The Devil’s Flight
By Norman Jones III

The devil’s eyes, and lightning strikes.  Hell on earth, I rule the nights.
If you doubt the darkened skies, I’ll take thy souls and smite thine eyes.
Listen, and heed you spawn of hell, or I’ll plant you in a bloody spell.
I work the demons in my mind to contemplate the end of time.
Now hear me people, to what I say. And yee might survive one more day.
Spread your wings, come fly with me.  All you servants, bow to me.
Can you listen to the wind?  Soar the depths of pure sin.
Then look around and you’ll see. The demons work my needs for me.
Giving pleasure, sin and hate.  All the world to congregate.
Flesh and pain, there is no shame.  For in it lies needful things.
I want your souls, I need your minds, to contemplate the end of times.
I am thy father, you’ll see. All the stars that fell for me.
I am thy father, now you see.  Oh cometh children, fly with me.
