a level of debt 

we all can love

is anything we can't

afford as the plastic

clanks around the clunky

techno gadget in the checkout

line at your favorite store

as the amaerican ideal continues to 

burn in a glowing ember of 

dreamy dust and it just doesn't fucking

matter at all - worry about it when you

need to worry about it - it's never too late,

we're always in debt - shit you needed what you

bought - why the fuck not - as the spinning

spoke of my invisible money trail leads to a 

faint din of laughter on the other end of the line

i wish you the best of luck in racking it up and

just finding that happy utopian notion of your 

lovely debt ceiling.
