In Grim Congress

We strive to heed the Earth’s wail of summon

With words, bold and true, but hushed in darkness.

Grey, grieved and powerless,

We gather in grim congress.

Oh, we love the Mother

But like fools we crowd and huddle close,

Close to Her bleeding breast

While our black brothers reave the world of beauty,

We are gathered in grim congress

And we tremble, we whisper,

We fear, hushed in darkness.

The Earth is dying

And we do not suffice,

She wails and screams in horror and fright

Ah, bloody rage! We would fight…

But alas, we do not suffice

To put an end our Mother’s blight.

-Raven

