Without Freedom

I live in a country that is free,

because freedom can't be bought.

I went to bed last night in peace,

without giving it a second thought.

Yet I thank God everyday

for what He has given me.

And I must admit I forget to thank

Him for the freedom just to be.

I don't mean to take for

granted, the freedom I have,

when there are people in 

the world that seldom laugh.

I complain about having too much to

do, when there are those that are weak.

I am picky at what I eat, yet people

are going hungry as I speak.

My children are healthy

doing what they do best,

as mothers in other countries hold

their dying children, they do not rest.

I get caught up in what I don't have,

that I need reminding now and then.

It is because of this freedom that I can

enjoy what I do have, over and over again.
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