


Confidence
Must mean
That you are happy with yourself
But, just like you
I live in this ...
Faith
Between the power of Culture,
And this infinite fancy diner
Where we eat our feelings
Emotions, conceptions, religions,
Colors of skin
And much more.
We are not allowed to judge.
Instead, we are allowed to be humans.
That means
Too much for this society
That means to help,
To care, 
To live,
With others made 
With the same love,  Like us.
At least we can try. 













I was not taken seriously at
the beginning of a new job
because of my skin color,
higher education that
enabled
me to have a hierarchical
superiority.

We all bleed the same
color.
In my city, a school refused
some pupils because of
their skin color. 



Are we truly living, until the end, with intensity, giving the best of us, without
hesitation and prejudices?
Let's be united and prejudice-free! Solidarity is a powerful word, but its
deeper meaning defines a feeling which makes people help each other. When 
was the last time you opened your heart? How would the country, the world, be, 
if every human, from a child to a grown-up, opened his heart for ten minutes? 
Is a world where solidarity replaces judgment an imaginary, unexistent, utopian
world? 











Multiple people
Wandering on the same earth

Walking together
A few harsh words told

Someone is now feeling bad
Should it be this way? 



There is a big difference between putting things in categories to make sense of the world and
give them value.
Value can be the seed of discrimination, given the fact that most times comes from fear and
misunderstanding, instead of love and compassion.
Is it fear of the unknown? Fear of losing the privileges we think we were born with?
Are we not born the same way?
Equals until we got out of our mother's womb?
The light we see when we come to this world can give us clarity, or it can blind us from the
undeniable truth that we are all the same flesh, shaped by the same society that attempts to
corrupt us. 
But aren't we the society, aren't we the ones who shape and are shaped?
Or would it be better if the light did not exist, so we would be blind and see only with the
heart? A heart that beats at the same rhythm as our neighbors, with the same intensity and
willingness to live. 






