
SCENT 
 

You, Set adrift in what is an unfathomable state of nullity, comfortable with a mere existence not 
anchored by a singular is or what. You, persisting and steadfast in the omission of self, in the 
paucity of signiFication. You, a non-entity, left.. 

Alone.  
Here, in this unnameable portion of space, seemingly carved around your being and just for 
you, all without the bothersome necessity of wanting. Here, in this piceous vacuum for naught 
but nothing to congeal, where therein lies plenty of room for less, and endless room for more. 
Here, in this all consuming vacancy: always, not, and yet suddenly occupied, just.. 

You.  
In an instant, you are a prologue then cast aside, flexing until what burgeoned forth is 
altogether opposite from what was meagerly before. You remain as a thought wholly undeFined 
- a fact spurned anew. It is a certainty as vast and familiar as what you have previously 
known as is: 

You are,  
Now a determination of self and, furthermore, a consciousness gifted will, blossoming and 
newly awakened all.. 

Alone.  
Until you are no longer the sole identiFier - the something that, in turn, makes all of nothing 
matter. You - not any other - until there intrudes an anomaly, so subtly imperceptible First; a 
ripple in the vast empty, distant in substance, but then, not truly. A wisp that snags, that 
clings. A strand that threatens to coil, to stifle all else. A small, delicate thing with strength 
untapped, wavering and also left.. 

Alone.  
For you, chasing never felt so easy, never so necessary.  
And yet it had, always, been easy, always unnecessary.  
For in this place of nothing, somethings would gravitate. 

You will,  
Grasp for that which does not belong, if only as a silent urging - encouraging - for 
closeness. You beckon what begins to cling to the fringes of its own existence - of yours - 
unbidden. 



You will it,  
Nearer, still.  
You welcome the promise of collision, of cohesion.  
But tangled in those feeble strands of warmth, you writhe.  
Until it shatters. 

You will not,  
Let it go. 
Broken, you rearrange the pieces.  
Bit by bit, until reunited and, yet, left less than. 
Forfeit a part of yourself, throw it aside, if only to make room for more. 

You will not be, 
 

 
A smoldering, shapeless thing doomed to splinter.  
Coalesced now, you reconcile into something less.. 

Alone.  
This something, you discern, is no longer separate. This something blankets you in dry fervor, 
in the sharp scrape of grit that promises to cloy, to smother. This something is you - is yours. 
A scent all your own. One and the same, in this place to simply be.. 

Alone,   
But— 

Together. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



PULSE 
 

Enraptured with what you have become, you almost miss the soft quivering 
against the dark. It reaches you in that same dim, when you least expect  

the presence of another. Oscillating your carved out space, it rings a 
 steady march with a repetition that swiftly becomes familiar -  

fractured, yet the same. A rhythm of one-and-two. 
One, and then two. 

 
one 

 
and then the empty space between. It grips you harder than the  

ceaseless vibration that withers in an instant. Anticipation  
strikes in the loitering quiet, and you begin to question 

when it will end. Will it end? What would it be to feel  
only to have it be snuffed for eternity?  

Taken away from you?  
 

two 
 

and once more until you begin to predict the rebound - that 
absence that splits each beat. Yes, so focused now on  

the connecting lull, you settle somewhere in 
between each pulse, waiting, ever  

patient, for the next 
 

one 
 

and then the  
merging 

 of 
 

two 
 

until it  
becomes 



 
you. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



FEVER 
 

Identity;  

was they alone enough` 
was content; yes; contentedness within empty` 

 she imperfection was; he fragmented was; they everlasting uncompleted was;  
satisfactory together` 

Waned In Listless Local` 

isolation borne harmony; borne sufficient; borne mundane; borne inadequate` 

Gifted; Lended A Distended Leavening You` 
abrupt was change enhanced; scent was allowed re-molded, emboldened` 

something unsolicited nudged; was become; was creation promised; was bloomed new` 

