Halloween Allegory
Hunger, Hunger, tell me who is the starving one?
Which is overfed, which is the poorest?
The kid. The lonely wild one.
Once upon a time, drooling blood flooded my veins. Nature of things ran the show. An ever-ending ice Age preserving my dormant heart. 
Motions of awakenings, melting reservations to appear.
Who am I to pretend to life?  Am I not a pumpkin far from the specter of Princely reflections of the mind. Forget the toad. 
Dare you, move out of sight. Signs of neglect carving arrows, leading scars to one-way, cul de sac. 
Confused in time, wrinkles versus freshness opening views to horizons of words. Urgency works magic in the air.  
Once upon a time, pain clogged my shrinking arteries as blood stiffened to a symbolic halt. No alternative in sight, I took a pen. 
Once upon a time from blood to ink, I plunge in a world of revelations, turbulent sensations. 
Once upon a time, it remains hard to gong a story. 
Parents crave for leading roles; readers love a happy ending. Few believe a child. Doesn’t the truth come out of the mouths of children? Most ignore the meaning behind the saying. 
A long, long time ago an infant was born and thought, never ceasing to crave, that love was on its side. Surprise, life is on a tour. No rules. Go undercover. This is Halloween, child.
 Exiled in time, a family of seven did not feel the blessing of the lucky number. Seven lives or is it nine for the cat?  Seems right. If I ad up the pumpkin, a cat and a perfect 7, do I get a Prince? Lose the toad I insist. I might get a pagan fest! 
Do not accept sweets from strangers, take a bucket load on October31st. 
Sticky candies gluing your teeth, munch slowly, savour revenge. This fatal date allows it. Who will you spare, which will be sacrificed? 
As punches of dissent undermine your struggle. Eat your toffee, shut up and write.
Mirror, mirror, who is the strongest? The orphan of the street? Collateral damages aloof adults. How to fathom, how to strive?
The equation of candies, pumpkins and stray cats adrift in the dark does not ad up? Shall I ever be Prince? Is something missing? Ghosts and goblins? Are they not here, trembling? 
Mirror, mirror, who is Santa Claus? You are out of context, little one. Christmas is yet to appear with it’s share of enticements. This is October, leading Halloween to midnight, under the spell of Scorpio. Write.
Rats are joining the hitch pulling the carriage. Were they not to be horses of elegant demeanour?  Once upon a time, one should be accountable for such distortion. 
Depraved from dreaming.
No wonder, no matter, if five souls turn to survival, loss not salvaged. 
Princes of art, four became, a leading princess, the fifth. Should there be a link, find a pattern? Write.
Rainbows in the skies, masquerades and charades, sizeable escapees rule Halloween. 
Mirror, mirror, tell me who are the chosen one from the shadows? Brave courageous children of the dark? Beyond light, beyond doubt, the creators and the writers? Story tellers and akin? 
Pumpkins and cats, chariots of fire, am I not on the right path? Write. 
This is Halloween, remember? All is dead, RIP, ghosts candied. Flashes of the moment spread out for all to read. This could be a wondrous state for sanctifying goblins. Or not. Right?
Write. 
 







