Poverty

Look at me, I’m tired and hungry.

Look at me, my clothes are all torn up.

Look at me, I have no money, no food.
Look at me, I’m so stricken by Poverty!

At nights, I have no place to sleep.

I’m cold and alone.
People look at me with scorn,

When all I want is a friend, 
And a place to call my own.

I knew what it was to be happy,

I knew what it was to be satisfied.

But now it has all slipped away,

So far, far away.

Look at me, the tired hungry eyes.

Look at me, the cold meager body.

Look at me, the dry dense skin.

Won’t you lend a helping hand to me?
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Sharing is Caring! We care… Do you?

