
Waiting For The Tiger To Be Tamed  

People always say it’s the children who are left feeling guilty,  
It’s true I’m afraid,  
No matter how old you are,  
No matter if you’re an adult,  
You’re the ones who feel guilty.  
 
It’s the kind of guilt that every once in a while  
Grabs your stomach  
Tying it in knots,  
For an hour, a day or a week.  
 
Another voice in your head relationises the situation,  
Telling you it’s not your fault,  
But the guilt still feeds away at your stomach 
Like a tiger enjoying his fresh meat.  
 
So you wait until you can talk to your friend,  
Who reassures you that your guilt is unfounded,  
Who will make you see it’s not your fault,  
Who will tame the tiger for a while.  


