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Poverty


It is the deadliest valley
And poverty is the burden they carry
slender is the path, for the just is their rally
Their wish and rulers wild does vary.

Poverty is the wound ever bleeding
And its color is weak and pale
Cure is expensive, so still breeding
And to laugh at, it is put on sale

Their plight is never ever answered,
Yet, wish was it as easy as to powder
The tea, they take a sip of tea and let
It go unanswered, in dark everything
Disappears but poverty.

People around the world struggle
Some work, but others smuggle
These people are in poverty,
But we don't feel anything
It's mock hypocrisy.

They need our compassion. Dirt and stones
Are walked on by their bare feet in this growing
World they aren’t given a seat and every penny
They make feels bitter. Sweet, but we don’t seem
To care

Millions of people around the world die without food.
Hungry children wipe their tears the aroma of food
Fills the air, their lives are like our darkest fears it's the
Farthest thing from the fair. But we don't seem to care.


I saw an old cottage of clay
And only of mud was the floor
It was all falling into decay
And the snow drifted in at the door.

Yet there a poor family dwelt 
In a novel so dismal and rude
And though gnawing hunger
They felt they had not a morsel of food.

The children were crying for bread
And to their poor mother they’d run
O then, let the wealth, and gay
But see such a novel as this.

Look at those wide eyes
Staring blankly at the sky
With no tears left to cry
Look at those skinny arms                                                                                                                                          
with no muscular charm and no protection.
Look at the stomach ProTrade due to hunger
And lack of food with conditions bleak and crude.
Look at the unsightly flies gathering on the face and eyes.












