The Seed
(tune: The Seed I Have Scattered . . .)

Our Mother is weeping while humans are sleeping
We can’t hear her voice or the sorrowful cries
Of ancestors telling us dangers are heaping
Upon generations because of our lies.

Over and over, we hear their voice pleading
The children are crying for us to awake
To let go of holding so tightly our death wish
That holds us from living for Mother Earth’s sake.

The glaciers are melting, the oceans are rising
As warming continues its relentless pace
The tipping points looming as species are dying
We seem to be heading for the end of our race.

 Refrain:

The scientists’ warnings for years went unheeded
Our eyes now behold what their studies foretold
Approaching the bound’ries of human existence
Responses required now must be brave and bold.

Refrain:

The seeds that we scattered as Homo Colossus
Collapses in view of our sorrowful eyes
Were never to grow his voracious machin’ry
But to see life anew and anew the Earthrise.

Refrain:





