtersd bainrs exiat, be-
cause t e only o of '‘mowing is dving. althoush there is also a ~1lnce where
fire and brimatone burn with heat sc poverful it can melt hurnn flesh, a nlace
krown to some ashel , and to others ' form of eterns) punishment for 'rong-dod
-rs. donte once wrote of these nlac s, wnd tle w wrinin th & ¢ @ bod 1o
avers, '

the only way to buy yourself intc heaven is justify the nctions vou rwve taker
in this life, with clemnsing the scul of injustices. to some, it is a dqily
ide of thrusting their oninions dovm those who do not believes t'ro-is=s,

and thare are those who do not give any d'mn of what hannens, only be'ievinr
that when you die, you die. t ere is neith r a haven nor a hel’, to others it
ig 2 »lace with 2 harem of v men avwaiting tem.

surer=sticious haliefs 4 ~mre-mearly bed-time stories, a nightmare in ,
digouis-, with a common n=ame, one that invokes terror:
tho—bnnnna.:an._thpic“toorﬁuﬁs'

mmm: nig t ~must.enly. look wtlin ocupselven -t~

elves, fauorea e death, war, fear, dust
1. this is.not. 2 crime, it is our nature,

she wvas only becoming a woman whe: she understcod that hell existed., weking
abruntly to the sert of fire and burning woed, she found lrerself en~:ifed in
flepmes licking at her bed -ost. not able to run or let alone move, restroints
bound her legs and arms, she inhaled tho thick black amcke. charring he T lungy

1- a ste she wil! nover foget. it w L 1Y, Rlone, 8te 'ow it G

ire he hated her and wnted her to burn in her own hell, as he s=w Tit.

screans escapd frowm her mouth, but were chocked by the thickening smo e, he ne
ver love ler, he al.aye ?a;nd her, vet he stuck through time end natience to
try to annreciate her.

they met at a stranze noint in 1life, where neithr of them fu'ly ready to bhe an

art of someone elee life. a counle of their friers set un» 2 biind date for th:

two to m2et. he nreferred ~ot deing =0, i evaryone 'ad re Ffivd Yin g
r®et for Yine alticug h he mew b:5tar to trust his friends.




chanter twelve: delusional

“it vas all so real though, i am not making this shit un. let me tell you even
ything, if you have the time to listen."

at first i thought i was just dreaming, a nlace wre anything can hanen, you
can purder gsomecne and g © avay with it, you can be /hoever you want to be, an
do anything you believe to be wrong. at’'east that is how it all felt, come to
find out, it was al)! real. there is a nlace in the human mind that holds the
darkest secrets and deenest ideas of human nature, and i found it., i '‘mew it
existed but never thought it to be real, in a smal ro m in an old aband-ned
building, you can be your ovm god.

at first it was sim-le, you enter the ro m and imarine what yo want to exist
with you. my first attemnt was reliving my chilhood, it went something like
t)!isu

seens nleasant does it not my friends? a place were i saw friends and family
who have nassed a«ay and still exist in the flsh with functionins memories and
gkil s of current ‘mowledge and yet they never grew old, compared to myself.
it vent on for y ars thai i would vi=it this secret place as a comfort to see
®v ryrone, until neculiar thinrs started hap~ening, subtle and barcely un-noticel
i thourht nothing less on it. for instance in some of my adventures to this
land, t e skies would be dar¥ened miles away in a contained area, or t'e sound
of animals howling gutter:l zroans.




ono
tunepdhats.all he could think. Run till your less give wayd \ ¥
w siby wee i so afraid of everytihing, of life;
\ volved in living ite I.s.this pow e ended un here?
than 1ikely now, there wasn'¢ anything that could malke
e a8 dar from home and everything else, i e
over seven monthe before, when he decided to come home, a broken man

honing to find comfort and solitude with a broken faniiy. but with most
stories already forred in sadness, they always end in sadness as ewell.

