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Mama Ramone
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Carefully and exuberantly passing away
Under her soiled bed sheets

As she violently grasps the embedded threads
That embroider her shadowy, withered figure

Barbarically clenching her yellowed front teeth
As the agonizing promise of infinite death

Slumbers soundly and comfortably
Upon her deaf sense

Continuously evading the boisterous winds
Of a silent, molten graveyard

That cordially rumbles beneath her body
Giddily and vehemently awaiting the final words of her sentence

Shivering with wicked delusions
And obnoxiously flinching at the scratching iron
She lightly crossed paths with her vast memories

Of a life before no more
One of which did not include

The sad and broken tone
Of little, old Mama Ramone
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Forgotten Steeple
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Awakened within the night
By the rattling of cages

And the bleeding of the bars
Of the echoing past of the ages
Keenly and unwillingly listening
To the forthcoming outcry of sin
Demonically screeching its nails
From one dimension to the next

Deepening inferior craters
Nearly to a pristine fit

For the charred chariots of low
To heroically gallop back on down
Forgetting that I a mere mortal

Still attached to the flamed trail
Had been accidentally dragged

Into the igneous dogma
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Dripping Stone
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Bubbling lagoons of sweltering vomit
Entrenched with innocent sweat and tears
Frozen still by the unsettling white sight
Of inseparable herds of clumped mercury

Desperate souls paddling helplessly
As scarlet-red fiends brand their backs

With boiling props of evident evil
Welded strangely to surpass benevolent needs

As I hang horrendously upon the serrated bellies
Of the three-headed hound that so obediently
Bows below the whimpering and wavy tunnels

That temptingly lead back to breath
Delivering no other sacrifice

Than an irreversible count of death
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Dinner With Grim
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Delightfully sipping tea
From the base of a newborn's skull

As I snack ever so politely
On the plagued legs of freshly dead gulls

Holding on tightly
At the center of his barren and bony palms

Making a mockery
Of holy scriptures, scrolls, and psalms

Pronouncing the syllables
Of the sacred ghostly grace

Concluding our supper
Before the eyes of the entire human race

Complementing one another
For our extend yet poor hospitality

Completely alleviating
The humorous scars of our absent morality

Wishing our goodbyes
As we part ways traveling steeper

Into the separated gray abyss
As I walk further away
From my closest friend

The Grim Reaper
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What's Yours Is Mine
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Crusted blisters and boils
Taking grotesque shape over my feet
As I press to painfully move onward
Into the lavishly tilted tornadoes

That swirl eternally along the heated dunes
Of the funneled fields of corroded destiny

Parched with cracked thirst
And hungered with empty meal

I rabidly scrounged for nourishment
By devouring loose sand and grit

At last forcing my hands
Through the steaming, dry mud

I fortunately discovered
Some rotting yet palatable flesh

Unknowingly sinking a bite
Into the delectable dish

I suddenly felt the puncture
Of a tightly firm pinch

It was my very leg that I had ate
For the sake of my survival

But in the very end
The only sustenance that I retained
Was the fulfillment of my denial
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Unwanted Growth
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Stuttering stalks of stifling mold
Growing higher up so proud and bold

Pressing and pulling on the pit of my core
Gouging my organs like a angry bore

Competitively pushing from the mother seed
That is warped so menacingly in the bunker of my bleed

As it imitates the beating of my once thought heart
One that has now been eaten and torn apart
Leaving me to drown in a puddle of faults

Urging me to reconsider my most recent halts
Hideously hanging my rights
Heinously hugging my wrongs

As I beg for the crows to come get me
Before I shall forever be gone
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Playfully Devoured
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Prancing pixies picking the toes
Off of a dead man's lifeless bones

Hoarding his eyes, fingers, and teeth
Gathering about to thankfully eat

Dividing his kidneys throughout the group
Mixing it with fat to concoct some soup
Along with bits of skin served as sides

Perfectly enclosing the each meal on time
Not rushing to finish their full course

They dispersed once again without remorse
Searching and searching for a new victim
One of which would hold great wisdom

Quickly discovering what they thought was food
They all hopped on a body that did not move

Ignorant to touch and absent from pain
They came to the conclusion to take him away

Bringing him over to the huddled group
Once more getting ready to make some soup
But even before they made him their own
There was something they didn't know

That the man lying in front of them was in fact not dead
For it was actually I who had been tugged out of bed
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Noted Trade
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Signing away my life
To save that of another

