SHARKS AND BUTTERFLIES



3 FIND WH/
LET IT DRAIN YOU OF YOUR ALL. LET IT CLIN
LET IT KILL




ALL SONGS BY MR DOG THE BEAR

1. HONEYTRAP
2. INTRODUCTION
3. NEXT TIME WE ACT
4. SAWUBONA, SIKHONA

5. RED STONE
6. C SHAPED
7. INVITATION

8. THIS TIME, ISN'T RIGHT

9. LANIAKEA




HONEYTRAP

NOUN

NOUN: HONEYTRAP;

A STRATAGEM IN WHICH AN ATTRACTIVE
PERSON ENTICES ANOTHER PERSON INTO
REVEALING INFORMATION OR DOING SOMETHING
UNWISE.
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WHY SHOUL]

ULD | HAVE TO LIE TO R




RKS AND BUTTERFLIES

NGELY HARMONIOUS.
ING TIME AGO THAT HE WOULDN'T GET INVOLVED AGAIN.

H ENERGY AND OVERWHELMING EMOTION.

AS UNWRITTEN.
HAD SO MANY TWISTS AND TURNS;
S IMPOSSIBLE TO SEE.

PATH HE HAD SINCE WANDERED,
CAUSE OF HER.

D.
FELT COMPELLED TO DO THEM.




HIs WANT

IT WAS LIKE A GAME. SEE HOW FAR SHE COULD Fl.ll
WITH NO PROMISES MADE, AND Y|
BUT NEVER QUITE FULFILLING HIS DESIRES. IF SHE GAVE |
i

IF BHE LET HIM HAVE EVERYTHING, TH










' THE DREAMS.
THE INFINITE FUTURES. i
THIS IMMEASURABLE UNIVERSE INSIDE Hi§ MIND.‘ :




THE MIND IS A MALLEABLE THING. YOU
OR OTHERS CAN F
YOU CAN ¥
SOMETIMES OVERBEARING MIX OF EMC

COMPLETELY. SLICABL —:r' DO THINGS THAT YOUR LOGIC,
(UNDER NORMAL, BA RE souAn&‘cmcuusnucr.s), TELLS YOU NOT TO DO.
SHE' RT A':" W PEOPLE UNREASONABLE.

You un_.'lo ALIVE, SO UNIQUE.
THE HOPELESS AND FUEL THE HUNGER OF THE ALREADY FULL.



“] SEE YOU”, SHE SAID.

“l AM HERE”, HE REPLIED.

NOW, LATE AT NIGHT,
THE STORM WAS CLOSING IN RAPIDLY.
LAY THERE, EYES CLOSED, GIVING HIS OTHER SENSE
HE COULD HEAR HER. =
| HE COULD FEEL HER. SO cl..qs!&

KLMOST AS IF SHE WERE PART OF r-u~
 SWIRLING AROUND HIM. ‘
IN AND OUT OF. HIM,_.
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NSE Hls THOUG iTS Al
. n
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"EEL 50 COMPELLED TC DO THESE THINGS, THAT F
How HAD THINGS GOT

STIFYING HIS ACTIONS AND CHOICES TO PROCEED
MAYBE SHE IS REAL?
MAYBE SHE IS THE DREAM | ONC!
MAYBE NONE OF THIS IS REAL]

SOMETIMES IT FELT LIKE DREAMS WERE MORE REA
WHAT IF THIS DREAM WAS NOW OVERWHELM

THERE'S NO TURNING BACK N
IT'S TOO LATE.
THESE FEELINGS ARE COMPLETE AND
THIS MOMENT IS SO PALPABLE, IT CAN'T Bl
NOT NOW.

NOT ANYMORE.

SHE WAS SOMEONE HE COULDN'T LIVE WITHOUT.
BUT, SHE WAS SOMEONE HE COULD NEVER TRULY BE WITH.

ALL THESE CONSTANT REMINDERS. THEY WOULD NEVER LET HIM FORGET.

SOMETIMES, [T FELT LIKE HE WAS LETTING GO. LETTING GO OF HER. LETTING GO OF EVEF
- MOMENTS OF PURE BEAUTY AND CLARITY, WHERE NOTHING MATTERED ANYMORE...



AND IT ALWAYS WILL BE.




HOUSE OF THIEVES

1 MADE UP A BED
I LEFT ON A LIGHT
HOPING THAT SHE WOULD COME IN
IN THE NIGHT

1 WROTE HER A SONG
EXPLAINED 1 GOT IT WRONG
HOPING THAT SHE WOULD COME IN
IN THE NIGHT

A SNOWFLAKE IN MY HAND
A FOOTPRINT IN THE SAND
I SAW MY BABY CRAWL
TO THE PROMISING LAND

THERE IS A SPY IN THE HOUSE OF THIEVES
THE MORE THEY SWALLOW, THE GREATER CAME THEIR NEED
THE DOOR IS OPEN, BEUT NO ONE WOULD BELIEVE
THERE IS A SPY IN THE HOUSE OF THIEVES

OFIATE TO THE PEOPLE
DEFECTOR IN HER PRIME
1 SAW MY BABY FALL
AT THE FINISHING LINE

| SAW A CROWD HAD GATHERED
TO WATCH DELILAH HANG
I SAW MY BABY SWING
IN THE PROMISING LANDj
THERE IS A SPY IN THE HOUSE OF THIEVES
THE MORE THEY SWALLOW, THE GREATER CAME THEIR NEED
THE DOOR IS OPEN, BUT NO ONE WOULD BELIEVE
THERE IS A SPY IN THE HOUSE OF THIEVES

BY

RuBY THROAT
FROM THEIR ALBUM, THE VENTRILOQUIST
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