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Unquiet Sleepers Unearthed 

 

Regrets for Disturbing the Deceased- Pixie Bruner 

I Held Their Names In My Hands - Chris McAuley 

Solitude - Brandon Lubertazzi 

Gravedigger’s Lament - C. Payne 

Parasitic Love - Pete Kelly 

A-C-C-I-D-E-N-T - Dane Erbach 

*Dog Eat Dog Whirl*- Westley Penland 

Exhibit – Amanda M. Blake 

the tight wooden cage – Mark Macleod 

Shall We Dance – Rick Powell 

R.A.F. Nuclear Guinea Pigs Reunion – Sara Casteneda 

Horrorku - Vampirlibido 

Dark of the Moon - F. J. Bergmann 

Love Transcendent - Lisa Vasquez 

 

 

 

 

 



 

From Pixie- 

Thank you for joining us at Morsus Vitae. This is the Fifth Memento Mori Ink literary review. “Remember 

you must die, so create to live.” We have finite time together each month, final time in our existences, and 

the focus is always on poetry and Ink Blots of choice micro-fiction.  

Submissions are always open. Literary merit is the only standard, and we always want it darker  

This month was the seance. I, as the medium. Those gathered at this table are Chris McAuley, 

Brayden Lubertazzi, C. Payne, pete kelly, Dane Erbach, Westley Penland, Amanda M. Blake, Mark 

Macleod, Rick Powell, Sara Casteneda, Vampirlibido, F.J. Bergmann, and Lisa Vasquez. You do not want 

to know what happened. The angels are still weeping and I still bleeding. The room may never be cleaned 

from the bloodstains, the tears are ankle deep, and as the one left in this dark room, ectoplasm can be 

radioactive. So many ghosts, so many…even worse things. We have no regrets, however. 

The Seance began with me reciting the title poem of my book- recently Elgin-award nominated and 

long-listed, so sometimes I may set the ambience, dim the lights, light the candles, call people to the table, 

ask them to clasp hands and we reveal the theme. 

 

The Body As Haunted 

Tonight I am in the haunted house. 

Like Ginsberg, I say the Kaddish for my mother, 

singing the Hebrew mourners prayer 

in her same hoarse alto 

with her brown eyes, with her hair and her complexion. 

I light the Yahrzeit candle I bought in the 

kosher section of the Winn-Dixie 

that only stretches my arms width- 

She died on an October Friday the 13th. 

This is an October Friday the 13th. 

 

Tonight I am a haunted house 

I stayed with her corpse while the stepbastard got the paramedics. 

Begging "Mommy don't leave me, I still need you, Don't leave me." 

I hadn't called her mommy in years. 

Suddenly I was younger when pop pop, daddy, and mom mom died. 

I was suddenly a child, that loving daughter, that good little girl. 

all rebelliousness gone, no more breaking free- 



that disease of all 17 year olds 

 

Tonight I am haunted. 

I closed her eyes but they popped open and they were my eyes. 

They wouldn't stay closed. I didn't have 2 coins to pay her fare. 

I sat numb in the hospital while they tagged and wrote her up. 

The sun rose. My cousin took me to Denny's. 

"Don't leave me, I still need you, don't leave me". 

I still say that. Tonight is her anniversary. 

Aunt Nettie’s ghost, nor hers, has no rocking chair here. 

My family always had ghosts and welcomed them. 

 

Come haunt me. 

Let them find me, I say. 

This cheap little candle lights her way to torture me. 

Candles light the way home of all my lost loved ones. 

A parade of ghosts comes tonight and they do not scare me. 

Daddy, we can play together with Greg’s matchbox car collection. 

Mom Mom, I need your recipe for Jewish Apple Cake 

Pop Pop, let’s paint a watercolor of my balcony view. 

Aunt Nettie, I need your expertise on red lingerie. 

 

 24 hours of Remembrance. 

34 years of a life after. 

You’ve all haunted me all my life. 

I am now older than both my parents ever were. 

Mommy— no, Lois, I loved you but you were no god to whom my life should be a shrine. 

Though I have your voice,, intellect, gestures, and body. 

I am so much more than just your daughter, a Xerox of you. 

Let this ink bleed and stain these fingers. 

I have been released! 

 

Drink up, my precious darklings!  



All my Love, 

Pixie Bruner - HWA/SFPA      Memento.Mori.Ink@hotmail.com  

 

  



 



  



  



  



  



  



  



 

  



 

  



 

  



 


