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Dear God, 

we can all hear your son 

Al Gore shoutin’ 

at the top of his lungs

that the planet’s in peril,

and, if we don’t act now,

our mother earth will be sterile.

And that’s just the tip of the melting iceberg.

We’ve got poor kids in cities without teachers, 

teachers having to work two jobs.

Bush's latest poll is the Friday Night Feature,

and, all the while, we think we're blameless.

But it's not all King George’s fault,

and, when the earth is found bleeding,

we'll be the ones charged with assault. 

Dear God, 

my friends say they’re all too busy to do anything,

and the average American 

is thinking about Kate Hudson’s latest fling.

Well, I’m here to stand up and sing 

that the voiceless are growing weary from our inaction,

because they live on a fraction

of the money I just dropped on an Urban Outfitters T-shirt

that says we're O.K. 

with three-quarters of the world living on dirt.

As long as I still can rock my sweet kicks,

listen to my latest i -Tunes picks,

and get my “Grey’s Anatomy” fix,

then life is good.

Yet, can I die tomorrow knowing I did all that I could?

To not leave the earth worse off than when I came here?

To help one little boy or girl shed one less tear?

No, I can’t.

But, when I open my eyes, I can see

that it isn’t that hard to give back to my community,

to vote, to recycle, to fight for change,

and, if you think that I’m lying,

then feel free to sue to me.

Still, we all think this ain’t the real world. 

This is "The Hill,"

and, once we've had our fill, 

we'll leave this place,

but all the while we’ve been up here

another inner city teen’s become a social work case,

and his life has been decided because of his race,

as my grandma’s trying to keep up the pace

with her medications soaring through the roof,

and another species just went "poof!"

It’s only when we truly open our eyes

that we see the other six and a half billion lives

that we affect,

but the thought that we can do something

we're too quick to reject.

If we can cause these problems, 

I know we can fix them.

Oh, but, as we always say, 

I can’t think about that now,

I gotta study for Chem.

And, God, we’re all told we’re the worlds brightest and best,

and, if that’s so, I don’t think you should 

have taken the seventh day to rest, 

because there are people down here suffering. 

We’re heating up the earth. 

Men still don’t respect a women’s worth,

and, all the while, we sit on our asses

and blame everything on politicians.

Those crooks! Those thieves!

And, while I agree,

there’s some house cleaning to do in D.C.,

but what we fail to realize

is we are the ones to blame for their shame. 

We elect them, 

or, in the case of St. Olaf, 

most ignore our great privilege to vote. 

Perhaps next election, I’ll leave you all a p.o. note,

then maybe we’ll learn to participate 

in our so-called great democracy,

which is truly a fallacy

because most Americans don’t care,

and they wouldn't even dare 

challenge their government

when it wasn’t hip

to decry its actions.

So, why do we settle with inaction?

I know it’s not a lack of passion.

We’re all heart when it comes

to the latest fashion,

a favorite sports team,

an overpriced wrinkle cream,

our religious views,

my new Prada shoes,

that new crush . . .

oh, don’t start to blush.

You’ve got an upcoming midterm,

I gotta get my abs firm,

your political stance,

that goddamn “Soldier Boy” dance,

and, of course, my new favorite band . . .

So, why not when it comes time to lend a hand?

We’ve erased “sacrifice” from our vocabulary.

God, down here it’s gettin’ scary
because as for me and my generation,

we are not seeking out the information

that’s so desperately needed to cure the ills of this nation.

Too many don’t even see the correlation!

It’s the homes we own,

how we gotta get the latest phone,

the cars we drive,

the lives we buy,

and the poor we decide

to leave behind to die.

We swallow it all down

with a chaser filled with the lies of rich, old men.

They tell us it’s big government to blame.

“We just need more ‘rugged individualism,’ 

and people will learn to sink or swim

instead of relying on crutches.”

Then Katrina hit, 

and our nation turned on the TV

to not watch people swimming,

but grandmothers and babies sinking.

So, now what are we all thinking?

I don’t think my generation can see,

that, if we sink,

we’ll all sink together.

God, I pray you can hear me,

because I’m growing weary.

It seems most of my generation

is already sleeping, 

and, in America’s heartland,

it ain’t even half-past ten.

Amen.
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