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POLITICAL FEATHERS

i gaze at the a”uring birds,
E\aH‘)hhs ‘for no r\oHe reason,
Mockﬁng at their own companions,
Rather noisy in a ]arge
gathering.

T}\es sf‘ahd as ﬂ\e great
emperors,

Thriving on miseries,

Porder Hﬂ,eg, fjuS’t a piece of
roc!(, uht{erneafh”

“T‘we spine o‘f mofher]‘aht{”,
‘nart”g ever ‘neard 53 ﬂ'\em,

The hum is ever unheard,
The brave voices are hidden in
mystery,

Nor give 2 gy‘ar\ce at the ordinarg
of great misery.

Perpetual vaths are being given,
Uh;riﬂc{’mg thirst for marbles and

wae‘ru

Never can see an end of ﬂ\is;
R&:Im of virtua! truth,

iketa Scorcwhs martyr
nightigate

in.a

it

The insight of the birds,
Can it be fabricated? Once 1
el

The Hack feaﬂwers weakeh
The naked eye of their own kind:
No beau’tyj can wake up,

The uninhabited souls of birds.
The innocent souls cannot
counteract,

And convinced, let q0 of what
cannot be chahget’.



	Page 1

