Gone Missing

Strong words and threats of our demise

Replaced by haste of foot to beat a fast retreat.

Bin Ladin and Mullah Omar now no surprise

Run in cowardice in fear of death and hell to meet.

There words of martyrdom gone from their lips

As our guns of justice close them down.

For these two devils it’s flee to waiting ships

Or perhaps disguise your face as crying clown.

Run, hide, seek out the cells of friends remain

For your time is short and your fear is great.

Our net is wide to catch you and be slain

As you slew the innocent - that’s now your fate.
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