The Nameless
Look how you’re dancing in the light.

Is your destiny holding out that bright?

Sing to us that you’re right,

Wait, I’ll give you some of my insight.

Nobody knows my name,

Am I crying out to you in vain?

But, I’ll always be the same,

Believe in me even in the worst rain.

You’re a little poor song nobody wants to sing,

You couldn’t be hummed in the wind,

Your community washes you up and takes you in,

And I don’t know what your grumbling will bring.

Are you like your mother who casts you out in clay?

She still tries to clean you by muddying you up for the next day,

You’re a poor song coming our way,

I’ll tell your mom not to make you go astray.

