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Poem for Earth Day:   EARTH'S SONG OF LAMENTATION
Never did I think that I would see the day

When I would look about with such concern and dismay,

Upon the planet, we have, in our stance to advance,(our move to improve)

 the lives of all humanity, developed industrial advances to the point of  technical insanity.  

(a veritable human unsuitable incongrutable profanity)

A difference we now have found and have come to find,

is dearly affecting us, in humans  heart, soul and mind. 

For the industrial advancement for the past one hundred years,

has brought with it in today's world,  the most obvious consequences and  fears.

And with all the living improvements society  has made,

 Now the time has come for the piper to be paid.

Even if one wore blinds, the signs of our times are seen everywhere

and these signs of our times, are directly man kind's responsibility to bear.

(Ourselves we do flatter with gossipy chatter and banter about subjects that don't comparatively to this, even matter)

For through our ever inventive, incentive, evolutions, to solve world problematic solutions,

we have forged a path in our Industrial  revolutions,

Now to find ourselves caught up and lost, with the outcome, realized,  at dire personal cost,  for our efforts have produced  overbearing  carbon exhausts.  

Exhausts which affect the world wide, resulting in conditions from which we cannot hide. But must do more than just continually take in stride, but must act now, rather than to daily abide,

Conditions, (with gaseous emissions), and not leave for other generations, to find new ways (in this polluted maze) innovations, and creations for the solutions to our man made industrial pollution craze. 

We cannot afford to wait, (the times are already very late), For we are in a race and must awake to survive, our possible deadly fate, and take appropriate actions for all humanities sake.   

But, no matter our actions, (amid continuing infractions) the planet earth  in all its expansions and contractions, will continue to orbit it's sun, like a child romping through a flowered field just for fun.  

 Never once considering the dire conditions mankind’s self made fate.  But whirling and twirling, and (whirling unfurled with out a care in the world), not stopping to wait, for it knows what conditions mankind has to face at oncoming later date.

Signs of glaciers in decay, and the weather patterns in dismay, are not just signs of nature going array, but earths saying way, "don't delay for to do so, will certainly shorten your stay."  

And should conditions mount, because of no care taken by us, here and about, humanity will, eventually snuff its self out.

 Mother Earth will just look, about no doubt, and tout, " Didn't this happened once, some time before, (?)  way back when their existed the realm of the ...........................................dinosaur?   

And with humanities devastation, earth will, with new concentration begin to delete the old order  and create new creations from  new ash and mortar.  Never giving past civilization a single thought, upon what itself, it has devastating brought,  

Never taking a day, much less an hour, but spending its universal time, to devise and tower (without ever a glower) in devising new plans for a new tomorrow, right down the the beauty of a single new flower. 

So,  Humanity beware, critical times are in the air, so don't stand around and idly glare, The signs of possible human extinction, are not a story plot of  fantasy fiction, but real and demanding and your possible deadly affliction.

 We must immediately invent a new way (in order to stay?), a new course, a new energy force, to end the death lamenting chorus.

For a death knell gongs, a relenting song, which is readily and steadily, ever and always,  encroaching, approaching, and its lyrics state, "There's something  very wrong and has been, for some time, for so very very long.  

And we must listen to the words of the very last verse (a terse verse, with no rhyme or yet, no reasoned solution able equitable reverse), stated like an audacious and odious medieval curse.

PEOPLE!  HEED YOUR EARTHS WARNINGS THAT IT SO PLAINTIFULLY LAUDS
HUMANS! HEED AND CHANGE YOUR WAYS WHICH WITH EARTH, YOU ARE AT ODDS,

FOR THERE IS NO ETERNAL TREND, BUT TIME AND PATIENCE IS COMING TO AN  END.

OH YOU COURAGEOUS, OH YOU PRECIOUS, OH YOU BELOVED CHILDREN OF GOD!
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