
Carnivorous Masks  
 
I think, 
Nobody really knows what it means to be ‘real’ 
To be sincere, to overcome that decadence, 
those murky waves that society feeds on 
We can choose to try and fight an impossible war 
Or we can fall back into the darkness, and put on a mask 
The masks are delightful, they sing of false compliments 
And jeering and laughter that has no place in anything sincere 
Our world is a world of masks and haze 
Us? 
Some of us wear two, some wear three, anything to cover every inch of our faces 
Confidant and diligent, persistent and carefree 
We wear these lies to go about our lives 
When the going gets tough we remind ourselves that we have them. 
We can hide behind them forever. 
Because, because...  
Who really wants to trudge against the waves? 
The merciless waves of paralyzing judgement? 
Who are we, 
to take off the masks, 
And try to play a role that humanity does not deserve? 
Why should we try to be crystal clear, when we can fall back to the shadows? 
They give us tainted freedom and tasteless nourishment, 
And we will devour, we will consume. 
Do you question our logic? 
Try to shine a light on the darkness, 
Only to find society blinded and horrified, a monster in hiding 
Would you want your face to go through all that wear and tear? 
That endless suffering of life? 
Do you want to jump forth into the carnivorous waves? 
Do you want to be free? 
It’s a question that only the brave can answer 
But the brave drown early, and no one wants death 
No matter how much this death reeks of candour 
For we are all cowards that seek to live another day in the shadows 
And as the masks grow in number 
And we forget how our faces looked at the start 
We look to the ones that dance in the light, 
We laugh and we jeer, we screech and we taunt 
The dancer falls to the floor,  
Heartbroken, confused, 
And we hand them the first mask 
Act 1, Scene 2, 
And we promise them a second.  
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For we are all cowards that seek to live another day in the shadows
And as the masks grow in number
And we forget how our faces looked at the start
We look to the ones that dance in the light,
We laugh and we jeer, we screech and we taunt
The dancer falls to the floor, 
Heartbroken, confused,
And we hand them their first mask
Act 1, Scene 2,
And we promise them a second.



 
 
 


