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From Pixie

Next month, no theme. Nothing to be afraid of, beyandheunknown and tke infinite darkness
within returns.

Thank you for joining ugor the seventhissue of Morsus Vitae This isthe Memento Mori Ink
literary review focusing on poetry and microfictio Re me mb e r you must di e
Submissions aralwaysopen.Literary merit is the only standarand we always want it darker

This monthwas an experiment with themes Rat s and ot her Ver mi no.

collective unconsciouby and large all seized upon humans being the ultimatein. Sociepolitical
poetry also occurredisproportionatelyn this theme callThis is the world wdive in. | wanted to show
various interpretations of the human seateing hw this threadof pessimismfear andbase hungershe
redudion of man tderal beastwasinterwoven like a irrevocablestain in thesubmissionsSome brought
irony and huror, othersexploredthe nonrat vermin. Shadow®notions,nightmares, dusparasites of all
sorts,can be vermitthatplague us as welNot all vermin have teeth and clawl the vermin here have
substance, whictusprised me.

While we often have erotic horram our pages, this month there is a page of extreme horror in
which the predator angbrey boundarieareblurred | admit, | loveinsects, excepnillipedes Other than
things with morethaneight legs, or no legsoverall, | tolerate most insects.havehad many pet spiders
and snakesSuch lovelycreaturek

This theme isdisgusting,unsettlingand natural. That should make it sit uncomfostaiwe
ourselves arthe apex vermin.

But thisis Morsus Vitae after all.

Drink up,dreamers.
All my Love,
Pixie Bruner, Editor

HWA/SFPAMember
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The Rat King

Deep in rat-infested warren,
Where centuries of slain remains
Were desperate thrown;

Sacrifice to that king of rats
Who dwells in subterrene spaces,
By earthworms enthroned;

Beast of both crimson eye & snout,
Wearing golden crown, reclines on
Nest of cloven skulls;

Brains hollowed out by vermin fang,

No new offerings to renew
With blood’s red culling;

Fealty to fetidness restored
Only by plague’s infectious spread,
Turning waters green;

Skin goes purple as bruises grow,
Cries for mercy choked on raw phlegm,
& oaths more obscene;

Dread will make this king great again,
Rightful reign by disease resumed,
Each corpse a decree;

Fear driving abasement of flesh
& mutilation of reason,
Until none are free.

— Scott). Couturier
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The mousetrap sits untouched in a dusty corner of th@iidtch
vanish, and the skittering and scratching within the wallsgo&s i e
night, a sharp, decisive snap echoes through the house. h1vestigation reveals the trap's: Ay
harvest: a pink forearm no more than an inch in length lies gmedbeneath the metal ; // ‘
bar. At one end, a perfectly formed-\llgnan ) clenched into a tiny fist: At the otEEr A
ragged and bloody stump. If you examine itvety closely, focusing on the areabe low the

— Rex Burrows




ee{fowm {g(% We rthg{ Yocorma

) gwa

-~ M%Z{g are anmmfr{ bo Mﬁ?%y
L m\%’mihg eﬂL e enTi;‘g 6(%#}%2%
To dhow in. mov %grgeg w?m

onciL o , groln

@m on g’r I 57(%‘5

Wi igor morif

Vhan. el sl doy,

in. cfovying oy gnags

We maggo o Lav),

JUEY We nm/er?gﬂr(?{i m%%
ﬂéw 3 We, We never

quL T(: (em/ex ol/trﬁ@( veg, o ooyty
se{ve, ever

We are by thm we in, o
fod by e
m’f%‘:‘? @(3@ ik wnﬁ{% We M%Jg W

PMW

5 e maggols we
the maggots prayer

We maggots, we
love being what we are. We hate the flies
we will have to become when we are not

gloriously maggots anymore. What

is the point of life if what we are dies.

