Diorama

If you look out around you. And notice how time goes by,
The changing of the seasons, and the various things that keep on falling out of the sky,

And if you lokk out around you, and notice how life goes by,

The values of the people, and the money they keep on saving up for the time they die,

And if you look there inside you, and decide that your life is really strange,

I’ll tell you what: you’re right.

I’ll tell you so: it’s true.

It’s as you think, this moving diorama, as recognized by you,

And that’s not all.

Somewhere out there, whirling in space,

There’s a being with a ball that orbits it ‘round and ‘round and ‘round,

And that ball is all it knows,

And ‘round and ‘round and ‘round is the only place it ever goes,

And that’s all it’s ever known, and all it can contain within its brain.

And nearby, there’s a lorelei,

And she sings the sweetest anthems, all carefully designed

To punish the ones who care,

As long as she’s been there, there were

Sweet songs that burn, sweet songs that scald,

Sweet songs that rake away at the heart and eyes and punish the ones who care.

Like planarians swimming to the light,

Like disappointed rainbows arriving at night,

Like bittersweet biographies gathering dust

You’ve got to admit it --- at l;east I must ---

There’s just no limit to the strange sort of drama

You get into when creating your personal diorama,

And that’s not all.
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