Girl in a Taxi

I met a girl on the train,

It was a magic night, that much was plain,

Flaxen hair, and skin so fair,

We were both enchanted to be there.

There was no girl on the train,

I only put that in to yank your chain.

I met a girl on the bus,

And what a future opened up in front of us,

Hair like night, and eyes so bright,

We shared a glance, and knew that it was right.

There was no girl on the bus,

I only put that in to raise a fuss.

I don't know what I'm looking for.

I don't know if I'm looking.

I only know it's time to fall,

But actually I don't know that at all.

I met a girl in the air,

Sitting by the window, she was there,

Shining eyes, a heart so wise,

All that night we traveled through the skies.

There was no girl in the air,

I put that in to catch you unaware.

And you may doubt my words are true,

But, then again, you can't:

There is no you.
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