one union

Went 

To a gala tonight.

A gig with rich, white

Jawless folks of suburbia

With 

Money I will likely never see.

Coverts with ties

And see-through shadows,

We just walked in

And saw the new science museum

With the digs of yore

In

Our city.

Free vodka-gin-lime-ice

Pastry-lobster claws and

Such

With the soul of black folks doin’ 

Some Motown on

Stage.

Yea,

Live a little

And learn to do

What you want

Because to see is to hear

&

to do is to go.