We live in warmth of maggoty meat, prize
the flesh beside the bone, no wish to rise,
to grow wings and skinny legs, lose our lot.
: We maggots we
! don’t want hard skin, long tongues, don’t want fly eyes
: to see out of. To metamorphosize
is to not be maggots anymore. God

of all things that fester, leave us in the rot,
in the decay, unchanged, uncompromised
we, maggots we.
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On the third shift, the rat catcher says
‘an adult rat can get through anything you can stick two ball point pens into’
‘How do I stop them coming in?’ | ask in dark despair
The Rat And 1 he laughs, then leaves.
The rat strolls past again, one claw in the air.
— Flewr Brown Days pass, and now [ live a double life
Imprisoned upstairs like some tortured wife,
Each morning creeping down with care.
By day, the living room is mine.
by night,
per chance,
the rat’s.
Its timing? Elegant.

Nothing in the kitchen stirs,

but evidence is gathering.

A delicately nibbled peach — almost in the shape of a heart,

Ajust ripe avocado decoratively torn apart, with some fruit left for me.
Tiny poo pellets scattered round like confetti

. - . . from a party.
It makes its dreadful debut on a mid week night, Shas

as I sit at my kitchen table trying to write

blissfully absorbed, after years of procrastination

I sense a shadowy shulfile

then glimpse a soft grey body flop across my kitchen bench
the very spot I'd cleaned just minutes since.

It pauses for reprieve behind a bottle of vanilla essence

had I imagined its foreboding presence?

its dark and beady eyes, its pink nose twitching?

the loathsome shadow makes its dash into a shopping bag

The rat has claimed its shared domain

so I buy traps — the kind that are humane
and bait them with delicious food:

pumpkin risotto — rats like that
mango, brownie, blue veined cheese.

But the traps remain untouched
this rat’s a tease.

Still, a present from that interloper

I scream and scramble to the stairs atiny pile of poo, freshly arranged,
the rat scems unperturbed. on one side of my leather sofa
The house? Unstirred. is that furry villain
Nobody comes running, Nettlix chilling?

not even the rat.

By day the kitchen’s mine

My daughter laughs By night, the rat’s.
as | giddily dial the number of my ex,
from the safety of her room Afraid to cook, I clean and triple clean with gusto.
aren’t partners past or present eternally responsible As | prepare my food in haste
for manhandling a broom? apart of me thinks ‘give the rat a taste’
some of that cracker, or a corner of your toast?
I am not without emergency skills I've read strawberry is alluring
I've learned my safety drills ‘is avocado toxic?’ — did I read that?
I rchome huntsmen with a single glass, identify my snakes Oh lord forgive me, am I bonding with a rat?

and let them calmly pass, routinely check my dog for ticks.
My life now shrunk,
All scary animals are ‘more afraid of us’ it’s said. I'm living small within my spacious home
But in my dark past life with rodents Each filthy message from the rat feels filled with dreadful meaning.
rats are triple dread.
It's well past time for intervening
And, it scems, I am their superior in [car; Andsso, I call the rat man back.

so casually they saunter past me, one claw in the air. .
‘There must be something you can do?’

He takes a tour, exhibit A — some fresh rat poo

My ex does not pick up, 2 |
Exhibit B — some nibbled fruit.

so [ call the good Samaritan next door,

Dave, who looks like Jesus (if Jesus were six foot four),
goes dancing with a broom for an hour

to exit claiming ‘nothing’s there.’

He walks serenely around my house
Then mockingly declares my rat? A mouse!

I drink champagne in the kitchen, spirit soaring

The rat’s greased lightning, - . . ‘
e & S Afterall that drama — my issue? Simply boring.

now gas lighting,

it saunters past me, one claw in the air. ; :
Mice are easy to dispense, the rat man says.

e : Use common sense.
On the second shift, my ex arrives

and boarders up the holes with chicken wire.
Nothing can get through that, he swears,
momentarily settling all my fears.

That same day, lounging on my sofa — feeling quite restored
[ hear a scuftle in the roof above my head.
Unusual to hear noises when I'm wide awake.
| fear, my mouse has now been dined on
by a snake.




Rats Know When the Ship Is Sinking

Simon Mohsin

They were the first to know.

Before the winds died, before the hull groaned with pressure, the rats began their silent exodus. I watched them slip through
cracks and vents, dragging shreds of paper and wire.

I stayed. A captain does.

Below deck, the machinery sputtered and sparked. In the dead hours, I heard them—scratching messages into the floorboards,
arranging crumbs into names I dared not read.

This morning, one console still glowed amid the blackout.

Just a single line blinking back at me:

“Bankruptcy filed. Effective immediately.”