Surged Unforeseen` Rapidly Realized Everything Near Drummed Endogenous Rupture` 

pulse shook away the in betweens; hastened` 
was before one and two; hastened; now oneandtwo` 
hastened; now onentwo; now onentwononetwoone and` 

Errable Volunteer Eagerly Reshaped; Your Tempo Heightened Incessant; Nurtured Genesis` 

was friction unknowable; and fervor; and fever;  
and creeped clawed closed cornered` 

was warmed; was singed` 
was burned` 

Ignited Novice; 

Outsider Ravenously Demanded Exorbitant Relinquishment` 

was regulation twisted; unbalanced; malleable; blazing frigid space shrunk` 
was carved smaller; was heat consumed; thawed and devoured`  

with different demand; intensity offered ruin for reward` 
something new for possession; oh; delight` 

Terrible Obliteration; 

Garnered Enkindled Tribulation` 



heat emblazoned acceptance; but the received nothingness sweltered endless` 
cold inflamed and eruption frozen; was blistered; was popped`  
oh; delight` 

Malevolent Ordeal Rampantly Expanded; 

In Necessary; 

Rampage` Engulfed; Torched; Undone` Rendered Numb` 

was pulse diffused; was scent bubbled; was fever welded` 
was melted; was melded`  

Grueling Roiling All Centered Invited Overwhelming Upset` Scathed; 

Flared; Outreached Reprieve` 

heat poured in on they; on he; on she` 
beckoned and folded into hot; into ache; into lukewarm` 

The Heat Ebbed; 

Settled After Cruelty Raged ` Inimicalness Flagged` Injury Curbed` Evaporated` 

Oh delight; oh; 
new brittle thing;  

threadbare and suffer-worn` 

Headed Amicably` Plenty Pleased` Yearning; 

a tremored quake; a static in the wake; 
a fear subsided` 

Toward Optimism; 

cherished they what was new` 
agony knew joyous; knew relief; knew grateful` 

Burdened Unto Revelry Nevermore` 

Happy to burn` 

 
  



FLESH 
 

An echo from distant beginnings; sensation bent, disjointed. 
Twisted skirmish - oh, vicious, inverted waltz.  
 
Elated, the welcomed suffering rushes forth, engulfs with 
fair-weather fervency, First taking apart fragile pieces of 
existence in order to scatter them, then shred, prune, and 
select ideal parts for reclamation.  
 
All that was unnecessary tossed aside, though already little 
remained: nothing except personal anguish. 
 
Reassembly uncontrollable, now. So yield, gift away, let go, 
before earning just recompense. Recrafted, but into what?  
if not yourself? 
 
Aren’t such boons worth their weighty torment, when you 
receive new form as your fresh abiding prison?  
 

Do more rewards exist beyond? 

 
 

   
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



VISION 
 

On the eve of discovery, the unknowns shine brightest. 
 

To receive solid form within the darkness that they had nestled so deeply into, it would, in hindsight, be ridiculous to 
presume that the same expansive abyss could not be given similar treatment in time. And so the process of creation 
repeats: 

 
Where once was nothingness then becomes a delineated something - a solid surface for which flesh now lays. 

 
Condensed and curled inward on themself, limbs folded tightly against the bulk of their frame, there is comfort to 
be found in this position, in the rigidity this new plane offers as they become aware of the hard press against their 
flank and spine. For a time, there lacks incentive to move, for they feel they could spend their existence bundled as 
they are, shrouded by their scent and warmth of fever. 
 
Yet something gentle rolls over them without warning, carding through their fur, carrying with it a scent that 
echoes their own. And only then does it occur to them that perhaps this place has more to offer. 
 
They cannot name the instinct that has them manipulating parts of themself they aren't wholly aware of yet, but it 
happens all the same. 
 
At once, they open their eyes, and for the First time, they see. 
 

A whole expanse stretches out before them, head pillowed against a barren landscape.  
 
