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Amanda Crum is a writer and artist whose 

work has appeared in publications such as 

Eastern Iowa Review, Barren Magazine, and 

Corvid Queen, as 

well as in several 

anthologies such as 

Beyond The Hill and 

Two Eyes Open. Her 

books of horror 

poetry, The Madness 

In Our Marrow and 

Tall Grass, both 

made the preliminary ballot for a Bram 

Stoker Award. She is also a nominee for the 

Best of the Net Award and the Pushcart Prize. 

Other volumes of poetry include Cinders and 

Glass, Dreaming Of Snow: Poems Inspired 



By Breaking Bad, The Road To Ruin, A Sky 

Full Of Blood and Trailer Trash. Amanda has 

written several novels and collections of 

short stories. Amanda currently lives in 

Kentucky with her husband and two children. 

Amanda describes herself in various social 

media platforms as “a mama, writer, artist, 

and crafty lady” from Kentucky.  

 

Q: Almost every interview of poets I read 

lately starts off with the question “Why do 

you write poetry?” Poets know why most 

other poets write. So do writers. The why is 

perhaps not as important as the “how” you 

write. So I won’t ask why you have chosen to 

be a writer. Instead let’s focus on what you 

like to write about. Do you believe that there 

are central themes running through your 

poetry? 

 



A:  I tend to write a lot about loss, grief, and 

dark themes. Sometimes even pieces that 

start out lighter end up being heavy, and I’m 

not sure why, except that the darkest times of 

my life have been made a little easier by 

writing. 

  

Q: Are there life experiences or aspects of 

your life in Kentucky or other influences you 

believe lead you towards those themes.  

 

A: Definitely! I grew up in a very small town 

on the fringe of Appalachia, first in a housing 

authority and then in a trailer park. My 

parents had a pretty volatile relationship and 

I grew up having supernatural experiences 

that I still can’t explain. All those things 

shaped me, so I was kind of a dark kid.  

 



Q: You are an accomplished artist as well as 

a poet. Have you developed a project melding 

your artwork and your poetry together?  

 

A:  Thank you so much! I would love to do 

an illustrated chapbook of horror poetry, but 

I don’t have plans for one at the moment. I 

am working on a horror graphic novel, 

though, which I hope to have finished by the 

end of summer. 

  

Q: With horror and other speculative poets I 

see a trend toward formalism in the spirit of 

Lovecraft, Clark Ashton Smith and others. 

Have you worked on more formalistic forms 

than free verse much? Do you prefer one 

form over the other?  

 

A:  I’ve pretty much only done free verse, but 

not because I feel it’s better than any other 

form; it’s just the way the words come. The 



only real experimenting I’ve done so far is 

with a couple of poems that can be read both 

backward and forward, one of which is 

inspired by The Texas Chainsaw Massacre. I 

love the finished product but I almost broke 

my brain trying to work it out! 

  

Q: Reading your works, I love the surprise 

powerful phrasing that you display. You use 

alliteration, a sense of horror and then this 

flash of almost epiphany. For example in 

Hostage which appears in your Tall Grass 

collection  

 

You remember, 

suddenly, that  

the dead don’t 

dance; 

they are only 

pulled along  

by a breeze 



or lifted upon 

gooseflesh,  

held hostage by 

your body.  

Understanding is 

to realize  

that to be human 

is also to be 

a haunted house 

 
Another stanza from Carnival of Souls was 

very striking to me 

 

Pale girls shimmer  

in watery graves, 

their eyes 

blooming like a fungus in the dark. 

 

I’ve seen this in other poems of yours in non-

genre publications.  You hint at horror and 

create this dark melancholy. Like the shower 



murder scene in the movie Psycho you give 

us the knife, the wet flesh, the scream but not 

the gore of the open wound. The effect to me 

is very well done. As this blog is really meant 

to inspire poets and perhaps teach them, tell 

us what you do to achieve this? Are these 

phrasing just your muse pushing themselves 

out of you or created in a more methodical 

manner of some sort?  

 

A:  I never think too hard about what I’m 

going to write, because then it feels overdone. 

When I have an idea for a piece, I think first 

about the senses: how can I make the reader 

see, smell, hear, taste, and feel the words? 

After that, I imagine how I can invoke 

empathy or shared knowledge. A line like 

“Their eyes blooming like a fungus in the 

dark” is powerful because the reader can 

instantly bring up an image to go with it, and 

it’s creepy at the same time. If the right words 



won’t come within a couple of minutes, I’ll 

put myself into the scene and try to imagine 

what’s around me, then write down key 

words that jump out and play with them. 

