
POEMS BY NORMAN DATT    

 

TEARS FOR CANADA 
 
 
Evil politicians despite their belief 
Can fool the fools and masses 
Asses, illiterates and believers 
Outsiders and new immigrants know' 
What is the meaning of unity 
The true meaning of peace 
And how unhealthy it is 
To dodge bullets 
And rig ballots 
 
Canada so young and peaceful 
Yet haggling about language 
And the definition of "distinction" 
America not so young and peaceful 
Not batting an eye 
Still ruminating after OJ 
Returning to their way of life 
Three days before the referendum 
They carry their usual programs 
Dumb talk shows of infidelity 
Puerility and kinky sex 
In the home, school and street 
Canada struggles on  
With Bouchard and Parizeau 
With their own agenda 
Crethien and us 
If Fr. Canadians knew what is it 
To go to bed hungry and scared  
To live in a cesspool  
They would think more than twice 
To separate, to demand 
The status of "distinction” 
For such is not a label 
It’s a wav of life and beliefs 
 
Canada with its four seasons 



Have the magic and the enchantment 
Others dying to have 
Yet the French refuse 
To take the high-road 
As die ballots fill the boxes 
Tears filled the eyes of Canadians 
And the world watches on in disbelief 
And ask the question "Why" 
And the day after the referendum 
We all go back to our lives 
And wait for the next crisis 
And more tears 
 
TRIBUTE TO BARBARA FRUM 
 
 
One night in 1937 there came a stork 
Which visited Niagara Falls, New York 
In 1937 a baby named Barbara was born 
Now in 1992 for her today we mourn 
In 1959 she graduated from UT 
With a degree in Modern History 
She started journalism in free-lance writing 
Ushering a brilliant career in broadcasting 
She tackled Macleans and Chatelaine 
And for ten years she did retain 
The top spot on "As it Happened" on the CBC 
Always exuding her special charm and dignity 
Then she was catapulted as the coveted hostess 
Of the "Journal" and all agreed she was the best 
Presiding over 26 episodes, a gargantuan task 
And for better or more, no one can or dare ask. 
 
It was a pleasure to see her in action 
As she cornered Ministers in traction 
Yes she became one of Canada's treasure 
Up to her standards no one could measure 
She knew the rules and none could bamboozle her 
She would never let up until she got her answer 
She stuck to the topic and kept her cool 
Slicing like a technician using his tool 
At home and even abroad she was the best 
Travelling north, south, east and the west 



She respected everyone below the ladder 
Success never clouded her head, never 
She was a real Canadian, was Barbara Frum 
A woman of integrity and social decorum. 
She would be missed by many American 
Yes Canada has lost a great Canadian 
Loved by both the French and English 
With the Maple Leaf she had one wish 
To see a peaceful and united country 
Where all nations can live in harmony 
Not where one ethnic group or one nation 
Fighting over every trivial confrontation 
She believed in "United we stand, 
Divided we fall" for this good land 
And if Barbara's death must not go in vain 
Then we darn well have to work to maintain 
The strength and determination of her 
And by Cod, help us keep Canada together 
Where the word distinct does not exist 
Where everyone is included in the list 
Where Canada comes first and foremost before all 
And where proud Canadians can walk ten feet tall. 
 
As we watched her on the telly 
Reducing grown men to jelly 
She was fighting back the tears 
Hiding from us her real fears 
Yes she suffered with a hideous phenomenon 
And eventually after 18 years leukemia won 
Everyone lost, foe, friend or chum 
With the passing of Barbara Frum 
Those who did not have lost a real experience regretfully 
Those who did felt sad, empty but enriched thankfully 
If Canada should go bust and Canadians go insane 
Then dear Barbara Frum’s death would be in vain 
But if Canada unite and stay as one 
Then even evil leukemia has not won 
For looking down at us from high above 
She is still showering us with her love 
Oh devious dark death where is thy shame? 
Why do you have to defile the Frum’s name? 
Why do you spare those who cheat and lie? 
Why do the good people always have to die?  



