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The Hourglass of Change

Turn it over and watch meticulously, hear the soft dropping of the grain.
Pitter. Patter. Pitter. Patter. 
As we watch, as we wait, as time engulfs us

Remember,

Remember the past, remember those heinous memories
The suffering, the sorrow, the pain
Those murdered and those lost
Remember the fires of Kristallnacht,
The night filled with broken windows and broken cries
Shattering glass, shattering hearts, shattering hope
Remember the Star of David,
Once taken eminently with pride,
Forced upon us, Mocked upon us, chagrined.
Jews, Homosexuals, Gypsies, Social Misfits and Handicapped
Seized and cast aside.
Auschwitz, Dachau, Belsen, Treblinka, Buchenwald
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Remember the Shoah.
The hour of change has arrived, but why does history echo the sounds of agony?
Yazidis,
Thousands of men killed, women and children raped.
Eradication of Holy Sites, 
Destruction of Sinjar, Destruction of Bashiqua, Destruction of Bahzani
Decimated by hunger and thirst, eternally misunderstood
It takes only one parasite to start an epidemic,
That parasite was barbarous Hitler.
That parasite was vile ISIL.
Our faces stained with tears, 
Our heart stained with grief.
Our pure hands stained with this history.
Courage, Fearless, Dauntless, Audacity
Words to link our past to our present to our future
Fight spiritually and silently like our savior Mahatma Gandhi.
Fight peacefully and proudly like our savior Martin Luther King Jr.
Fight independently and fiercely like our savior Rosa Parks.
I urge you brothers and sisters,
To take pride in your roots and remember your heritage.
There is a window of opportunity to stop this disease, that window is closing.
Racism, Prejudice, Discrimination, Bigotry
An illness we must stop,
An illness that we must stop from spreading to our future children.
N longer will they be able to use their violent rhetoric to instill terror in our hearts.
No longer will they be able to strip us of our dignity and tear our world to pieces.
No longer will they be able to use their cold hands to tear the warm clothes off our backs.
No longer will we have to abandon our homes and say goodbye to our loved ones.
No longer will the world encompass constituents of a graveyard.
So remember those who fought and lost, remember those who fled and those who stayed
As we watch, as we wait, as time engulfs
Out of a pyramid of despair falls a grain of hope,
Finally it has come, the hour of change.
