


The open field, where animals used to freely roam,

Has been transformed into a death circle,

The gladiator’s ring, when many

Now gather, out cold, dead.

And we ask ourselves, why?

Whose fault is it?

We disturbed the Martians

On their unfamiliar, but perfectly fine planet.

Our own kind only wanted to help, 
But it was to fix something not broken, 
To save something not endangered,
To change what wasn’t ours at all.

However, it was they who chose 

To start the battle, to use weapons instead of words, but the

Restless nights of waiting and wishing for a sign that you and all you know will 

Be okay, the tears which move down our cheeks

So slowly, as to get larger with passing time

The fear in our eyes and soul, which

You can only find if you, too, are missing a

Friend or family member, whose fault is that?


