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 The Crying

Copyrights Gilles Dugas January1, 1996


I can hear the crying and the sobs of mother earth

She sheds a tear for what we have done, to what she’s given birth

We tend to use and never think of what we could be doing

We overdue and give no thought to what we could be spewing

The rivers, flowers, skies and trees are things that we were given

We do not care for them; we just go on strippin

We think we own these marvels, the ones we destroyed and never sorrowed

We never keep in mind, they are not ours, they’re just borrowed

So smell the flowers, feel the rain and watch the trees grow tall

Feel the pain within your heart, every time an ax makes one fall

For every time a tree comes down and on the ground it is lying

You should feel like mother earth and start a chain of crying






