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The Boy from the Northern 
Morgue 
 
I don’t care who knows or to 
whom it is told 
That I am yours no less no 
more 
It is within your hands my 
heart you hold. 
 
It is for no applaud nor a 
façade or implore 
That I give to you my heart 
It is solely yours. 
 
What is love defined? 
To I, I have found 
Such a mortal word that 
crumbles in time. 
 
But fear no pain nor the hurt 
or bane 
As I have learned that there is 
no catharsis  



In lusts ephemeral gains. 
 
I’ll remember thy and 
remember why 
Those endearing eyes that 
unlocked my smile, 
It was the face so coy that 
unbounded joy 
By I 
The boy whose heart you 
hold, 
The Boy from the Northern 
Morgue. 



Growing Pains 
 
To the sons of this humdrum 
town 
Whose fathers left them 
behind, 
Whose actions were once 
thoughts of mine  
And sanctions results of time.  
 
They walk these bloody 
streets, acrimonious in defeat; 
Giving eye to eye to every 
fucker they meet.  
Looking for someone to feel 
their pain  
Looking for someone to only 
take the time and explain  
That the anger in their hearts  
Was bled from the very start. 
So they’ll let themselves go in 
the only way they know.  
Such virtues lost in hate how 
bitter the betrayals of Youth 



still taste, for they are the 
bastard sinners disparaged by 
their gods for having no 
redeeming features. 
 
Through cracked and greyed 
windows  
I see no friend’s just foes  
And how I know of deaths 
hold,  
Yet it still tempts me to go.  
This dead end working town  
Abstain and float around,  
These ain’t no friends of mine  
No I don’t have the Fucking 
time.  
 
 
This burning in my blood  
Solace in the misunderstood,  
Cracked knuckles, 
straightened spine  
I’ll take what is rightfully mine.  



Sullen eyes chocking on lost 
pride,  
These words are nothing but 
mere stains in time  
These growing pains are 
forever mine. 
A mother’s love, a father’s 
pain 
Scratch away and that’s all 
that I am.  
Defined. 



Times Past 
 
Yearning for times past 
And the days in which content 
was vast, 
Of the highways that led to 
each fervent match 
A place in which my heart did 
attach. 
 
Generations young and old  
Walked down those streets 
and cobbled roads, 
To fill the stands row by row 
In winters bleak and summers 
cold. 
 
It meant everything to the 
working Joes 
That worked the mills  
That worked the mines  
That picked the fields and 
ploughed the lands. 
 



This place I speak is where 
stoic men can only weep. 
It’s a love they have that gets 
them through their working 
week. 
 



Melpomene 
 
In a bower of bliss we laid 
Vigilant of the tempest that 
raged our way, 
Upon the hills the sky bled 
grey 
Distant now are those fields 
Were in my youth I once 
played. 
 
Wistful are those trees that 
long for the sun to stay 
Disparaged by the gods they 
must now wait till next May. 
 
Though it was on this fateful 
day 
Forlorn in a reckless haze 
I remember the reason I 
forsook this plain. 
It was of the rage in which my 
heart had caged. 



Like a crazed lion that chased 
death 
I knew of no end, to the ill I 
could no longer take. 
 



Lost Pilgrimage  
 
A Journey of Lost Pilgrimage. 
Not often do I bare witness to 
the sight of my own Bloods 
plight 
Nor often do my feet set upon 
this sacred ground, 
To salute the golden chalk 
that is of their names. 
 
It is not of sorrow that I am 
kept away 
Nor of loss that I have averted 
their graves 
It is of age 
That has taught me one 
defining trait 
That I am unbound and the 
sculptor of my own fate. 
 
The oath once took by I 
To bind my tongue and never 
speak of this wrong 



As this death is mine and in 
no god shall I ever confide. 
Yet I’ll recall to a time most 
dearest to I 
To let youths memories shine 
within my mind. 
 
My past is buried there, 
waiting for me. 
 
So on the morrow 
I shall take to the path I let few 
others follow 
It is my lost pilgrimage 
through sand and stone, 
Sun and snow 
The journey I call home. 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 