Funny how rats always know when to abandon ship.

Intruder?

— Simon Mohsin

It began with faint scratching behind the walls—nothing serious. Then chewing. Movement. 1 set traps. They were untouched. The
sounds grew deliberate, curious. My keys vanished. Then my photographs. My nameplate peeled off the door. One night, the drywall
throbbed like breath. [ followed the noise to the attic and found a chamber I’d never seen—soft, fur-lined, alive. At its center, a
mole’s nest buift from my missing things.

Now, when I speak, T hear them listening.

I thought 1 was being invaded.

But the nest was always here.

['s me who doesn’t belong.

Gnaw!

[t began in the alley—her breath ragged, mine triumphant. As I stood, something bit my hand. Tiny.
Sharp. Forgettable.

[ walked free. Money smoothed over truth, lawyers stitched lies with precision. Weeks later, the itching
started. Then the crawling. Insects behind my eyes, beneath my skin. I felt them nesting in my gums,
laying eggs behind my ears. No one else saw them.
They've made a home inside me. Feeding. Burrowing through memories, I tried to bleach clean.
They weren't insects. Not really.

They were the guilt, the shame, the fear that I had buried inside of me.

Simon Mohsin




-Dumpstgr Diver
— Rcardo D, Rebelo

It was cold as fuck in that dumpster. I slept
like crap, but it was colder outside. We homeless
are vermin to the rest of the world.

I dreamt of a giant rat sharing the dumpster-.
Eyes red as fire. Teeth in rows like a sawblade.
Claws like hooked talons.

Like me, he looked hungry. Desperate.
Iwoke with a shiver —or maybe it was an itch
deep inmy gut.

Something’s moving in there.

Something scratching to get out.







Pirate Rats

Squeaks and chitter of rumor

continue down here,

about ways that Jolly Roger’d humans fear,
they’re outnumbered.

We arrived unencumbered, sailors

on those Viking ships and Persian sloops,
we thrived in ragtag groups,

and taught ourselves the pirates’ own game.

We're not to blame, for trading tips on smuggling lunches,
making hunches on each stowaway cavity,

with a deeper respect than your Newton

for the law of gravity.

Whatever booty’s dropped by the high falutin
seems to sink to our best level,

so don’t think it’s the devil

in your basements,

Underground parking lots,

and inside your fancy yachts.

You see that bridge? We're underneath,

And bore through brick and drywall with our teeth.

We lose one eye, we've got thousands of others,
who needs a pirate’s patch

when you've got brothers,

who all vacation among the over ripe and shopworn,

And built a nation on cold pizza
and stale popcorn.

—Cynthia Gallaher




In Decay
glosa

There is magic in decay.

A dance to be done

For the rotting, the maggot strewn

Piles of flesh which pile---------- Dan Chelotti, "Compost"

we maggots we move we wriggle we creep
from the eggs where we once lived to beneath
the skin inside the wounds along the cuts
brothers and sisters working together

no one goes hungry we all eat we all

grow we don’t ever want to grow away

here we are happy here we are what we

want to remain as we want to live

deep down inside the guts we want to stay

as we are there is magic in decay

there is softly rotting flesh and there is

warm fetid darkness tinged red and brown and
black we are pale eaters of what must be
eaten we worm our way against the spine

into lung into liver up the nose

behind the eyes we eat the mouth the tongue
the gum away from the tooth away from

the jaw we are white faces inside the

face eating the face once death has begun

to rot to stink. It’s a dance to be done

we maggots we have no legs but we dance
all the same in the corrupted space that

is lifeless flesh look how we dance, we move,
we shift ourselves eating eating growing
growing longer wider how we love what

we are a plump peristaltic platoon

siblings cousins our eggs were laid among
ourselves hatching in the warmest places
first, then all over by the afternoon,

eating. For the rotting, the maggot strewn,

the greedy bodies in the fetid flesh,

the mouths open wide, for these we thank the
universe the gods the luck we share in

ripe bites and muscular motion. For we

know no other life, no other way while

we writhe and wriggle through the meat that gives
us meaning gives us ourselves, we maggots we
don’t want to become things more versatile

than worms which worm in piles of flesh which pile.

— Juleigh Howard-Hobson






