			                      MIXED  BLOODS

My blood is red
Should it be greeen instead?
Ask them the question
I am not a man they said.

NOT  A  MAN

Not even an animal
A subhuman creature, abnormal
They regard me as a vegetable
That doesn’t deserve to be displayed on a stall.

My heart s a chalice
Made of seven bloods where
The vessels of the Earth 
Have quenched their thirst.

Black is the river Niger
Yellow river
Brown is the Mississipi
The Amazone is green
Blue ancestral Nile
White is the Volga
Clayen the Ganges

My heart is a delta
On which each of these converges.
I welcome man with a smile
For I recall the manger
And leave no room for spleen.

The world is a place for exchanges
Where the gull could meet the beluga
The pigmy sit under the king’s canopy
And the princess talk slang.

Foolish is the man 
Who thinks himself
Better than his neignbour
Inflating his self
At the expense of his heart.
								    Pierre SAMUEL
