The Puppeteer and his Marionettes

Hey handsome, with your collection of dolls,

Pretty ones, Ugly ones,

Some big and some small.

I know how you work.

I’ve seen you smile, 

and seen the girls

Fall on their knees

As if you pulled a string. 

I’ve watched you hug your

Precious playthings

And seen them swoon and melt

As if they were held over fire.

I’ve stared as you’ve played with your marionettes.

Every move you make causes a string to be pulled

Every smile, every blink,

Every step and every stroke.

I’ve gazed upon you braiding the strings tight.
I’ve watched you weave an almost unbreakable bond.

You may throw them aside and the marionettes may break,

But the string holds fast. 

Mr. Puppeteer, with an ever larging collection

Of your marionettes,

What happens after you get bored?

For I know you constantly make more dolls, braid more string.

Most of the marionettes you don’t care for.

They are easily replaceable toys.

But the puppets like you, puppeteer.

These puppets are Flesh, not wood.

You’re not usually a mean man,

But do you realize how hard

You cast aside the best puppets aside?

Why cast the beautiful ones aside, instead of the ugly ones?

But I know you, Mr. Puppet Master.

Mr. Fickle loves his dolls and enjoys toying with them. 

Do you realize that not all toys toy back? 

Mr. Fickle has many hands with many strings attached to many dolls.

Your body catches their eye.

Your character catches their heart.

And your flirting binds the bond.

A brand new marionette.

So go on Mr. Puppeteer and do what you do best.

I don’t think you mean to disregard any one those precious play things.

Just be careful, the bonds are too tight.

And those puppets are completely controllable.

One more thing, Mr. Puppeteer,

Take those scissors and cut the bond

To al your marionette’s hearts,

And stop weaving the one to mine.

