The Seniors

Senior is not a gender
But a species to wonder.
The way they chase thrones; Steal the crowns

Climb the flesh to become renowned.

Their mind jostle for supremacy
with creepy egos growing under.
Exclusively for self savouring air;

all claps & applauses ... like thunder.

To grace with age, is their deleted trait,

The mutated species which never surrenders.
With Gray brains, defying to obey,

fresh ideas dumped, to juniors’ dismay.

All bystanders hoping to light

the extinguished flame of seniors’ insight.
With waning patience, the juniors say

oh tyrants! let us save ourselves ...

As none can enjoy a “cold buffet!”
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