WE ARE LIVING IN OUR CHILDREN’S HOME

Earth is a single household.
The planet's winds and waters see to that, 
so interlinked are they
that each square mile of earthly surface
contains some stuff blown in from every other mile.

Some say the winds carried topsoil
sent aloft during the 1930's Dust Bowl
three times around the Earth
before the atmosphere was cleansed of it.

Today, Earth's soiled air disseminates
exhaust of billions of tailpipes and chimneys,
while the global network of her waterways
circulates other human waste around the planet.

As we alter thus the content of Earth's atmosphere,
and tamper with the chemistry of her waters,
we take her life into our hands
along with all of lifekind yet to come.

Earth is a single household,
but the homestead is not ours;
we are only visitors
in the living room of those about to follow,
caretakers of the hospitality
and shelter that our children's home affords.

Our children,
not ourselves,
are the earthly homestead's host,
and we are but their household's privileged guests.

Why then do we abuse their mansion so,
as if we had the right to wreck their residence?
What have our children and their offspring’s children done
to earn a life of struggling
to restore what we've undone?

Of what crimes do we hold Earth's children guilty,
that we sentence them to life at such hard labor?
And what are we doing to our children's living room,
as we trample, scrape and pave its carpet bare?

Our children ask the Earth for bread.
Are we giving them a stone?
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