Grim Reapers Rapture

Deathsound sounds life distant thunder
From inside the tomb

Disharmonic are the dying

Voices in the moon

At the time of harvest

He will tear the life apart
Bloodsoaked is the rusty scythe
The reaper builds his art

Red wrath

Is unfold

Dead soul

Numb with cold

And a call from hell

Haunts my mind with spell
Now i1s speaks through me

For his rapture let us bleed

Kill your father, Kill your brother
Kill your neighbour, Kill each other
Kill the whole humanity, Kill yourself
But first kill me
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