


~ dearreader,

;‘lf‘we re 51gn1ng off thls year w1th a Scorplo heavy 1ssue Scorplo strength a sprlnklmg :
| of Saglttarlous maglc and some celestlal longmg the ch01ces of words are very

mtentlonal 1n thls llttle offermg, we hope they can glve you an ethereal thrlll

(o we hope thls year brought you luck, hght and love
1f not then may the comlng year be brlghter for you
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...and see a dream
that I am with
someone I seem
to know. Now, we
aren’t too close.

I think we are
like verse and prose:
almost as far
away from one
another. We’re
like any sun
and moon. [ hear...

...and see a dream that I am with someone I seem to know. Now, we aren’t too close. I think we are like verse and
B prose: almost as far away from one another. We're like any sun and moon. I hear...




we were birthed from the frigild womb of stars
carved out of the same speck of dust

our first breaths were together
we shuddered at the piercimg mky mfimte
that flowed mto blossomimg lungs

as light tentatively glanced our skin
as grass shoots sprouted under our feet
our endless nothing became a world

warmth bloomed behind my ribs
and, kindled by our mterlocked fmgers
the fervour grew

if ever I nuss the galaxy’s heavy chull
I remember that I now burn because

you lit a fire I've come to call home
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Jt enty gets fighter from here.

We are survivors
ol downpourmg darkness
tomght, we nugrate

under sapphure skies
to the mdent of winter
we're moonim’ around

there’s no restriction
m cracking open this hatch,
this portal to hght

of snapping bonfire
good drmk of high frequency
stories told agamn

by this messenger
or that growing more vocal
m dimmimshing might

I swear we carry
a handful of red embers
blazing marmalade

under the sheened wing
of soot raven a flurry
of pmpricked starhght




wanting
8
wanted;
hunting
8
haunted;

orbit to heal 8 land upon you
by the light of a silver moon —

by the light of a silver screen —

we the stars on my television mind.

| seize to watch anyone but you;
obsession has never been so serene.

upon a green velvet
chair;
beneath a lace
curtain;
I'm certain, my dear,
we should be anywhere but here.

we must run into the night & do
what all of the poets warn of, make the memories
that last longer than your deepest scar
& repent into a future

so far ahead.
too far too look.
enraptured by our moment.
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Dear tail of mine

Pulling on my back like my old ways
The time has come for you to rest
Your venom sting has had its day

My scorpion past—a Scorpio phase

Your sharp pincers don'’t help in today’s maze
You bite, you puncture, claw, scratch, whip, and pierce
Your mechanisms are too hurtful now; you've become too fierce
Everyone’s scared of a scorp

—the shell, the pinch, those claws, just fear!

Crunch under foot every time you are near

It's time to replace
Shiny exoskeleton case
Scorpion Scorpio
Oh, tail of mine

[ let you go
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