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* * * * *

Ghosts of Serpentariis

 


Aeons and Dreamers – they twain be
lost …

 


Let the wandr’ing searcher sleep;

Still thy thoughts, thy conscience
keep.

For none may exit dream unscathed

When ‘neath yon ghostly eye th’art
bathed.

 


 



DreamSleep

 


When mortal waking thoughts I bear,

No gracious hand to give me care.

When clouds float ‘neath my head in
sleep

I am lord o’er all the deep.

 


Where Angel, Blade or Dreamer sees –

Lost conscience opens mysteries.

Unlocked mind escapes world noise,

Forsaking guiding Angel voice.

 


In sleepless trance my soul did fly

Above the silence of the sky.

Further yet was drawn, compelled,

Descending thru all depths of Hell.

 


For nightmare’s hold the dawn shall
break.

Forbid it follow thee awake.

Such things as dwell in corners dim

A’vex thy soul in humours grim.

 


The body’s aegis spans the day

While raging ghosts are kept at bay.

At night when mind doth man the helm

Darkness fights to overwhelm.

 


For if the nightmare day doth pierce

The warring soul fights hungers
fierce.

Waking world consumed by lust

Unquenchable by mortal dust.

 


With warning clash the thunders cry

Upon the standard of the sky.

What house shall stand in twelve-fold
scale?

Thirteenth star-felled serpent’s
tale.

 


And so obsessed, the dreamer seeks

Forbidden tomes from shops antique.

Within parchments writ by ancient hand
–

A gate to monarch’d dreaming lands.

 


* * * * *

 


Aldern Gates




The fabled shadow at my feet

A gate that Man could ne’er repeat.

To bar the Dreamlands from his
thoughts

Lest so entranced his name out
blots.

 


Aeon’s old, these Gates of red

Protect the dreaming from the dead.

Yet where the twain shall meet as one
-

Juxtaplasmic mortal sum.

 


Moths cluster on the darkened side

Guardians of carnal pride.

They flit as once-men - arrogant -

For lives and dreams they grossly
spent.

 


Cocoon’d in this larval skin

“Gate open wide and let me in.”

What dreamers glimpse beyond thy porch
–

Compare a candle to a torch.

 


Rising far above my head

The Gates, moth-crusted, stain’d in
red

A single symbol, cast in stone.

Enigmatic somniphone.

 


Around the gate I twice did walk

Before I saw the ancient frock.

“Gatekeeper, I beseech a boon

“Unravel me this unknown rune.”

 


Jester clad in dusted cloak

Long aeons passed before he spoke.

A thousand eyes beneath his cowl

Aflame beyond his lunar howl.

 


“Betwixt the daylight and the veil

Unfold to me this unwrit tale.

For I desire, like those before

To penetrate this Aldern door.”

 


The ancients knew the secrets
well

That mortal tongue could never
tell.

How man beyond his earthly
frame

May free his soul - the price? His
name.

 


“Scars that bind this will to life

Denizens of waking strife -

Upon thy wings I seek the gate

Where ghosts have died defying
fate.”

 


* * * * *

 


Key to Robiloth




All around me surge the seas –

Prophetic quasar fantasies.

Yet man was once no stranger here

With much to gain, and naught to
fear.

 


Black ships alight on cosmic surf

Bear incensed dreams to every earth

And secrets deep the buyer finds

Within the labyrinth’d dreaming
mind.

 


Myriad scenes, the air unfolds

A marketplace, divinely old.

Where one may find whate’er he seeks

From commonplace to most unique.

 


Five pence or three, thus haggles
one;

Shall ne’ermore see the rising sun.

What worth there was in dreams with
coin

Cursed seventy-fold when ‘twas
purloined.

 


Countless doorways open wide

And dreamer sees what lies inside -

Vast gates alive with ruby scars

Dripped as rain from countless
stars.

 


Thus opportuned, I turned the key

A whispered dreaming prodigy.

Forever sealed my fate with gold

With lips whose name unwisely told.

 


* * * * *

 


Book of Whispers




Wheezing cackle rends all space –

The unnamed watcher found a face.

He calls to me to read the page:

Lives of men from every age.

 


Haunted man - the brooding shade;

What sinful rot thy hands hath made;

The wretched things that will not
die

Fated ill their works shall ply.

 


Yon thund’rous billows filled with
eyes

Brazen teeth that cleave the sky

What angels, saints or demons sense

List’ning, laugh at thine expense.

 


The tome of names he opens wide

My whispers fill the great divide.



What words I kept inside my head

Lie not on page, but as one dead.

 


Waking, sleeping, singing songs

My words to them as sounding gongs.

Im’pealed o’er nighted cosmic schism

The Book reflects words as a prism.

 


Alone I read, my words a quill.

Page eternal; I cannot fill.

My Guide has fled to raptured morn.

Returned to life, again earth-born.

 


Book emblazoned with my name

Flows through my fingers – ash and
flame.

All light around fractures thrice;

The air turns crystal, cold as ice.

 


Divided light from partial truth

All words sharper than hound’s
tooth.

Gnashing hiss divides by eight -

Worlds the mind will pontificate.

 


Of red and violet, yellow, blue,

Orange words descend in view.

