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WAR OF OUR WORLD

It was a beautiful place,

Trees, water, animals.

Huge towers and billions of people,

But that was almost

100 years ago

Before they had these weapons,

You can’t walk with out stepping on

A human being,

Or war machine.

It feels like all that’s left,

Is me.

Guns that fire lasers.

Bombs that leave only rubble.

These being have destroyed this world.

Little is left at all

The smell of destruction 
heavy in the air,

The sky is dark,

the land is red.

Peace has come to this rock,

Or at least what’s left of it

and this rock,

Is earth 
