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Antler’s carve into their host, they are insatia-

ble too. Horned fangs taste the flesh of a god a 

perfect image and need more. 

He is a system of repetitions, he is a closed  

circuit. 

 

Squawking about a finite green sky as a fer-

vour crescendos. Discordant siren song 

screeching as if their souls will burn at the 

sight. They want to burn to feel. 

Flocking to the new branches of blasphemous 

bones and beauty, sirens scream of fire in their 

words. 

I will vanish in the morning light; I was only an 

invention of darkness. 



Once upon a time, there was a girl, 

Proclaimed most beautiful in all the 

world, 

But people thought her defiant and 

free in what she said, 

And so thought it best to cut off her 

And still the sirens sang, ever one amongst the 

trees preaching his magnificence. Sung in eve-

ry voice filled with distant sonorities, like re-

verberations in a cave; each more forceful and 

violent than the last. 

He was the god of their desire. 

And they hated him. 

Twisting, ever twisting antlers contorting into 

new growths like husks cracking at their insa-

tiably reaching spines. 

Pain is always physical.  

His subjects demanded more, ravenous their 

songs bleed rituals of magnificence. Of power. 

They want to witness every fantastical nirvana 

of their insatiable eyes conceived before them. 

The spectacle of their worship oppresses, it 

cuts. Relentlessly beautiful. 

 

 



FORGED IN YOUR IDEALS.. 

Deities forged in your ideals; let them hang as 

chains about your neck. 

Birds of every race and creed; harpies, song-

birds, sirens, flocked to him, crooned his love-

liness to the skies and forests; for nothing 

could surpass his majesty. He was their god.  

But their songs fashioned him. 

 

They wanted more. Always more. 

 

He was a child now, frightened of their fancies. 

His twisting, ever growing  antlers are a symp-

tom of his disorder, of his soullessness.  

Strongest. Fiercest. Most majestic. Most 

adored. 

 



Once upon a time, 
there was a girl of astounding beauty and 

grace. A jewel that was valued above all others 

in her village. 

 

All of us girls had been dead for so long. 

 

She was appraised only with eyes, eyes of 

greed in a jealous rapture. 

She could not belong to them. 

Not wholly. 

Not yet. 

 

A rift of parting lips cuts through this quiet 

town. None had heard this sound, dared 

acknowledge its presence like a beating heart 

among the dead. 

There is not much in this 

subtle wood labyrinth to make 

you smile, 
but it is not yet, not quite, the saddest time of 

the year. 

He came alive from the desire of the woods, 

unsustained by nature, existing in a void. 

Pan. 

He is so beautiful, his antlers so magnificent, 

he is unnatural; his majesty is an abnormality, 

a deformity for none of his features exhibit any 

of those touching imperfections that reconcile 

us to the imperfection of the human condition. 



Pan was admired through all the 

land, 

When songbirds spoke it was of him 

they sang, 

Proudly his antlers in majesty grew, 

To enchant this songful coloured 

crew, 

Songs to whispers and disdain, 

No man or God this visage could    

ever sustain. 

The girl jewel spoke and they heard with deaf 

ears and were afraid. 

Beauty should not emit sound; silence was 

pure aesthetic. 

This sound, words of defiance that have the 

sting of rejection, corrupted the picturesque air. 

Men and girls cowered away from the sono-

rous sound which threatened to seek out their 

voices and give them names and form. 

 

She informed them that if she was going to ap-

pear before them, she would do everything in 

her power to disobey them. 

 

She would not accept their petrifying eyes nor 

their dumb silence, making every body a 

graveyard. 

And these empty girls turned to her as if to the 

sun. 



From shadows, men and their cohorts mur-

mured terrified and desperate,  

 

“she has become this way because of 

selfishness: this unnatural girl, they 

will decapitate her, she’s beautiful.” 

 

They made the motions towards a reign of ter-

ror, a reign of absence of language.  

She had a key and was opening forbidden 

doors hidden amongst the deafening dumb 

beauty. 

Beauty is silence.  

Sever the serpents head. 

 

I will decapitate all these girls. 

They’re beautiful. 

 

Blood trickles like whispers from the neck. 

When she heard the freezing howl of a wild 

wolf, it was solace. We try sometimes but we 

cannot keep them out. 

Darkness formed fur, pain painted devastating 

eyes as red as raw wounds. 

 

Girl: Grandmother, what sad eyes you have. 

Because I see you dear. 

 

The tender jaws of the wolf split wide like a 

knife’s smile. Tender paws embraced her and 

the pain was the raw love of a mother. Breath 

of the wolf in her ear was the love poem. 

She looked to see her grandmother’s sad, 

wolfish eyes and clung to her comforting fur. 

Golden metal band decorated her paw. 

What little girl doesn’t dearly love a wolf? 

I will eat out your heart. Tenderly. Tenderly. 



 The wolf is carnivore incarnate and he's as 

cunning as he is ferocious ; once he’s had the 

taste of flesh then nothing else will do. 

The wolf is worst for he cannot listen to      

reason. 

 

Grandmother, you all have eaten grandmother. 

All is silent and hunger like a plague. Metal 

golden eyes moan a soft ecstasy as Red’s 

bands begin to fall into place. 

 

Fear made audible. 

She must flee this place.  

She knew she was nobody’s meat. 

 

Into the woods, go beyond the path.             

Wilderness personified, made tangible the   

chaotic and unclaimed.  

 



 

 

 

 



Lycanthropy: werewolf in the veins. 

Girls beget wolves. Wolves consume girls. 

 

A burning circle of metal hovered eagerly by 

her destined finger. 

The pack assembled, lingered on the fringes 

awaiting the signal of the savage marriage    

ceremony. 

Once an entire wedding party had turned to 

wolves because the girl had refused the token. 

Every act lead to the same fate. 

 

Girls beget wolves. Wolves consume girls. 

 

This cycle, this circle unbroken and suffocat-

ing. Grandmother, mother, daughter. Bound 

and branded with burning words, promises of 

dreams never fulfilled. There is only the     

hunger of the wolf. 

Poor little Red just couldn’t under-

stand,  

Why everyone wished to force her 

on a man, 

So she ran to the forest and was en-

gulfed, 

By the warm and welcoming claws 

of the wolf. 



It is a bleak country, 

they have cold weather, they 

have cold hearts. 
 

Red was encompassed by wedding vows echo-

ing cacophonously through a haunted chapel. 

 Starving eyes stripped her body and lustful 

breath slipped damply down the back of her 

neck.  

Spectators revelled in the ritual, vultures wait-

ing for the final breath, the final blow, the final 

sliver of soul to fail. 

Mother: Wilt thou obey him and serve him 

Girl: Grandmother, what big arms you have! 

All the better to bind you with my dear. 

 

Mother: Love honour and keep him 

Girl: What big legs you have! 

All the better to chase you my dear. 

 

Mother: In sickness and health 

Girl: What big ears you have! 

All the better to listen my dear. [I’ll always lis-

ten] 

 

Mother: Forsaking all other, keep thee only  unto 

him 

Girl: What big eyes you have! 

All the better to appraise you with my dear. 

 

Mother: So long as you both shall live? 

Girl: What cruel teeth you have!  

All the better to eat you with.  

[To consume everything you are and ever will 

be] 

 

Mother: Till death do us part. 


