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My Wish

Everyday, I wish to see tears in your eyes —
Tears of joy!
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Hope

"Wake up... wake up!"

He turned his head
And there 1t sat,
Outside his window,
The black myna bird

"Why are you whispering,
And why are you so hoarse ?"
Asked Suez,

The old farmer.

"Stupid was I
Who flew over the city
Instead of flying around it;

And now I cannot sing!"

"What do you want?"
The old man heard the anxiety
In the bird's voice

And enquired about it.
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The myna replied:

"T have come the long way

Because you are a true son of the Earth;
I believe you would understand me!"
"Just tell me,

What's in your heart?"

II

"Our Mother Earth feels sick!

Her children torment her

With gruesome games;

Her skin is torn asunder by tanks,
Dynamite inflicts burning sours on her body,
Toxic chemicals run through her veins,

And lethal gases fill her lungs —

She suffers from shivers, cough and fever.

Do you remember how last Christmas

She suffered from severe stomach-ache,

Her whole inner being shook with convulsions,
And she threw up a violent wave of her fluids —

A tsunami that drowned all far and near?

21
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