
Dear Governments,

Can you stop?
“What?”, you ask.
A dictation; an explanation:

Can you stop fracking, and drilling, and deforestation?
Can you stop the spreading of the Amazon conflagration?

Can you please stop consorting with whichever corporation
lines your pocket in return for privatisation.
Can you stop and think about the future generation?
Can you stop and think beyond your own accreditation.

And I know you may think it some sort of restoration
of “Traditional Values”, but, you see, you're mistaken.
There's a reason these things have long been forsaken;
a positive progress, an antiquation

Of things which have no right to exist in a nation
which shoves itself boldly forward, demands appreciation, 
declaring itself the forefront of innovation,
God's gift to the world: a divine incarnation.

For, you see, your antediluvian station
does not give you the right to the alienation
of those whom you see as an abomination,
the ugly remnants of mass colonisation;                                                                             segregation.

Dear Governments – please just once, for our own elucidation,
could we perhaps have a modicum of clarification
on those issues around which a complete fabrication
is erected to keep us in the dark by its creation.

How long must you go on with this manipulation?
This constant fear of freedom of information.
And don't lie – though that seems to be quite a temptation, 
for the times that you do so are astounding in their concentration –
when you speak it is often in augmentation,
or self-congratulation, 
but rarely in any sort of elaboration
of the topic under examination.

Such deceit and lies, such pontification
buried deep in the psyche of civilisation.
Secrets hidden behind walls and high crenellation.
Truth buried in dirt,

                     a dark exhumation.

It is frustrating to witness, this self-perpetuation,
your “us-and-them” attitude, your alienation,
the result of which: a culmination



of dishonesty, fear, misrepresentation.

I am entirely sick of this falsification,
this constant pressing vilification
of those who deserve no such cruel defamation.
Mendacity spilling from mouths full of prevarication.

Dear Governments – though you like to speak of unification,
when our backs are turned out goes fraternisation.
This inter-party, inner party, cannibalisation 
breeds contempt and discord, a putrescent infestation.

If not out-right hostility, then caustic equivocation
will reduce liberty to rubble, to the gaping foundation;
the discordant fiddles, now playing in cooperation,
as Rome burns over and over, recrudescent devastation.

Is it here we will see a necessary bifurcation? 
Will we witness a societal decapitation?
Or will we, that is I, that is my generation,
grow up to follow your selfish fixation?

But maybe history has taught us that a separation
is not always the answer; instead a negation
of the wounds that fester in potential human ligation.
Maybe what we need is more co-operation.

And perhaps if this rhyme scheme seems a tedious creation,
then you know how we feel, what with each generation
repeating the same mistakes of the last: a cyclical damnation
with no signs of a wish to change, just empty placation.

So I hope you'll forgive me this diffusive dictation,
my indulgent, rambling, instrumentation
of expressing my dissatisfaction with the desertification
of the modern political conglomeration.


