OFTEN

Often, it didn’t rain enough
Yields were low
We weren’t so poor, no
Don’t get me wrong ...
The girls could sew
We got along
Yet ... often ...

Often, we’d think to sell
But always at those times
Prices were down
There’s no one around
Any better off than we ...
It seemed,
Often

Yeah, often
I questioned just why
Should I live or should I die
Yet no answer came
Just like the rain
And there I sat
In my jeans and hat

Often.
All too often.



