
Gay Black Aliens from Mars 

Hanging from a tree with the noose tightly tied,

Heads take a bow to the early morning show

Blackened shadows of a fateful night.

Blue-red flashes arrive with dawn.

The blue shows in the law

In hearts as cold as ice;

The red puddles on the ground

From the violence that resounds;

The white gleams in the dead

Not a color, nor a reason;

The black festers in the soul

A feeling that we all harbor

At one point or another…

But what does it matter?

Black can be skin

So can blue, red, green, and all

Purple could mean love

So could the above

But more often than not

The color is blood

And, We justify it all

Using inventions of construction

As catalysts for destruction

In a society where

The prism of perversions

separates us all.

Hatred reigns in all colors.

