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CHILDREN OF PAIN
Jason Meldrum
We are the children of pain,
Hunger, poverty, abandonment, death,
These are the curses we carry.
In our past these things destroyed,
The lives which we shall never know,
And in the cruelties of life,

They shall surely be visited upon us again,
Fate has made us dependent upon you,
And the small mercies of a changing world.
Orphans of the dead and dying we survive,

To become yet another insignificant portion of society,
Shelved away to be "handled” at some later date
In large groups we lay crowded, yet alone,
Each ones tears falling until they can no longer,
And all screaming until a thousand voices are lost
In the echo of empty hearts.
yet, we remain here, most of us,

For deep within us burns a faint glimmer of hope,
That one day we may leave this place,

And perhaps belong somewhere, -
[o someone again.

Simple human love is all we desire,

With it perhaps we can live again
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To his very existence,
He murdered his soul.
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