THE FALL OF TODAY'S ROMAN EMPIRE


SPQR

O pitiful for smoggy skies,

Tract houses all the same,

And clearcut mountain travesties

Above the concrete plain,

America, America,

God have mercy on thee;

Boys in the hood up to no good

From sea to oily sea.

O terrible for homeless feet

Amid the SUVs,

Whole neighborhoods all gone to blight,

The jobs gone overseas,

America, America,

King of Guantanamo,

With innocent minorities

Who fill cells on death row.

O horrible for surgeons in

Unnecessary strife,

Where sex trumps science every time

And profit over life,

America, America,

The land of shock and awe,

Where doctors are official gods,

Their dogma as the law.
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