				Stop Saying You Love Me

Stop saying you love me.  
Stop saying thank you and
holding parades with flags waving,
for me to see.

Stop telling me service
to country is pride, 
When it is wistfulness instead.
That’s for you to see.

Stop telling others,
your jingoistic plans 
and machinations – 
that is for them to see.

Stop preaching about 
The glory on my battlefield.
With stars and stripes adorned,
for you to see.

Stop using me as
a pawn, to enrich yourself,  
dribbling lies and platitudes.
That’s for them to see.


Stop saying you know me,
when most of me was left, 
in a desert’s mournful serenade-
Just for me to see,

