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Into Hell’s 

Asylum 

I sat alone in the dark, grinning skulls surrounded me

My skin was sweaty yet icy cold to the touch

Was this being dead? I did not know, nor care

Suddenly an opened grave appeared in front of me

A cold wind came out if it as it breathed slowly

A smell of decay and copper reached my nostrils

“Who are you?” I asked, dreading the answer

A million rasping voices answered me as one:

“I am Death, I am Legion, I am Darkness...”

I stared into the blackness of the haunted grave

Something stirred deep within, something heinous

“Why are you here?” I asked with an ominous feeling

“I have come to take you home” the voices said

“What do you mean? Where is Home?” I replied

“I shouldn’t have let you out of the asylum...” they whispered

Asylum? I thought bewildered, but then it came to me

I remembered the insane laughter and padded cells

I recalled the stench of brimstone, blood, and faeces

I could hear the crazies howl at the crimson sky

No, this was not being dead, this was being insane

All my madness in my life had come from me

I continued to stare into the dark, dark grave

Sinister things still moved there, swirling in the darkness

Too late, I realized what it meant: something was coming!

It was a vortex of maggots, and dead hands pushed me towards it

I gaze at the now-squirming features of the Grim Reaper

Suddenly my skin stretches and becomes a straightjacket of flesh

My brain on fire with pain as bones splinter, as the arms reached around my back

Searing agony of insanity as the skin begins to melt together

I scream as clamps of metal enter my brittle temples

My eyes pop like over-ripe grapes as my boiling brain swells

I fall screaming into the grave and feel the maggots eating me

Into a cell at Hell’s Asylum I then traveled, Death by my side...

Apocalypse of Decay




The rugged surface of a weathered gravestone

A silent, moss-covered mausoleum

Darkness as black as the Devil’s backbone



An ancient oak stands eerie, tall.

Skeletal remains beneath a starlit sky, 

Like a corpse’s hand curled into a ball



A rusty iron fence blackened by time and age,

In silence, guards the dead.

The Grim Reaper nods and turns another page.  



In this cemetery silent tombs echo with Time,

Dust-covered corpses sleeping within

Soon to become victims of a most heinous crime.



From the Necronomicon, a hooded figure reads.

The air is vibrant with demonic beings.

To these dark Sumerian Gods the hooded man pleads.



His ancient words seep into the sacred ground.

They enter the moist, dark crypts.

The dead stir as they hear the demonic sound.



Called back, they rise from their graves as one.

A sinister exodus of decayed corpses,

With only the moon as witness to what has been done.



The Apocalypse of the living dead has started.

People sleep in their beds oblivious, but

Come daylight, most will be departed...











To the Land of Death


On a vast ocean of Time and Memory

There comes a tidal wave of darkness and fear.

A massive wall of swirling mist comes,

Within, the monstrous darkness of Death.



Inside the white mist sails the mighty Naglfar,

A ship made from dead men’s fingernails.

To Nifelheim, the land of the dead, it is destined.

The mist has come to collect our souls.



From port to port, Naglfar travels upon black waters.

At the helm stands the goddess of Death.

Hel is her name and she is eternal in her greatness.

The brittle ship can only move forward.



Dark shadows move and twist on the ship’s deck.

Sailors of damnation drafted to serve aboard.

A deathly tune they sing as they hoist the mighty sails,

Echoing voices travel across the dreaded waters.



Sleep on inside Mother Earth’s cradle of flesh,

Stay inside the safe haven of ignorance.

However, remember to wear your Hel-shoes always;

It is a long walk from the shores of Nifelheim.







