
Peace Love and all that Shit

Peace, love and all that shit
is how my fellow SDSer would taunt us
hippie-types. Praise Mao and pass the number
I’d say in return at sit-ins and teach-ins
against the war where they’d preach about class and race
the preponderance of blacks and poor whites
in the decomposition of cannon fodder.

Peace, love and all that shit
I remember again while the Huckster-in-Chief 
and his tech-bro billionaires get fat
on grift and graft and ripoffs of the public coffers,
lubing their little pedophile tools 
with Near-eastern and Venezuelan oil
in sound-proof mirrored rooms in drug-lord mansions 
on tax-free Cayman Isles of the Blessed

Peace, love and all that shit
backed up by dumbed-down patriots,
an army of those willing to fight for genocide,
ecocide and teenager suicide,
white christian patriarchal theocracy
born again in the blood of the Almighty Dollar,
the All-knowing Algorithm in the Sky 

Peace, love and all that shit
in the name of the father and his sons and that unholy host
playing golf with their hands in our pockets,
computer games with drones and spaceship rockets,
doing their best to turn the world to toast
of thee I sing amen shalom, sa’alaam


