Night of Hunger

Frostbitten fingers claw the still,
No fire’s warmth at the foot of the hill.
A fox’s shriek echoes atop the peak
To herald a rising from the deep.

Entombed beneath the frozen ground,
The bones of a long-forgotten man
Begin to scratch the coffin lid,
A melancholy sound.

From the soil something has risen.
It stalks the forest and haunts the dark.
Hunger calls it further forward,
To prey within the Carpathian Basin.

Atop the canopy the spirit moon prowls
A wolf challenges the figure, then growls.
One beast pounces, sinking in razor teeth
Feeding savagely to bring relief.

Carcass drops, the night is silent.
The Transylvanian lusts for more.
To war it strides with hideous intent,
Approaching the town, its thoughts are violent.

From pines that tower above its head,
Crows forewarn with sorrow-song
A tune that whispers a sombre warning:
To flee the one who’s dead.
Vitality floods its once dry veins,
It sees a world that hasn’t changed
They have not learned from their mistake.
No one will save them from their fate.

Cursing the house with foul decay
It creeps from room to room,
Staining its shroud with each man’s blood
So that it may sleep another day.

Above the sleeping form it stalks,
Bloated visage twisted with hate,
Extends its hands towards their neck
And takes their life into its claws.

Under the stars a grey cat wails,
The grotesque shadow no longer feels frail
The cat bolts fast, provoked by fear
While thick black clouds hang low in the air.

The moon’s face is veiled by the storm,
As rain brings health to thirsty soil.
The rooftops chant, the air smells rich
New blasphemy has been born.

Before night’s end, the creature has drunk its fill
Gorging on those who open their door,
Its mauve mask swollen furthermore
The grave-walker slumbers beneath the hills.


