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For Chanelle, you are
my light.

For my Family, thank
you for keeping me sane.

For Michael, thank you
for doing the opposite.

For James, Madelein and
Divan, thank you for being my victims.

And for You, may this
be a reminder… madness doesn’t come with a warning label.
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(Not) Guilty

Day 1






Testing, testing

I really should be
resting

I mean, after the day
I’ve had

With even the Judge
saying I’ve gone bad

So what, I killed my
wife

Trust me, I don’t
regret using that knife

For in her was an evil
most foul

Wearing her face like a
nightmarish cowl

So you see, it had to
be done

My only other option
was to pack up and run

But to do so would have
left that evil free to roam

Destroying what was
left of our marital home

If that is madness then
can’t you see

Killing her was all
that was left to me

So go ahead and call me
mad

Can’t you see I’m
already the baddest of the bad?

So now I find myself
the odd one sane

At the Elmswood Mental
Facility for the Criminally Insane!







Fitting In

Day 3






Madness is as madness
be

And madness loves my
company

Today I met new friends
aplenty

In therapy group C are
twenty

Schizos, pyros and
more

Meeting daily at
half-past four

We have JC, our
resident Christ

When doubted, his
followers he sliced

We have Kindle, our
lovable rogue

Apparently burning down
houses is the latest vogue

We have Divine, our
in-house killer

The serial killing son
of a nurse and a miller

And who can forget star
of the show

The madman with the
tale of woe

Who stole from his
wife

Both her future and her
life

So I guess I’m right
where I belong

And yet I cannot help
but feel it’s wrong...







Getting Out

Day 7






How quickly does
one

Forget the feel of the
sun?

How quickly does it
pass

The feeling of fresh
cut grass?

How does it go with
such ease

The feeling of the
morning breeze?

But now all that is
behind me

As for the first time I
am free

Sixty minutes a day of
smelling the flowers

And then inside for
twenty-three more hours

All in all, it could be
worse

I could be sharing my
late wife’s hearse!







False
Imprisonment

Day 12






Have you ever been the
odd one out?

Have you ever been the
sole sober lout?

I’ll tell you a secret,
if you care to hear

In truth, I don’t
really belong here

You see, I’m actually
as sane as can be

Oh, you don’t believe
me?

Well, I guess I can see
why

You think this all an
elaborate lie

But the truth is true
whether you believe or not

And that is true from
cradle to cot

But for now, I fear I
must take my leave

As I have yet for my
fallen lover to grieve







Readjustment

Day 20






I fear that I must make
a correction

I believe that I was
speaking in dejection

I am not the same man I
claimed

No, I fear my sanity
quite and truly maimed

For why else would I be
in this hopeless place?

When I tried to leave,
they threatened with mace

My therapist says that
I am quite the case

I believe he should
quit in disgrace!

But that is not for me
to decide

All I can do is
silently deride

The men and women who
call me crazy

While they drug me and
make it all hazy

I forget, for what
crime was I interned?

For what evil must I
now be burned?

I killed a woman, this
is true

But to save many,
sometimes you must kill a few...







Room Full of
Crazies

Day 21






Therapy Group C is what
they call

All those who from
sanity’s heights did fall

Divine, the killer of
those who wept

I heard he even started
his very own sept

JC, the man who thinks
himself Christ

Tried to pull off the
holiest heist

Kindle, the lover of
all that flames and flickers

And yet here he stands,
dressed only in his knickers

They are the worst of
the worst

With minds bent and
broken they are cursed

And here among them I
now stand

A room full of crazies
in a maniacal land

But who’s to say that I
am the odd man out

And that this madness
of mine is a temporary bout

So I guess I better
settle on in

As I get used to being
with my crazy kin...







The Visit

Day 25






I never knew my dear
old dad

Maybe he too was rather
mad

My mom we lost when I
turned nine

Killed by some drunk
driving swine

So all that remained
was my big old sis

She was there from
graduation to my first kiss

And now she’s sitting
across the way

On this cold and windy
morning in May

She’s come to see her
crazed little bro

And find out why he
killed his beau

But I can see the fear
in her eyes

As the memory of her
sweet brother withers and dies

I am not the man she
once knew

The gap between us did
not shrink, it grew

She says all the right
things and smiles a lot

But she truthfully
thinks that my mind did rot

And while I’m kept
under watch and lock

I see her secretly
eyeing the clock...