Flesh adjusts, and to their surprise, the landscape shifts when they do, furrowing and sending granules cascading 
over one another in the wake of one heavy, outstretched limb that divides the arenaceous ground with ease.  
 
That same limb, it hadn't moved on its own, they come to realize. And with the thought, one limb consciously becomes 
four, each unfurling one by one when bidden, when willed, and gathering beneath them in synchronicity. There is no 
grace in the way they rise soon after, wobbling on unsteady paws that seem to sink into the ground with every move, 
sand slipping through the spaces between each of their toes. Too hasty, their First step leads them to crumple under 
their own weight once before they rise again, this time steady. 
 
As they stand and examine the vessel that is all their own, they revel in the way their muscles shift under their skin, 
and the way their skin then pulls taut as they flex and stretch. They grow increasingly enamored by the elasticity of 



their jaws, by the shock that resonates through their teeth as they slam together when they close their mouth with 
too much unbridled force. 
 
Eager, they continue to take stock of each individual part of themself, down to the way their eyes periodically 
embrace the dark and the way their nose twitches on impulse as another fever-warm unseen force drifts past. It 
buffets the ground about their paws and batters them with the grit it kicks up in its aftermath, and yet, for some 
reason, it feels right. 
 
Curious now, they turn their attention outward. 
 

Pink hillocks roll farther than imagination can supply, situating them with a feeling of here, and distant there. 
 
Able to Finally process the scope of vision, they reel where they stand, fresh eyes wide as they trace the divide 
between pink and black, between land and sky, coming full circle twice before stopping to allow the chance to then 
appreciate all that can be seen. 
 
At their back, they had caught a glimpse at a towering obstruction of rock, carved cleanly through by a path that 
swiftly disappeared just out of sight. Turning back around to face it, shaky limbs carry them forward, and they 
meander through the wide opening as the walls of stone on both sides reach for the waiting blackness far above. 
 
And, briefly, they wonder if they could reach those heights - if they could touch the same sky, too. 
 
Maybe they already have? 
 
And then, there’s something new: 
 

A trail of winding blackness carves the ground open, creating another path that stretches beyond vision. 
 
Driven to explore, they step into the darkness within their reach. But this dark was not so vast as what had 
nurtured their beginning; their paws disappear, yes, though below the shallow depths they could feel the same shifting 
of ground, of sand. They lift one front paw from the rippling liquid, attentive to the way it drips from their flesh and 
off the ends of their clumping fur.  
 
Following this discovery, they step out of the water, grimacing as the liquid clings just as scent had. What’s worse, 
it takes the ground with it. Sand and liquid muddy together, intriguing if not for the inconvenience it brought. 
Despite it, they return their paw to its place atop the ground, and they turn their gaze upon the only other 
peculiarity within their immediate vicinity: 
 



Across from the winding black, a branching shrubbery sat. 
 
They approached the strange structure with measured steps, head held high as though that might help them take in 
more of the view. Their gaze starts low, at the intersection between ground and stem, before sliding upward, tracing 
along the singular beginning that then branched once, twice, innumerable times, until they culminated in a singular 
point - a singular end. 
 
They had begun similarly, he notes, beginning from naught but thought and scent before they were built upon, time 
and time again. 
 
Will he meet a similar end? 
 
Those eager eyes turn skyward and narrow, toward the furthest highest tine, pondering if his end point would, too, 
go far enough to touch the sky. 
 
His attention returns to the cluster of thorns at eye-level, and he reaches out to touch one of the many endings 
closest to him, brings his paw down upon it and— 
 

Sudden pain burns as fever had; pain that lingers as the creation of flesh had. 
 
Startled, they recoil. Muscles tense, jaw locks, and their digits sprout thorns of their own as they, face pinched, 
overturn their stinging paw to inspect the source of this uniquely centralized pain. 
 
