
small talk 
(on the impossibility of pleasing everyone) 
Each day I took a cheering pot of soup 
And fed it some hungry kids 
Who jtwtHffl to tike the Htitff* 

The Blttfik Sash, February 1979 

Then someone said. But don't you see 
That tiny, single schemes like this 
Are nothing like enoughV 

And so I sought the company of those who strive 
to sooth, 

As best they can, the road for those 
Who find the taws too rough. 
Till someone told us, 'When a nation's heart 

grows cold 
No strivings of a group like this 
Can ever be enoughs 

Oh well Ah wetL I OHMS Fit take my pot of soup 
And feed it to some hungry kids 
Who seem to like the stuff. 
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