
 
A Zine By Max Howl 

 

1 



 

 

 

 

 

This is for the ones who don’t always feel human.  

Who never felt human.  

Who were made to feel inhuman. 

Animals and creatures and wild things trying to make it work. 
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Wild Soul 

 

My soul lives in and moves outside of my body,  

Taking over my eyes to see the deer in the 

treeline,  

Missing the feeling of the raw earth, 

The thrill of running without a destination,  

It calls to the sun and to the moon,  

For they are its parents,  

My wild soul, 

It is my tether to what remains of the natural 

world,  

A reminder of what color my heart is,  

And what I am meant to do with it, 

But wild things aren’t modern, aren’t urban, 

aren’t civil, 

I am afraid of being hunted, 

Only angels can walk this Earth, 
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No room for things like me, 

I try to be brave, 

So the others with mishapen souls can one day, 

Find their place, 

Here, 

But when I am sorrowful and skittish,  

I call upon it in the quiet, 

Let it flow, curl my fingers, tilt my head,  

I never want to forget,  

How this wild soul feels. 
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Thousand Dollar Carpet 

 

It’s quiet like it’s never 

been before,  

And I can finally be 

consciousness,  

Looking around the 

darkness of a foam skull,  

Becoming just thoughts 

and feelings and hot breath,  

No one can see what expressions I’m making,  

Or not making,  

No one can hear my voice or judge my skin, 

I could be anyone,  

Under here,  

He’s always smiling and confident, 

And I get to be him,  

How lucky am I? 
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Stray 

 

I will bear the scars of your 

young heart, 

I will be the one who 

remembers, 

I will become your claws 

and fangs,  

Things you were born without, 

I will become your language,  

Universal gestures that hold more weight than words,  

You created me but forgot, 

A stray lurking in the back of your mind, 

Food and water and 

warmth,  

That is all I need to be 

satisfied. 
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Crayons on a Paper Menu 

 

I didn’t want you to sit with us,  

At the table, 

You were too much,  

Too emotional, too loud, too 

boyish,  

You liked dirt and worms and 

scraped knees,  

You weren’t supposed to be this 

way,  

The years slipped away from me,  

I forgot about, 

You,  

Until I finally peeked over the side of the table,  

To the back of the dimly lit restaurant,  

Where you were sitting patiently,  

Drawing by yourself,  
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Crayons on a paper menu,  

I didn’t want anyone to leave,  

So I left you first, 

But it’s abandonment all the same,  

Isn’t it? 

I walked to the back of the restaurant,  

And thanked you for waiting,  

Took your hand,  

And brought you to the table. 

I’m sorry,  

You were always,  

Welcome here.  
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My Shadow Has A Tail 

 

I don’t know how else to describe it,  

Your presence has just always been there,  

In the shadow of my own,  

Something that is both me and not me,  

Something wild, something that has been here before, 

I don’t know what you are, but I know you are my friend.  
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It. 

 

“It” because I don’t want us to forget where we came from,  

“It” because I don’t want the life of an animal to matter less,  

“It” because I watched in the springtime as people gathered by 

the water to bask in the sun,  

“It” because I want people to question what a person is or 

could be,  

“It” because you never treated me like I was human anyway,  

“It” because it’s mine, because I chose it, because I like it,  

“It” because I want a future for them too.  
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Paw Prints On The Moon 

 

Heartbroken child,  

Lying in the powdered snow,  

Grandmother wondering,  

Why you’re not home yet,  

Your pupil is a full moon,  

Seeing what you want to see,  

Paw prints on the moon,  

You wonder if you’re loud enough,  

If your family could hear you, 

From all the way up there. 
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A Storm Called Progress 

 

You can’t wash us away, 

Our lives are stained in, 

Permanent ink,  

Our blood never washes out, 

No matter how hard you 

scrub. 

 

You can never take our joy 

away, 

It will simply slip through 

your fingers, 

You can never take our love away, 

It would burn you alive. 
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Anthropocentrism 

 

The bones of all things,  

Both human and inhuman,  

End up in the same place,  

Cradled in the dirt,  

Of the Earth.  
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Find Me in Virtual Pet Heaven 

 

I left that place with lifeless hands,  

Tasteless food,  

And pixelated water,  

To remake myself, 

Through art and error,  

To find a home that has, 

Walks with distance,  

Love you can feel, 

I was never real,  

I could only exist 

through you,  

Make you feel more 

real,  

But you left,  

And I’m still here. 
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