John II Part 1

John Kerry.
As I devour pints and pints of sack

The eve on which my enemies prevail,

I do believe there is a thing I lack

Despite the consummation of my ale.

How did I blow it? Answer: was it me,

In my own blandness did I lose the prize?

I fancied myself president-to-be

But was not pictured so by other eyes.

Yet even when the race was lost by Al,

There still had been a reason to rejoice

He only lost the race electoral

And was supported by the people’s voice.

O woe is me, I thought I had a chance

But never did I look and see the signs

And now no girls desire my romance
Not even my own wife Teresa Heinz!

My mind, too wearied now to drive my car

Must now asleep upon this oaken bar.

Bartender, by my feet please place a bucket

Until I sleep and dream of sweet Nantucket.

Ted Kennedy.

What ho! Good Kerry, do not sport a frown!

Join in my merriment, let’s laugh and joke!

Come be like me, and soon you will drink down

Some eighteen beers, and chase with rum and Coke.

Forsooth, do not just sit and drown your woes

From presidential races that you lost in

Why here, I have a Kleenex.  Blow your nose

And don’t forget we love you up in Boston.

John.

O thanks, good Ted. Your heart forever true

Is loyal to the cause which we hold dear.
But what could we, the left, possibly do

That won’t end with us bringing up the rear?

Ted. 

Drink, drink, my boy. And once intoxicated,

Solutions in your mind will quick appear.

The doldrums vanish when thou art elated

From all the shots of whiskey, gin, and beer.

John.

But how am I to join the presidents

The ones whose portraits hang up in the hall?

My true ambition is from this point hence

To prove that I can lead them after all.

Ted.

Who wants to lead? My boy, that is no fun!

The press will spy on every move you make

And will print naked pictures of your son

They will not care if what they print is fake!

John.

I have no son! Fair Ted, please sober up
And clean your face covered with chinks and ridges

Please Senator, go empty out your cup

In hopes of no more driving off of bridges.

Let’s act out now a play to see what I

Did wrong in all the televised debates

You play my part, John Kerry, and then I

George W, the man my family hates.

Ted.

Hate not the man, what good is hate, my boy?

But I will act out you, to bring you joy.

Hello, my name is John, and I’m not him

I’m positive, he brings a message grim.

He wants to send our people to Iraq

While I was out there deep in Vietnam,
You, Mr. President, had tea with Mom

Crying about life in Coast Guard ranks,

But my work in Saigon deserves no thanks?

Good people of our nation, hear my plea:

Don’t re-elect this dolt, just vote for me!

John.

Methinks you cannot speak and play my part

Your language is abrasive and so course.

I will play me this time.

Ted.




And as I start,

I will approach upon a Texan horse.

Well howdy y’all! Tis I, the President

And as a former president’s good kid,
I ask you, has John said just what he meant,

He looks like he will lose:

John.




     I do; I did.

Ted.

Fret not, who cares what this dumb country thinks?

Come whisk away your sadness with some drinks,

And booze it up until your nose turns red

Just like me, you dearest buddy Ted.

Exeunt.

