Politics

Poverty knows no religion

War is fought for peace

Political boundaries have no meaning

To the beggars on the streets

Life is brought onto this Earth

With endless possibilities of growth

All potentials go unrealized 

When there is a surcharge placed on hope

Sweet words cross the lips of many

And hallmarks of goodness tantalize our brain

But there is an aura of melancholy air around

We will breath it, smell it, and then complain

Hypocrisy is the catalyst of inaction

But action is the consequence of one

Life is sustained through a singular source

Who will be the sun?

