DANCING WITH THE SHADOWS

I asked money to dance

She said ask my sister time;

I asked wisdom to dance

She said ask my aunts

Knowledge and experience first.

I asked fire to dance

She said ask my parents

Oxygen and fuel.

I asked time to dance

And she said

OK, but just this once.

Wings of the angel

Fire of the fool

We take different steps

But we burn the same fuel

We cross the desert once 

To find the gold

We do it again

On a different mule.

Even if it’s the same cross

Each time it’s a different bear

One time it’s dancing

One time it’s mauling

One time it’s called teddy.

One time it’s the honey

One time it’s the chaff

The hops in the pilsner

The hope’s in the dare

The laughter of women

Gets me out of the chair

Dancing with the shadows

Who the hell cares?

Eye of the needle

Fruit of the loom

Tall in the saddle

Fruit of the womb

Call the shots

Interpret the blots

Those who have it

Those who have not 
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Wee Willie Winkie

Runs through the town

Half the time up

Half the time down

Arrows are fragile

So are the nouns.

