
Behind the Poems of The Macabre Masterpiece: Vile Humanity

The House on Homicide Hill: The poem is inspired by several events such as the Zodiac Killer, the 
50’s, and the old cliché of teens getting killed at Lovers Lanes back in the day. The clown reference in 
the beginning is a nod to how we as a society turned clowns into a fear. I had all these ideas of where I 
wanted to go with the poem and thought if I could organize them all into a cohesive story in poem form 
then it should turn out good. The end result is The House on Homicide Hill.

The Nightstand: Back in 2022, My mother and I lived in a motel for 3 months because our house 
caught fire. While staying in the motel room and coming up with ideas for what would become the 
poems for the book, I looked over at where I was sitting and saw the nightstand which had my keys, 
phone and wallet on it. I didn’t think anything of it until I thought why not take a simple nightstand 
with items on it and give it a creepy spin and turn it into a horror poem? Well, that’s exactly what I did. 

The Landlords: During the time my mother and I stayed at the motel we were looking for new places 
to live. We had gone to several open houses but didn’t have much luck. It was then that an idea for a 
poem came to mind about awful landlords trying to sell their properties to people and well of course in 
typical tradition I turned it up a few notches and created the poem. 

The Clog: The poem was written as a freestyle rap which explains the excessive rhyming pattern. At 
first I was going to scrap it but then I kept freestyling more and more to the point that I just kept writing 
it down and soon I had enough for an entire poem only in a unique way. The poem is called The Clog 
due to the repetitiveness of each letter that forms the word clog. In the beginning the letter C is used 
frequently followed by L and O, although O’s sound is also used then followed by the letter G. A very 
bizarre way to come up with and write a poem but I love reading it out loud and I think it’s a great 
poem.

Blood Beach: I came up with the title after thinking of the Goosebumps book Ghost Beach. I then 
thought of the plot for the poem by mashing up Camp Crystal Lake only without Jason and the idea of 
me going to a beach and seeing one as an absolute nightmare. The poem doesn’t rhyme but describes 
the scene in a very dark and vivid way so that the reader gets creeped out and truly understand what 
this beach looks like in their mind. 

As the Cherry Blossom Bleeds: I don’t remember where I came up with the title but when I did think 
of it I thought it sounded so beautiful that it had to be a title for a poem. The poem has a unique trait of 
having an odd number of lines with five and the 3rd and 4th line rhyme with the fifth line always 
repetitive to the cherry blossom bleeding. Also, the poem is about the anguish and suffering of 
werewolves and vampires at the hands of humans who immediately shun them rather then try to help 
them. The ending of the poem reveals that the werewolves and vampires became these beings due to a 
curse by the cherry blossom tree. Based on all these qualities I think it’s a beautifully written poem for 
it’s flow and the somber story it tells of monsters. 

The 13th Juror: This poem was originally a concept for a story back in 2015 called “12 Bewildered 
Men” based off the story “12 Angry Men”. However, after three different ideas all more controversial 
than the next I decided to strap the story altogether. My first idea was to have it be similar to 12 Angry 
Men only the person being accused was a woman and the reveal at the end was that they found her 
innocent only she did it and she wasn’t a woman at all but a man and the very juror who convinced 
them all of her innocence. I wasn’t sure if I wanted the man to just be dressing up or be in drag and 
then thought of making them transgender but seeing as I had no place to write such a thing I stuck to 



the original idea but then just felt it was way too over the top to do and scrapped it. By the time I 
thought about reviving it the Me Too Movement and Covid happened and I just forgot all about it until 
I started writing this book. I decided to give it a new title and tone down the reveal as just a guy 
disguised as a woman by death itself. The ending sort of comes at you fast but again this was done as a 
way to get the reader invested and then shock them with an abrupt and shocking reveal.

Beyond Expiration: This poem is based of the true events of a German doctor named Carl Tanzler 
who became obsessed with a Cuban-American woman named Elena whom after her death stole her 
body, brought it home and preserved it and lived with it for seven years. When her family discovered 
this they notified authorities and he was arrested. However, the statue of limitations had run out on his 
crime of grave robbing. Her body was finally buried in a secret unmarked location. When Tanzler died 
in 1952 he was found in a room with a large doll wearing Elena’s death mask. Why did I write a poem 
about something so sinister and creepy? That’s exactly why, because it’s sinister and creepy and when I 
found out about it I wanted to write about it so more people knew that such a twisted tale actually 
happened. 

The Devil’s Elixir: After the countless amount of well..rather vile poems I wanted to change the mood 
so I settled on this poem. It’s about a young man at a bar who tried to beat the devil at a very dangerous 
and odd drinking game. Inspired by the song “The Devil Went Down to Georgia” by the Charlie 
Daniels Band and even had a reference in the poem, it’s a lot lighter in tone compared to the rest of the 
poems in the book and is a fun sort of escape from everything else that’s vile in the book. 

A Plight of Toxicity: Inspired by the Lost Colony of Roanoke, the poem tells of several conspiracy 
theories told in rhyme of how and why the lost colony may have disappeared. I wrote a poem about this 
because I have always been fascinated by unsolved mysteries especially this one. The idea that a whole 
colony of settlers can just disappear without a trace with no sign of what happened to them is truly 
bizarre and I thought what better way to pay homage to the incident than to write a poem about it. 


