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Winter Moon 

how thin and sharp is the moon 
tonight 
how thin and sharp and ghostly 
white 
is the slim curved crook of the moon 
tonight 

Genius Child 

this is a song for the genius child 
sing it softly for the song is wild 
sing it softly as ever you can 
lest the song get out of hand 
nobody loves a genius child 
can you love an eagle tame or wild 
wild or tame 
can you love a monster of 
frightening name 
nobody loves a genius child 
kill him! and let his soul run wild 
and let his soul run wild 

Kid In The Park 

lonely little question mark 
on a bench in the park 
see the people passing by 
see the airplanes in the sky 
see the birds flying home before 
dark 
home's just around the corner there 
but not really anywhere 

To Be Somebody 

Little girl, little girl 
dreaming of a baby grand piano 
not knowing there's a Steinway 
bigger, bigger 
dreaming of a baby grand to play 
that stretches paddle-tailed across 
the floor 
not standing upright 
like a bad boy in the corner 
but sending music up and down the 
stairs 
to confound even Hazel Scott 
who might be passing 
little boy dreaming of the boxing 
gloves 
Joe Louis wore the gloves 
that sent two dozen men to the floor 
knockout! bam! bop! mop! 
there's always room, they say, at the 
top 



Troubled Woman 

she stands in the quiet darkness 
this troubled woman 
bowed by weariness and pain 
like an autumn flower in the frozen 
rain 
like a windblown autumn flower 
that never lifts its head again 

Strange Hurt 

in times of stormy weather 
she felt queer pain 
that said you '11 find rain better 
than shelter from the rain 
days filled with fiery sunshine 
strange hurt she knew 
that made her seek the buming 
sunlight 
rather than the shade 
in months of snowy winter 
when cozy houses hold 
she'd knock down doors 
to wander naked in the cold 

Prayer 

I ask you this 
which way to go 
I ask you this 
which sin to bear 
which crown to put 
upon my hair 
I do not know, Lord God 
I do not know 

Border Line 

I used to wonder about living and 
dying 
I think the difference lies between 
tears and crying 
I used to wonder about here and 
there 
I think the distance is nowhere 

My People 

the night is beautiful 
so the faces of my people 
the stars are beautiful 
so the eyes of my people 
beautiful also is the sun 
beautiful also are the souls of my 
people 

Joy 

I went to look for Joy 
slim, dancing Joy 
gay, laughing Joy 
bright-eyed Joy 
and I found her 
driving the butcher's cart 
in the arms of the butcher boy 
such company, such company 
as keeps this young nymph Joy! 
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