One Child

By E J Frank

One child is born in a palace

One child is born in a slum

Who knows what life lies ahead of them?

Who knows what each will become?

One child is born to a Christian

One child is born to a Jew

One child is born to a Muslim.

A Buddhist, a Sikh or Hindu

And each little child will develop

And each little child will grow

And each little child has a story

How it ends? Well nobody could know..

Our physical traits, we are born with

The length of our nose or our chin.

The colour of eyes, pre-determined

The colour of hair and of skin,

Yet though, in some ways, we are different

In many more ways we’re the same

We can all choose the path that our life takes

Despite colour, religion or name

We must never forget we’re all human

We are brothers, or cousins, or kin

We all breathe the same air around us

We must all share the world we live in

We must never forget where we’ve come from

Or the love of our families and friends

Yet we all have the power to change life

And to say how our own story ends

We may all be slaves to our background

Our schooling, our class or our fate

But we all choose our own road to follow

The future is ours to create…. 
