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Frenzy: 

Speak, my heinous guest! 

With fleshless palms and hollow chest 

Why do you haunt me!? 

 

I see your exiled trail. 

Far from friends, in fetters, bound. 

Grim king of nothing 

 

In which seat, will you sit? 

At meat with sage?  

In silence and rage? 

By hearth, at home 

You know nothing at all 

 

Spew words of wisdom,  

With a tongue not of your own 

So foreseightful 

Unbroken! I will be 

Stable throughout the time that I live 

 

Thinking you're older and wiser 

But really the minds turned to shit 

The double edged sword of words 

Through voices that should go unheard 

 

So forgetful 

You have been 

You misunderstand 

What life can be 

 

Bloodied and bruised 

You're there lying, confused 

Buried and blackened  

Your mind feels used 

 

What once was 

Is now for naught  

 

Life 

A will  



to live 

Is gone. 

 

You misunderstand where time was lost 

 

Look up and see 

Grab hold of the will to be 

Importance of self  

Is key to a mind that's free 

 

Mind that's free 

 

Lies 

Back to back 

Side to side you look 

What do you see? 

A continuous spiral 

Downwards towards the end of life 

 

Grim king of nothing 

 

 

Dense Mind: 

Jamming pieces, into the wrong spots 

Connecting dots that aren't there 

 

You explain my life better than I 

What do you know? What do you see?  

Through your eyes, my world is grey.  

Through your eyes, my mind is dense 

 

The minds of the moronic  

Words from the witless  

Manifestations of malignancy 

Such useless beings. 

 

The sound echoes through 

Pushing harder 

Attempts are useless. 

 

 

The minds of the moronic 

Words from the witless 

Manifestations of malignancy 



Such useless beings. 

 

 

Psychotic Acts: 

Bleed for me 

Sheep like human 

I'll rip out your eyes 

And show you what you are 

Dead on the inside 

 

Waste of Skin 

 

Struggle your way, to the top 

Only to find 

You’ve left  

Your loved ones behind 

Increasing the space around you with nothing 

A life of solitude 

A noose 

To wring your neck 

 

Carving the way, through the brain 

Carve up your friends 

Your means to an end 

Taking action with psychotic acts 

Try to stop me you'll take a shot to the head. 

 

Seeking fame and fortune 

Blind to those who you pass  

Poorly calculated movements  

A useless life can not last 

 

Struggle your way, to the top 

Only to find 

You’ve left 

Your loved ones behind 

Increasing the space around you with nothing 

Life of solitude 

A noose 

To wring your neck 

 

Psychotic! 

Psychotic acts! 

 



 

Demented: 

 

Enormous amounts of love 

Is nothing I need 

Satisfaction in self 

Enough for me 

Killing your body, your mind, your nature 

With vanity 

 

Are these thoughts 

That make a man? 

These thoughts mean nothing 

At time wanting to run, hide 

No, stay 

 

Create a world  

Causing struggle, taming man 

Emancipate 

Free you from the chains, 

“Forevermore” 

 

Darkness 

 

Still demented, this world won't change 

With pointless opinions thrown astray 

Wanting to keep your distance 

Want to be real 

 

Are these thoughts 

That make a man? 

These thoughts mean nothing 

At time wanting to run 

No, stay, fight 

 

What is it to be human!? 

 

 

Phagocytosis: 

 

Engulfing another beings  

Contents entirely 

Enzymes and acids 

Act upon the subject 



To fully digest 

 

Contents of one conform 

The other increase 

A gluttonous act performed  

By one so deviant 

 

Phagocytosis 

 

Natures repugnance 

Abhorrent disposition  

A creature so vile 

The hungry prevail 

 

The need to be, greater than 

Necessity to be greater than ones former self 

 

Programmed to home in on prey 

Tendrils created surround the escape 

The membrane is waning 

Survival is vital 

Nutrients must be consumed 

 

Evolution by devourment 

Instincts can't be betrayed  

Feeling the need to feed 

The way the universe intends 

 

Engulfing another beings  

Contents entirely 

A gluttonous act 

Performed by one so deviant 

Phagocytosis 

 

Chemical Lobotomy: 

 

Toxic thoughts 

Enter your mind 

Persisting 

Pounding down the psyche 

 

Effortlessly 

They hammer down the spike 

Words that make you numb 



Chemical Lobotomy 

 

Cancerous 

Taint of the malignant, sticking to the gene pool 

Relentless 

A creature that will not subside 

Malevolent 

Seething with hate 

Oblivion 

Darkness  

 

Chemicals buried deep 

Constant battering brings them forth 

Encapsulate my mind, turned to a shell 

Nothing in 

Nothing  

Out! 

 

A straight jacket, wraps itself 'round 

The essence of life, it seems, is snuffed out 

 

Words that make you numb 

Without warning, the end.. Comes 

 

 

A Lack of Communication: 

 

How can one be so unrealistic and stupid? 

Pitiful. Fucking disgrace 

Putting faith into a figment of imagination  

Your life revolves around nothing.  

Words from a book that only tell lies  

 

If you're in Gods image 

The image is tainted.  

 

A lack of communication due to a weak will 

Something should happen 

blood should spill. 

 

Mad at the world 

mad at myself 

A feeling stronger than hate 

A feeling so hard to communicate. 



 

The air around you is vile 

The sound you give out is maddening 

 

The air around you is vile 

The sound you give out is maddening 

If you're in Gods image, the image is tainted 

The grip you have on life is baffling 

 

Mad at the world 

Mad at myself 

A feeling stronger than hate 

 

Mad at the world 

Mad at myself 

A feeling so hard to communicate 

 

Mad at the world 

Mad at myself 

A feeling stronger than hate 

 

So hard to communicate 

 

 

Falling Fortress: 

 

Skies above the rhineland blaze 

From below, a contrail maze 

A bomber burns out of control 

A nine mil. Takes its toll 

 

Ten souls per ship 

In their three mile grave 

No prayers are answered 

None are saved 

 

Higher to fly, sooner to die 

This metal cloud, a deathly shroud 

 

Bomb bays open 

Death from above 

Far below 

The end of love 

In the death trap high in the sky 



No god up here 

Prepare to die 

 

Now a pack of Focke-Wulfs swarm 

Flesh, blood and bone are torn 

In this flaming final spiral 

Now the end, a funeral pyre 

 

Bring it on! 


