
Stella, Premodern
(Til The Milk Turns Sour)Don't dare working for your own benefit Let no work put you asunder I was lucky to take a glimpse at culture Apparently hidden like foam on the sea Hidden like foam on the sea Don't I wish it never met me The promises, promises it made Cultural seasonings of emptiness so great Don't dare working for your own little secret It's all work, public service or another killer Roll over, you don't mean it You don't know what it is until you love Until you wish you could and we can It's work that makes a man With the books in our hand The secret we command We have used all the Latin words in vain Work has made all music lame So I took a wheelchair to roll mine away
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