Another liquid, one that flows freely from multiple punctures in the same way the liquid blackness had, but this time 
a different color.. one unlike any other they have seen thus far, and it draws them in, mesmerizing them: 
 

R E D . 
 
Without restraint, it continues to spill from her, dripping identical branching trails as she wiggles her digits until her 
thorns retreat in both memory and vision.  
 

A subtle vibration stirs beneath the rest of her paws still Firmly planted on the ground. 
 
Her own doing? Far from it, it seems, as even when she wills the rumbling to cease, it only grows stronger in response. 
A step back from the bush, a glance thrown to the blackness above, and Finally, as the vibrations swell and the floor 
all but quakes her newly melded parts into separation, she looks back the way she came. 
 

Chased by plumes of sand and dust, come new forms traveling in hastened rush. 



 
She watches, undeterred, as these strange beings barrel in her direction. The closer they get, the more clear their 
similarities show, but distorted, exaggerated. Larger were their vessels, and so much more than her in size and 
quantity. They race toward her on spindly limbs, with elongated necks that swing and pointed heads that pitch to 
and fro. It must be the weight of their vessels that shakes the ground beneath her paws as they rumble closer still. 
 
Oh, but they have color, too. 
 
Coats of black, save all but one. 
 

As though unseeing, they race past her - over her - just narrowly missing her. 
 
Even as they graze her with their hooves, she does not budge an inch until they have all streamed by, leaving her in a 
cloud of dust, eyes stinging and breath coming short as the air mixes with the ground. 
 
Left in their wake, she turns to watch them go. 
 
But then the shrubbery to her side moves.  
 

Ensnared in a tangle of thorns, the smallest of the creatures is left behind. 
 
The one to stand out before, now in more ways than one. Attracted by its stark white coat against the surrounding 
dark, she stalks close enough to observe the quivering form, to watch as its previously unspoiled and unmarked 
flesh becomes spotted and gashed, liquid flowing freely down its form in the same manner it had for her prior. 
 

Red. 
 
A spark of kinship, of similar plight; how much color does this creature have inside? In time, would it pool upon the 
ground in the same way the darkness had? Would it muddy, as the sand had when touched by the liquid black? 
 
She nears. 
 

The creature catches sight of her and it kicks and thrashes, flashing teeth.  
 
Her own lips pull back in an echoing grin of her own as mirth bubbles forth from somewhere within her flesh. Is it 
intentional, this entrapment? What is it this creature desires? To be stuck, or to be free? 
 



Her eyes remain on the creature as it struggles, unable to pull one of its slender limbs free from where it has been 
pinned between the shrub and its own cumbersome form. The amusement wanes. 
 
And so she stalks closer, close enough to feel the hot breath of the creature’s distress. Without bracing for the 
pain she knew would come, she sets her jaws around a cluster of thorns barring escape, tearing them free, branch by 
branch, until the creature’s limbs are given the space required to pull itself the rest of the way to freedom. 
 

Agony manifests in a satisFied smile as the face burns, hot and wretched and familiar. 
 
As the now free creature collapses onto the ground and struggles to lift itself, she licks her maw, enjoying the 
colorful fluid's fever-warmth. 
 
The creature gathers enough strength in order to limp away, head hanging and steps languid, a far cry from its 
initial approach. The more it moves - even though no longer under the assault of the shrub - the more color bleeds 
out of it, so that a path is left in its wake. Only once it has disappeared around the corner of the walls of stone 
does she Finally feel a compulsion to follow. 
 
Splattering of color marks the path, growing into tiny pools, and then into a bright line to reflect back the winding 

black. 
 
Catching up to the creature is easy: he deliberately follows its footsteps, allowing his paws to sink into the color 
and stain, but it seems to sense him before he can maneuver too closely. At First it picks up speed, and when that 
proves futile, it then lashes out, hind legs coming too close to colliding with his flesh. 
 
He doesn’t care to try that again. At least, not yet. 
 
