Don Quixote

The inmaies weni to the park
to hear the jazz concert;
deep black shadows hung
owver the grass and the

sun — sinking fower and lower —
was @ thiefl with hly

pockets full,

The inmates did not sit

i the trees but walked,

here and there, like pigeons,
dreaming of sleeping

with full beifies,

urder the eaves of a church,
where the air is free.

where they could awake

1o the sound of bells,

Az the sun slipped

dowr the sky,

the trumper wailed,

the wirdmills whirled

on the popcort-selier’s
Buggy.

And fike Don Quivote,

one steod up, fiphting

with kis own shadows,
tariking o himself:
unsociglized behaviar,

nor alive, eleciric,
dangerous o OrRers.

Sir down, Sif down.

Do you want everyone

1o know

we're crazy’?

And as the trumpet

wailed to the bloody sky,

it sliced our the heart

af rhis one,

both mad,

riding their madness,

Daw Quiixore —

hix greai white horse.

While the ofhers dreami

af sleeping like pigeons
under the eaves of g church,
waking to the sound of bells,
with their belfiex full.
Madress, not enough, never
enough madness,

charging ke a grear

white Rorse. ..

They went back to the ward
early because af him,

this one

naltering at hirm,

aREry...

He did ot movice;

Sharp was his pulse,
Jor he had ridden hard,

Danna Lennick