Allowing Satan to take me
To a place like no other

A land where I cannot escape
And go back to my home on Earth
For where I will soon be heading
Will certainly crumble my hearth

There is never a beginning
For there is only an end

One of which you cannot predict
Only hope that it doesn't offend

For I do understand the consequences
Of what I am about to do

Because if it means someone will live
And not innocently perish and die

Than I'm afraid that I must say “Adieu”
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Removed From Honor
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Rowing down a river
Filled with floundering souls
Howling like wild animals
At the gaze of his patrol
Spearing the nudging heads

Of the rowdy, restless spirits
Boating right over their bodies
Restricting their very limits

Cursing at the liars
Spitting at the heretics
Hacking at the greedy
Kicking at the skeptics

Swearing an oath to kill
Anyone who disobeys
Putting down the law
For any that go astray

Forgetting about his weakness
For the demented and the damned

He leaned in too close to the waters
And was immediately stripped of command

All those who wished
To one day get their revenge
At last were able to have it

Under the condition
That he must never be able to avenge
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Misery's Mystery
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Skipping around the ember trees
As their fruit begins to fall

Dropping to the ground beneath
Below our very haul

Plucking one off the branch
To please my eager drive
Suppressing my inner demon

As I long for the entire hive
Greedily taking a bite
From center of the orb
I fall unto my knees
Questioning its lore
Unable to decrypt

The code that it contains
For not only does it bewilder
But it desires to be repaid
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Good-Bite
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Slithering behind the thistles
Sleuthing along the roads

Boarded by translucent scales
Swimming between the parted moats
Shaking and shimmering its frail tail

To the plummeting of my pulse
Quickening with every drop

As I continue to nervously convulse
Too heated to reason
Too steamed to see

Too mangled to move
Too wobbly to ween

Weakening by the minute
From the previous venom

Injected directly
Right into my sternum
Losing blood quickly
Without any control
I loosely toppled over
Into the grip of its roll

Deforming my neck
Erupting my veins
Bending my bones
Bursting my brains

Squeezing all the life
Still alive within me

Opening its mouth wide
Swallowing me freely
Leaving nothing behind
For anyone to find

Going on without a trace
Towards The edges of my mind
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Unbelief
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Combined clusters of rigid spikes
Stuck along the muddy reef

Hoisting thousands of blinded men
Miles off the bottoms of their feet

Gorey totems stuck into rust
With windy erosion tearing at their limbs

Obliterating their remaining will
To try and fight their weighted sins

For their ungodly dues have come to pass
Pulling each of them down

Further and further
Making each excruciating moment last

But what if the reasoning behind their captivity
Is really meant to not punish them

But to make them see
An explanation to why they are condemned

For acting like foolish imps
Most certainly will lead to greater grief

But under this circumstance
It was because of a lack of their belief
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Conquered Invasion
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Pillaging my town
While murdering my family
Suffocating my brother

Right there in front of me
Beheading my parents

And dismembering my neighbors
While forcing everyone else

To endure hard labor
Enslaving my village
One house at a time

Annexing my belongings
Which are no longer mine

Chiseling children into temples
Too large to be overthrown

Identically building a sick resemblance
Of the once thriving city El Dorado

Renaming our sacred settlement
And the place where I was birthed
Now into this inhabited wasteland
That we have all come to know as

Hell on Earth
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Blundering Bell
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Pivoting upon the northern corner
West of the cascading bell tower

As the chilling chimes of boulder bronze
Clings simultaneously

With that of the falling globs of melted paint
Severing the snapping beams of foundation
Crushing the embedded yet brittle pavement
Draining into the sloshing and cindering hole

That has originated at the focus of the structure
Holding onto the golden guardrails

That previously fenced the outer facade
Now eradicated into slivers of ash and salt

Breezily blowing into the distant airs
Leaping away from my only aid

I fell straight down into the paused parade
Opening my eyes to see what had occurred

I suddenly realized there was nothing to be heard
Muted from all of the above destruction
Prevented from challenging present chaos

For it was not the dismantling of any such idol
But the confirmation of a much larger loss
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Weighing The Balance
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Scythes and sabers held at hand
As the rumbling riot states their demand

Vigorously petitioning for a biblical relapse
Reverting back to ancient command

Looking to be lead by deities and gods
Celestial bodies that cannot be killed by guns

Ones that form the reality of society
Sending all who resent them back on the run

