The Followers

Oh, vicious hand of him that follows faiths of wrath

Decried with hindsight without mercy to express.

Being not there to taste the temper’s grapes passed

Is it not the easier path to take to condemn his wickedness?

Let us be mindful of the social imperative of man

For in him is this desire to be with the one.

Not for us to bless the rebel with cause without land

We just look on him as mere dissonance in our sun.

Vile, unspeakable acts of terror against our very sons

Shall not go unnoticed or unpunished in that other realm.

Give not the mind over to the powerful under sun

And give up your soul to evil with no rudder at your helm.
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