The Sea Of Metaphor
I am lost in a senseless sea of metaphor,

And everything I see is something else,

In a way, I think every word is a metaphor,

For it’s just the name, and not the thing itself.

But “word” is a word is a word is a word is a word is a word is a word is a word

is a word is a word is a word is a word is a word…(oh, please)

And “nothing” is a metaphor for nothing,

That is, the word, and not the thing that’s not,

But maybe there’s no metaphor for nothing,

And silence is the closest thing we’ve got.
I am lost in a senseless sea of metaphor,

And “lost” becomes a metaphor for me,

And the sea of metaphor has left me blinded,

I’m a senseless metaphor, so I can’t see.

And the senseless sea can’t see, because it’s senseless, just like me,

But the sense of this is something I can’t see…(how precious)

And is there anything that you wanted to know?
(that’s really something else)

And is there any place that you wanted to go?

(another word for where you are right now)

And is there anything that you wanted to say?

(They’ll hear it differently)

And is there any way to go that’s not away?

(from the sea of metaphor)

(Instrumental…while we all think it over)

I’ll escape from the senseless sea of metaphor,

There is another way, I know it dimly,

For the metaphor’s become a prancing pony,

And I’ll ride it like a cowboy on a simile.

It’s like a simile, anyway…

It’s more of a facsimile of a simile…(are we through yet?)
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