
On the Steps of the Palace

Better run along home 
And avoid the collision. 

Even though they don't care, 
You'll be better of there 

Where there's nothing to choose, 
So there's nothing to lose. 
So you pry up your shoes. 

Then from out of the blue, 
And without any guide, 

You know what your decision is, 
Which is not to decide. 
You'll leave him a clue: 
For example, a shoe. 

And then see what he'll do.  

Now it's he and not you 
Who is stuck with a shoe, 

In a stew, in the goo, 
And you've learned something, too, 

Something you never knew, 
On the steps of the palace.


