A poem about a surreal person
He thought he looked like Keith Richards

and that might be alright

if you would see Mr. Richards you

would think he is right

He also liked the whole Rolling Stones

and that might be the reason why the Rolling

can still elude his controlling

He is also very deep

He has never forgotten anybody

sent to the eternal sleep

He is not pleasure

because the devil is setting 

him under pressure

to deliver him the fallen souls

the devil's largest treasure

He is always dressed black

says his pet, the black cat

and his bones, which are

looking out of the black dress

look painted white

but that is everywhere known

He is very slim, under his

disappeared skin

but don't say that to him

he would get really offended

and will hit you with

his tool, his scythe

so that you head would feel like after

a boozing party
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