Come Along, Son
Come along, Son, 
There’s nothing left, 

Kiss your life away, 

Gone like a theft.

Our lives have shifted, 

Your mother has died,

And all too soon,

Your sisters become a bride.

Pack your bag, Son, 

Everything you still own,

Downsized to one suitcase,

We’ll go to town.

Our farm is dry, 

Nothing grows anymore,

The dust piles up,

One inch more.

The beast has fallen,

In an epic crash,

So gather what you can,

Exhume your stash.

A long road awaits,

A train is too costly,

So we’ll walk a little,

Pass old places now ghostly.

That sign may mock us,

May make us feel pity,

But you and I,

Are now more witty. 

We’ll hide away,

Our last pieces,

Under our mattress,

To pay for our leases.

Come along, Son, 

A factory waits,

See her concrete walls,

Embrace her iron gates.

These will be the remains,

For our new pitiful life,

Our destiny is here,

Don’t expect to hear the fife.

Come along, Son,

Leave your memories at the gate,

There’s no room for nostalgia,

Even if your heart feels extra weight.

You cannot hang

In such despair,

Even through the dark,

Hope might be somewhere. 
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