Downtown With Dina

By John T. Wurzer

Dina was playing on her slide trombone

She turned a deaf ear to the world

She was looking for someone who wouldn't leave her alone

Her necklace was shiny and pearled

She ran into the place with a smile on her face

Ran into a man with a sneer

And it took her till two, 'for she knew what to do

She had finally had enough beer

Dina was a woman who had lived all the lines

She had nothing else more to prove

She had run in the fast lane and parked by the curb

She had nothing and nowhere to move

She drank with men, about a hundred and ten

And she slept with the chosen few

And she's been hiding her heart from the very start

Because she's got nothing better to do

Dina is a legend all to herself

Though the years make her aimless and vain

I knew her when she was a wayward child

She has an ambiance hard to explain

With an empty glance, and a half a chance

She could burn you right down to your soul

But it wouldn't do, in this human zoo

You’ve got to maintain self-control

I dream about Dina, most every night

She's taken a hold of my heart

With her vagrant desire and her cold empty smile

She's made me a part of her parts

But we went our ways, through the smoky haze

And buried our eyes in the past

While this hell bent scene, gets enforced and clean

And we both look for things that will last

