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Damn You

And Damn You again

BLACK  WIDOW

The source for this piece was called En Sotto Voce 2 which was written with great haste, borne of pain during a very dark hour.  It was as I recall clumsy, raw, visceral, you could almost feel the depth of the shock, the anguish.  That was the version the woman in question received.

Playing with it some more it took on a darker more malevolent tone, more closely reflecting my emotions and feelings at that particular moment when I watched what I previously dared think we have go up in smoke.  For good reason, I renamed it BLACK WIDOW.

Later, it became a platform for exploring the possibilities of ‘free’ verse, and in the process the piece lost its spontaneity, its freshness.  It also broke every rule in the book.  So be it.

You must understand that I'm not a writer, in fact this is my first 'public' attempt at this sort of thing.  If I had the skill and talent I'd have turned this effort into something much, much better.  But for various reasons I don't, so I won't. 

If She, The Black Widow, ever wrote about this experience, which I doubt for I am nothing but another comma in her life, her thoughts would be far more talented, eloquent, biting.  She used to have a strong and positive presence on OkC highlighted by a beautiful and appealing profile. But her agenda changed, the profile became a sales pitch; she’s instead become a sexual predator using her profile - let the buyer beware - to snag new victims in her nasty web....

By strange coincidence this event occurred within moments, on the same day two years earlier, when my very long and impossible marriage finally collapsed.

Some people believe in ‘Karma’.  I don’t see how such a concept could apply toward me here.  I just don’t see it.  This particular incident was pure Evil, and of her own doing; it will bite her badly somewhere down the trail.

The Black Widow never once permitted me to see a photograph of her face, another part of her highly controlled and unforgiving agenda.  To this day I have no idea what she looks like, it would have made such an enormous difference - for me, personally, it's all in the eyes for they are indeed the gateway to the soul, especially when accompanied by those ever so subtle flickers of facial expressions and body-language.  How can one communicate in this day and age by not allowing this, especially when the means are so readily available?  Permission was denied, she had mine but I was not to have hers, it was a condition she had created entirely to serve her own selfish interests.  One was given no choice, deliberately given no chance.  

'Skype' was permitted by voice only.  Skype Visual was denied, not even for an initial introduction - another one of her bizarre requirements.  It was as if she hid her image out of anxiety, self-loathing, and to depersonalize her victim for her own particular lascivious purposes.  Of course everyone nearby sees her, even the gas-station attendants, but she hides herself from her so-called distant 'friends', a creepy affectation.  Deep, deep control issues here, several layers overlying even more of contempt and her self-serving interests.  All are red flags, a form of calculated Control.  This is where she is, and human nature being what it is, this is where she'll stay.  I doubt she'll ever change, she enjoys the callousness of the hunt far too much.

I never forgive nor do I ever forget those who Reject in such a roughshod manner.  The Black Widow is one of those people  -  she turned my innermost soul into so-much cannon-fodder.

This, Black Widow, is from me to you  -  en sotto voce...

Eric Willumsen  -  2011.0106

BLACK

WIDOW

For You

And

Only You

That massive drawbridge

Was lowered

The portcullis raised 

Those great barricade doors

Rumbled open

Deep in the moat

The alligators


Well fed


Were sleeping

YOU

Were allowed

In

_______________________

The Black Widow  1

Having long ago

Murdered her Mate

Still wears those battle scars

His legacy

His message

His 'cri de coeur'

His warning

To those who would only

But pause to think

_______________________

Once again She

Was hunting

For prey

_______________________

With bemused condescension

Her quivering antennae decide

Yes

This one will do nicely

Another victim to toy with

Another inferior being

Temporary

Disposable

Forgettable

__________________________

Your new victim

Trusted you openly

Allowed himself to be

Deeply vulnerable

Dared feel safe

For once in his life

He was waking up

Had caught a glimpse

Of Happiness

Of Joy

Of what Life 

Could be like

He had found

the Power

of Love

___________________________

He dared work up the courage

To be vulnerable

To feel at ease 

Felt safe

Felt his Hidden Self emerge

Had a purpose in life

A focus

He became devoted

Only to You

____________________________

But this one

Is not Wilbur

Not a laughing sailor

This one

She decides

Is ‘inferior’

