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Once upon a midnight dreary while I
hungered weak and weary…man I want a pie.

So down I put my Edgar Allen Poe,

and towards the kitchen my legs did tow

for some snacks to quell this mighty hunger.

Only a gift from the old fish monger

could be found in my desolate desert

of a pantry.  My instincts did assert

that this concoction would leave me with pain

in the gut and from my mouth bile would rain.

My hunger proved stronger and down it went.

I felt fine, that fool my mind would prevent

my enjoyment of this old pie of eel.

That feeling faded as the beasts congeal

into a fiend that did churn and bubble.

The fiend left me sickly steeped in trouble

with lamentations for my new diet.

The wails from my gut would not keep quiet.

That pastry’s venom perverted my head.

It shorted out thoughts and filled me with dread.

My vision was blurred strange things could be seen;

like dancing demons and that mean Joe green.

Mean Joe was enraged; he struck me and said,
“Hey kid, catch” as the punch flied. Stuffing, bread,
and chewed bits of eel were vomited up.
A bubbling fiend of matter corrupt
began to take shape from that pile of bile.
In fear I watched as the putrid floor tile

birthed an old Satyr, from which I did hide.
His skillful foot motions placed him beside

my dark hiding spot. He pulled me up straight

and said to me, “ Do not fear but elate.

For offered to you a glorious chance

to gain knowledge of divine providence.”
This satyr, I assume it is a he
but I’m dumb to satyr anatomy,

decided to start at the lowest point
where the highest of high did disappoint
and was cast down through the fire of Hades

to Cocytus. We took his mercedes.
We sped by all of hell’s dammed personnel.

Man this guy drove like a goat out of hell.

Seeing “Dante was here” painted on rocks,

Passing bloated old men covered in pox.
Seeing yet another “Dante was there”

I felt the wind of six wings in my hair.

There he was, the tormented tormentor,
whose great black soul was sin’s first ancestor.

Satan had seen us coming from afar,
and decided to have an open bar.

I offered him a drink but he refused

stating that starving vices feeds virtues.

So he and I chewed the fat for some time,

speaking of sicknesses, evil, and crime.

After the cold had chilled me so deeply

the ikea bar broke, constructed cheaply.

With that the frigid palaver did close.

“Talking with your mouth full your rudeness shows.”

I said to the beast as I called shot gun,
“Now come on Satyr make those horses run!”
My cloven hoofed friend pushed down the gas
and we made skid marks down Lucifer’s ass.

(alt line: and we passed through the earth’s center of mass)

We drove fast in the dark, only to find

the earth bathed in darkness.  We were too blind 

to start an expeditious ascension

of Purgatorio; that great mountain.

Now it may be well known that at the time
of its concept light allowed men to climb.  

Now headlights lead the ascent of such men, 

and cheat mortals and fiends into Eden.
Repenting sinners jumped by the wayside

and fell back to envy ogling my ride.
To breach the white gates we hijacked a bird.

It flew us at least a mile and a third,

But life left the beast. It fell like a Roc,

happily we land behind the white lock.
Standing on a heavenly sphere my guide
did not disappear or by light denied

on this most hallowed ground for which demons

are disallowed.  Unlike unsure seaman’s
legs he was strong and proud and shined with gold.

The transformation, a sight to behold,

changed the beast of my vomit to glitter

and gold.  Such deception often embitters
the deceived but I was rather relieved.

With an inside man, salvations achieved!

With my new lever I thought up demands,
but before I could act two great big hands
scooped me and my guide and lifted us high

so my demands could be said eye to eye.

But when I met that big three faced man,

his three faces of people, his three faces plan.

I could do nothing but mumble and stare

and only demand for water and air.

But this three faced man and his three faced peoples

offered me more than a church with some steeples.

They gave me knowledge of how the world works
Now I’m ripped and blue with a few other perks.

I now glow like a phosphorescent node.

No matter where I go there’s no dress code.
