America the Hungry

Excited with anticipation

My trip across this land

To see America the beautiful

Her mountains, plains, and sand.

Setting out in beloved Florida

Each break in wood I spied

A grazing herd of cows was seen

Munching quietly in fields far and wide.

That gentle giant seemed so serene

Against a backdrop of endless space,

I wondered if they’d be so at peace

If they knew what’s on my plate?

The McDonalds, Wendy’s, Burger King,

Outback, and LongHorn Steak House too;

Lined up from one to other

As I spanned the red, white, and blue.

Across the south I rambled

Wide-eyed innocence still to be

With each pasture filled with bossy

So many there to see.

I thought where’s the mystery

The waves of grain, yes there was some,

But the hordes of Angus so prevalent,

As I devoured my burger on a bun.

Through Rockies, desert, and beyond

My trusty steed I aimed

Toward the coast I barreled

With heifer on my breath I maimed.

Now there, the Pacific, the waters blue,

My journey now complete

Bewildered by our butchery!

But hungry, so medium rare I eat.

I thought “America the Beautiful”

Should be “America the Hungry”:

O appitite for bovine, 
with massed potatoes and grain, 
For purple mountain majesties 
Above the calf-filled plain! 
America! America! 
We shed beef for thee 
And crown thy plate with cows we ate
From sea to shining sea!

But let us not slight our other pleasure

That foul that graces our plate

The lowly chicken

It’s finger lickin’

Whether baked or fried, it’s great!
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