What is the Colour of Money?
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The shop around the corner,
The malls at the other end,
The vendor right in front of you,
The people going right by you.
Everyone on their own path, and yet
The same place to get to.

The vendor avoiding taxes.
What harm could a couple bucks do?
Says not one or two, say a thousand

But no one has a clue.

The tycoon munching his pennies,
Hiding his millions
From the villains who will take it from him
Hiding his millions
For his child as she looks up to him.

A woman stares out
Before entering in
A place of delight, A place of lust
Nonetheless a place she trusts
To help support her kin.

The paths they chose,

The consequences they know
The actions they won’t disclose
Some bad, some good
To do some bad and some good
To get to the same place
It’s the green that they embrace

So now one must ask
What is the colour of money?
Not Black, Not White

But a million shades of grey.
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