Taking Stock with Dr. Seuss

Once in a quarter,                                                                                                            we take stock of the market
Who’s got money
and where to park it.
The upswings and the downturns                                                                                                                    Where we hedge our bets,                                                                                                         its not just the money we earn,                                                                                          but the money we could get                                                                                                                if we save it instead of spend it                                                                                                                                          on another gadget or our pet.                                                                                               We should put it in a stock or bond,                                        But it seems that here or there,                                                       its value’s shrinking everywhere.                                                                                                                           I am beginning to think                                                                                                              we should have stuffed it in a chair.

Today I ride on the Oyster Bay line. 
Eerily making its way back                       to the city with empty pockets                                                                           and nearly empty seats,                         we’re right on time                                                                                                                                  Clickety clack, clickety clack                                                                                        We are riding, rocking                                   I’m alone in the back .                                                                                  Is no one putting in                                    bidding time today?
The economy is on the brink,            with no money to make                                                                                                  and none to park ,                               with those grappling thieves                                         on the take?
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Today I ride the ghost-town rail
and think of an old friend, Dr. Seuss                                                                                         whose rhymes and rhythms                                                                                                                        matched those of this tale.                                                                                                              clickety clack , clickety….. moose.                                                                                         This is a country train                                 which lumbers from the East                                                                                           where the money-makers hang
that goes clickity clack clickety bang

Once in a quarter                                              we take stock of our lives,                                                                                          not knowing the future                                           Can we control what slides?                                                                                           We make New Year plans                        to stay on track
and time passes in spite of us
clickety clack.


