
Crossroads Baby 
LJOME is a tin shack, a wooden shack, a paper shack, 

Burning in the summer when the sand blows hard; 
Ants in the jam tin, rats in the meaiie bin, 
But home for the baby in his own back yard. 
Home is an old hut, a mildewy and mould hut, 
Bitter in the winter when the wet wind howls; 
Grey fire smoking, grey sacks soaking, 
But an egg for the baby from the tough old fowls. 
Pappy's fishing in the bay, Mommy's gone for washing day, 
Sister feeds the baby with a bent old spoon; 
Everybody's trying, 
So what's the use of crying? 
Sitting in the sandhills, crying for the moon? 
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# With acknowledgement to the Cape Times, November 25, 1975. 
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