More awful whispers come from green
-

With hissing eyes they send their
Queen.

 


* * * * *

 


Night Beneath Valos




Isolated from all choice

A million hours until my voice

Can cry aloud in lonely pain

Beneath great Valos’ ebon reign.

 


Yianmibh skies, of deepest green

Constrict my throat – I cannot
scream.

Blackened sun above my head

Doth scorch my soul, and I lie dead.

 


Seven cycles lay I there

Eyes agape in lifeless stare.

White shadows burn beneath my corpse

When life returns, the cosmos warps.

 


The hallowed day has come and gone.

Queen Night descends, and I, her
pawn

Submit again to tortured rest

Whilst grinning shadows seize my
breast.

 


The sands of sin beneath my feet

Black with’ring glare of Dark Star’s
heat.

Throne of nails, chains of gold

Do bind this will to nightmare’s
hold.

 


Toad-faced demons grunt and snort

Besetting me with ill report

A frigid hand caressed my cheek

As Queen Penumbra turns to speak.

 


Quixotic is the human
lore

To think we hear when you
implore.

‘Tis folly to put trust in
Light

For when ‘tis gone -- embrace the
Night.

 


The serpent’s path is one that’s
sure.

Canst thou linger? I
adjure,

For none that sleep above the
earth

Can match the great World-Serpent’s
girth.

 


Her pallid face sneers close to
mine,

To think that thou wert once
divine.

Her waxen shoulder draws my lust.

Smiling alien succubus.

 


Wise the serpent made them
free

Produced the fruit from off the
tree.

Did give them but the smallest
taste,

And man his own light did
erase.

 


So yet thou thinkest of
thyself?

Then place thy knowledge on the
shelf,

And enter here the broadened
Gate.

Black garden to
illuminate.

 


* * * * *

 


Garden of Myzanthium




Where Cherubim with flaming sword

Should turn each way, a cleptish
horde

Doth chitter with a hissing glare

As man intrudes from world of Air.

 


Twin trees entwine, encircled chains

Beneath a sky that never rains.

What sustenance from earth beneath

But withered wood and ragged leaf.

 


Yet in the center, dark and tall

Behold the trees, chained to the
Fall.

One garden pure, this doth relate

A twisted Eden incarnate.

 


Before the pool, I bow the knee

And hang my head in mockery.

For twice the trees make twice the
bloom,

Which bind their fruit to this world’s
doom.

 


Her garden still, it speaks of rot.

“O deathless tree, bewray the
thought

“That mortal man, this worthless
worm

“Should eat of thee and knowledge
learn.”

 


Unfettered Queen, unbound by death

With space-cold touch she lifts my
breath.

“O Queen,” I beg, “What means this
tower

“That glitters at this fateful
hour?”

 


The architects of yon dark
vision

Destroy the sky; it is their
mission

Where mortal man hath cursed in
wrath

To pave with souls the bloody
path.

 


* * * * *

 


Tower of Dreams




Beneath the serpent bearer’s weight

The sons of man do ply their fate

Bitumen-slimed, the walls arise -

Barking challenge to the skies.

 


A monument to carnal power

Besought the builders of that tower

Whose heights ascend to Heaven’s
Gate

Whilst kings and priests
pontificate.

 


Brick by brick, they rise like
leaven,

Thinking they shall rule the
heavens.

The watching constellations glare

To see the Liar’s war declared.

 


The serpent shall escape the grasp:

And fall to earth, once sky-bound
asp;

He whispers of another path,

That rules the heav’ns, and all He
hath.

 


Thy prayers He hath all but
ignored,

Receive your birthright by the
sword.

The moon shall now reflect thy fate

As tower’s words throw wide the
gate.

 


* * * * *

 


Storm




Immortal eyes shall ne’er descend

Before the mockeries of men.

His wings do churn a mighty brew;

The raging surge man’s ships
o’erthrew.

 


Yet still the serpent drives them
on.

His monolithic presence drawn.

He feeds their pain with hooves of
fire

Their works to feed th’eternal liar.

 


Fork’ed blades to cleave the sky

Earth-shaking roars to bruise the
eye.

Both King and Asp ignore the rain

They curse the flocks with whips of
pain.

 


Cankered clouds do break apart

Great holes to wither human heart.

Vortex drops with hissing breath

Their works destroyed in jaws of
death.

 


An errant star, now earthbound
Prince

Doth tremble as he hears the glimpse
-

Unspoke name the thunders rumble

Smaller towers do shake and
crumble.

 


* * * * *

 



DestroyingAngel

 


Churning storm doth shake the globe
--

Seven servants bear the robe

Of him who slayeth worlds in sin

The thunders shout to let him in.

 


Four faces grow corporeal -

The death of worlds immemorial

Now called for man a debt to reckon;

Afar the brutal serpents beckon.

 


The four-faced form, so
thund’rings swear,

An awful task this one doth
bear.

The burning name this Angel’s
calling

To smite the stripes of man’s own
folly.

 


Four lightning swords held in his
hands

Most feared among the Starry Band.

No earthly force may call him kin,

Forestallment earn, nor favor win.

 


His purpose is but one alone --

To cleanse the filth from Holy
Throne.

And footstool raze, an incensed
pyre;

That purifies the world with fire.
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