- The miner rapes
The heart of earth
With his violent spade.
Stealing, bottling her black blood
For the sake of greedy trade.
On his metal throne of destruction, i
He labours away with a will, _ If we are sisters, it’s 1n this—
Piling the mountainous minerals high ' our grief for a lost country,

With giant tool and iron drill. the place we dreamed 1n long ago,
poisoned now and crumbling.

Let us go back to that far time,

I riding the cleared hills,

plucking blue leaves for their eucalypt scent,
hearing the call of the plover,

in a land I though was mine for life.

I mourn it as you mourn

the ripped length of the island beaches,
the drained paperbark swamps.
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But time is running out
And time 1s close at hand,
For the Dreamtime folk are massing
To defend their timeless land.
Come gentle black man
- Show your strength;
Time to take a stand.
Make the violent miner feel
Your violent
Love of land.
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He knows there are white men here today who will help us fight the past, till a world of workers from shore to shore as equals live at last.




