O, MOTHER !

 

Mother Earth has taken its toll
What belongs to her from the 

                         human body.
Heavenly Father has taken the

                                          soul
And he lifted it up to happiness.
But to the mother, to the man,  

                        what remains?
Pain and miss of the loved being?
What she feels, where this comes

                                             from
What for she’s living on this

                                 Earth?
What is the purpose of her pain

                              and sadness,
What is the purpose of her 

              fulfillment and joy,
What is the purpose of her love

                         and happiness,
In fact what is the purpose of man

                                       on Earth?
Everything is Earth, Water and 

                                     dreams
Light and dark at the same time
Power and destiny carried by the

                                             wind
Which are easily attacked by

                                     death.
What is death? A friend? That

                                      helps?
To separate joy from sadness and

                        soul from the body
And try to settle them where they

                                  came from?
But the woman-mother to whom

                        does she belong
Is it pain and death, or eternity?
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