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A Post-Mortem Mall 

 
You can have nothing or have it all 
when you wander through a desolate mall 
where shadows and ghosts exceed the lives 
and money upon which mall business thrives. 
 
The hollowness of a vacant store  
haunts the languid length of each corridor. 
As the stock dwindled, customers left 
someone’s hopes and dreams alone and bereft. 
 
One store sold rainbows, one store sold spikes. 
One store sold both with sick band shirts and pikes. 
Other stores sold perfumes and name brands. 
None of them satisfied the mall’s demands. 
 
Dismembered mannequins resurrect 
memories of a world that seemed perfect. 
Now, you see what humanity dreads 
in the eyes of severed mannequin heads. 
 
Order in the collapsing food court. 
Consume an abundance of no import. 
Behind walls bound with construction tape -  
a vintage fast food chain in perfect shape. 
 
Is the mall dead or is it reborn 
in the wake of a society torn? 
We’ll never know a mall’s most prized gem 
until we visit that mall post-mortem. 
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The Galleria of Ghouls 
 
Plato warned us about the ship of fools, 
but never The Galleria of Ghouls, 
where life is but a cheap commodity 
and tenderness, a taste and oddity. 
 
Once upon a mall that stands derelict, 
there were stores and brands to fill every void. 
Their vacancy is what bankers inflict 
when our credit scores and worlds get destroyed. 
 
Above abandoned storefronts, there are signs 
looming large like crooked halos of death. 
Each aisle of the mall spans and aligns 
with the bloodiest crux of Nazareth. 
 
Monsters lurk about the mall’s corridors, 
but they’re not the kind from horror movies. 
They’re monsters that prey on humans in stores 
by mauling their wallets and souls with ease. 
 
The skeletons poised in ads and displays; 
Vampires who greet you with a fanged smile; 
each zombie of Abercrombie decays 
as they wander lost through every aisle. 
 
Frankenstein’s Monster becomes indignant 
when bosses and landlords are malignant. 
The former never wanted to cause harm. 
The latter breaks your back and twists your arm. 
 
When cannibals gather at the food court, 
they go hunting humans for fun and sport. 
When ghosts appear in ectoplasmic clouds, 
they cover the complex with orbs and shrouds. 
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It’s no mystery why the ghouls convene 
at the mall when it falls far from pristine: 
It’s because there’s no better mall around 
for more monsters to find a common ground. 
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De Rigueur Mortis 
 

It’s “in” to show more bones than skin, 
and so many have died for this. 
When the will to exist wears thin, 
it becomes de rigueur mortis. 
 
For those with bodies beauty standards disown, 
suffering is a part of vanity. 
Nothing’s more en vogue than the barest of bone 
when thinness defines your humanity. 
 
In the worlds of fashion and advertisements, 
thin bodies are adored and idealized. 
With all of their fat shaming and chastisements, 
the spectrum of beauty is not realized. 
 
We embalm ourselves with treatments and lotions, 
pressed to preserve our youth at any cost. 
We fight the rot with poison pills and potions, 
but a war against time is always lost. 
 
The freedom that one seeks in being unique 
is the freedom to purchase name brand clothes. 
When we become weak from more skeleton chic, 
the hunger for a revolution grows. 
 
The body is not a temple or a tool. 
The body is the greatest masterpiece. 
Every body is art; one type will not rule, 
but all will decompose once they decease. 
 
If beauty meant conformity, 
masterpieces would look the same. 
What people deem abnormity 
is beauty by another name. 
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Food Court Cannibals 
 
A food court serves so much more than meat. 
A food court serves what most allays. 
When cannibals need a meal to eat, 
they lure us right onto their trays. 
 
They trawl through the mall, its shoppers, and all, 
hunting more humans to put on their plates. 
Their charming facade never seems to fall 
when they ask unknowing prey out on dates. 
 
If you dare accept their invitation, 
they lead you to a dark, barren food court 
where empty space fills every food station 
and there are no people, lights, or support. 
 
You see all the empty tables and chairs.  
You see light-up signs out of commission. 
You feel the raw heat of a thousand stares, 
and that’s when you question their ambition. 
 
It’s not until you feel their canines 
sink into you like honey dew. 
Before you know it, your body supines 
and once again, the meal is you. 
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The Mannequin Massacre 
 
A mannequin may have no soul, 
no organ tissues or heart, 
but mannequins still remain whole 
altogether or torn apart. 
 
Mannequins have detachable limbs. 
Their heads roll off like royalty. 
Their form never fattens or slims; 
their faces, freezed in loyalty. 
 
