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The Pendulum




    As we observe what people do,




    We see how fast old gives way to new




    And see that there’s a constant swing,




    A rhythmic change in everything.




    In 1930, we watched with pride




    As modern invention was deified.




    The washer and dryer were eagerly embraced




    And packaged foods in ice encased.




    Now Mom could leave her kitchen chores




    And betaking herself outdoors, 




    Go out with friends to play Mah Jongg




    And, if she wished, stay all day long.




    In 1990, Mom said, “Whoa,




    Look at me, I’m gaining weight;




    And my husband too – look at him!




    We’d best rush out to the nearest gym,




    Get on that treadmill, and lift those weights,




    And do so not once, but on numerous dates!!”




    In 1950, cars were kings.




    Were there things in their way? – Away with


    those things!




    And thus our streetcars were scrapped for junk




    And funding into road-building sunk.




    In 2000, we cried, “What have we done?




    Our traffic-clogged streets – they’re no fun.




    Our cars belch fumes that foul the air,




    And we’re gasping for breath everywhere.




    And gasoline prices are out of sight




    And rising daily – it’s a fright!




    We want mass transit! Get these cars off the roads,




    Give us vehicles that transport enormous loads,




    And that run on electricity, not gas –




    Oh, bring back the streetcars, we miss them alas!”




    In 1960, we took great pride,




    As our shopping centers moved inside,




    Where store-lined streets became wide halls 




    In climate-controlled shopping malls.




    In 2010, we took great pride,




    As our shopping malls moved back outside,




    Where those wide halls of our aging malls,




    Became once more store-lined streets without walls.




    Thus swings the pendulum back and forth,




    First to south, then back to north.




    Toward what we have, our attitude ever sours;




    We’re never content with what is ours.
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