
 
  



 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

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 I 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 façade 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 
questions 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 palm is 
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 question 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 author in 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 
question 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 I 
 
If You or Anyone You Know Are Having Suicidal Thoughts: 
 
Please Contact The National Suicide Hotline at 
 
800-273-8255 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
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 III: Analog Emotions Volume II 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 II 
 
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 800-273-8255 
 
 
 
 
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) 
10th 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 naïve 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, I forgive 
you and I 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, I 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 II: 
 
 

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. 
  



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 
 

 
 
 
 
  



 



 



 

 
  



 

 
 

 



 

 
 
 



 

 
  



 

 
  



 

 

 
 

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 III: 
 

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 5th 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.)  



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 
 
 



 

 
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. 

 
 

  



 



 



 



 



 

 
 
 



 

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. 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 
 



 

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. 

 
  



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 
 



 

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 I 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, 
 

Walter 