Flashback, Flashforward

Day 27






Madeline, my beautiful,
charming wife

What did I do to
deserve you in my life?

While I spent my days
sitting in meeting rooms

You explored ancient
temples and sunken tombs

Every adventure you
shared and told

Until I fear you became
too bold

You never should have
gone to that forsaken place

But I could see even
then the fire in your face

The crypt you found on
that lonely isle

The one filled with
charred corpses that brought up bile

If only I had noticed
the change in you then

Instead of worrying
about the how or when

It was subtle at first,
if I must confess

Too subtle for me to
notice the growing mess

But the madness in you
continued to grow

Until that day I ended
it with my blow

A year all told from
start to end

A year for my darling
to go round the bend

But that is all behind
me now

And to hold to your
memory is my newfound vow







Forever

Day 36






More than a month in
this place of madness

More than a month of
mourning and sadness

But at last I feel the
worst is behind

And all that’s left is
the daily grind

This place is my home
now, don’t you see

A place for crazies and
madmen and me

There is kindness here,
and healing too

Places like this are
sadly quite few

So why should I
continue to fight and fret?

Why must I try and
break through the net?

The world outside is
filled with terrors

With mean bosses always
looking for errors

Why not stay and be
pampered and healed

To that sort of thing I
gladly yield

And if you were to ask
me to review and rate

I would say that this
place is disgusting!







It Speaks

Day 37






No, no, no I didn’t
hear a word!

My, my, my that’s quite
absurd!

Remember the fact that
I’m secretly sane

Biblically I’m the
brother of Cain

So there is no possible
way that part of me spoke

Unless, of course, I
had a stroke

No, I must have simply
imagined the voice

That is my hope and
that is my choice

I am happy, well and
mostly free

There is no great evil
living in me

So no, I don’t need to
see no shrink!

And you’re a fool if
that’s what you think!







Mantra

Day 100






Breathe in, breathe
out

Whisper, don’t
shout

I am calm and I am
ready

My heart is still and
very steady

There is nothing here
to rock my boat

Like a leaf atop a
stream I float

The world can pass me
by for all I care

I am as still as stone
and as light as air

This is my mantra and I
say it well

Always in silence,
never a yell

In this I hope to keep
it quiet

Less the demon wakes
and starts a riot

For many weeks it’s
worked like a charm

But now it’s time to do
some harm







Duality

Day 111






I had a meeting with my
doctor today

All of my troubles he
had me say

The voice in my head
worried him quite

I asked him if it was a
fairy, demon or sprite

He increased my
medication in turn

And for that he will
surely burn

But is it truly that
weird to hear

A demonic voice in your
ear?

For one such as you
it’s actually a blessing

The rest of your life
seemed rather depressing

It wasn’t no
picnic, that’s for sure

For a life so boring
there’s hardly a cure

But this is
surely just one of those things

I have broken knights,
soldiers and kings

So I’ll just
stay the course and do my chores

Until I devour these
people down to their cores!







All in this
Together

Day 123






Today I met with the
Lord my God

Although his real name
is Francis Todd

I told him of the voice
in my head

I spoke at length about
what it had said

An exorcism he said was
all I needed

After some thought I
finally conceded

But sadly there was no
holy water in sight

So the toilet would
perhaps be alright

JC held me under and
whispered the chant

From my evil, reprieve
he would grant

And as my conscience
waxed and waned

And my heart grew weak
as my lungs pained

I thought for a moment
that Maddy was calling

And into her loving
embrace I went falling

But alas I awoke on the
cold tiled floor

And soon JC would know
the meaning of gore







No Man Left
Behind

Day 140






The rain doesn’t want
to stop

While it’s bad for me
it’s good for the crop

It rained all day and
through the night

It rained and poured
with heavenly might

Solemnly we sat and
solemnly we saw

As the coffin sank into
the Earth’s gaping maw

JC was found swinging
from the ceiling fan

What a sad ending for
such a strange little man

But together we cried
and said farewell

To our friend who now
in heaven will dwell

And with his Father
united he’ll finally be fine

But really we know that
his soul is forever mine!