 
 
          
            MODERN SLAVERY 
 
When the slaves got their freedom 
They left the plantations 
The masters asked others to come 
To build their nations 
 
Today modern slavery is still vain 
The masters are the same 
They don’t use the whip and chain 
But left many so lame 
 
The banks are the slave-masters 
They have the best slaves 
They are the no choice workers 
Treating them as knaves 
 
They work them like dogs 
With the chief aim to produce for sure 
And as they pant like hogs 
With supervisors who always want more 
 
They earn their money 
By high interest rates 
To pay their big salary 
Of their loving mates 
 
Then after a year they gave them a party 
This is the Xmas for a year's work 
Few free drinks to camouflage their hypocrisy 
To let them forget their master was a jerk 
 
Industries are the worst slave-masters 
They are or may not live in the country 
Where they emotionally pillage the workers 
 Professing the workers are always free 
 
Squeezing the last ounce from your bone 
And with smiles and frills 
Let you work your brothers 'til they moan 



As they forget your ills 
 
As you slave in the mines like a mite 
Toiling from dawn to dusk 
Extracting the minerals and bauxite 
Living on the coconut husk 
 
Worst of all slaves are in the coalmines 
Whose generation gave their all 
Ending up with less than their fines 
Until they have their fall 
 
For they like their predecessors 
These masters can never prosper 
For the lives taken by the possessors 
And that went wantonly after 
 
The worst curse to a slave master 
Is when you can never ever win 
Is when the beloved wife or mother 
Curse you for killing their kin 
 
You would think that after all the history 
Today man would learn from their knavery 
He is still committing industrial adultery 
In the modern sweat-shops of this century 
 
Kids and  cheap child labour are still  rampant 
In New York with the big  labels 
By owners who won't and supervisors who can't 
As they collect under the tables 
 
Then all the dinero is sent abroad 
The government turn a blind eye 
Once the necessary taxes are paid 
As they tolerate this blatant lie. 
 
 
                          WALLS   
 
Twenty-eight years ago they built the Berlin Wall 
Years ago it looked as if it would stay there 
We have just eventually witnessed its downfall 



Years later freedom fighters got their share 
Now all Germans cried the wall must go1 
Let it stand as a monument just for show 
 
The despicable Berlin Wall divided Germany 
Separating brothers and sisters from their chums 
For it was built with the blood of many 
Replaced by a system which denies all freedoms 
So it was only just a matter of time 
When the freedom bells would chime 
 
The East Germans couldn 't believe their eyes 
Some bravely came for a joy ride to the West 
Lifting their champagne glasses to the skies 
Some thought it was another communist test 
Some walked or brought their kids in cars 
And freedom shone in their eyes like stars 
 
They hacked at it with chisels and hammers 
All along including Check Point Charley 
The gate of that monstrosity of concrete and wires 
Singing and dancing and having a party 
Seeing at first hand that the propaganda were sheer lies 
As the free world looked on with long tears in their eyes 
 
But when a peaceful people have been subjected 
For 28 years with an ungodly system 
Where daily doses of propaganda were injected 
Its difficult not to have a problem 
For they have to learn so much about democracy 
And accept their newly found freedom gradually' 
 
In South Africa too, there is a distinct wall 
Called Apartheid between the blacks and the white 
There its against the law to have a coloured pal 
That wall teaches wrongly that might is right 
Is also crumbling with global criticism and actions 
And pressure through boycotts, protests and sanctions 
 
In Canada also we have a wall a rather emotional one 
Between the rest of Canada and the province of Quebec 
The discorded Meech Lake Accord3 would need King Solomon 
As some say "let them go, if they want" what the heck 



Without Meech Lake the Quebeckers are threatened they want 
out 
And the rest of Canada doesn't know what all the fuss is 
about 
There are many, many walls all around us 
Some made by barbed-wire and some are invisible 
And they are put up by people whom we trus' 
Who leave us emotionally and financially cripple 
Some leaving you holding an empty purse 
Or making you want to just swear or curse 
 
In many a home there is a wall 
Separating bitter couples so far apart 
That they only wait or stall 
And think of one another as a sore wart 
Holding on just for the kids' sake 
Hoping the other be burnt at the stake 
 
