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Forsaken, but not unloved

“In the least of my children am I present”

You slammed the door and barred forevermore those 

Whose past consolation you did return with unmistakable hostility 

So much for cherished genealogy!

It was just another mockery of civility

Stony piety, hatred of non-conformity

Puritan ethics: cast the stone!

Curse the sinner! Be alone!

But into that blessed void does creep 

Krsna’s smoldering embrace

Those forsaken, scorned fatalities

Plundered by the Puritan hoodwinking sellouts

The Irish have become the turncoats

Become the tormentors

All for me none for you

This is the slogan of knavery

Forget about brothers and sisters who 

Could not share the harvest crop

Brother sworn against sister

Bedeviled by the gleaming amenities

Treacherous beckoning of eternity’s

“Rewards on earth” philosophy

No thought for her prosperity

No promise from the patriarchy

She would be on her blessed own

But little did they reckon on the immeasurable expanse of Divinity

