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triskaidekaphilia 
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S & M 
 

[whi(x)per] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ghost;fiasco 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

widow, 
window 
;; 

candle 
light. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

;;; 
a/s 
ere 
nad 
e/o 
n/s 
til 
ts. 
;;; 
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ctive 
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rain. 
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waiting for the dogs to finally eat the 
moon 

 
 -- 
:like 
 -- 
a 
 -- 
rock out 
 -- 
of 
 -- 
wa- 
ter: 
 -- 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

lovesickness 

 
my 
a-b- 
c's 
hurt 
you- 
r 
teeth.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

last words of a witch burning 
 
"and if you inhale me, know that I, too, 
will live forever within you" 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

"counselor" 
 
said the man to the grave, and etched, 
later.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

silence too weeping.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

catch kiss release 
a firefly in her palm 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

i no longer believe in the christ that 
lives in your inner ear 
 
  



  



 