In many houses there is a thin wall between love and hate 
Where once loved ones say cruel things they never mean 
Yet willing to do anything and everything to hurt their 
mate 
But deep down wishing how better things could have been 
Some of these walls sometimes got mended 
Or the parties suffer when all is ended 
 
Then there is a whole other set of walls 
In many countries among the people, foes and strangers 
Who have one common denominator with their pals 
They push and peddle poison and kill others 
They reinforced their wall with guns and thugs 
Which wouldn't fall unless users say “No” to drugs 
 
The worst of all walls is the wall of poverty 
Between the haves and the never have-nots 
Some countries are so poor its a catastrophe 
Living in shelters, park-benches and branch-huts 
Whilst the rich and famous refuse to show any concern 
Whilst the miserable revolt, protest and wait their turn 
 
As in the rain forests of Brazil which supply 
The world's largest last source of life's oxygen 
Being depleted despite the environmentalists cry 



Worsened by corruption, greed of big business men 
Creating a larger hole in the ozone layer 
Daily making the earth hotter and hotter 
 
This is the biggest wall facing the earth's population 
Stronger than the Berlin Wall or the Wall of China 
Continued polluting it would cause our own extinction 
Time is running out, we have to protect the ozone layer 
Doing it now is the only answer for our own benefit 
Or we would die like the dinosaurs if we neglect it. 
 
                               
Only again to raise its very ugly head 
In countries like Korea and Vietnam 
Resulting in millions wounded and dead 
And the Communists humbled Uncle Sam 
 
Today we know not who are the gunrunners 
As revealed in the Middle East and Irangate 
Who are the enemies or the peacemakers 
Trying to out maneuver their fellow-mate 
 
The world goes on 'til there's another scandal 
And the people may never know or may 
Get to hear or read it from some fearless journal 
Giving us another embarrassing expose`. 
 
 
     
              GOOD MEN DIE 
 
All through the Bible  
It shows in every page 
In the Holy Quoran 
In the Bhagwat Gita 
In the teachings of Buddha 
Man hated one another 
Because of the difference 
Of his pigmentation  
And because of the difference 
Of his religion 
All these things came to pass 
Because good men  



Sit by and did nothing. 
 
Today it still goes on 
Only yesteryear millions 
Of Jews were massacred 
Guilty of being Jews 
All over in the world 
Good people are dying 
‘cause they’re poor or black 
And good Caucasians 
Sit by and do nothing. 
 
Leaders of nations 
Steal and cheat 
From their wretched people 
Corporations cheat and steal 
By declaring bankruptcies 
By being shifters of accounts 
Putting good employees 
On the employment line 
As good men with myopic eyes 
Sit by and do nothing.   
 
When evil is done 
As evil prosper 
People get numbed 
And insensitive 
With vice and violence 
On TV and the media 
As kids play games 
Which belch violence 
As good parents sit by 
And do nothing. 
 
 
Kids take this venom 
To their schools 
And share it with 
Pupils and teachers 
Bringing also tokens 
Of guns and knives 
And good teachers  
And good principals  



Sit by and do nothing. 
 
Men cheat on wives 
Women commit adultery 
Drug dealers sell their souls 
For power and the mighty dollar 
Addicting many millions 
With their abetted pushers 
And all this evil spread 
As Justice sleeps 
And do nothing. 
 
Our clergy abuse our youths 
Our doctors abuse our women 
Those that sit and judge 
Close their eyes 
As authorities abuse 
Those under them 
These evil come to pass 
Because good men  
Sit by and do nothing. 
 
From man’s conception 
Catastrophe struck Adam 
Maybe the story of Eve 
Was God’s way in showing 
That deep down man is evil 
But some good men or sages 
Like Jesus, Mohammed 
Ram and Buddha, 
Martin Luther King  
Mahatma Gandhi 
These good men 
Did something 
But were killed.   
 
