About Face
Always wallowing in plunder

from the treasure that it takes

Don’t you ever start to wonder

why the cycle never breaks?

Jab a stick between the spoken promises

About time that you face

the face this is about

you’re turning an about face

and it’s really a close shave

Single, single, little vixen

How I wonder if you are

All the poison that you’re mixin’

Leaves you close to no cigar

The air is thick with all the smokin’ promises
About time that you face

the face this is about

but babe, it’s not about face

that you think you can still save

In a candy-cradled stupor

In a frozen lake a splash

You intended to be super
It’s unhealthy; it’s a smash
Aren’t you sick of all the broken promises?
About time that you face

the face this is about

Your ‘what’s-it-all-about’ face

Don’t you take it to the grave.
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