                  THE FOOTSTEPS OF THE POET

                                (Gregory Dean Crouch)

        Standing in an entranceway

        Squared against a marble wall

        Stranded by an unending rain

        He stares, perplexed at the garbled scrawl

        Rhyming thoughts that were never written

        Is a real levy on his brain

       Time has taught, he’s forever smitten

       And they feel heavy like the rain

       For what seems like eons

       He’s lived with his dreams

       He’s been spurned around and turned down

       A thousand times it seems

       He’s bummed and roughed and thumbed enough

       And I guess he’s had his fill

       Hobos don’t turn into kings

       I guess they never will

       CHORUS:

       And the footsteps of the poet

       Sound out a sad refrain

       Leaving only lyrics echoing

      On the ground where his message remains

      On the ground where his message remains

      Entering a coverture

      To seek a break from the flittering snow

      It’s winter’s windy overture

      Unique flakes that glitter and glow

      And the youth who dreamed of missions

      He felt solely he might have controlled

      Finds that truth has steamed his visions

      And they melt slowly like the snow

