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On my way to my prayer that day

You appesred before me, child, -

Llke the embodiment of aberration.

You bent -- not to touch my feet

But to pull out your nilstol.

You showered on my chest

Flowers of hurnilng lead.

Distressed by your Impotency,

Your hlindness, your conceilt,

I wsm cried out 'Hel Ram!’
Today when you, having made,
Through your Auplicity,
A1l my achlevements your own,
Cruelly rejolce over your triumph;

When you have ground into pulp

Those masses in the Indlan villages

With whom I strove to be one;
And, with that clay, created

4 breed of human devils who gee

as
LiesVlli pood sense, and preed as devotlon;

And when, on occasion, you ceremonially

Shower lead bullets of flowers
On my body long laild to rest,

My soul, which has conquered anger,

Pours forth its eternal rage: 'Hal Ram]'






