Going Nowhere

As I stare out the window, watching night change to dawn,

I wonder how destructive, we’ve really become.

Recent rains, have washed, away the grime,

the view of the mountains seems clearer this time.

Day in and day out, I see the same scene,

it only gets worse, when it could be pristine.

The blur of the haze, the gray of the sky,

the taste of the air, the burn in my eye,

the pain in my chest, and my throat feeling rough,

when will we say, enough is enough?

Do we accept pollution as a matter of change,

and days like today are things that seem strange?

What is the price we’re willing to pay,

and will we just stop, having days like today?

I wonder how long the day will stay clear,

the air will stay clean and the sky will look near?

I worry that we may have stretched it too thin,

we’ve started a battle that no one can win.

We need as a people, to be more aware

to really pitch in and to do our fair share.

The people that lose are our kids as a whole,

the ozone is damaged; it’s out of control.

I ponder these things as I sit here and stare,

stuck on the freeway, and going nowhere.
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