Mannequins wear clothes better than us 
and always look good on display. 
There is no mannequin Venus 
because she can look any way. 
 
Mannequins have no feelings to hurt. 
Mannequins have no objections. 
Mannequins have no secrets to blurt, 
only static and perfections. 
 
Positioned and poised in public, 
mannequins stand still and composed, 
yet they become unstable quick, 
then fall piece by piece and repose. 
 
Mass graves of arms and legs compound 
higher in the back of the shops. 
The severed heads upon the ground 
smile until your stomach drops.  
 
But when you look into their eyes, 
you see their gaze, soulless and blank. 
Around their stare, the blood that dries 
was drained from the stomachs they sank. 
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The Frappe of Frankenstein 
 
We order drinks like Frankenstein 
made a monster on his own whim, 
but drinks consume and grind us fine, 
just as his monster dethroned him. 
 
A mountain of cream, whipped and white, 
rests on green hues of honeydew. 
Here lies the crumbled ice delight 
with coffee chilled far out of view. 
 
The blender brings Prometheus, 
a force of electricity 
which sparks life that doesn’t free us, 
but traps us in plasticity. 
 
Our orders are monsters reborn 
as Frankenstein frappes, sweet with scorn. 
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The Vampire Video Arcade 
 

The vampire video arcade 
is where the blood flows freely and fresh. 
For every level and high score played, 
another bite pierces your neck’s flesh. 
 
Eternal screams and Dracula dreams, 
every console is a coffin bed, 
where players enter a game in teams 
but there, they repose alone instead. 
 
The scarlet screen upon each machine 
leads you to a world beyond the grave, 
where all of the sprites and spirits seen 
deliver rivers of blood you crave. 
 
Once you’ve scored high enough to succeed, 
your name will then join a tombstone plaque, 
but for all the players you made bleed, 
it’s game over. There’s no coming back. 
 
Your name will remain immortal here, 
etched into the blood-splattered granite, 
then you’ll gain the fangs you hold so dear. 
You’ll be one more bat on this planet. 
 
Whoever scores the highest of all 
shall reap the pleasures of the grand prize: 
being the best bat at the whole mall 
and a presence none can exorcize. 
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Zombie Fashion Show 
 
Dressed in trends from toe to head, 
mall aisles teemed with the undead. 
Now that most malls are unknown, 
zombies of fashion walk alone. 
 
The fashion brands that reigned supreme 
succeeded like a fever dream: 
ones that lasted decades long 
until their business plans went wrong. 
 
They sold us “wholesome” and “pretty.” 
They made us wallow in pity 
when we couldn’t fit in clothes 
mostly made for size zeroes. 
 
We search for our size in each shop 
until we finally just stop, 
yet skeletons in their ads 
are clad in the latest fads. 
 
They sold us what we most wanted, 
only to leave us haunted. 
Now, we’re left with what remains: 
bodies plagued by ghosts and pains. 
 
Under such pressure, we decay. 
We starve until we rot away, 
all to fit into clothing 
profiting from self-loathing. 
 
Stores that hired the prettiest 
turned out to be the shittiest, 
yet models still get smaller 
to appease the great dollar. 
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The rest of us shall roam the mall 
in undead fashion ‘til we fall 
in love with another time 
where fatness is not a crime. 
 
Every aisle is a runway 
when zombies wander them by day. 
When the mall closes at night, 
the zombies break loose and fight. 
 
A zombie runway is best 
to flaunt the fashion of the rest: 
those of us who don’t conform 
to any fashion, type, or norm. 
 
Watch the zombies strut our stuff 
and leave once we have had enough. 
No chains will keep us from joy, 
no matter what ghouls they employ. 
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The Monster Movie Theater 
 
Here lies the corpse of a movie theater 
under the scrutiny of a realtor, 
with an empty screen in every section 
and visions falling far from perfection. 
 
The empty seats hold a ghost audience 
watching all the films that made the most cents. 
The titles changed, but one thing never did: 
This place is where all movie monsters hid. 
 
When it’s showtime and there comes a full moon, 
you’ll hear a creature from a black lagoon. 
And when the sun sets, none shall forget 
Dracula lurking in the balconette. 
 
Beware the mummies patrolling the halls. 
Don’t mind the faded posters on the walls. 
Just breathe in all the decomposition. 
Accept it as the price of admission. 
 
Frankenstein’s monster portrait remains framed 
above all monsters who dwell there unnamed. 
Gorgons and goblins, vampires and ghosts 
are just a few creatures the theater hosts. 
 
So many horrors! So many thrillers! 
So many plot twists and unveiled killers! 
Yet when the movies are finally through, 
the most macabre monster there will be you. 
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