
“Different”

The mechanism is your mind
the fuel is your heart,

the setting is the stage of time
so now begin, the story needs a start.

Pick up the pen and draw a scene,
ink in the people, color a dream.

Paint the world as a beautiful sketch,
blue for sky and the green for grass.

When painting people, let your brush go wild,
dab it in all colors and play like a child.

We are all different, as colors on a palate,
and yet we’re the same but forever question it!
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