The great riddle
What kind of machines, are travelling about
on nights late, frightening everyone?

It flashes as if, it was a fireworks
It lights as if, it overtook the falling star

In castles and huts, on land and in town
now riddles are taken, on contract

”It can´t be rocket bombs, can it?
Then I must travel, to auntee in Hjo!”

The bows of the rockets, in darkening air
torment with fear, our small common sense

It wouldn´t be bad, don´t you think?, if all of this
was only a mirrage, of an optical kind
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