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Pick up artist hustler pulling the golden fleece over your eyes 
blinding you with that shower of gold trinkets, 
cloaking my ugly duckling soul with the Snow White 
feathers of a swan. 
 
I’ll sing you to sleep with somebody else’s song 
You’re so beautiful like— 
 
Babydoll, you woke up on the staircase 
with nothing, not even those glass slippers 
and no one looking for you at all. And baby, 
You’re as ugly as a fistful of snakes. You should feel lucky 
I took a second look. 
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