Footsteps
With one foot in the grave your shadows start becoming demons.
Who only know dream killing accustom to fiend inventing
and love there own screaming addiction.
As your schemed into that eternal conviction of hells kitchen.
You’ll start reaping what you sow.
Until your body turns cold.
Praying wont help stop this process of a non breathing heathen.
Who forgets there own name.
With your body bleeding cause by evil reasons.
I know you’re your body’s awake
and it seems as if your faith is sleeping.
Caused by a holy treason.
Which is the lesson there teaching.
Only treating fiends and demons.
Your sick a weak screams feeds the twisted laughter.
Which has an enormous appetite.

Now you’re scorned by the after bite.
Tricked by the soul manipulating bastard of the after life.
Who saves time after you pay the price.
A classic right of passage for the love actors and sin collectors.
Filling there souls bladder with tears of hatreds past.
Why do we need to feel this crash on Satan’s avenue.
His streets are on fire overrun with patients,
and not the kind were supposed to have.
But the ones that are made from mistakes and wrong decisions.
Which is bred from false passion which is lust aka infatuation.
This is when the aching truth nurtured by hatred,
since the days of young.
My only piece of advice is watch where you step.
Because it could be your last one.
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