
A Trailer 
 

 

  Oh, what is a Trailer? Well, it's something like this; 

  It's a good thing for any wise person to miss, 

  For you start in by letting the pride of your heart 

  Take an Eastern Star office, and then your worries start. 

  After that you're a third person where e'er you go, 

  Be it Chapter, in your car, or even to a show. 

  They won't go without you, you can't stay at home, 

  They make you feel important as the Pope of Rome. 

 

  You rush for a formal, dab your rouge and run 

      or  

   (You rush for your best suit, tie your tie and run) 

  For they don't want to miss all the escort or fun. 

  If I drive they will beg me to stop at the door, 

  Park the car, bolt the stairs up to the second floor. 

  "Thank heaven, we made it," they say out of breath, 

  But it's I who has hurried enough to cause death. 

  Then they're greeted and praised, given a special seat, 

  While I hunt for a corner and rest my poor feet. 

 

  When we go to Receptions I am lost for sure,  

  For my loneliness seems more than I can endure,  

  I'm just a nobody that's lost in the crowd,  

  ‘Till the Sideliners stand and then I'm so proud  

  To mention my name and hope someone will know 

  I'm related, to those who preside at this show. 

  And I offer up thanks that the orchids I brought 

  Match that pretty new gown that the Matron just bought. 

      or 

   (And I offer up thanks that the present I bought 

    Is as nice as anything else that was brought.) 

 

  From the time we arrive till we meet at the door 

  After midnight, or maybe it's a little more, 

  I "speak not a word to the Matron or Hubby, 

  Because they're so busy, not because they are snubby. 

      or 

   (I speak not a word to the wifey or Patron 

    Because she's still busy with the duties of Matron.)  

  For me there's no escort, no bradge, and no station,  

  No applesauce, applause, or grand salutation,  

  And when I retire, I don't get a ring,  

  In fact, no one thinks that I've done a darned thing. 

 

THE END 

 


