Naïve Steve
Steve watching helplessly

As the US America bombed Iraq on his TV

He was distressed, angry, and very frustrated

Many an hour at meetings he’d fought and he’d debated

Saying how much he hated the war between these two and powers

And how the solution to this conflict was love, peace, and flowers

At last Steve had a plan, though it was still quite hazy

He walked out the door, into a field and picked some fresh daisies

Then bought a ticket and a bus pass 

And boarded a plain to Iraq, third class

When at last he had landed he sneaked through the streets

Dodging the missile and bullets and sweltering heat

He came to the palace of Saddam Hussein

Strolled to the door and lifted the chain

Steve peered through the key-hole, feeling nervous and alone,

And saw a huge room in which was a throne

And perched at top it, sipping from a mug

Was Saddam Hussein looking quite smug

He then saw a man approach Saddam’s chair

And saw the two talk in voices peaceful and fair

Then Saddam gave the man a box tied with string

All wrapped up in paper – a beautiful thing

Its pattern was shiny, its ribbon bright

Then Steve knew that all along he’d been right

Saddam wasn’t evil, his reputation he’d lift
How could someone bad give out such a nice gift?

But as the man with his parcel walked out of the room

There was a great flash and an accompanying “BOOM!”

But Steve convinced himself that Saddam was not in the wrong

Maybe Hussein didn’t know his gift held a bomb 

Steve at last drew up his courage and hesitantly opened the door

Holding his daisies before him and awaiting what was held in store

He strolled up to Saddam and gave him his bouquet

Saddam smiled broadly and asked if he would stay,
Then pressed a red button and the floor gave way

Steve landed in a heap. Beside him lay his flowers

Then he saw Osama Bin-Laden kicking down a model of the Two Towers

Beside Bin-Laden was Hitler and to his left was Stalin
Who was marching up and down shouting and hollerin’

Steve’s eyes grew very large, so big they almost burst

As he looked around the room at the host of history’s worst

There was Nero and Darth Vader, and others cruel and bent

Were these Saddam’s “weapons of mass destruction” that the president had meant?

Saddam came crawling down into the room, just like a contemptible sneak,
Then the floor above them began to shake, and they heard a piercing shriek

The whistling grew louder and it filled Steve with fear

Then somebody noisily shouted, “Let’s get out of here!”

“Through my tunnel,” Saddam commanded as the missile flew overhead

And as Steve and the others hurried in, Saddam turned around and said:

“You may have destroyed my palace, and you may have freed Iraq

“But America and the world aren’t safe because I will be back!”
Steve decided to follow though he didn’t know where the tunnel led

All he knew was if he stayed he would end up dead

It was a close call for Steve as the tunnel walls imploded

But everybody got out safe just before the palace exploded

* * *

It was quite a few weeks later, and Iraq now was free

But what of Saddam Hussein? Where was he?

Some think he’s buried and lies in a coffin and casement

But only Steve knows that he’s hiding 
in a farm house basement
The End (?)