 
                SUICIDAL 
 
You had your fill 
You took it until 
You had it 
Want to kick the bucket 



But wait 
Your fate 
Is tied in with many others 
Parents, sisters and brothers 
Cousins, aunts, uncles, nephews 
Nieces, which you didn’t choose 
When you were born 
Why now so full of scorn 
 
When you’re gone 
Where the sun never shone 
You  would left many 
Who suffer the agony 
Of your loss, whatever 
So you’re not clever 
Whenever you’re in hell 
In your hot little shell 
You have no choice left 
To your soul so bereft 
For you can only commit 
Suicide once and that’s it. 
 
 
                    ANGRY KIDS 
 
When kids went astray 
It was fashionable 
Erupting in the happier era 
Beads and drugs 
Using with no respect 
Was the way of life 
The old folks 
Called it irresponsibility 
Women, wine and song 
And Woodstock 
 
Then the kids had kids 
They couldn’t set rules 
Which they never had 
Now its the 1990’s 
And those losers 
Now have kids 
Who haven’t the savvy 



To show responsibility 
And around and around 
The bush we go 
 
To avoid the rules 
They ran away from home 
Especially the unstable ones 
When divorce comes 
Step parents enter 
Replacing the real parents 
Kids feel abandoned 
They ran away from home 
To grasp at crap 
Like gangs 
Carry guns  
Feeling tough 
Until they are snuffed out 
 
Like a cancer 
NA kids are in trouble 
Parents are not at home 
To set the rules 
To be dads 
To be moms 
Kids need rules 
Because they are kids 
They want it  
They may rebel 
But they need it 
And they would respect 
Their parents 
Admitting it reluctantly 
But they’ll love you 
For setting rules. 
                     
 
            I’M SORRY 
 
More powerful than a volcano 
More dangerous than an iceberg 
More shocking than an earthquake 
Three little words, "I love you. 
 



We spend all our lives 
Nursing hate and malice 
We waste precious time 
Fetching nasty baggage 
 
What do we teach our kids 
When we show such hate 
To our beloved ones 
Our immediate relatives 
 
What an example we set 
 For those around us 
No wonder our world 
Is in such a sad state 
 
The time is now fool 
To reach out with love 
With eager clasped hands 
And say, “I’m sorry.” 
 
Say what a stubborn jackass 
You have been all these years 
Say can be such a bleddy fool 
And just say “I love you” 
 
Only when you confess 
Then you can have peace of mind 
Use all that wasted energy 
Channel it for your own good 
 
What are you waiting for? 
What  would it take 
To replace your hate 
With pure precious love? 
 
Cancer doesn’t kill anyone 
Its hate that’s the cancer 
If we can remove all that hate 
We’ll find a cure for cancer 
 
Don’t wait until its too late 
When one is dying in bed 
Then you come with long tears 



       Whispering, “I’m sorry” 
 
If only can he break free 
And let his mind’s eye see 
Life from a different dimension 
And reel him back to realization 
Woe unto you little sad man 
If only you could understand 
What you’re missing by not mixing 
But maybe for the world it’s a blessing 
 
 
 
                         WHAT ABOUT ME! 
 
You mould me 
How you want me to be 
You never ask me 
What I want to be 
You feed me what you like 
But its everything I dislike 
You tell me what to wear 
And I feel silly and stupid 
But you don’t care 
Kids laugh at me when I did 
It’s always what you like 
But its everything I dislike 
 
You want me to become a doctor 
But I hate the sight of blood 
I want to be a Florentine master 
But you say that's no good 
You want me to be what you like 
But its something I dislike 
 
Then you want me to marry 
But you can't see I'm in love 
You only think of the family 
And she is a hawk not my dove 
Its ok because its someone you like 
Although it’s someone whom I dislike 
 
But I love you cause you 're my parents 



And I'll do it all just to please 
But sometimes you all don 't make sense 
Do you want me to get down on my knees 
What about what 1 dislike 
You never ask me what I like 
 
 
           Spare the Rod and Fail the Child 
 
When I was growing up 
Although maybe I hadn't enough love 
I think I grew up straight 
Studied and prayed to the one above 
And I turned out ok, mate 
 
