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XCIL.

The tolls upon Success’s roads are steep,

yet I did each one faithfully remit;

I did each punitory sentence keep,

although I never did a crime commit.

O I have missteps made — far more than one —

for each, I’ve had sand punted in my face.

Despite it all, I still have vict’ry won

and taken up the mantle of first place.

Yea, triumph’s sweet, but ’tis not pure delight —

no, I did not a life of leisure choose.

My battle rages on, and still I fight

for I have long resolv’d to never lose.

— Our winning ways are o’er the world renown’d:
my friends, we have as th’ champions been crown’d!

Queen, “We.dre the Champions”
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XCI.

Some think old Santa Claus is just a tale
told o’er the land, that children might behave;
but I shall any doubts ’round him curtail
in telling my own story, sad and grave.
On Christmas Eve, our fam’ly matriarch
did too much eggnog quaff; and, needing pills,
did off into the snowy night embark
to potions fetch to remedy her ills.
Alas! she did not find herself well-heal’d,
but under th’ heels of Santa’s magick deer!
The fearsome beasts did not for Grandma yield:
the hoofprints o’er her forehead made that clear.
— So as my family and I still grieve,

we all in Father Christmas strong believe.

Elmo & Patsy, “Grandma Got Run Over by a Reindeer”
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LXXXIX.

ood morrow, says this spectre from thy past;

Gmay we discuss the sordid details of

the times we shared, the scars we then amas:

and the minutiae of long-lost love?

>Tis said time heals all wounds, although my heart

still aches, despite the distance years endow.

I can’t recall the ease youth did impart,

or life before the world did to us bow.

T’ve sent these missives, o’er a thousandfold,

to give good morrow here from far beyond ~

and make amends for all the wrongs untold,

but thou’lt not to these messages respond.

— I shout each ‘sorry’ t'ward thy distant shore
for deeds that do not pain thee any more.

Adele, “Hello”
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LXXXVIIL.

ray sit and hear this story I’ll relate
P of mariners heroic, brave, and sure:
the tale of a ship’s captain and his mate
and how they did a tempest fierce endure.
Their modest craft did from its moorings sail,
their course laid for a simple three-hour trek;
but they were blown off-course by vicious gales
that left them all maroon’d, the ship a wreck.
Th’ heroics of the captain and his crew
of one did save the others stranded there:
a wealthy lord, his wife, an ingénue,
a man of learning, and a maiden fair.
— They now survive upon their wits and guile
in lands uncharted — there, on Gill’gan’s Isle!

The Wellingtons, “The Ballad of Gilligan’s Iile”
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LXXXVIL

or far too long I had been with my bride ~
F and so, whilst she did soundly sleep in bed,
I sat awake o’er on the other side,
where I a most flirtatious missive read:
“If thow’dst enjoy sweet drinks from tropic lands,
remaining in the summer rain to dance,
and making love upon the distant sands,
then come with me: we’ll forge a new romance.”
T answer’d swift to plan our rendezvous,
imagining our fanciful new life;
yet when I call’d upon my mistress new,
I there discover’d no one but my wife.
— We each for newer love had sly conspired

to find we both the same new joys desired.

Rupert Holmes, “Escape (The Piria Colads Song)”
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LXXXV.

o forth, fair lady — fill the night with mirth!
We’ll merry make and quaff libations strong
as if we do commemorate thy birth
(though saying *tis today is simply wrong.)
T’'m found within the dancing-hall’s confines,
wherein I as apothecary serve —
for whilst I drink these lavish bubbling wines,
I potions sell that rouse euphoric verve.
Yea, I do carnal pleasures well enjoy,
but not with courtly romance interlac’d;
so if thou wouldst me to such ends employ,
come hither! Take me in thy warm embrace
— and we’ll abscond; we’ll from this club go hence:
thy rendezvous with good Sir Fifty Pence!

50 Cent, “In Da Club”
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LXXXIV.

n dead of night, thou wouldst me missives send —
I sweet words of love thy sleepless envoys bore.
Those late-night calls have lately met their end,
for now thou dost a manner new explore.
Fer since I left the city, thou hast rous’d
coarse rumors "round thy honor, once pristine.
*Tis said thou’st champagne quafPd and long carous’d
with womenfolk I ne’er before have seen.
O dost thou seek out countries far and strange
or merely to attract thy newest beau?
Thou dost not need thy character to change;
I beg thee, stay the woman that I know.
— A new dispatch could only mean one thing;
’tis only love late couriers can bring.

Drake, “Hotline Bling”
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LXXXI.

I ’ve suitors come to call with verve and spunk

who put their questions forth in th’ hope to flirt:

“What shalt thou do with all that tempting junk

thou keepest well-contain’d within thy skirt?”

To wit, dear lads, I’ll use my fem’nine wiles

to render you a pack of love-drunk fools;

’tis how I have acquired all these styles

of beautiful (but unrequested) jewels.

