Nature
The wind is swirling blades of grass,

The tears clouds spilled will start to pass.

The animals all run together,

Through wild flowers, through wild heather.

Above the mountains peeks the sun,

To shine and make the summer fun.

The spectrum glows when rain and sun,

Unite until the day is done.

We people come with different lives,
Different families different strives.

But inside we are all the same,

Just different faces, different names.