A 'charity' case

____________________________

He allowed himself

To open up

To Trust

To Love with all his heart

Something he never did

He had forgotten how

______________________________

With open Trust

Against failing health

Charmed by your

Cunning approach

He becomes your quarry

As you

Wait

Watch

And whisper

Your promise

"I will never hurt you, Eric,

I will never hurt you"

He believes

________________________________

Mortality dwindling

His time running out  2

The poor fool offered

A Pilgrimage

One final Grand Gesture

To pay homage

To kiss Her feet

Before it was too late

________________________________

The Black Widow

Instead of reaching out

With embracing welcome

Hisses

Retreats

Recoils

This is far too close

For a mere 'charity' case

Far too close

This is Not

In Her agenda

Quick-silver flows

From no-where

Psychotic issues emerge

Demented Revenge and Aggression

From previous transgressions urged

She Shrieks

Screams

And

ATTACKS !

Her Black Widow fangs

Plunge deep into 

His chest

Right .... There!

And .... There!

Mortal damage

Leaving garish emotional disfiguring scars

Forever to remember Her by

______________________________

​​​​​​​​​​​​

This time

Her Method of Choice

Formed from what she had learned

From intimate whispered confidence

His most private

Most vulnerable weakness

The rawest nerve in his psyche

Rejection

_____________________________

(         While whispering         )

(  "I will never hurt you, Eric,  )

(      I will never hurt you... "   )

(              He believes            )

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​______________________________

Mindful of what I know

About this evil in your soul

I hang on as long as I dare

Even by my fingertips

As You pierce, sting and suck

And sting once again

With that shrill perverted

Primal Scream

You just can't help yourself

Can You

Even in this moment of horror

Even while conducting

Yet another victim's demise

To amuse yourself even further

Cruelly projecting sexual imagery

To one whose eyes

Had never even been allowed to see you

_______________________________________

You

Were actually

Enjoying

This

Sadism

This

Deliberate

Unmistakable

Demeaning

Abusive

Betrayal

and

Rejection

An ambush

Under your

Complete control

____________________

The Spider sneers

Her Intimacy swollen

With the blood-lust

Of The Kill

____________________

It had begun

It was over

=====================

Two damaged souls

One with so much potential

Driven by anger and contempt

Misguided by poor advice

Consumed

By ugly secrets

Warped by ugly experience

Mostly of her own doing

Based on her own attitude

The other, terminal

Vulnerable

In his own way

A possible

Counterbalance

To this evil force

At least for awhile

We shall never know

_____________________________

You

Who preaches

'love'

Preaches

'truth'

In an instant

Defecated

Made him

Excretable

Flushable

Human waste

So, so easy, wasn't it, Love

Such an easy target

Quite pleased

With the results

I'm sure

Yes

You're too good at this

You've done this before

Haven't You

Many times

Your Mate

Poor bugger

Could take no more

His was a death

By a thousand cuts

He was not permitted to survive

I was lucky

Barely

I did

__________________________

The Black Widow

Drinks the liquor from a dripping tap

Flowing from Her hidden cesspool

Brimming with the sewage of

Cold Black Contempt

With Secrets of Evil

Of Anger

Domination

Misguided Revenge

__________________________

The Public You 4

This Social

Narcissistic You

Professing

'love' and 'truth' and 'honesty'

Always contriving to be

'Perfect'

'Charismatic'

'Alluring'

Always seeking to be judged

With precious popular approval

This Public You

Is a facade

Hiding a deep contempt

An anger

With feigned innocence

Feigned hurt feelings

Fooling everyone

But me

This defines

What you are

=========================

A private message:

Consider carefully

Through transference

You have once again

Brought your outrage

Your secret twisted Self

Down upon another

Unsuspecting soul

You deliberately took

His most vulnerable weakness

Rejection

Turned it into a weapon to

Cruelly

Ruthlessly

Abusively

Attack

And

Destroy

The wrong person

One of the few

Who understands

Who has been there

Who knows

___________________________________

Gut-wrenching, wracking sobs

As tears flow without shame

In my sudden solitude

The price one pays

For daring to be

Vulnerable

To You

__________________________________

Not you're problem you say

This is your way

Your agenda

The real You

The Black Widow

At play

Power Domination Control

Heartless

With total contempt

Discarding yet another soul

Ruthlessly dismissed

Without second regard

(  While whispering your promise )

(      "I will never hurt you, Eric,    )

