Born

Perchance to meet these two divide

Though never seen the sun,

A body made while out of sight

With spirit fused as one.

The birth unto the world divine

Though coming with such pain,

A life to live dependently entwined

In circumstance before us lain.

The one born to poverty,

Strikes against him from the start,

While precious awash in flattery

Grows with choice within his heart.

No, life was never fair.

Would it be so alarming?

If I could choose whose seed to pair

I’d be born rich as well as charming.
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