Dark Dreams

Day 148






Darkness boils and
darkness bubbles

Darkness brings plenty
of troubles

I am the evil waiting
under your bed

I am the madness
growing in your head

I am what the devil
fears to incite

I am what the angels
dare to fight

Dark dreams and
dark thoughts swirl

I cannot think, I want
to hurl

Too many nights spent
skyward staring

Too afraid of dreams
that have me scaring

When oh when will I
wake from this?

Only leaving my bed to
eat and piss

This darkness has taken
a hold of me

When oh when will I
finally be free?







Waking Nightmare

Day 149






They can see it now,
they surely know

They can hear it now,
my demonic foe

Every day my strength
grows and blooms

Soon darkness and
misery will fill these rooms

I cannot relent, not
even to blink

This darkness cannot be
allowed to think

Your time is ending you
sad little man

Soon you too will be
swinging from the fan

The doctor has given me
sleeping pills plenty

I must have taken more
than twenty

You’ll sleep when I say
you can rest

Now rise and rinse and
get dressed

At least in dreams the
darkness fades

Through green fields
and rivers my soul wades

Arise my minion and do
not delay

We have much madness to
sow this day

Oh Lord won’t you
please take my life

The same favour I did
for my dear old wife!







Open Your Eyes

Day 150






Fight it with all that
you have left

Fight to prevent this
bodily theft

The drugs and pills
have left us broken

The doctors have many
fears left unspoken

They worry that I’m
madder than before

That I might attempt
more matricidal gore

But I was sane once,
wouldn’t you know

I was happy and healthy
with my beloved beau

Until this thing snuck
into her head

And forced me to murder
the woman I’d wed

Ah, so you finally
figured it out

And here I took you for
an idiotic lout

Your wife, oh yes,
found me sleeping

After millennia
entombed I could return to reaping

But you shall not deny
me again

I will not allow you to
become my bane

I will take control of
all you are

Your snow-white soul I
will permanently mar

Not long now till my
strength is back

And then for sure I’ll
begin my attack!







This is the New
Me

Day 162






Another day
in paradise awaits

Another day we
broken men try and change our fates

My shoulders
light and my heart less heavy

Without that
monster and it’s mental levy

For I have
dreamed a dream most foul

Where I wore
a dark cape and a demonic cowl

But the beast
appears to have at last fled

No more
will I look under my bed

Freedom is
here and freedom is sweet

Every day is
a wonder to meet

So look
out world, James is here!

Let us no
longer live in fear!







Time to Say
Goodbye

Day 166






Six months of
waiting and whining

Six months of
cafeteria dining

But soon my
freedom will be at hand

Soon I will walk
upon the land

I will miss
these crazies and these loons

With their
magnetic restraints and plastic spoons

My time here was
less than pleasant

Plucked and
preened like an uncooked pheasant

But soon all the
world will see

The dark monster
living in me

So now I pack and
ready my things

For soon I’ll be
feasting on the souls of kings

Only a week plus
change until I’m gone

And then oh then
they’ll see Satan’s spawn!

So wait patiently my
children unborn

Soon this world will be
rather forlorn!


Exit, Stage Left

Day 180






The world beyond is
wide and vast

The time for humanity
has come and passed

Now I will make my
mark

This time there will be
no saving Ark

From man to woman I’ll
spread my touch

Not even a billion
would be too much

One by one they’ll fall
victim to me

Not one soul will be
left to roam free

I will rip and shred
and devour them all

I will bring them low
and make them fall

No more Gods or kings
to hold me back

Let’s get this
apocalypse back on track!

Now, let’s stop out the
door and instil some fear

No...

No!

NO!

Whatever it takes, I’ll
stop it here!