When I was growing up 
There was a real community spirit 
You could be thrashed by your elders 
If you swear or misbehave you get it 
And you respect all your teachers 
 
And as l was grew up 
After hours I did not stray 
I had to be at home at a certain time 
And my parents had the say 
For my upbringing, prose and rhyme 
 
As a student I had home-work 
And it was done every night 
Not for the teacher or class 
But because it was alright 
And all my exams I did pass 
 
At home if I did wrong 
I was punished, not brutally 
But I knew my place respectfully 
I had to obey all the laws 
 
At school it was the same 
The rod or cane was always there 
To keep you in line for what you did 
The rod was not spared but feared 
And everything worked out splendid 



 
Today kids are spared of the rod 
There are so many regulations and rules 
And what we have, drugs, condoms, guns 
Violence and sex amidst all schedules 
An atmosphere I don 't want for my sons 
 
I became a better citizen 
l respect other people's property 
I know the integral pride of worth 
Developed morals, ethics and decency 
For hard work, and I don '1 feel hurt. 
 
GROANING of the RAIN FORESTS 
 
What was once a shining lure 
Now lay dead and dying 
What was once vibrant and pure 
Now in agony groaning 
 
The life of the land 
Which gives us oxygen 
Are much in demand 
By powerful greedy men 
 
Man has proved he's unfit 
A fact proven by every bleddy nation 
One wonders if its worth it 
And did Columbus brought civilization? 
 
And as the trees groan 
The poor gets poorer 
With every log thrown 
The rich gets richer 
 
From South East Asia 
To the lucious Guiana Highlands 
In once green South America 
Now stands blowing dust and sands 
 
The eco-system is destroyed 
The food-chain is broken 
As loggers are deployed 



And humanity is forsaken 
 
From a variety of woods to choose 
We have custom made furniture 
As some Eskimos still live in igloos 
Alongside beast and nature 
 
With all the wealth extracted 
From the forests agroaning 
Man is still not detracted 
He's still mining and sawing 
 
And on a still day forever 
One can listen to the groaning of the frees 
With every cry of "Timber!" breeze 
As the echo carries the pain in the  
 
 
 
            FRIENDS IN THE WOODS 
 
When I want to be at peace 
I take myself into the woods 
To stroll and think how lucky I am 
For there I can effortlessly release 
And enjoy my tranquil moods 
 
I marvel at the beauty of the crocus 
Pussy-willow and the blooming lily 
I wander and know how lucky I am 
As I smell the scents so delicious 
And gaze at the butterfly so fancy 
 
The squirrels watch with tails so long 
For they know me by now you see 
I am glad to know that I am lucky 
To hear the cardinal sing her song 
Courting her mate in  maple tree 
 
The deer drinks from a stream near by 
 Distracting the crane with a fish in its beak 
The bunny watches as if to say hello 
The eagle crow circles way up high 



Looking at the baby beaver so helpless and meek 
For there were no man made sounds here 
To disturb the sparrow in a fir tree 
And I felt like a lord of the woods 
For with them the woods I share 
And I know they watch out for me. 
                            
                LIKE A TREE 
 
 
It takes a little trigger 
To wipe out a life 
Like a majestic timber 
With a sharp knife 
And a  year old tree is gone 
They  saw  Columbus came 
Some saw wars lost and won 
And forests were never the same 
Their branches balance Nature 
And sustain the eco-system 
They support every creature 
Including man, a problem 
They give us oxygen 
They house the insectivore 
The envy of evil men 
Who also dislike the fauna 
Man takes his own life 
So how can he be human 
He causes so many strife 
Destroying everything he can 
He chiseled the good earth 
Sucking up the oils and gold 
And every conceivable worth 
To enhance his elite fold 
Man is the architect of wanton madness 
On everything he has declared war 
Is that why we're drawn to the wilderness 
Where somethings are unspoiled so far. 
 
