
To Live in Harmony

What would it matter the colour we be

When we needed comfort it was the touch

Not the colour of the hand that mattered so much

With a soothing voice so soft and sweet

What would it matter the language we speak.

We all started out this very same way

And really it is a shame, I must say

If we can’t see beyond the colour of skin

To the goodness that comes from within.

We are all cut from the very same cloth

But still we come in quite a variety

Some are big, small, short, tall, fat or thin

Depending on what lies beneath the skin.

So, though we may be as different as we can be

Underneath we are still all the same

We all need the freedom to live and to grow

To have hopes and dreams as well you know

Feel joy and sorrow, share laughter and tears

Living in harmony for the rest of our years.

- Elleen Hesselberg






