Change Your Partners…and Away We Go

The band played on and on  'til almost dawn,

Long, loud, lusty repetitions of Village hits

While they discoed in descant

With lascivious eye lashes and skin tight Jordaches

Unabashedly uncloseted in the safe haven of the bars, 

Over the top, having a ball, 

Proudly promiscuous, why the hell not?

And 

The band played on 

Blue moon, mood indigo and moody blues melodies

While they talked about death and dying and auto immunity

And friends and lovers and one-timer anonymity

And sterile, safer sex and the frightening unfairness

Under the gun, becoming political

Monotonously monogamous, what the hell else?

And

The band plays on again ‘til almost dawn

Raunchy rumbas, sultry sambas and fiery foxtrots

While a new generation with the same old needs

Swing as they dance and swing for a night

Disdaining the fuddie-duddies, deluded by wonder drugs 

Up yours, taunting trouble

Provocatively promiscuous, why the hell care?

And
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