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PHILISTINE

Philistine, oh Philistine,
Your breath they cannot smother.
You inhaled the birth of Time.
Its death exhaled by no other.

With Satan’s knife they cut your name
From maps, and signs, and lips of those
Who die slow deaths, slain not in vain,
Your heart beats within their souls.

They bled you from a thousand veins. 
Wet, hot, red waits beneath their shoes.
Your loss shall never be their gain,
Transfused now, with living Jews.

Oh Philistine you swell alive
With silenced millions beneath your ground.
Angels to Allah transcribe
The debts due when His Day comes ‘round.
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