
All day, every day there are those that walk freely
Me to you; history slows to a crawl
Fear envelops a passerby,
We all shift lanes,
From left to right,
Right from right to left
Why do they stare so?
At us? At our souls?
Viewers strain 
Crane necks
See the open wounds our hearts pour forth

Change begins but slowly
As minds shift
Dreams are driven
Beauty – defi ned as a physical attribute,
Though the stigma that endures is ugly, ugly
A fi erceness fought only 
By the open-minded
If we all shift our minds and dream
Me to you,
We will have a better tomorrow
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