A POEM FROM PORTUGAL




A word of despair.
The suffering is your
Butler
We can’t find love in them.
Violence is like
A drug
We never know when
To stop
Quite often is too much
And can lead us to death!
Mamoth is the fear
Tiny is the kindness
Commonly there is neither
Love
Nor solidarity.
Racism is an evil
Violence is worst
The kindness is just a few
But it’'s the
Best in the world.
Concentration
Camps
Belong to the past
But the pain continues.
This is the question I ask!
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