
The world stands still 

for me 

everyone is rushing by 

can't breathe, can’t see 

anything 

it’s so loud, but I am quiet 

listen 

no one has time to notice 

beauty 

music 

birds singing 

they’re just walking by, going to work 

appointments, home 

unimportant 

a single flower grows 

in a grey world 

colour 

I’m watching a butterfly 

in a destroyed world 

made by humans. 
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