Old Dog     
There may be things you’d like to do

When I turn round and look at you

There may be some ink after all left in your quill

There may be things I’d like to say

But there’s not enough light in the day

But there’s life in the old dog still

There may be fires down the street

No friends to call and meet

There may be nothing left to see over the hill

There may be money going south

No truth left in your mouth 

But there’s life in the old dog still

There was a time I thought long past

When every breath could be your last

I had no reason to believe I had the skill
But even night must follow day

Even sadness has it’s say

But there’s life in the old dog still

There may be things we never said

Some things hidden in your head

There may be things I never wrote down in my will

There are no mountains left to climb

And there is never enough time

But there’s life in the old dog still