Ultimately, our story starts, with love as most stories do, the boy meets
the girl of his dreams, fallein love, beats the btad guy, they flutter off
into the sunset and live hannily ever-after right? wrone.,




‘e Ul ne all KO wI'0Of wITh vursdived s whAere Qla we vet o we ALuBL in
SLLreYeu L10m VRO Yeilow=uriCk rousu uvnat we o vesiineu Louvx
or v ther auy¢ our iives pave veeome uvigitul and voic oI roovws,
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i , trod
Juet a fe  hoiors pore before my fli to this »lace of 1ll-r nute mnd ninery
an: alrea'y the over-dramatice are atill in nlace on rn of my lamily.sdshad

oussyEsstsbyecto . robertigapliier and it hurt to see him ery in oy aras .lere-

!chn-ter idea: the weepins willow)

1 ; “$his vlace 18 = p.neral whole, mv heart -« read
i wingothat my time ig comin~ moon, tVe difference bet-
W “hen you lenvertheir lifey# ‘mow for 2
W the mo*t ‘Hecret v -bec use i-am tryine to

ehingd™ 1 of “trenrth '‘nd unemotional dfsnlayy e 'eort br-
within secondsdi—Pree—itomrr"r—

Q.ka.n&lnnxlx.whilo th‘ziiiiubldilaﬂlVivll =

' 4 sit F re vatien ly waiting for my shuttle m. a2 ezll. i “m not one to be
“‘“t w itiﬂ& for thinss to ha nen, 1 am far too tmn L1~n o % 41, ASn-
el 9 " . ¢ "- .’ do? "‘ i ) v b3 | Y \7 ‘ i e

; i } * ' m‘ld i knoY it "111 b ! A ”Ooa [ime to \]orlt rore on

chzr-cf:ra, it is also hile of waiting for the sun to et and wait to arrive
in a nlace ‘hen the sun doez not set.

the gsca~t of tea brewing is scmetling of nost l-ia fron a meory hat is not

m om, but is zlso very f miliar. i ant to belicve trat my orevious life

was that of a writer, a mcst mamificent writer, but completely unmom, but
that also fits the cur-ent moment as well.(memories are-a.terrible and-deli h- .
tSwl.tking 0 hove, buv sometimes themost <=masins things to the eoul'.)

-engt of edon

- he wee ing willou(s)

-nor-h se-sthe--—

-06/15/19%9

-me+you

-buffalo hunters

~-ghosts in the narlour room (pt. 1I)
-the collection

dav three’ rrival. it is seird bein~ back, 1 2m stil! a justin- to it all,




chanter nine® a heart and o prayer

and a orayer takes my heart, cause every time is the last time. shi . spoke in
riddles and met C : 0 : : : he came from. n
. fog that rolls

ewith a way of words, they
rodew £211ines alo 1y ﬁrm

.

Froi HeR-tonmue like dronlet: of The nars
space to die as they crashdd into the rround,

more beautiful than wotching the bridges burn, lirhting the w:'y home
1 ancestors she said a: we threw the torcies into the nillons of
¢ « flickers of lirht, tiny dancers of fire, risins into the dark.
‘aildeht thatwnever ggoes out, even after death.

e i bate that i canst say YOUr NONE ¢ adtheus——he—meves— T —Tm.—ag ke
nart

p;t- w dgsingle tear shed can hold a thousand n'moun. or one single

i jant . to dopall the things your lungs do so wells







chapter nine’ symbols

words spew Rike vomit from the mouths of drunken men, hun-over from the nirht
before. but sometines words are no more common a hng




Jenuary 3 th, the dpys were covrtins dowm he »-Vized, d Mo tine an M-
»dr- ot Jdelor, mande trdclcon 24 it led il n i i { {
~ . F IR . >, . as ’ a 1A%« R ] g el o . . - an \-

all of the orevious 8ix months ;c;un 'baok in a wirlwind of memories t;.nd nish-
tmares as one, making him nauseas and unensy. he stumbled to the closest cha-
ir and sat dowm in a cuick slumn, clutching the 7l as of rin like a de~d man.




five

ghe was always transrixed by 1t, the way the colours would d'nce and crente
sh:-dows on the walls, always flickering in an ecsteotic dance, strike

after strikxe she would burn them one by one, wntching the sulnhur exnlode
into an orange tongue of fire, and lick at the open air.the tlames would ,
irrite n rare i1nside per Lnay melfe ger uulver.




the row hunming of hias computer was o thunderous sound an the silence of
his room, darkly Llit, excent rrom the blan hite nage on the screen, here
he sat staring into a voird, wniv ror the wordnm to come, \1's vidy e

{ .
)

tions he had been asked to answer,







but ever since i left my father, its much harder lnowing., 1 don*t wonna w ke
un lonely, i1 dont w o na just be fine, and i don:'t wanna be my mother.

and a prayer takes my herrt,




The following volume was from one of the earliest known works by the
author, “Characters; A Collection” being the first initial attempt to
creating a proper work.

