Different

They glance, beware

and look away

before they stare

and gingerly stroke

my wrist

with finger tip

outstretched,

as though it might

rub off,

on them.

“It’s real,” they exclaim,

“how neat, so cool,

I want one too!” or,

“Did it hurt? How brave,

to break the rule!” or

“It’s vile to defile

what God has given you.”

But whatever their opinion,

each asks, as was my intention,

“what does it mean?”

“Think clone…think cure,”

I read and explain.

“It’s  statement.

“Stem cells cloned

make healthy cells

to cure Parkinson’s, paralysis, 

multiple sclerosis,

but the research is 

banned, unfunded, 

wrongly discredited.”

“How can that be?”

most ask,

as ignorant 

in their bliss as the

one, morally remiss,

who uses the unborn

to blaspheme the living 

disabled,

preventing scientific proof 

becoming therapeutic truth.

A tattoo,

etched out of the blue,

a permanent needling

of judgment askew,

mine and theirs.

They, who mis-prescribed,

doping me out of my mind;

me ever intent

on making a difference

in a world, indifferent
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