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From the crusades that ran crimson red, 
To the burning of the witch, 
To the gay man chucked aside, 
Discarded into a cold unfeeling ditch,
To your claims of salvation sung with silver tongue, 
Spreading war from nation to nation, 
From a bloodbath victory was wrung.
 
You scream about morality, 
About peace amongst all man, 
About the wrongs of violence, 
How you must spare someone if you can, 
Yet this ignores the facts of religious history, 
How the cross has called for the death of heathens, 
Has endorsed violence for all to see, 
Creating an ocean of mutilated bodies, 
The echoes of the dead echoing from coast to coast. 

And what of the hatred and anger sowed, 
In the “lands of the free”? 
How many homosexuals felt the love of god? 
As they were beaten lifeless by righteous hands?
How many gunmen must reap the lives? 
Of women looking to remove the planted seed?
How many more must bleed and die, 
Before you see what you have sowed, 
With your avarice and greed?
Your cross is red with crimson blood 
 
  
 
 



