hey wassup?    


i dunno


i'm singing in silence   late night in the rain 


i love it


its times like this that i feel like a star


inverted, of course.


i am a witch you know,   an uh-not Glenda the Good


hmmm hmm


somtimes i get real sad that nobody knows me


truely


or they mat not take me seriously,


but at the same time


i don't want anyone to know me


I like my secrets.


i wanna cruise the streets right now---the wet, dark streets


dim globes of orange lights   illuninating the haze 


spliff in hand,, tunes cranked, windows down-----


just me there


turnin heads


then i head outta town to the inky black mountains and a big full moon


i step outside for a spell


get my feet wet


dancin


but, this is just a dream of mine


like all my other private thoughts


tonight,,tho it is the season of the witch,  


i am behaving


and going to bed without a single solitary soul to see or hear that


i am starving for evil deeds


feigning for some fun.


ah, youth,  I wish I had a moment to be with you again. 


