Mecca versus the Argonauts

Beware the passion fish of false politeness
Smiles like incisions cross checked 
Across your hearts connect four

Hands like vices crush the kindness
Mister. hey nice to meet you
Spread the cleavage
Before you pull the wings off the flies

It’s the text before the fall 
It’s the text before the shadow
Paint a body and text around the cadaver


Handcuffed to your manifest destiny
Your Chinese shackle only gives enough slack
Clipboard tangents and store for further dissection

We are but frogs in the jar of Cyclops vapors
Cannibalizing the pituitary gland presented in rice paper
Jagged teeth like industry grind on your senses
And spit out your morals 

It’s the text before the fall
It’s the text before the shadow
Paint a body and text around the cadavers

Hear my words, hear my words, and hear my words
This is the harbinger of winter harvest 
This is the presumption of shadows and dust
Enter the wellspring of your 
This is the harbinger of winter harvest 
This is the presumption of shadows and dust
This is the harbinger of winter harvest 
Enter the wellspring your smiles is the sign of disgust

Paint the body around the cadaver
Paint your body around your cadaver.

