
You Do Nothing So Well 
(T. Shue)

No human is quite in-tune with life like an infant. 
They do nothing and they do it perfectly. For the 
rest of us, life is a balancing act of multiple 
pressures. I wrote this as a reflection after my 
first daughter, Harper, was born. 

Alarm clock rings and seems to say, 
get up and prove yourself today and
Let’s see what all 
you can produce, 
while the tension tightens up the 
noose
Of things wrapped round my 
swirling head, 
why can’t I stay 
in bed instead?
But you just lie there day and 
night, 
and no one minds 
or gets uptight.

Shamelessly you dream 
away, wrapped up in 
blankets 
day to day,
I hope you’re never 
tempted 
to excel, 
‘cause my baby,  
you do nothing so well.

We stare at our closets full of clothes 
hang things from our nose and toes and we
Stare at the mirror til we distort; 
see the places we fall short.
See the things we might have been 
had not our real lives entered in.
But you, content with fat or thin, 
look best just in your pearly skin!
Shamelessly you dream away, 
wrapped up in blankets day to day,
An oyster safe and snug within its shell, 
my baby, you do nothing so well.

What had value, what had worth, 
fell to the shadows at your birth.
So I give to you my guarantee 
that my love for you is not only free,
It is not connected to no number on your SAT.

You are the queen of more with less 
‘cause you don’t know the word ‘impress’
You’ve never heard of honor rolls, 
brand name shoes or peer control
Or if  and when you should begin 
to learn to play the violin
And who cares what you will be, 
‘cause you already are, why can’t they see?
Shamelessly I dream away, of holding you at end of day
I’m pulled into your magic spell, I dread the day that you rebel
And might be tempted to excel, 
cause my baby, you do nothing so well.