(         I will never hurt you... "       )

(                He believes                 )

_____________________________

You knew all along you would

Didn't you

You've done this before

Haven't you

You will do it again

Won't you

You sick and twisted soul

___________________________

My newly-found enthusiasm for life

Shrivels, dies

As my liberated

Hidden Spirit

Withers back into its former self  3

___________________________

The Black Widow

Now a Legend

Certainly in Her own mind

Elite, Entitled, Superior

Filled with rage

Filled with anger

Is

Cold

Ice . . . cold

She . . . watches

She . . .  waits

Ready to kill

Again

Addicted

She  Must  Kill  Again

Why not another

Broken Hallelujah

___________________________

I am weary

Steadily weakening

As my own private

Relentless storm 2

Grows ever more intense

Already it's too late

To venture forth again

You

Damn you

Were my

Final Hallelujah

_____________________________

True Love is far, far beyond your grasp

You are not fit to Be with

This is who you are

And always will

Occasionally you might think

You have found 'The One'

'That Last Great Love'

It will never endure

You will be exposed

For who you really are

You are unable to grow

Your mind

Permanently damaged

Permanently corrupt

 You have reduced yourself

To the lowest order of

easy-breezie 'love'

Lust is so easy

Isn't it

Hedonic

A hot live human dildo

Is all you really need

In your peculiar life

Your queer brand of 'love'

Has become

The perfect camouflage to

Cover and hide

That chemical candy coating

of

The Black Widow

That killer Spider

Lurking underneath

_____________________________

Even now

She

     Waits . . .

         Searching . . .

For her next victim

To Undermine

And Weaken

To Dominate

And Destroy

________________________________

Go ahead

Fake it 'til you make it

Take on the airs

of the wealthy

Be Pretentious

Be Grand

A person of 'Class'

Feign the nonchalant disregard

Of the Upper Class

It's so obvious

When it's fake

Crass ambition

Your sweeping brands of

'truth', 'love', 'honesty'

Are drenched with

Hidden agendas

Empty promises

Half-truths

Evasions

Deceits

And finally

Even worse

Contempt

For anyone's soul

But your own

______________

Your well-hidden Private Self  1

This evil

Black Widow

Your alter-ego

Hiding deep within

Is your own primal creation

It is She

Who Controls

And always will

Your Public Self is a front

Narcissistic

Calculated

Paying lip-service to

'Empathy'

'Compassion'

'Communication'

All well-rehearsed

Well-practiced

To appear genuine

Blinding even You

In your fantasies

As you seek atonement

Justification

For your own pathetic soul

Your so-called 'brilliant life'

Your ‘feast of a life’

Is a Sham

Bogus

Not at all authentic

An insult to anyone's intelligence

Who can penetrate your secrets

Hidden inside this

Shallow

Superficial

You 4

There is evil in that soul

_____________________________

Hidden in the shadows

Mysterious

Deep down

The Black Widow

Intense

Watches

Poised to strike

Again

Blind to the Truth

You are all about

You

You can Only Be about

You

Cursed by pain

Self-centered

Self-absorbed

Manipulative

Selfish

All the rest

Is a sham

The smug Black Widow

Demanding more

Still hiding

No longer aware of

That which really matters

Instead immersed in

Latter-day mysticism

An escape from reality

A truth that is an untruth

A mental mirage

An ego-trip

Eternity based on Hope

Anything to preserve

Your twisted soul

Two damaged souls

This ultimate and final experience

Shattered my misplaced Trust

Given in your promise

You were hell-bent

On destroying

My self-esteem

My self-worth

My dignity

Perhaps you did

Perhaps you did

(              Whispering             )

(  "I will never hurt you, Eric,  )

(      I will never hurt you... "   )

(              He believes            )

Your warped hand-writing

Was an outright surprise

In direct conflict with 

Your public demeanor

It was not what it should be

IF  you are genuine

It was instead

A revelation

A warning

"Beware"

"Here Be Dragons"

What I saw

Was the deformed script of

A Black Widow

In Heat

Detached

Disconnected

Unfeeling

Fake

The Black Widow glares

With Contempt

Finally exposed 

To this ray 

Of Truth

Real Love works

Towards resolution

Your sorry brand of 'love' 