“Sequence One: Days” was originally started when the author moved
back home from Colorado with his typewriter in hand, attempting to
document each and every day on paper.

Slowly it evolved into something more obscure and random with no
rhyme or reason to the words coming out.

These original documents also reveal where some of the pieces of
“Death Songs” came entirely based off of.

With original edits showing what the author wanted to cut and paste
into something more can be noted by the pink highlighter marks.
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HOPE: A New Meaning

On my walk earlier from North Portland to Downtown, i decided
to traverse the broadway bridge for the first time in almost a
year and was happy to see something like this,

It's been a year since i moved myself and my chaotic life to
Portland, trying to make a social circle and just make it by
in America. I8ve gone through more ups and downs than any other
place I8ve lived yet through all of the bullshit I18ve managed
to keep ry chin up and push through.

1've made friends and enemies. I've had lovers and fucks, I've
made mistakes, But they have all taught me how to better my-
self.

There is hope, a feeling I didn't know existed, It8s in words
and actions that others speak to me without realizing they are
doirg so. Just speaking to me gives me hope that i'm doing som-
ethirg good.

The last few weeks has been tense and distraught with depress-
jon. One person came and picked me up, even though we had only
met one time. They took me by the hand and talked with me as
a human.

I'm doing better, but it's still hard to keep my head up and
spirits higher when it feels like I just want to walk away
from it all. 1 have nothing to lase here if i go, and nothi-
ng for me if 1 stay,

But there's hope at least,




Tonight 1 stood on the Burnside Bridge, looking down across the
water and staring into the dep*hs of it as well, Tears in my
eyes, 1 contemplated jumping off that bridge.

Moments and memories flooded me, like a torrential monsoon
crashing into the coastline, I thought of people's stories of
Jumning off, the lives of friends I've lw ed, strangers I8d
chanced meeting in my time, and the one person i love,

But no one was there to help me in my moment of shear terror,
I wasalone, afraid and standing there, sev ral hundred feet
above the water about to just let myself slip over the railing
into the Willsmette "iver,

Obviously yon can tell that it didn't happen, but for a brief
moment in time, I truly felt like the birgest failure in lite
and that nothing actually mattered to me., I wanted nothing more
than to be weightless, falling into the river and drow ning,
(although supposedly from that fall, death is instantaneous ((
from what i've heard.))

This is an important notice to anyone who suffers from depres-
sion or anxiety (hell, even both, like i do.)

YO!' ARE LOVED.

No matter how tough things may become, no matter how broken do-
wn and beaten you are, no matter how alone and afraid you are,
You are special and you deserve to know that thines will get
better, it may take a lot of time and patience, struggle and
heartache, broken promises =and emntv words to get there, but
you are f***ing loved.

Always know this,

1 love you, and so do the other 7 billion inhabitants of this
place we all ca!l home,

Don't give up hope; and don't let them beat you b wn,

1 lov e you., Andthats a fact.




B
Befre we continue this journey, a quick reminder to ew ryone,

If you are feeling suicidal or depressed, reach out, there is
help for you. you are not alone,

i've suffered from serious depression since i was about 13,

and have attempted suicide many times, al ways remembering that
there 1s more to life than what its handing to me, ive stood
above many 'ridges, staring down into traffic, or black waters.
ready to jump and end it all,

but no one ever came, it was all up to m* to talk mvself down,
and talking yourself down in the most difficult task ever,

reach out to friends and family, search for a friendly counsel
-er. its not going to make you worse, it'll make you berter.

create a hobby, pick up a book, escape into a worll wher=s '~.
preeeing Tese ¢ axdet, but know thet they 5 = 1) - pl
- whk 1= 3 “k ~e o, "t
below is the nationa: suiciae prevention line,
if you ever feel alone strange:,
1'm here tor you.

i love you.
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to the reuder,

thaw 18 not w sove SLOry, NOr 18 1t u BLOTY MY wil vither, 1t 1ir more vhan

Thav. 1t 28 an wavrsiending o1 pumun emotiong . rinding who vou are, and jew -+
elfsf1t 10 4 rerlevivn an the mirror, » motle elmmee

