Sandy Hook, Newtown, Guns, Madness

Vet again the eagle is wounded.
A fledgling of its own nest
Fletched an arrow that flew
Quick, straight and true

A lance to the mothering breast

Vet again come cries and grim weeping
Echoes of earlier times

Of throat-searing screams

Hot tears and cruel dreams

With no logic, reasons or riymes

Children! This time, sweet children
Fell to a lost, deranged mind
Nor were they alone nor the first

Whose lifeblood was burst
In such senseless, deplorable crime

Nor stood the eagle alone in its plight
Other flags drooped low as well
Each land on the globe

Its psyche did probe

To plumb this particular hell

Guns! Guns! That’s the problem!
Rose the great hue and great cry

In Rnee-jerk reaction

And glib satisfaction

Guns! That's what’s making us die!

Guns! Guns! Of course it’s the guns!
Loud is the clamour, sure is the blame
Melt down all those irons

And so purge the environs

Just this our streets will reclaim

Our schools, our homes and our cities
Until then will not bloodless stand
The right to bear arms

Must bow to the harm

That rifles and guns can command
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Plain, painful, stark, fact! Yes, indeed!
But still short of the mark by a mile
Guns don’t go off by themselves

Nor take aim very well

Trigg ring requires fuman wile

The notion of slaying and slaughter
Lies not in the works of a gun

It finds succour instead

In the breast and the head

Of some mother’s mad, unhinged son

A breast and a head that’s been playground
Too long for the twaddle of fools

Who, with no inkling of soul,

SeeR their ethereal goal

In the wrecRage of “freethinking” schools!

Extremist fools the world over
Fundamentalists and radical dupes
Pay salute to the rot

Their gurus have sought

To instill in their idiot troops.

Neither freethinking are they nor clever
They brand themselves evil and sad
Pleading faith and belief

As excuse and relief

For acts mindless, cruel; beyond mad

Beheadings, mass Rillings, torture
Bombings, enslavement, rape
Hold no validation

For man, ism or nation

Yet the world stands transfixed and agape

The senseless bellow for vengeance
To strike back and even the score
No! Men's hearts have to change
To breathe Agape’s full range
While violence just begets more
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