Is here today

Gone tomorrow

On a whim

Intolerant

Destructive

Pathetic

============================

My days are now numbered

Emergency glide-path steep

No flaps, no gear

Straight in

Crash-Certain on landing

This is my fate

This is what I will

Endure

My way

Alone

As

My brain

Slowly decays 

Into sludge

================

The time has come

The Great Barricade Doors

Have Thundered

The Portcullis slammed down

That massive Drawbridge hoisted

Now rammed tightly shut

Deep in the moat

The alligators

Now hungry

Are dangerous

You

Are no longer welcome

( With your deceitful whispers)

(  "I will never hurt you, Eric,  )

(      I will never hurt you... "   )

(       Which he believed         )

_____________________________

Behind Her chain-link fence

Which rises to the the moon

The Black Widow

This so-called

Goddess-in-Training

Hides in

Splendid isolation

Her house of horrors

Her Sanctum Sanctorum

Guarding Her Secrets

All the while

Well attended

By Her private stable

Of accommodating lovers

Those who are

Summoned willingly

Blindly

To kiss Her feet

On demand

All under Her

Control

The Black Widow

Manipulates

Every  One

Every  Thing

Every  Detail

Around  Her

Let the Buyer Beware

Even I

Thousands of miles away

Must now admit

With some dismay

Had my little book of rules

Patiently accommodating

Her crushing expectations

The Black Widow

Tone-deaf to Truth

As always

And as always

In

Control

Your damage is done

You've seen to that

You're on your own

Alone as usual

Without this truly

Empathic ear

To soothe

To share

To listen

No more

Never again

Even though I'm

So very well aware

So familiar with

What You

Endure

Is this Karma?

 ... or Evil

_______

My approach to you

Was with Love

With understanding

Simply given

In good faith

Nothing asked

You

The Black Widow

Threw that away

In favor of

Absolute

Control

This message

'Black Widow'

Is

About Truth

Not 'truth'

About Love

Not 'love'

There's so much here

For you to consider

Before you strike again

And once again

Set out to destroy

Another innocent Soul

Which you will

Anyway

This is Who you are

_____________________________

Quietly, patiently

Coldly

The Black Widow

Even now

Waits

Always alert

Missing nothing

Ready to Attract

Attack

Kill

And Kill again

As She must

==============

Me?

I’ve returned as a

Deeply saddened

Broken Hallelujah

Back once again

Back to My world

Exhausted by disease

Forced

To be content

Once again

Disconnecting

Detaching

Letting go

At least here

I can brace myself

With dignity

To face my final destiny

That Final Plunge

Into Nothingness

My way

Alone

So be it

Amen

And Amen

__________

Yes

Perhaps someday

If you ever do

Get a living beating heart

It's going to dawn on you

The destruction you've done

Not only against yourself

But to another genuine soul

An Innocent

Whose kindly

Code of Conduct

Allowed himself

To be

Vulnerable

Not  with 'love'

But with

Love

===============

Postlude:  

 


  
   ( The only memory I have left of this woman is 




               ( That calculated Agenda, the Arrogance, the Attack




               ( The rest has dissolved under their burden . . . 

Evil

Will do that

Won't it

As I sit here in The Tavern

At my familiar table

Beside my window

Overlooking the river

My seaman's legs long gone

Now weakened into a

Numb swollen trembling reality

Quietly

Deep in drink

Sipping

My favorite brew

Jennifer Rush

Sings the original version of

'The Power of Love'

It haunts

Deeply

For

The Power of Love

Is what I had seen

The Power of Love

Is what I have lost

Never again

I feel mellow

At peace

Finally content once again

To think my own quiet thoughts

Of the wreckage

Of what is left

Of what is to come

Winter

It snows hard now

Masking the river

A driving storm

It fits my mood

This is where I am

In life

Gloria

In Sanctus Gloria

______________

Epilogue:

On a warm, relaxing

Bright and glorious day

A pair of boots

Squash

That bug

Dead

And keep right on walking

( But I still hear the whispers )

(  "I will never hurt you, Eric,  )

(      I will never hurt you"       )

(              He believed            )







       Karma ....


      Eric Willumsen: 2011.0106


1
Google ISTP:  her treacherous, dangerous, hidden inner self, aka The Black Widow


2
Parkinson's Disease


3
INFJ,  Enneagram Type One


4
ENFP,  Enneagram Type Seven

