YOUR SEED

A seed planted by guerrilla hands

Far away on foreign lands

Now a toxic seed 

Which has become a nation’s poisons weed 

When its harvest

It will be used for power and greed

The fighting it creates 

Brings death to there gates

The blood will flow

From these stems they create

A seed for a gun

A gun for a seed

Destruction for power

Money for greed

Like a true patriot man 

Its now time to cultivate your lands

And 

Leave the children a flourishing

Seed
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