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INTRODUCTION 

As the sun rose upon the city, with bells tolling 

somewhere in the distance, a man sat in a diner with a cup of 

coffee and an unopened book, enjoying the comfort of 

solitude. He scowled from time to time on account of the stink 

of his cigarette which he liked to refer to in his mind as the dog 

of life's enemy; a friend. His meaning making mind scrambled, 

trying to organize an understanding in a world where 

everything tended towards chaos. On the other side of the 

window, a species that only yesterday existed in billions - - 

was dying like flies.  

His eyes, are drawn to a group of five girls crossing 

the street, disrupting the wonted ambience of the season with 

their gaiety. A band of men leaning against the walls of a pub 

(probably unwinding from the smell of crowded humans) with 

base passions at peak; lips loosened and their moral 

imperative of decency disrupted by indulgences of the 

previous evening. They fail to be blind to the barely clothed 

bodies passing by. Of course, nobody would blame the men 

for being drunk on a Wednesday morning, lucidity had 

become detrimental to sound minds and only a fool would 

form negative opinions towards the girls for being more skin 

than clothing, for it was already a thousand degrees. Despite 

all this, the men utter words he'd never heard before. Words, 

I'm afraid, I'm too young to quote. 

The scapegoated girls, with their fevered bodies, 

watery eyes, glistening foreheads and shaky hands shut their 

ears to the men's voices and quickened their pace in hopes to 

liberate themselves from the constraints of the ridicule and 

possibly, the other horrors these men could impart. Clever, for 

in such situations their lives were as much in the men’s hands 

as they were in theirs, especially with no one but occult beings 

to protect them if they had chosen to advance. They succeed, 

now with their have secured, they'd soon be pestered by 

boredom.  
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The man in the diner, fancies to himself that members 

of both groups are most likely to have inward weepings. 

Maybe inward gnashings of teeth when in the comfort of the 

shadows, or in their emptiness. Those were the routine effects 

of the growing fear of death, he supposed. 

"Ah, who would've known…these godless gods would 

be put down by some, pandemic? Freed, from this perpetual 

headache. Freed…from living life, at the verge of bursting into 

tears. Maybe it's only me? Perhaps other men didn't have as 

much difficulty living as I had had…but who cares? Tomorrow, 

tomorrow we shall all just be apparitions. But then again of 

course, to have never been born was best, for everyone; 

sixteen-fold." 

The man in the diner - the Bethlemite, said these 

words in short staggered whispers, to himself, the only 

salesman of alternative viewpoints he had ever bought from. 

He knew, in that season, nothing was going to be alright, the 

best they could do was to adjust. Nobody could exert their will 

on the circumstances. The rich and the poor had become one, 

brought together by the child of the season and their once 

unwavering hope, had now been stranded in a waterless 

desert. Optimism had become an act of defiance to personal 

will and no rule of logic could conjure up a rational way to look 

at things now. The brave few only managed to have their 

patience for bearance to limp on a while before they too were 

defeated…knocked out senseless, for good.  

*** 

The eight-legged question that scurried after every 

man’s mind in that season, was whether he would press on 

with braving the elements or simply admit defeat and not 

prolong the inevitable. This question was of course of no 

importance to the Bethlemite. He despised those who shook 

in their boots at the thought of doing what they thought was 

best for them.  
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“The second guessers, the hesitant, the cowards, 

puppets of the masses, accommodators to every eye in the 

room…those little lovers of the beaten path! Disgusting.”  

For him, he had long decided that life had been for 

the living. But of course, if he had had a choice, he would have 

preferred to shuffle off the mortal coil in a more “upstanding” 

manner.  

“A departure in which I would feel like I was more than 

just a mere man. One in which those who got wind of, would 

be proud that my feet had strode this surface, that I had borne 

the name of man. They wouldn’t even have the audacity to 

say I died. No, they would say Friedrich’s boy was “spit out” 

by life for I would have chosen to end as a man whose only 

and final desire was to defeat life herself, she who feeds on 

desire. Even death himself would deny me. Instead, both 

entities would leave me suspended between themselves.  

Neither dead nor alive. Like a checkmated king in chess who 

is never captured or killed. All this until either one, is coerced 

to open their gates. What better way to achieve this but to 

deny the most basic of items that life uses to keep us 

sellotaped to her? To be a hunger artist, with no audience. It 

is only such a case where one is allowed to stare back at life, 

laugh and cease in triumph.” 

He chuckled, ashed his cigarette and took a sip of the 

cold brew coffee. He knew it was perhaps too late for all this 

nonsense. Everything had changed. At that stage of the 

season, there was no more time for strength and bravery. 

Everyone had given in to the feeling of decay. Some sort of 

delusion, Cotard’s? No, it wasn’t that however it wasn’t 

altogether false. It was a decay of something within us, 

something intangible. The decomposition of some 

transcendental innocence they had never known to have 

possessed, until it waned out past some dangerous threshold. 

The symptoms manifested in the way people now carried 

themselves around. Moving as if their limps had become too 

heavy. The sound of their words, like the words of men 

reading from a teleprompter, like men trying to remember 
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something grave that they had forgotten. Their gaze? The 

gaze of men who weren’t looking at you but through you, 

behind and beyond everything else in view. Men staring at 

themselves. 

