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Little pink top

I look out from my window; I look out into the street,

I look at where we used to play football and share cakes, so sweet!

But now I can’t see those streets anymore,

Because a few days ago the rains started to pour,

And now everything is covered in mud,

Oh, how it hurts to see the damages caused by the flood!

And now my little sister stands beside me.

She’s so sweet and so little, only three!

And down from her eye comes a teardrop,

Which falls down onto her little pink top,

Oh how it hurts to see so much destruction,

And I can’t even imagine there’ll ever be reconstruction.

I look around and see how much has been lost.

Our emotions have been frozen, we can’t even feel crossed.

I turn to my right and look at my father, see the suffering in his eyes,

I turn to the left and see my mother, trying to hold back her cries.

And do you know what intrigues me the most about what I can see?

I sit there gazing and wonder how could it be,

That all this destruction was caused by little raindrops,

No bigger that the one my sister shed onto her little pint top

Dedicated to the children who’ve lost everything in the Pakistan floods, including their home
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