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Again

Again and
Again
And again
Loneliness
And
God
And me

Loneliness
And

Tears

And Loss

And again

| am without" you"
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Window

| was born every morning

I have awindow in my room

And | canseethe crowded street through it

| see through my window babies eyes that is teem with begrudge

I see chic cars, holding proud people

| see people who are wearing no clothes and many chic clothes that
worn by noone

| see tears of orphans who want something from his mother but.....

| see crowded streets with many people who are in harsh to get to
work

| see a pickpocket stealingand an old woman begging

I see alot of persons who just think about money and their pockets
People whose faces are teem with exhaustion, sadness and
disturbance

Another day | am born again and look out of my window but this
timelseetheclearblue sky

I see shiny golden sun that rises behind the mountains

| see a migrating little swallow, flying

| see blossoming trees and budding flowers

| see dancing clouds and all beauties of nature

lam born every day with all these ugliness's that human create
And with allthese beautiesinthe nature that God created

Sojust sometimes | do feel and think that the world is so beautiful in
the other side of my window
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