One could almost call this decay anything and get 

away with it, undisputed. Even those who had previously 

claimed to have been ordered by divinity avoided the 

conversation. The Bethlemite, had failed to understand it 

himself. When asked to explain it, it suddenly contorted into 

an ineffable mystery and made him feel like he had been 

asked to project a stranger’s dream. For these (and other) 

reasons he had decided that there was not going to be shame 

in his defeat. He would become a willing victim to all of it. 

There was no more point in wasting mental effort in those 

things. All he could do when the curious parts of his mind 

pelted such questions at him was to laugh in answer. 

Nobody could save him. It was different now from 

back then when the words left on paper by the wisest of man 

could caress his monotonous sorrows. However today at the 

peak of the season, at the final dance, them not having their 

bodily presence at the moment felt different. Them not being 

here to confront the future with him and that faint persistent 

idea at the back of his mind that they too had succumbed to 

time and age, syphilis, failed lungs, Alzheimer's or whatever - 

to lesser tragedies, gave him no solace. They too had 

decayed. Yes, and his time was here, he was alone and he'd 

die as he'd been born. Like the title of the book that lay in front 

of him, he felt like it really was his turn for “A season of decay.”  
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PATHOS 
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Happiness is a distraction 

 

How weary I am, of this mornless gloom of sadness. 

this sombre life, I bear from dawn to dawn, 

nabbed by the nape, by slews of dancing demons. 

but, of the spoken wrests, I will not weigh to loosen, 

for I'm aware pursuits outside the compass, 

of this maddening sadness, are - but a distraction. 
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My narcissus  

 

I loved you yesterday  

without reason,  

whispered to myself  

that the situation wasn't  

as dire as it seemed,  

that at least... 

the sky wasn't falling.  

 

in that vile weather,  

like everybody else  

I cobbled together  

the emaciated little  

lumps of love I held,  

and conjured an insanity  

which drowned all reason.  

 

love-weary and wanton,  

you then brought to  

lament all I had gathered,  

scotched all testaments 

of my effort, when you  

chose to kiss the brow  

of the crowd,  

consigned to the grave  

memories I had reckoned  

immortal.  

 

and so today I am,  

afraid of the fantasies 

my convalescing mind  

dwells on...  

to watch you wither  

when the crowds vanish,  

unwatered and alone,  

unshadowed from  
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the harsh unpitying sun,  

shaken, back and forth  

by the two-faced winds.  
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#1 

 

I'm miserable when I'm alone. I'm much more miserable 

when I'm in the company of those who like me, especially 

when I'm hinted I can't soften the blows of this tragedy [life] 

on them. On the other hand, I feel less burdened when I'm in 

the company of those who do not like me. There's no need 

to try to do anything for them except just to be a witness. Put 

simply, the company of those who love me hurts me whilst 

that of those who hate me disburdens me. So, it comes to 

reason why I dislike all those I'm acquainted with whilst I 

plant kisses on the foreheads of strangers on the street.  
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If we had never met them 

 

If we had never met them, who would then have told  

about how one day we were shocked to find ourselves alive,  

-- robbed from a peaceful oblivion,  

because victims before us kept foundering to their sexual 

instincts?  

how, we were forced to succumb to societal demands,  

given time to strengthen then initiated into an adulthood 

where we were asked to pay to sustain what we had not 

asked for 

otherwise, we would be laughed at and left to starve.  

how, the bare bones of society trapped us into situations  

where we had to throw ourselves into strange relationships 

(most with neither yesterdays nor tomorrows to parade)  

to ease the tasks we had at hand whilst being slowly 

euthanized.  

how, even though we couldn't make heads or tails  

of the reason why genuine smiles were infrequent,  

we stuck around and pretended to enjoy all of it,  

often going out of our way to be kind only to be later 

betrayed.  

If we had never met them, who then would have told them  

what living really felt like? 
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Anything but beautiful 

 

I have become a spectator to my own life, 

as I watch the demons tug and pull on my 

everyday affairs. 

I leer as they make decisions on my behalf 

while I lie there paralyzed by fear, lack of 

understanding and indecisiveness. 

I have long lost control of serious affairs, 

bothered most by trivial ideas 

and only too often I have to beg my 

demons, to let me laze my eyes or devote my 

reveries to a single cause. 

I acknowledge my presence in this transient 

frame but with the shadows that have 

claimed my soul, I feel powerless. 

my motions and my musings have long 

ceased to cause any wrinkles in the waters of 

my existence, 

and thus as I persist in running out of reasons 

to brave my being I feel this human 

existence has become too heavy to bear and 

it has been anything but beautiful. 
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Light, they call her 

 
Light, they call her – aglow 

but still shadowed by the pain she's felt. 
a skeptic – of every move but tell me, 
how can she not when behind every 
door she's opened only sadness has 

stood? 
 

she is - the bright bound between 
disabling self-loathe and diffidence. 

a warm heart, 
embraced by feelings of inferiority 

and a stifling doubt of oneself. 
 

perhaps; if someone saw the incubi that 
shroud her, then just maybe, 

her tale would be likened to the tempest  
before the arc of promise towers against 

the vast blue. 
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Methuselah 

 

Methuselah, methuselah, 

oh please let go of me. 

free me of the constraints 

of your abounding presence, 

your malicious whispers, 

and your other horrors. 

you weren’t good for me then 

and neither are you now. 

I’ve borne the abyss 

and now I’m weary, 

set things to rights and 

let me wither before dawn 

--sink into a peaceful oblivion. 
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