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The Mind

bathes The Heart

in fond memories
and unlikely hopes
to shield it

from painful realities.

Who bathes The Mind?

Alistair Croll

I am seven
A human flesh and blood
All from earth

None of heaven

Seven years of misery
. | Reign of terror, fear
: To say the least

What I say is no mystery
Bang! Bang! those bullets!
That scare the soul and break the guts

I go loose on my pants.

Seven year old

No more crawling under the bed
I have the rights to behold.

Jerusalem West Bank

Street full of people

School kids, babies that toddle
Teenagers .....

Soldiers! ..... soldiers!

Bang! Bang! plastic bullets
Plastic they call them

A harmless name

Big soldiers that shoot at aim
Children scramble and fall
When hit by bullets that blind
With powers that disable
that tear and maime.

To tell the truth is no epithet
[Children die misiabeled
To plastic bullets put a halt!

Abdullah Berih
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