Sweet Justice (1789-1995, from the founding to the O.J. trial)

A voice from the grave

I came to found a fair just land—

brought common law from England's knee,

set goals of service, liberty.

Through trials I faced with scales in hand,

the tests and precedents were set.

Supreme, a courtly, passive man,

addressing Rights to fit my plan,

would get involved upon a threat.

No way to handle growing loads

or keep the scales above my breast,

those trusting me were laid to rest

midst all my tears and flowing robes.

Blindfolded, raped repeatedly

by murderers and their defense,

(their secrets kept, at my expense)

in glee, they shed no tears for me.

The victims, prosecutors,— all,

for grieving my impending death

and trying to sustain my breath,

were not invited to the ball.

I lie here now, not knowing how

this end of mine has come to pass,

my vision, dead and under grass.

Who followed me forsook their vow.  

