My Inner Muse-Changing Me
by Rama Godse

Sometimes I feel like a goddess,
Whoever I might be,
A different one each day,

But who is my inner muse-me?

On Monday I am Melpomene,

Sorrow written on my face,

Tragedy and sleepiness in my eyes,

And my shoes, for once, unlaced.

On Tuesday I am Terpsichore,

Bright and ready today,

A mile-wide grin on my face,

As I pirouette to ballet.

On Wednesday I am Urania,

Alert and awake at night,

With a telescope in my hand,

I see many-a-sight.

On Thursday I am Clio,

And textbooks I read,

Napoleon and Da Vinci,

Off of them I feed.
On Friday I am Thalia,

Happy to be done,

School’s finally over,

The week is almost done!

My muse does change,

Morose, bright, or glee,

But what stays the same...

Is old muse-changing me!
