There Is No Ignorance

She waves goodbye to her last son,
Tears red as bloodshed,
Dressed in black, in mourning.
Pain.
Hurt.
Emptiness. 
He embraces her one last time,
Holding on to forever,
Holding on to his heart.
Pain.
Hurt.
Emptiness. 
Strawberry-blonde curls,
A soft pink dress.
“When will you be back daddy?”
Agony. 

Everyone deserves a chance to live. Stop the war. Please.
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