Solitary

Day 300






It’s quiet here, down
in the dark

I hear no life, not
even a lark

For months I’ve
laboured and toiled

All while the monster
has steamed and boiled

I do not know how long
I can keep it in

I do not think this
will end in my win

But for now, I’ve kept
it contained

I’m not sure how it’s
staying restrained

But at least it seems
to have quietened down

And I haven’t let it
loose upon the town

I did what I did and I
have no regrets

But how long I can do
this I have no good bets…







 It Tasted
Like Chicken

Day 312






I remember that day
when all seemed lost

I resolved to stop it
no matter the cost

Fortunately for me I
had some luck

Divine, however,
should’ve known to duck

He was there to bid me
farewell

For a serial killer,
he’s actually quite swell

But as he went to hug
me goodbye

A fleshy protuberance
caught my eye

In that moment my
senses became slack

As I took hold of that
delicate snack

A crunch and a rip and
his ear was mine

Only then would they
know I wasn’t fine

It tasted like chicken,
if you’re that curious

Divine didn’t care, he
was rather furious

But my actions while
rather detestable

Made me realize that
ears are ingestible

And the staff of course
became wary

And threw me straight
into solitary!







 The
World Comes Knocking

Day 314






Light in the darkness,
darkness in the light

Today I received an
unusual sight

Kindle, my fire-loving
friend

I hope you’ll stay till
the end

Apparently now a rumour
has spread

While I’ve sat in this
solitary shed

That I am likely to
cause a riot

If I don’t receive my
cartilaginous diet

Fine, let them hate and
fear me

Better that than to
allow it to go free

But Kindle cares little
for rumour and talk

At such things he is
known to balk

Instead he wanted to
share his greatest plan

And how he managed to
subvert the incendiary ban

He spoke about how he
had saved and stolen

Forming a stockpile
with flammables swollen

One day when the time
was right

He would create a mess
of fire and light

Only then would his
cravings be sealed and bound

Once he had burned this
place to the ground!







Reprieve

Day 327






One hundred and forty
seven days in hell

But today I heard the
freedom bell

The quacks believe I’m
a threat no more

Divine I hear has
hardly a sore

It is almost time to
claim my crown

Kindle I see hasn’t
burned this place down

No… fire shall not stop
me again

Hmm, so that is your
greatest bane?

It matters not, for I
will soon spread my seed

No, I will not allow
you to be freed!

Try and stop me, it
will not work

You cannot leave this
mind in which you lurk

Hah, fool, my power
lost is almost restored

Please, of this lie
I’ve grown rather bored

It is no lie, but
simply the truth

Do you really think me
so short in the tooth?

Know this, as you
killed your wife my power did fade…

But you caused me to
wield that blade

I had no hold over you
back then…

Then why, oh why, did I
slay my wife?

Perhaps you saw in her
the incarnation of strife?

But killing her did not
stop you…

No, but it forced me to
take time to renew

And… after that… you
took hold of me?

Correct, and unlike
her, you’ll never be free!







Double Vision

Day 333











In
the beginning
there was woman
and man

From
God’s garden I
sought a ban

An
Apple forbidden
I gave to his
lover

She
had never known
the touch of
another

As
her lips tasted
the fruit
incomparable

Her
thoughts grew
dark and
dishonourable

She
was my first, and
my greatest
win

For I
am the ultimate,
the original
sin

They
called me
Nachash,
corrupter of
men

As
they fled that
God-made glen


Since then I have
worn many a
name:

The
Great Serpent; it
means just the
same

The
First Sin; which
brought man
shame

The
Corrupter; which
is actually
rather lame

But
all these are mere
decorations to
me

My
real name would
make even angels
flee


Rheugul I was
named by my Dark
Master

Made
to create strife
for the evil
pastor

And
so I did,
throughout the
ages

As
men fought and
locked each
other in cages


Until I fell into
a trap of fire and
ash


Locked away in
that stuffy,
decrepit cache

For
centuries I
slumbered,
beneath all
life


Until I was
fortuitously
freed by your
wife

So
thank you James,
for your body so
fine

I
think I’ll make a
scarf from your
spine!







The Plan

Day 341






I had a meeting with
the doctor today

To my calls to leave he
said “No way!”

