In the Land 

Invidious comparisons will most happily do
In the land of Winkin, Blinkin, and Nod.
For only by comparative superiority made clear,
Through endless, unquestioned use of the superlative “dear”.
Will we learn who is worthy, who not –
In other words, who, in the wide world, is who. 

Now the allure of wealth – all the better made through stealth –
The dazzle and gleam of Max Factor beauty supreme,
The glamour and attraction of full-blown health
Are requisite, are prized, are championed, are a prod
To selection for high office, to privilege, to an elevated position 
In the land of Winkin, Blinkin, and Nod. 

For Winkin – either to charm a fair object for gratification
Or signify a covert action, not a declaration – 
Is the principal means of under-table agreement,
One which works especially well in the game of perpetual appeasement.

And Blinkin, astonishingly effective in a stream of invective 
Or an effort to erase what is patently clear, 
Particularly when it starts at the top, sends the whole coterie of followers into
An optic blockade of all not desired to be seen, a mute on all that conformists want not to hear.

But Nod is the most powerful gesture of all,
For with it missiles are launched, lives shattered, whole cities do fall.
The response? Jubilation, exaggeration, and rows of genuflecting undulation;
As supreme, as victorious, as inglorious, the well-tufted, well-puffed, overstuffed
Mannekin, propped up by wild, insidious dream, surveys his land – in hope ever growing -
And has visions wholly solipsistic seen, in the land of Winkin, Blinkin, and Nod. 










