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Behind his face,
There lies a place,
We hoped was in the past.

But he is young,
he's much to young.
To spread the web of hate he casts.

Oh he was taught too,
taught young to hate you.
It's an education that lasts.
 
As he grows and turns corners.
he schemes to make mourners,
Cold thoughts, fill the sails of his mast.

For he kills when he sails,
his home port should be jail.
His ship must be sunk, and sunk fast.















  









