
“My Ghosts are Hungry, Not Holy” 

Hymns are for the hungry, 

Faith is for the fool.  

Any being that is a god  

Knows little of benevolence 

 

Still, the spirituals curl, 

Smoke from the altar through the gaps of your ribcage 

Wisps faint as hope and fervent as prayer 

Spilling from your open mouth. 


