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The Collected Poems of Stevie Smith
THE Z0OO

The lion sits within his cage,
Weeping tears of ruby rage,

He licks his snout, the tears fall down
And water dusty London town.

He does not like you, little boy,
It's no use making up to him,

He does not like you any more
Than he likes Nurse, or Baby Jim.

Nor would you do if you were he,
And he were you, for dont you see
God gave him lovely tecth and claws
So that he might eat little boys.

So that he might

In anger slay

The little lambs

That skip and play

Pounce down upon their placid dams

And make dams Aesh to pad his hams,

So that he might

Appal the night

With crunching bones

And awful groans

Uf:ntclﬂpc and buffalo,

And the unwary hunter whose ‘Hallo’
Tells us his life is over here below.
There's none to ]u'lp him, fear inspirtd.
Who shouts because his gun misfired.

All this the lion sees, and pants

Because he knows the hot sun slants
Between the rancid jungle-grass,

W hich never more shall part to let him pass
Down to thr:_i ungfc dn':nking-hnh:.

Whither the zebra comes with her sleek foal.

The sun is hot by day and has his swink,
And sops up sleepy lions’ and tigers' stink,
But not this lion's stink, poor carnivore,
He's on the shady shelf for ever more.

His claws are blunt, his teeth fall oue,
Mo victim's flesh consoles his snour,
And that is why his eyes are red
Considering his talents arc misuséd.
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