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The Mother Earth 

 

Open eye, look at her!  

She is as beautiful as angel,  

Winter and spring adorns her,  

Summer and rain washes her.  

Winter goeth, summer cometh, natural 

Natural since the birth of earth. 

 

The man of science sees her, plunder her 

 Beauty, Cyclones, hurricanes, typhoons, gales  

Attacked and stained her. Flames in forest  

Rouse her wounds. Unhealed blisters  

Of pollution ravished her beauty.  

 

The selfish ravished her beauty.  

Forgot, He forgot. She has given him birth.  

Ingratitude built dams across the rivers,  

Dare, dared the greedy gluttons loot  

Her beauty, her stainless face  

Dotted factories of Hyenas and Jackals  

Her beautiful eyes are dripping sewage,  

And blood by digging iron bars of mines  

Deep into her heart, Famines wither her beauty.  

Tsunamis and floods drenched her.  

Neither has she had peace nor rest  

Restless revolve on worn-out axle ages  

For the cause of human good on the earth  

The inhuman activities reopened  

Healed wounds, the avaricious  

Corporate lose responsibilities  
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Lead to broken twigs, fallen trees for  

The gale and storm of inhumanity, didn’t  

You listen, the siren from the crusts  

Of the mother earth, result of your no, no  

Our acts, ill-luck neither Katrina nor Rone 

Eye-opener, open eye, listens, the screams  

Of mother earth, turn deaf won’t save,  

Save yourself, plant sapling, saves the earth. 

 


