Razakars Still Walk the Earth.
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Razakars.

How strange that they still mingle among the living.
Soulless flesh.

Where are they now?

Eating breakfast on a bright sunny morning?
Praying on a breezy Friday evening?

Free to roam at will

while the body of your beloved brother

long ago dissolved back into the earth.
Unrepentant callous collaborators,

every breath they take as free men

is a sin against all that is good and kind
blasphemy against the sky, the wind, the sun, the rain.

As they drink a hot cup of afternoon chai, coddled in comfort,
does the saucer slowly fill with blood?

Blood mixed with mud--

still wet under their fingernails

as three long decades close in around them.

Hacked and mutilated

the remains of their ghastly genocidal work

hastily buried or abandoned in dark alleyways;
brothers, fathers, sons, and husbands,

the promise of a future free from fear and corruption.
Strong and intelligent,

the embodiment of goodness and kindness,
disembodied, dismembered, disemboweled

by ruthless blades and axes--wielded in the name of religion--
meaningless murders

ended a million meaningful lives.
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