Sacred Groves
By Pat Howard
In Rajasthan three hundred years ago,

Several hundred villagers said, “No!”

They hugged the trees for which they lost their lives.

The sacred grove echoed with their cries.

Himalaya mountain sacred grove,
Lumber barons seek a treasure trove.
Village women gather circle round.
They say they will not let them cut them down.
Men with axes; women hugging trees.
“Before you kill this tree, you must kill me.”
These daughters of the mountains stood their ground.
They did not let them cut their forests down.

Claquot Sound old growth ancient grove,
Lumber barons seek a treasure.
People from afar gather round.
They say they will not let them cut them down.
Look up! Look up! Don’t you see

A young woman sitting in the tree?

She’s climbed up into the crown;

If they cut the tree, she’ll fall to the ground.

To save old trees people go to jail.

They say these forests should not be for sale.

To kill these trees there is no need.

It’s a matter of profit and of greed.

In Asia, Europe, Africa,

North and South America,

The forests echo with the sound;
People say they will not let them cut them down.

