Mother and daughter pick flowers content
Upon a hillside. A place where tender
Joy and gratitude are completely free
To enjoy each other’s sweet company.

Baby, stay where
| can see you.

From the black woods, a deep terror bellows
From a dying monster brought back to life;
47| Echoes through the forest caution mother
| To grab her daughter in defensive. CLUMP!

Wait a secon
\_baby...
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CLUMP! Something lumbers through the thick of trees.
Her frozen mouth agape, mother screams slow
While daughter clutches her chest in terror!

Look Away!
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Big talk, hugged on all sides by stretching space,
Echoes, corridored from a light-spilt room.

The chattering space-station resonates

With angry language. Frightened cackle stirs
The paranoid aliens and people

Into an indestinguishable pulp.

The singular light seems to speak. Voices
Tumble down the sleek and silver hall lit

By jarred-up peripheral starlight.

Conversation only feeds the frenzy
And brightens the already kindled fear.
Vain structure only feeds nonsense’s reign.







The station, in a growning state of noise,
Heaves, with weary fiction, from chest-tight pain.
It's respritory health in question, ‘
Like a doomed deep sea diver, life confined
With the shuttles, to the long glowing dark.

Circumstances inside fair no better
As everyone’s opinion cattles in.
Indistinct air bleeds method from madness
And the very air takes a turn in noise.

One wild opinion feeds another

Until Shaman must shout a whispered-roar.
Abruptly he stands and takes center floor.




Only when the din settles does Shaman
Settle in to his harrowing account...

“That zombie's preternatural power

Was fueled by energy from his ghost-ship,
The Sepulture, which holds Time powerless.
Listen! The Sepulture does not perceive
Time as anything but mere moments.

Past, present and future do not exist

Within the eyes of the wicked vessel,

As if the ship is the number zero

On a timeline. Therefore the ship can
Inhabit every moment in Time at once:
Now, then, and who knows what will come later!
It pervert the sacred laws of nature

By mixing living energy with dead!”




