SLAVES

The slaves had no rights,

They didn’t even have the power to fight.

The whites controlled the blacks,

And would punish if they started to slack.

All day and night the slaves labored,

There were only a few moments that they savored.

They would get tired - even starve to death,

But while they were alive they worked as they wept.

While the whites sat on their throne,

The blacks were worked to skin and bone.

They would get hit with whips and beat with boards,

So every second they would pray to their Lord.

As you read this poem today,

Think about what I’m trying to say.

Child slavery seems to be the latest craze,

And you should solute them all for being brave.  
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