
JUST A HOMOSEXUAL

Just a homosexual, The praise is cute.
A life defined by one Impute,

He sings, dances, writes verse and rhyme,
Swims, runs, laughs, and plays,

Eyes shine bright like new mowed hay,
Yet all you see, Is that he’s Gay.

Just a homosexual?  Hold on. Think before you speak.
My brother’s soul is mild and meek
He hears the whispers in the trees,

Feels the soft of nature’s floor,
Smells the mist, the dawning day,
Your only comment, “He’s Gay!”

Just a homosexual?  Pity you,  The poorest of us three,
A vision blocked, now fear the free,

He walks the cliffs where others dread,
Rises past your clubs and swords,
Sees beyond the great brick wall,
Touches clouds where others fall,

Just a homosexual?  Oh sure.  That’s all!
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