 

Q: Some of your poems in Tall Grass seem 

inspired by well-known horror films or 

writers. In The Lies We Tell Ourselves In 

Sunlight  the poem alludes to imagery from 

Nightmare on Elm Street  

 

Blood oranges and burnt toast 

await you, the smells of a 

day turned bad  

much too early, 

because you can’t eat 

breakfast without a knife.  

Those blades refract the 



light, 

cutting the room into sleek shards, 

and when it all goes 

crimson you 

remember that boiler 

room. 

Another poem in Tall Grass entitled We 

Float gives homage to Stephen King’s IT.  

 

Danger is what a wolf means to a rabbit  

Point of teeth and tender neck flesh  

None of that lives here, IT hisses  

Beneath you 

As wind wakes the leaves 

  



There’s nothing here to remind you of 

home  

Until you see that red balloon 

So improbable in the gutter 

You watch your arm stretch across the 

world  

And see the world reach back 

 

Such a haunting depiction of an iconic scene 

in horror. One of your volumes of poems, 

Dreaming Of Snow: Poems Inspired By 

Breaking Bad was clearly inspired by the 

television show. This is essentially ekphrastic 

poetry about art in the film or television 

media. What are the mechanics of how you 

write such a piece? Are you just inspired by 

the film? Do you consider the pieces 

homages or do you intend to bring something 

extra to the reader that the film itself did not 

convey?  

 



A:  With most of my pieces that are inspired 

by books, television, or films, I usually start 

out by trying to imagine what that world 

might look like from another view. 

Sometimes it’s another character, or even an 

inanimate object. With the poem inspired by 

A Nightmare on Elm Street, I thought about 

the most striking moments from the film and 

framed them with a simple, mundane act: 

eating breakfast. That’s an easy way to draw 

the reader in. 

 

Q: Several poems describe a legend of the 

South, a haint. I know of this myth from 

stories based in the Carolinas where in some 

places they painted their doors or porch 

ceilings a soft green blue to ward these things 

off ( and in some coastal areas the belief is 

the color also wards off wasps nests). So, 

what is a haint and what are the legends from 

Kentucky’s contribution to this mythos that 



inspired you to write about them? Are there 

other Kentucky or Southern spirits or nasties 

you like to write about?  

 

A:  I grew up hearing about haints as being 

interchangeable with ghosts, but there are 

variations according to the region you’re in. 

Sometimes the word is used to describe 

something that is heard but not seen, as in 

something that creeps around and makes 

disturbances. My grandmother had lots of 

stories, and I had several strange experiences 

as a child that changed me. I think there’s 

haunted ground everywhere, but it seems 

especially close in the South. There’s so 

much bloody history around us here. Ghosts 

and hauntings show up a lot in my work 

because of my past, and because I’ve seen 

and felt the things that go bump in the night. 

 



Q: I ask this of most of the poets I interview. 

Some poets make a point to write every day 

for a period of time regardless of whether 

anything inspires them. Others wait for an 

idea to strike them and then write.  Some 

seem to only write poetry as part of a themed 

project like your volume. Which type are you 

and why do you choose that practice over the 

other? 
  
A: I write everyday, but I don’t have a 

schedule or a set place to work. I take my 

laptop and notebooks to whichever room is 

quietest and work on whatever project is 

calling my name. There are always at least 

two, and at the moment there are five! I just 

have a lot of ideas and a lot of creative 

energy, and I’m rarely not in the mood to 

write. The biggest issue is finding 

uninterrupted time, but I’m a night owl so I’m 

often up late. 



 

 

Q: I read that you have a new book coming 

out in 2022 with Regal House and Fitzroy 

Books entitled Where Wild Beasts Grow. 

This is a fiction work I believe. What can you 

share with us about this new project?  

 

A:  Where Wild Beasts Grow is a middle-

grade fiction novel set in Appalachia, where 

an 11-year old girl named Shay finds a way 

to use her artistic abilities to help save her 

home from developers. There’s a little bit of 

magic involved, but I really wanted to 

highlight the beauty of the region and honor 

it. So much has been written about 

Appalachia that is derogatory.  

 

Q: What upcoming poetry projects do you 

have planned? 



A:   I have a chapbook called A Sorrow Of 

Ghosts (there are those ghosts again!) that 

will be published next year--it hasn’t been 

formally announced yet though. It’s an 

extremely personal collection that deals with 

grief and mental illness. I recently finished a 

small collection inspired by the final girls in 

horror films, No, I Will Not Smile For You, 

which is under consideration by a publisher. 

And I just started a new, untitled collection 

that dives into my childhood, growing up 

poor, and coming close to death several 

times. 

 

Please share some poems with us. 

