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THE OSTRICH SYNDROME





This hot and humid July day,


I lazy on my blanket lay,


Where sheltered by my tall green tree,


I'm lost in happy reverie:


Murmuring - I've got it made,


Laughing children, melon - shade.


love is safe, my home secure,


Air flows fresh, the water pure.





Fiction! Fiction! not the truth;


Has sanity flown with my youth?


Danger! Danger! all around, the


Countryside and in the town.


The "right" shouts force, no freedom there,


The "left" is lawlessness and fear,


Lust and greed control the top,


And hopelessness the bottom stops.





In the middle of the din,


The vice is slowly closing in,


Perhaps my blanket torn to shreds!


My tall green shading tree be dead!


Laughter from the children gone,


Where once the sun so brightly shone.


Well - I'll not think on that today,


Just let me on my blanket lay.
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