Hobbs' Waltz

By John T. Wurzer

This is Hobbs' waltz

I'm talking Hobskin the cat

It starts out like this

And then it ends up like that

No message or thought

In this song will you find

Like a dirty old sock

Or an un-ticking clock

Has no presence of mind

But Hobskin he likes it, he lays on my thigh

Whenever I'm playing this tune

He purrs and he nibbles on pieces of thread

The tension is dead, and nothing is said

This is Hobbs' waltz

When the world has gone mad

It brings out the memories

of the good times I had

Of a light younger day

And the dancing of feet

It's a song of the times

With it's meaningless rhymes

And it tends to repeat

But Hobskin he likes it, he lays on my thigh

Whenever I'm playing this tune

He purrs and he nibbles on pieces of thread

The tension is dead, and nothing is said

This is Hobbs' waltz

And the song's almost through

I wrote it one night

when you were down with the flu

It reminds me of love

And a woman I knew

Every song has its faults

You see I call it Hobbs' waltz

But I wrote it for you.

But Hobskin he likes it, he lays on my thigh

Whenever I'm playing this tune

He purrs and he nibbles on pieces of thread

The tension is dead, and nothing is said

