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What accolade Mohandas, can I offer you,

What tribute justly to your memory make?

“Imperialism is the negation of God,” you said.

“For in the name of God it does ungodly things.”

What can I reply, whose state adores imperialism’s “God,”

And compels the world before it to fall down? 

The battlefield no man with honor crowns

Who himself becomes a cog

In what you called the “Satanic machine”

Of imperialism’s bloody wheel. 

To sound of drum or trumpet proud

Return the fallen in their coffins black? 

They knew the death of their humanity

Long e’er their lives a sudden shot dispatched. 

Far more disgrace than theirs on us descends

Who from our homes have war bemoaned,

Calling it deceit and “a mistake.”

Though from our nest this blunder we bewail,

No Heaven will the accomplice’s butchery condone.

Can I praise you with ears made deaf

To the very bombs my warships send aloft,

As I in my safe haven the howls escape

Of mothers’ torment for their infant dead?

You fasted that others might eat,

Cloth you spun that others clothes might wear,

While you with loincloth your withered frame concealed.

What can I say, whose nation follows clowns

In tailored suits who bid us to enjoy

The fruits from starving children’s mouths purloined?

“Truth is God,” you said, yet I elect

Gamblers and liars my safety to secure.

“Let no distinction poor from rich divide,”

You said, “or high from low.”

What can I respond, as I consume what only

Ten per cent of mankind ever eats?

What can any say who drive their sporty vans

O’er mangled corpses of the foreign young?

“Brute force alone the West in awe does hold.”

Can I refute your judgment harsh but true

As our own empire’s killing fields spread out

From blighted Indochina to Afghanistan?  

What gift can I present to you this day? 

For though with angel’s tongue I sing your praise,

I but a sounding brass and tinkling cymbal have become

Whose limbs stir not to stop the guns.

What words, Mahatma, we in your praise may raise

This day from off the shores of North America

Will but fall back on us as infamy and shame

So long as imperialism’s bloody scourge

We from our land do not forever purge.
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Join Rockland Coalition for Peace and Justice for weekly peace vigils at Middletown Rd. & Rt. 59 in Nanuet, every Saturday 1-3 pm.  For info: www.rocklandaction.org
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