
A graveyard where no coffins lie
 Where thousands live and millions die.
The tombstones made by those no more
 A home for many in their core.
A colony of poison threads
 Rising up from the death bed.
Uncounted blades to flay your skin
 Or sink the ship you’re riding in.

Like a knife to butter it is the key,
To open me up, scratch it on me.