Figuring the only way to survive in life
Is by worshiping the pure and divine

Beings that will take care of their followers
And provide the impossible and sublime
For it is up to us to choose a side
One that will stand strong behind
Supporting us on all our endeavors
No matter the cost nor the bind

But those who go to war
Beside their great leaders
Will certainly conclude
Whose faith is weaker
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Among Us
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Ribs being ripped
Skull being scorched

As the lighting of the beacon
Ignites the night's torch
Calling out to wanderers
From the distantly far

To join in dearest ceremony
With the opening of a scar
A wound that has been shut
From the bitter touch of man
For several aged millennium

Way before our stand
Unleashed out of darkness
Awarded proper effects
Again given authority
Over any living subject

Allowed to walk among us
During our each and every day

So that it may keep an eye
On those easily fray
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Rowdy Republic
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Positioning itself in history
To be remembered by the book
Molded as the ultimate memory
Of none other than the crook

The mastermind behind everything
Even remotely linked to mayhem

Of all mischief and despair
Brought on by a single stem

A parasitical root
That sprouted unto this universe

Commencing a lasting legacy
Of provokingly, vicious submerse

Outlining numerous destinies
That will inevitably be diluted

Into something worse than demise
But comparable to an illusion

A fragmented film of nothingness
Subscribed to proven evidence

Of a democracy composed of people
Loyal only to their eminence
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Doctor Demare
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Observing the diabolical Doctor Demare
While he whisks the brisk preservative oils
Daintily dipping packs of removed carcases

Casing them in laminant to prevent potential spoil
Monitoring his every movement and studying his every twitch
Attentively gathering each gruesomely, bizarre treatment
In which he attempts to resolve common human hazards

While joyfully watching every tested patient
Choke on their own imprisonment
Not rushing to put a sudden stop

To the operations in which he has promised to do
I hide quietly behind a bulky table

Watching him slaughter a few
But the poor Doctor Demare
Does not know when to break
Or see when he's had enough

Of the essence he's gotten to take
For there shall arise a point

To when he must give up
Relinquish his selfish motives

And dissatisfy his lust
Even though this must be so
The torturous Doctor Demare
Will continue with his mission

Ensuring that every man, woman, and child
That comes in through his doors

Will die by his incision
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Incest Island
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Entwined inside a fabricated oasis
Thriving frivolously with many marvels
Ones that keep your eyes pried at gloom
Relentlessly causing your wits to shrivel

Creatures combusting into decomposing mush
Privately permeating throughout the audible arena
Retaining rude audacity against flustering bold

As bubbling bowls of singeing saturation
Illuminate every nameless marina

Sailing seaward and into the misty coasts
Where the sunset stalls slightly awhile

Flowing downward off the wavy waterfall
As mythical matters form the nearing isles

Disturbing the slumbering jaws of ginormous glaciers
Shifting sleepily as they are brought into motion

Squaring an almost impervious entrance
As it whispers to the silent sailors

Seeking fictional refuge under the breast of mystical emotion
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Exiled Defeat
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Foaming frogs and flammable flies
Spinning and spiraling out of spooky disguise

Cattle coupling out of sheer fear
Protecting their young from unnatural surprise

Different breeds of common greens
Browning at the shine of paranormal hides
While brawny brigades of prepared priests
Devise attacks to propose a compromise
Underestimating such uncanny competition

Has resorted to unfair game
Giving one opponent over the other

Leverage that cannot be tamed
Trimming their numbers by fatal change
Enabling those that had been left alone
To quarrel once more for Heaven's sake

But by putting them at the foot of the thrown
Granting each a choice to either walk or stay
Not proposing the consummation of any accord

But even before they had presented a respectable rebuttal
They had trotted off in fretful dismay

40



A Prince's Pet
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Coiled ravines with multitudes of coal
As pouring pulpy violets rain exceedingly
With trembling tides dousing watery fires

Maximizing unseen spectral explosions
Oozing mixtures of creamy orange goop

Squirting messily as the organically, bombarded barrier
Upon the shores of the uncharted, hydrated mastheads

Alters traditional currents towards a highly diverse direction
Submerging into the spacious inferior

I thrust and propel myself past the expanding gap
Weaving alarmingly between the contorted crevices

Enclosing a voraciously forbidden footpath
Refusing rest, I arrived at my destination
Not within a cavern's indigenous dome
But instead being instantly cleaved
By Lucifer's preciously praised pet

Leviathan
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