Rakastunut strutsi

Sunnuntaina strutsi naki nuoren strutsineidon kavelevan puistossa. Se seurasi neitoa matkan paasta ja astui
tarkalleen samoihin jalkiin, joihin tdmakin oli astunut.

Maanantaina strutsi poimi orvokkeja rakastetulleen. Se oli niin ujo, ettei uskaltanut ojentaa niita itse. Se
jatti ne strutsineidon portaille ja juoksi pois, mutta samalla se tunti suurta iloa syddamessaan.

Tiistaina strutsi savelsi laulun rakastetulleen. Se lauloi sitd itsekseen kerran toisensa jalkeen. Sen mielesta
se oli kauneinta musiikkia, mita se oli ikind kuullut.

Keskiviikkona strutsi katseli, kun sen rakastettu so6i ravintolassa. Se unohti tilata itselleen aterian. Se oli liian
onnellinen ollakseen nalkdinen.

Torstaina strutsi kirjoitti runon rakastetulleen. Se oli ensimmainen runo, jonka se oli ikina kirjoittanut,
mutta silla ei riittdnyt rohkeutta lukea sita dadneen télle.

Perjantaina strutsi osti uuden puvun. Se porhisti hdyhenensa ja tunsi olevansa uljas ja komea. Se toivoi, etta
sen rakastettu ehka huomaisi sen.

Lauantaina strutsi uneksi, etta se tanssi valssia rakastettunsa kanssa suuressa tanssisalissa. Se piteli neitoa
tiukasti syleilyssdaan samalla, kun ne kieppuivat ympariinsa musiikin pyorteissa. Herdtessaadn se tunsi olonsa
suunnattoman vireaksi.

Sunnuntaina strutsi palasi puistoon. Kun se naki strutsineidon kulkevan sielld, sen sydan alkoi lapattaa
vimmatusti, mutta se sanoi itsekseen: Qi voi, ndhtdvasti mina olen liian ujo rakkauteen. Ehkapa tulee vield
toinen kerta. Mutta taytyy sanoa, ettd tama on ollut todella hyva viikko.”

Rakkaus voi palkita itse itsensa.



Konekaannos:

In love with an ostrich

On Sunday, an ostrich saw a young ostrich maid walking around the park. It followed the maiden from the
distance and entered the exact same marks that this too had entered.

On Monday, the ostrich picked violets for his beloved. It was so shy he didn't dare hand them out himself. It
left them on the steps of the ostrich maid and ran away, but at the same time that hour of great joy in her
heart.

On Tuesday, the ostrich composed a song for his beloved. It sang it to itself once again. It thought it was the
most beautiful music it had ever heard.

On Wednesday, the ostrich watched as its beloved ate at the restaurant. It forgot to order himself a meal. It
was too happy to be hungry.

On Thursday, the ostrich wrote a poem to his beloved. It was the first poem it had ever written, but it did
not have the courage to read it aloud to this.

On Friday, the ostrich bought a new suit. It fluffed its feathers and felt gallant and handsome. It hoped its
loved one might notice it.

On Saturday, the ostrich dreamed that it was dancing a waltz with its beloved in a large ballroom. It held
the maiden tightly in its embrace while they wrapped around in the swirls of music. When it woke up, it felt
immensely vigorous.

On Sunday, the ostrich returned to the park. When it saw the ostrich maid passing there, its heart began to
permeate frantically, but it said to itself: “Oh oh oh, apparently I'm too shy for love. Perhaps there will be
another time. But | have to say, it's been a really good week. '

Love can reward itself.