 
DEATH SQUADS 
 
They call themselves The Civil Corp Bureau 



This 60 member elite put on their own show 
Starring the fearless Death Squad of South Africa 
And the arch-architect was the notorious Peter Botha 
 
To all who are different and opposed them 
Like Hitler they got rid of their problem 
Their hired killers for every enemy dead 
Are paid a thousand ‘silver’ rand per head 
 
The orders came from high above 
It was carried out with love 
Love for their country or so they thought 
Or were brainwashed to believe they ought 
 
Civil Rights Lawyer Griffith Menenje 
The last bastion for the oppressed blacks 
Was shot in cold blood responding to them 
In pretence that their car had engine problem 
 
He came out with jumper-cables to give them a start 
They brought out their guns and riddled his heart 
He was massacred before everyone in sight 
Then they hacked his wife in broad day-light 
 
Next in Elizabeth was Matthew Goniwe 
They butchered him using the okapi 
The Death Squad had him removed permanently 
By stabbing him forty five times repeatedly 
 
Then acting without an iota of fear 
They sadistically cut off his ear 
Robbed him of his money in his pockets 
To let it look like the work of bandits 
 
David Webster a white sympathizer whom the blacks admired 
One ordinary Saturday morning  was mercilessly murdered 
His partner Maggie Freedman has attested 
To it all but as usual no one was arrested 
 
The one who barely got away was Albie Sachs 
On April 17, 1988 by the Death Squad attacks 
Another white aiding the blacks is a political sore 
Sachs was mutilated by guard dogs on the sea-shore 



 
This Goon Squad belonged to the South African gov't 
Like Nuremberg again they must be brought to judgement 
The free world cannot sit by and let this one go under 
            For what is sauce for the goose is sauce for 
the gander  
 
 
                KILLERS IN OUR MIDST 
 
 
The good dies and the sick goes to prison 
As drug lords and war-lords vie for terrain 
The Merchants of Bay street smirk 
Dry dust settle and hurt  feelings subside 
Its life in a zoo of the 21st century 
 
Getting wiser to battle new  viruses 
Yet ruthlessly emptying the rain forests 
Butchering and dissecting good mother earth 
For precious minerals and evil believers 
As non-believers pollute our blue planet 
 
What have we become without our humanity 
When we lie and die for the almighty dollar 
Stifling the truth for our selfish ambition' 
Using the flag or religion as a crutch 
Arid grasping nothing from history 
 
The truth, feelings, pride are still alive 
And the good will always triumph 
For after deleting the violence and vices 
Deep down man is a good person 
When he can forgive and be charitable 
     
THE AMERICAN ELITE 
 
No work 
    Only play 
    Read 
            Exercise 
            Eat good 
             Study 



    Try to read 
 
With all the rights 
Big kids never grown up 
No responsibility 
Becoming a man 
Now caught 
In a vice 
        No trust 
        Talk 
Shoot the bull 
        Fight 
        Provoke 
        Attack 
 
Locks and doors 
Clanging of the gates 
        No trust 
Want more rights 
No action 
Class action 
 
Belonging 
Joining a gang 
Get a knife in the belly 
Pull a razor across a  throat 
A spike in the gut 
 
        Back in the mess 
            Eating 
            Eyeing 
When its his turn 
Hoping for a reprieve 
 
Paying for sins 
Committed 
Raps on the rails 
Shoot more bull 
Sorry; regret 
A bad attitude. 
Traded a home for a cell 
Here they call it a prison. 
 



                    ZENITH   
 
    The pinnacle 
    Of every climax 
    The turning point 
    Of not knowing 
    What is up or down 
    What is sunset or dawn 
    What is good or bad 
    What is right or wrong 
     
    The apex of well-being 
    The time when 
    You don't care 
    What time is it? 
    When taste is dull 
    When the sense is numbed 
    When pleasure is heaven 
    When you lose all sense of time 
 
    The haven of all heavens 
    The tip of the iceberg 
    Where cold is hot 
    And tension is tense 
    And you care not 
    For tomorrow 
    Where you care not 
    Where you are 
    Where time stands still 
    Where all is ok 
 
    The zenith 
    Of all zeniths 
    When time or tide 
    Meshes into one 
    Emerges into the soul 
    Resulting in purity 
    Oblivious all materials 
    Longing for spiritualism 
    The only  need 
    The only  zenith 