~fovher uhinks. uverythang 26 # part of what ive 1

vl : "

rmed rrom .iving/ ataie nu.t.‘ wp SToUCTIUN Muunl vn NUY VO LiVe, Dut 1t 4
- 18Cu 0T emov 10Ve 18 T & 0, 8 e

o tinve r?rd Juy Juke, 5o rorget mnythaing:

1sve awo 1ncludeu preces writton vy ovhers, =8 & wocial experime t, one
LhET mii0Ws vihers w0 exnress Jhéer stories, share tleir memories.,

e enjoy stories, ouv we never sSTop to Lisiten To others. vhis 15 our comnfisg.

e wre & socievy oecomung so engulfed in our technuiogy we forget vo stop «nd
Llook around. yes, we interzct, out not without Ievling there nas 1o pe u reas-
‘on to rhyme, aigitel media has iaken ahoid of everything we kn w as svigl in-
teruction, ®e Ly w0 get wo vhe puint ocuic 1y, or 1ind n way to avoid others.

where aia ¥ ever po wrong:







i =t rt with’ €! , sund ¥ has veen busier thar soturd Ye.. thots
00MNG, is st eraye but 1i,n stoked,

[N

when the fires have died and the taces all gone, wh re cors 1t leave you?
wondering cuest ons, naving no answers, the tlonely writer, urinking wione

To tuel iy re-TLangy 0 aesnalr and i1nebraatvion, vhe whimkke 38 rever wwrong
e ouprn und the beer 18 wwu i1ipnt to teed the momsuer, Horsuvers unoer the bea
vre tle mosy aocisle of crexwur s, whereas monsters ot vhe mind wre the true
aun er. W

e
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I L L ~
Jdde = -+ dont lose your dingpscur., . r t. e ir
this piace poius maby mecuries =na new ones, pernie you reet, new rriends
cnd siome Iamillar.
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PART X: LEITERT T YOU
(WHERE ARE YUU NOW MW LOVE?)




et thise ment, y un should Le wth ue

fealing 11 ke ve feeol

‘ike you +.nt to

i never will

2 goin
*Jopes «ddiection

You e¢old t find it if vou hdnt already been to it.

It wos found by scent :nd the sirht of eyes who hed alre dy seen znd knew
Jometimes vlood led the way.
rustic, »rimal thing. Something better onsidered unacr t € s fety

of day =nd covers.

nce h d though... ‘nce t sted ané telt... ~11 was undone

1f vou were lucky, vou would find yourse:.f at Bon ¥ir, on the tonks of
the &g ba-, screaming for mer CV... -he mercy of 1nnor1nce...

be( use now lt 8 rannensd and you zre fors . cr tointed ad the i Xoer

a ut r Ju Qe C :;‘.
,

r .-".-' thiet bhurned ¢ ory b v thos O Lol 2l b
“md vou lose yourself on nurnose...
4n the pain s in the elements, in this place you love to hote...
Beeauce you 'm w that when found , eithed by others or yoursze'f,
wh=t is left is the result - f some fucked a) chemv of necd and srees
and the yearnineis your substonce.

*o feel... something

4o bleed for snotrher...

40 die 2t Nis hands in the best and \orst w.ys possibl ...

dimited o*'" by tl~e and sn-ce and the yin l canznilitica ef the

folly of »k ysicel furnm,

.
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The final volume in this Vault Series is a collection of oddities and some
originally cut content from the original pressing of “Death Songs”.

They showcase the darker side of the origins of the book from the initial
concept of how to format and split it into parts (which was cut from the
original pressing and showed only the appendix) to some of the
obscure pieces that yet again helped influence and create the book
itself.

It also includes the original preface that was meant to be used in the
first pressing of the book which was cut back and revised to make it
sound less dramatic and overtone with suicidal thoughts.

This concludes the end of the Death Songs (Or How | Learned to Love
Again) Special Collector’s Edition.

Thank you reader, for picking this work up and enjoying the new and
exciting concepts and information that we have compiled to showcase
the grandeur of what is a poetic love song to the universe and an
invitation for Death to learn that they can be loved a well.

XOXO,

Wadler



