
Blame It On My Sisters


I was deluded.

I thought the world was full

Of Doran women.

Partially rational women.

Competent, intelligent, compassionate;

No man gets the better of her;

She will tell you what she thinks.

She can drink whisky and dance,

Stack hay and drive tractor

Milk a cow, shoot a gun;

If she don’t like it,

She’ll tell you so.

The porch is falling off?

Prop it up.

The world at your fingertips;
She wants more,

Of everything.

Mad passion for life;

No second thoughts.

Eyes that see the heart of god

And sing about it out loud.

If you love me;

You will prove it.

I blame my sisters 

for the hope I have

in women.
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