College Girl Games

The heavy clouds are pouring down

the narrow streets are going to drown

our feet all wet and our shoulders cold

hot chocolate is what must be sold!

Eleven strokes and we are out again:

the dark, the puddles and the rain.

The ivy walls could lead our way

we’re lost, oh God, we’re led astray.

Oh what could comfort me:

let’s play our College Girl Games!

Dance like the moths we see

around those lonely flames.

A lonely hedgehog tries to show

the way out here we have to go,

and rabbits come across our way and hop and leap

a muddy hill away so steep.

A haunted graveyard blocks our way,

we’re sorry folks, that’s what you say.

Sleepy black-white horses stare and wave:

You can’t escape the moonlit graves.

I know what comforts me:

let’s play our College Girl Games!

Dance like the moths we see

around those lonely flames.

What if all those bricks could tell,

they’ve seen what we have done,

the gabled walls would bow and spell,

and treasure all, what’s gone.

The pouring rain at last has ceased to fall,

and fog disguises mud and all.

Another huge temptation thrives,

before we could escape to life.

Eleven strokes and we are out again:

the dark, the puddles and the rain.

The ivy walls could lead our way

we’re lost, oh God, we’re led astray!
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