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I am speaking to you

Who think that God is

An abstract idea

Or a benevolent old man

With a white beard,

To you who only accept

Dulcet songs

Similar to lullabies,

To you who never wanted

To be woken from your slumber

By someone like me.

You blinded by your weaknesses,

Slaves to laziness and obesity,

Listen to my voice,

Although I know that

You don’t want to hear from anyone,

Except court toadies

In whose words

Your beautified faces are reflected

Numbed from the tardiness of the spirit.

You who until now

Have had an excuse

To ignore the call

Of any preacher

And any sermon,

You whose conscience long ago

Pulled off its ears,

You who don’t want to see

What every child sees,

You no longer have a choice:

I no longer leave you any kind of choice.

From today until they lower

Your body into a clammy grave

My voice will haunt you.

You will hear my voice

Even when you cover your ears.

You will hear my voice

Even when you withdraw 

Into your homes

Built from indifference.

You will hear my voice

Even behind the thickest walls,

Behind the windows

Through which noise does not penetrate.

Forget about peaceful sleep forever,

Forget the day forever

Before this day.

Forget the time forever

That preceded the moment

In which my voice

Was heard first

That called you to wake up.

My voice doesn’t belong to me,

But to the one who granted both

You and I breath in and out,

And the conscience

That many of you rejected

Back at that moment

When your ancestors

Wanted to build the Tower of Babel,

And from its walls

Mock the Creator

And everything that He created.

Don’t dismiss with your hand

And don’t turn your head.

Don’t crawl under the covers,

From my voice and my words

You can no longer escape.

I repeat to you, brothers and sisters,

Despite the loss of shame

That befell you

In the midst of the neglect of duty and love,

I repeat to all of you

And to all of us:

To the children, old men and husbands,

To the daughters, mothers and sisters:

I don’t allow you

A life in ignorance.

I no longer allow you

The tardiness of mind nor the tardiness of spirit.

I no longer allow you 

The ridiculing of life,

The shameless mockery

Of our suffering and our bones.

I don’t allow you the thought

That your blood
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