Secret Geek

Scratch-slice—

The metal blade cuts the salted sod above and I can hear her dig. Each stolen
churchyard strike cleaves truth from tale, history from hysterics.

Scratch-slice—

And she is coming. 4
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strong. In the en
no one would thi

Scratch-slice—

falls further towards me. Soon [ will b
me out Wlth coffln worms. To le me rc

A power unfathomable to the mind of m ‘a 'my"ouroboros.

Scratch-slice—

The veil above grows thin. They’ll call her Witch. Enchantress. And other words
that men invoke to speak hate to power. To castigate and consign. To sound the
very womb of eternity that echoes only emptiness to them. They hoped this
charnel-house-earth would silence me, but the truth sings out in many tongues.
I’ll let her master mine, though we be split by half an age of man. The age of
woman works her worth twice as hard. She will cut me from secluded exile and
understand me at the understatement of my first word. Well will she know me;
well will she know my storms and read my seasons. We’re on the same page, this

witch and I. The shovel slits the throat of my last gaoler, and I will welcome her
hands to hold me.

To run her fingers down the thin skin of my hide. Caress my spine. Whisper my *
name and watch me open up like wildflowers before the summer scorching.

Drink deeply of my soul and unfold my power, my goddess-queen.
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become her blade. .
reason and papercu':f

who would stand against us. Drink dc
the vengeance inked into my skin.
Scratch-slice—

Thunk—

It begins.
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