I Plead the Fifth
By Dallas Plater

“…nor be deprived of life, liberty, or property, without due process of law;”

                                   United States Bill of Rights, Amendment V
Starching their clothes like new printed money, 
elegant, stern faced, and hardly funny,
frowning like a band of snobby children, 

packaged in their suits, these fat congressmen.

Channeling funds from so many lobbies,
witty with all their expensive hobbies.
Bravo to this land’s bravest of heroes,
drowning us in a stream of red zeroes. 

Dark figures taxing all that we have spent;
they rake in huge profits, the one percent
cleaving the little meat left on our bones,
leaner from the cancer of sub-prime loans.

Millions are marched out of their precious homes.
Now out on the streets, a poor nation roams. 
Weakening, these people look for some hope.

Haggard, they hang at the end of their rope, 

treading over debt like broken eggshells, 

trembling over harsh creditor’s death-knells.

Smiles abandon once-glowing faces,

replaced with anguish gained from workplaces. 
Scrawled on checks are numbers that can’t pay rent.
After the bills, they’re not left with a cent. 
Stores now lie barren from a lack of sales. 
Panic ensues as the stock market fails. 
Great states of anarchy break out in droves, 

crashing through aisles, in search of stale loaves.

Jagged shards of glass now litter the floor.

Lying in ruins, the dream is no more.

Shining seas won’t contain the flooding woe.

Grinning like madmen, the senators know. 

Ragged and weary, they now take their bows.
Classes are relics that freedom allows.

Shadows of government lie in the wastes.

Clearly, this happened from expensive tastes.

Rampaging factions set up their own camps,

clammy and trembling from new birthing cramps.

Smoking fires burn brightly across the land.

Chattering children, a gun in one’s hand.

Flashing sparks fly during the gloomy nights,
Hittites with spears slaying all in their sights.  

Tears stream like rivers from others nearby.
Ravens perch waiting for stragglers to die.

Chaos ensues like this around the world,
feeding the vortex into which we’re hurled.

Whether this fate is real or just a myth
Is not my job to tell; I plead the fifth. 