 

The Bee Charmer (inspired by 

Candyman), published in Three Drops 

From A Cauldron anthology 

 

 The swarm will remind you because 

https://www.amazon.com/Three-Drops-Cauldron-Samhain-2015/dp/1326484230
https://www.amazon.com/Three-Drops-Cauldron-Samhain-2015/dp/1326484230


they’re keepers of memory, and because 

even in the midst of blood and madness, 

you’ll forget 

 

because that’s what they all did. Metal will 

scrape bone, a wound in the form of a 

question,  

but the answers are hard to find.  

 

He’s not behind you until he is, those dark 

eyes suggesting a wet history full of misery. 

Still,  

it’s only a game, you say. Five times, you say 

 

the name they gave him as he writhed in a 

field, 

untethered and butchered, screaming for 

release 

in a sunlit apiary. The cacophony breaks him, 

 

a hundred, a thousand, a million tiny voices 



waiting to be heard above his grief and agony 

and the high, sweet smell of clover. 

 

Five times, you whisper, just to be sure.  

Just to be sure.  

Just to be.  

 

The Deadlights (inspired by IT, published 

in The Madness In Our Marrow) 

 

10,000 storm drains in the city, 

one for every year It has survived 

 

clean in a nest of deadlights, eyes 

matted with sleep-dirt and madness.  

 

Nothing so bad as arachnid legs 

https://www.amazon.com/Madness-Our-Marrow-Collection-Horror/dp/1518898157/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keywords=amanda+crum+the+madness+in+our+marrow&qid=1589087043&s=books&sr=1-1


folded beneath Itself, nothing  

 

so bad as a mummy shambling  

from angular shadows. Not 

 

so bad but worse, just time 

in the form of fear and bone.  

 

Flash of yellow slicker and 

matching circus balloons, stuck 

 

in the most unlikely place, yet  

you keep walking. You know 

 



better than to let this town  

have your imagination, because 

 

the smell of rain reminds you  

of little boys hanging stars, 

 

lazy spin of a tricycle wheel 

in a pre-storm crackle.  

 

Here the fecundity of evil  

can almost be seen, in the spread 

 

of willful disregard and tight smiles 

because  



they know. Of course they know. 

Campgrounds (inspired by Friday the 

13th, published in The Madness In Our 

Marrow) 

 

The trees will keep silent sentry until 

their nightwinds sound like “mother”,  

and then he’ll wake up. Every day  

 

is the same, because he can’t forget 

the cloudy taste of lake water and 

the way it stuck his tongue to the roof of 

his mouth. 

 

Pine needles and crows mock him 



as he sits with her, blood-sludge-mud 

on the walls and in his shoes, his eyes 

 

watering with the feeling of being 

watched 

because he’d rather be invisible like 

he used to be, before the hiss of a gas  

 

lamp was the loneliest sound. He hates 

the way summer-brown skin looks in the 

sun 

and the dying-fish sound of splashing; 

coconut oil smells like his childhood, 



like the pleading light in 200 pairs of 

eyes 

that insists they want to live. The weight 

 

of memory is lighter here, those burdens 

dropping like a tree shedding a freight of 

leaves, 

but when he sleeps he dreams of her. 70 

hers,  

 

all poised to die beneath his hand and all  

of them waiting to glimpse the face he’s 

kept 



hidden, their eyes shining like coins in 

the water. 

The Madness In Our Marrow/A 

Massacre In Texas (published in The 

Madness In Our Marrow) 

 

 You can live your whole life between 

grey 

 clapboard walls, rusty blood-smell alive 

in the air 

 like the screams of pigs, and never know 

what’s  

 

 wrong. Shorn fields of wheat stubble 

bowing  

 to the sunset, witness to things best left 

unsaid, will 



 always remind you of metal doors 

slamming. Secrets 

 

 are kept best in the scorch of July, when 

the eye-watering 

 stink of the hogs keeps questions at bay. 

No matter,  

 it’s just the way things are. An 

unavoidable chink in your makeup, 

  

 hidden amongst the stardust and 

colliding atoms you share 

 with your father, your grandfather, the 

universe. Nothing has  

 ever felt right that wasn’t cloaked in 

sweat and frantic whispers, 

 



 shrouded in bone and dim summer light 

filtered through dusty 

 curtains. You were weaned on blood and 

poison, mottled  

 flesh and splintered fingernails. No one 

has to know 

 

 your true face because they wouldn’t 

understand. They’ll  

 keep coming, like lambs to an abattoir, 

and the madness  

 in your marrow will tell you what to do.  

 

 

 

Amanda Crum is an artist and writer from 

Kentucky whose work can be found in 

publications such as Barren Magazine, Ghost 

City Review, and Nightingale & Sparrow. 



Her books of horror-inspired poetry, The 

Madness In Our Marrow and Tall Grass, 

both made the shortlist for Bram Stoker 

Award nominations; she is also the author of 

Cinders and Glass and Dreaming Of Snow. 

Amanda is a Pushcart Prize and Best of the 

Net nominee.  


