
Living in America is like living in Tony Soprano’s house...people have some idea that all the
stuff in the house has something to do with what he does “out there”— but they don’t 
generally confront where the “goodies” come from and what was done to get them.

“Hey Dad, is it true that this wonderful home and all the things we have come from a global
system that is rooted in genocide and slavery and to this day maintains the world in a state of
intense poverty through financial control and armed might?”

I keep telling you, the plasma TV, 
the jewelry, the freezer—all that
stuff just fell off the truck. Now 
shut up and stop interrupting me
while I’m watching the game.


