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Elevator boy take me high

Soar me to the top

Don’t make me cry

Down again falling free

Unexpected, precipitously

Elevator boy you and me

Oil and water, not to be

So smart, so savvy, cool and suave
Playing those buttons like a flute
Charming me to rise on high
Then a fast trip back to the basket of jute

Up we go, an encore permitted
To the sky a thrill sublime then
Down again all to soon
Promises disintegrate

Like a meteor burning,
Descending, churning,
Falling, smoldering

Elevator boy you are you

Predictable and true

I the smart one, dumb with you

Guiding others but unable to see

My forest for the tree.

