Taylor

My mother called me a tailor because of my stance 
And when she said it first I looked back with a glance

And smiled because I’d like to be that 

Sowing shoes, I like how I sat 

But something different then she said in a word

Taylor, Taylor at least that’s what I heard 

And for a moment I was struck by the strangeness of it

Called by a name that didn’t exist 

And it felt like a compliment though I couldn’t place why

Took ten seconds before I saw sky 

And saw I was pleased to be seen like you 

Because I like standing for what you do 