Carved in 

Blood
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Bitter tears streaming down the marbled face of a fallen angel

Cracks appear where the beating heart should be

Hollow soul screaming for vengeance and redemption

Dried-up rivers of immense decay drown the swimming fools

Insane madmen left to die in the furious maelstrom

In a vortex of flesh the lost spirits disappear once more

In Hell the crucified son looks up into the darkened crimson skies 

He was left behind by his Father; and never will he save

Tears of blood streak down his scarred and beaten face

A smouldering nuclear ghost encased by the damned in concrete

Worship the cold bringers of famine and pestilence

Eyes impaled by dead thoughts from frozen corpses that hate

The Angel of Death spreading his vast pitch-black wings 

Curses pulsating within his icy deadened heart

He lay us down in his burning cradle of eternal damnation

Coldness and blackness embracing the hearts of mankind

Demonic shadows stitching our unseeing eyes shut

We are carving our unborn children’s names in blood

Insane Stares




One Man who thought he was the Son

Traveled the dark abyss below

X marks the spot where he lost his mind



Twisted brain, Helter Skelter, deadly signs

Bugs ate his brain, dreaded insanity

But in Texas he found a tool of Death



Mad songs sung by distorted dark angels

They stood grinning, bloodstained knifes

The pentagram was reflected in their eyes



Yet the Man was born a hated, unwanted Son

Never did his Family accept the value of life

Soon he became a hellish director of murder



He’s the dark reverend in need of scapegoats

Cannot face his own evil, sinister deeds 

He hides behind a clown-mask of flesh



One by one, they are rotting away in their cells

Father Time has devoured their mortal souls

And the longer they live, the longer they suffer...











Extinction


The gears of evil churn in the distance.

The haunted windmill grinds once again;

Its massive death stones crushing corpses.


Maggots devour the rotten flesh.

A force of darkness has entered our realm;

It is known as Legion, for they are many.


The ferryman sails upon vast black oceans.

The Undead watch from beneath the still surface;

How they hunger for our lost souls.


Distorted features tattooed inside the lost mind.

In Death’s Asylum, the howls of murderous lunatics rise.

From the Death House, a demonic essence of mad souls takes flight.


Roaring engines of disease travel through the air.

War drums pound in this chaotic existence.

A lightning bolt from Hell enters the Death-chamber where mankind sits.


The putrid and pungent smells of decay are all around us.

Worms shall never go hungry in this macabre world of ours.

We damn ourselves while we slaughter our own.


The Free Man crucifies yet another child, feels no remorse.

His pale complexion is reflected in the unholy sinner’s cup.

We enter the endgame wearing death-masks, led by fools.


And still those sinister gears of Evil churn.

In the dead of night, the derelict windmill is silhouetted against the crimson moon.

The Grim Reaper grins in the dark as we turn away from the sound...








Steel and Flesh
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●

A head explodes like an overripe melon;

Steel and flesh still do not mix.

Distorted faces in a deathly circle,

The undead just won’t go away!

Deadly spikes enter every orifice

Disfigured lovers mating in Hell’s Asylum

Sadistic hate + sweet love= Satanic Passion

A dead eye still stares back at humankind.

Fragments of glass pierce the tender skin,

A brain rests upon the Reaper’s scales.

Body harvesters lick the blood-soaked floor.

Insane choirs of the dead sing hymns.

Electricity enters the shaved spot, Death’s Door.

Satanic butchers dismember corpses.

Justice and Fairness will never belong together;

I kill! You kill! We All kill what can be killed!

Eyes pop out of eye sockets with a wet sound,

Thanatos smiles in the pale light of the moon

as maggots devour our empty shells. Decay!

Sick and demented babies gurgle in Death’s cradle.

Eyelids stitched together with needles from Lethal Injection.

Gigantic wheel of steel crushing our bones,

Grinding us down into dust in the icy wind.

History will to repeat itself in the end

––––––––
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Remembrance of a Ghost

I awoke with a start, I felt so empty inside

Had no sense of drowsiness nor of alertness

I moved my arm yet I could not feel it

I rose to my feet, despair and pain washed over me

No love remained within my heart, only numbing ice

I heard voices whisper to me in the dark:  “Dead, dead, dead”

My house lay in total darkness, its soul had gone insane

No warmth it held within the walls, Death held sway over it

I walked slowly through the empty rooms looking for company

Suddenly a dead memory twitched inside my mind
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