
Papa-tu-a-Nuku (Earth Mother) 
By Hone Tuwhare 

We are stroking, caressing the spine 

of the land. 

We are massaging the ricked 

back of the land 

with our sore but ever-loving feet: 

hell, she loves it! 

Squirming, the land wiggles 

in delight. 

We love her. 

 


