On The Road To Taloqan
 

A man weeps tears for a dead brother,
How will he find support for his mother?
The Taliban killed many on its way,
Hasty retreat with destruction today.
Devastated is too mild a term
To describe the wake in its stern,
For what kind of men can do such harm
To already destroyed people without alarm.
Sitting in dust crying tears of sorrow,
What hope can he have for a better tomorrow?
After enduring five years of harsh brutality,
This man represents our wish for Afghan humanity.
Can we reach out a hand of friendship to this man?
One not filled with conditions that he stands
To show respect to we who cannot comprehend,
The torture he's been dealt, let's just be his friend.
The brother was nothing, no threat for sure,
To the Taliban bastard took his life, so demure.
He had no gun, was nothing at all,
Just making his way to his mother's call.
Now from dust to dust he returns the body,
Now with God his soul does embody
That great journey we all must make,
He’ll be waiting there for his family's sake.
So dry your eyes, young man forlorn,
Your brother's spirit has been reborn.
Death only transitions to a greater reward
A chance for salvation of soul, go toward.
You see only the battered body for sure,
But have faith with us as we reassure
That tomorrow this nation will be free
From the tyranny and destruction you see.
Now get the up off the ground man of tears,
Let me walk with you for the next few years.
We'll convey peace to you and your mother,
Bringing hope for your country and honor to your brother.
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