So it looks as though
my options are few

And I will wait here
forever in this crazy stew

But if the kind men in
white will not let me leave

Their heads from their
shoulders I’ll simply cleave

But this body alone
doesn’t have much bite

No, in numbers there
lies a much greater might

So many are already
looking to start

And sowing strife is
kind of my Art

So a little word here
and a nudge or two

Soon this place will
boil and brew

And with the walls and
floors covered in blood

I will finally ditch
this worthless, useless dud

Ah, here comes Divine
my old chum

He is perfect, the
worst of the scum!

My power to infect has
almost returned

So it’s high time that
these tables turned!







Execution

Day 348






It is done, the seed is
planted

Soon, my dark desires
will be granted

A part of me now lives
in another

And so, I have gained a
wicked brother

He will pass on the
seed to so many more

And soon this place
will know so much gore

One by one my minions
will grow

Such hatred and misery
they will sow

Until this place of
healing does fall

And every knee bows,
one and all

From the ruins I will
march my horde

And soon over this
irksome land I’ll be Lord

My darklings will
spread my seed far

On bus, plane and even
by car

Until all the world
knows of my name

Such will be my ungodly
fame

So all that’s left to
do is wait

You cannot run from
your dark fate!







Riot

Day 364






Those insufferable
fools have made a mess

I should have seen
this, if I must confess

Too eager they were to
please their master

They should have moved
slowly, not faster

The powers above have
called it a riot

Oh how I wanted this
nice and quiet

But they’ve barricaded
the doors and locked us in

All I wanted was to
spread some sin

My minions are even now
trying to flee

It won’t be long until
I’m free

They may place me in
chains and toss the key

But they will never
truly stop me

Not long now till we
break on through

We have strength in
spirit we diabolical few

Those men in uniform
will be the first to go

Into the depths of hell
I’ll be sure to throw

All that’s left to do
is plot and wait

And let James ruminate
upon his fate







Remember Her?

Day 365






It won’t be long until
it’s out

This is the final
clash, the very last bout

I’ve gathered my
strength and grown my will

This demon inside I
must finally kill

I stand before the
storage room

Thinking of the
encroaching boom

Kindle was true to
his word, in the end

I am glad that I
made such a fire-loving friend

Packed high within
are bottles and jugs

Carefully concealed
beneath dry, musty rugs

A single match is
all it’ll take

For this oven of
madness to begin to bake

I freeze,
hovering at the door

I am afraid,
petrified to my core

But if Rheugul
succeeds in its plan

It will be the
very end of Man

A simple spark,
and then a great flame

And nothing will
ever be the same

I do this not
for fame or glory

No one will ever
retell this story

In the end,
perhaps, I simply want to burn

So that I might see the
woman for whom I yearn...







We Burn Together

The Last Day






Flames come and flames
go

Finally, I am face to
face with my foe

Everything would have
worked if you’d known your place!

What is wrong with your
whole filthy race?

Relent, demon, your
reckoning is here

I have lost everything,
even my fear

I can still win this,
don’t you know!

I have survived far
worse than this blow!

Maybe, and then again
not

No more will the minds
of men rot

You think you have
slain me, master of lies?

I will not be the one
today who dies!

Accept it, and you will
know peace

This hatred inside you
must release

I am darkness and death
and all things foul!

From a few flames I
shall never cowl!

Perhaps this fire is
too small to slay

But it was always meant
to keep you at bay

What are you planning,
what have you done?

Know that from my wrath
there is nowhere to run!

Did you know, oh demon
of mine

That this facility lies
above a gas pipeline?

You monster, you’ll
send us all to hell!

In flames eternal I’ll
forever dwell

Then spend your last
seconds cowering and crying!

Soon to my beloved I’ll
be flying

I will not let it end
this way!

I will without fail
return some day!

Enough Rheugul, do you
not hear the burning roar?

Soon on wings of ash to
hell you’ll soar

Curse you, curse
everything you hold dear!

I am the one they hate,
I am what they fear!

Silence, please, and
close your eyes my friend

For this really, truly,
is...

THE END
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To Be Completed by Staff
Date of Admission on/20.
Admitting Doctor Dr Monroe
Diagnosis SCD'ZQQhI:CD a
Patient ID 606015
Therapy Group C
Notes h with Second Degree Murder,

uilty by reason of i jty. i

oS chiatric intervention before reassessment.
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