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I.

Sound the golden trumpet; yet another
damnation begins,

For in the cause of rebellion, no fallen
angel wins.

My creed, my power are much too strong,

By their own free will, the wayward crash
headlong

Into the fiery pit, abode of every evil
spirit and lost soul,

For pride and wickedness take their toll.

*

Toll the bells in this witching hour.

Grant me all your dark powers

That I may reign sovereign over my body and forces of
this earth.

Help me see the left path of rebirth.

 


II.

I see it written all over your face.

The motley residue of your disgrace:

the eerie blackness,

the sullen gloom,

the pervasive sadness,

the perpetual doom

that you enable and exude.

There, too, is the mark of anger—far too long
to me a Captive to danger.

Above all else, I see the gnawing, biting
pain,

The raging fire and the sleeting rain.

Your dead eyes—windows to your soul—say it
all in a Ghastly pall.

And to think, once you gladly courted, even
welcomed, Your fall,

As if it conveyed to you glorious
accolades.

Instead, it bought you false praise from
those who also Have strayed from the righteous path.

Will you become wrath?

You dwell in endless sorrow,

Unaware there is still hope in the morrow

For life anew lived in golden hues.

When will you finally learn?

To have you again in my good graces I
yearn.

Still, you spurn.

*

Sovereign of myself, my will is
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