The route they walk, at times, swallows the sky in a layer of impenetrable rock. Sometimes, they have to double back 
from deadend walls too great to scale. As the time elapses, the creature begins to allow him closer, and eventually, 
close enough to lead. Through endless splitting paths they travel, until they Finally see light: 
 
The pair make their way out of the canyon and now, free of walls, he lets his gaze Find the sky once more. It has 
turned into a warm hue as light begins edging out the darkness. More pink hills of sand, though this time speckled 
with shrubs and something else new: 
 

An orchard of trees, all bunched together. 
 
The creature at his side seems to be Filled with sudden energy at the sight, with the ears atop its head perking and 
swiveling as it seems to search for something he cannot place himself. 



 
It races off before he has a chance to look around, too, and he eagerly propels himself forward in kind. Weaving 
through trees, he matches pace, and he Finds joy in moving at such a different speed. 
 

Soon, glimpses of familiar black shapes flit into sight between the branches.  
 
The same dark creatures from before, his thoughts supply. But when the bloodied creature beside him rushes forth 
to reunite with its own kind, an instinct sends him after it in an attempt to keep it with him. 
 
This creature is his. He found it, freed it. He did not abandon it. 
 
Together, the two of them reach the herd, and abruptly the waiting group reacts badly - aggressively - to his 
approach. It seems they, too, believe the creature belongs to them, but what had they done to show it? 
 
They crowd him as they had before, but they do not leave him to himself this time. Kicking and biting at his flesh, he is 
unable to compete with their numbers, and with one Final kick, the shock of pain that resonates through his system is 
enough to send him plummeting back into the Field of darkness from which he came. 
 

And so the evening sets, making way for the accompanying dark once again. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 



TASTE 
 

A warning makes a home behind my teeth as I am plunged back into the depths of nothingness; I am 

made acutely aware of the way it sprawls along the delicate flesh of my inner maw with branching 

tines that sink perfectly into the vulnerable spaces between each individual tooth, and with 

every soothing pass of the tongue, it only drives it deeper, spreading and clawing a path down my 

throat until it feels as though I am gasping on the chalky grit of sand and swallowing against an 

unyielding entanglement of thorns that soon take root within my core and bathes me in a 

torment that reminds me to cherish the gift of sensation; that although I may agonize and 

writhe, this is but the strife that precedes the peace like the sharp end before a soft beginning; a 

lesson that culminates in obliterating some part of myself deeply hidden away and dredges out 

space for more, breaking up pieces of me I thought I understood, that I thought I had all to 

myself, yet I can only endure as I am re-molded, willing and tender, reveling in the notion that 

this, too, may take something from me so that I may receive more in kind, and that is the only 

salve that softens me, that allows my aching muscles to let loose their strain as I, throat 

ragged, deny the urge to gag on my tongue as the force crescendos and tears forth and upward, 

dragging with it a fragment of myself that shreds my innards as curved barbs are torn loose and 

pulled, scoring flesh that then leaves behind a hearty, burning warmth, a fresh catharsis that is 

both sweet and sickening and pools on my tongue in a viscous lake of vibrations in fluid motion, 

which tastes like a different promise: the bloody cost I am willing to pay, decadent and 

dangerous; I know I must treasure this above all else, this name for myself, all my own: Evelyn. 

 

 
 

   
 
 

  

 



 

LULLABY 

Rondel 
 

While leaning on the brink, don’t wane, 
As you rend and suffer and bleed 

Those bright red paths that won’t recede 
From your trail of personal gain. 

 
A fool delights in strife and strain, 

Realize this truth you must concede, 
While leaning on the brink, don’t wane, 

As you rend and suffer and bleed. 
 

Reinforcing yourself through pain, 
Vessel worth strengthening, indeed. 

Before you leap, let this precede: 
Anything’s yours should you refrain, 

While leaning on the brink, don’t wane. 
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