What We Are Fighting

It’s as if Mohammed were still alive

Striking heads from the unbelievers,

From out the distant past still survives

Transposed the 1200 years these deceivers.

Just look at their apparel, the beards, and the rest

Or their disdain for women to this very date,

Underground they hide to plan their unholy mess,

Yet trimmed and neat in our midst they patiently wait.

Let there be no doubt what we are fighting

The past leaps forward with its cruel sword,

No promise then of spiritual enlightening

Too long we slept this evil ignored.
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