Thou spend’st thy time and coin upon thy quest

to see thy favor all the others trumps —

and all because of stirrings in thy breast

arouséd by my lovely lady lumps.

— And if thou shouldst succeed, perhaps I’ll deem
thee worthy of these humps that make thee scream!

The Black Eyed Peas, My Humps”
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LXXIX.

he mem’ry of her face shall long persist
for she could be the Queen of Beauty crown’d,
but I’ll remember more how she’d insist
I was the one who danced within the round.
The scene she caus’d made people turn their heads
as she her name and slanders did impart;
it called to mind advice I once heard said
to act with caution ’round young ladies’ hearts.
My mother, too, had shared her deep chagrin
that lies can swift be seen as gospel truth,
and so I swear: she’s ne’er my lover been,
and I'am not the father of this youth.
— No carnal act between us hath transp:
therefore, the kid is not a son I’ve sir’d.

Michael Fackson, “Billie Fean™
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LXXVIIL.

once was told I’d swindled be, for Chance
I did not me with intelligence endow,
although the prophet took a foolish stance:
her fingers form’d an “L” upon her brow.
But Father Time moves forth with constant haste,
and so I've always sought my share of joy;
to otherwise exist would be a waste —
to knowledge without wisdom’s grace employ.
Our lives are short and fill’d with much to see;
why not seek out the roads less travel’d by?
Thou canst not know what treasures there may be
until thow’st to diverging paths apply.
— No others could be made the way you are;

now go and play, for thou art naught but star!

Smash Mouth, “All-Star™
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LXXV.

, thou art too capricious with my heart!
‘Thou’st no supply of love, just pure demand.
From our first kiss, I should have known thou art
so feckless, for thou dost not understand:
for thee I catch an incoming grenade,
risk being hoist upon my own petard.
As I’d by those explosives be flambéed,
T’d see my hands on sabres’ steel be scarr’d.
If I believ’d it’d keep thee safe from pain,
T’d fling myself beneath a wagon’s wheels —
T’d suffer slings and arrows through my brain
if that would quell the woe my darling feels.
— And yet, my heart is evermore resign’d
to know thou wouldst not do the same in kind.

Brano Mars, “Grenade™
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LXXIV.

T he devil, wanting damn&d souls, did go

into the southern lands to strike a deal,

wherein he found a lad whose nimble bow

did dance o’er fiddle-strings with frenzied zeal.

“Good lad,” he said, “I’ll gladly wager thee

thy soul against my golden violin

if thou canst better play a song than me.”

The lad spat, “I’m the best that’s ever been.”

Though Satan play’d with demons in his band

and show’d he could with any man compete,

the youth play’d reels with such a dext’rous hand,

old Lucifer accepted his defeat.

— With conscience clear, the boy obtain’d his prize;
he’d warn’d the fiend the gamble was unwise.

The Charlie Daniels Band,
“The Devil Went Down to Georgia™
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LXXI.

hou hast the hallow’d halls of learning sought

to see the murky depths of knowledge plumb’d;
thou wert the rules of proper spelling taught
and figured out how figures must be summ’d.
Although each branch of study thou well grow’st,
the tree of wisdom shall not bear thee fruits
if *neath the tow’ring trunk of what thou know’st
lies not the sturdiness of love’s strong roots.
And so, to make thy scholarship complete,
I shall thy tutor in love’s subject be.
It is no hard or Herculean feat:
’tis simple as reciting “A, B, C.”
— If earnestly thou feel’st between us sparks,

then add us up and earn the highest marks.

The Fackson 5, “ABC*
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LXIL

T hou know’st the fires of love do brightly burn
with deep affection for me in thy heart.
‘When thou dost call, I’ll to thee swift return
for never shall I let us be apart.
Yea, this was my belief until *twas spoke
that our romantic bond’s come to its end.
Ibegg’d thee end this harsh and wicked joke
before my long-undamaged heart did rend!
And when thou mad’st thy humorless reply
that thou hadst found another charming beau,
I cried, “Beloved, sweetheart, dearest — fie!
Companion, lover, precious darling — no!”
— In my naiveté, I do confide,

I thought thou wouldst be ’ermore at my side.

Sustin Bicber, “Baby”
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LXI.

y reputation’s sown with rumors’ threads:
t’s said that I carouse, am void of wit,
and have amassed more beaus than Hydra’s heads
yet cannot make a single one commit.
Although my honor’s by their words maligned,
Tll waste no effort t” have their tales disproved.
Instead, I’ll dance to music in my mind;
my malady’s by melodies improved.
For just as bakers must their loaves create
and thespians put on their fictive acts,
the ones who live in scorn shall always hate —
Tll from my shoulders shake their vile attacks.
— O gentleman well-coiffed! I thee entreat

to hither come and dance to this sick beat.

Taplor Swift, “Shake It Of
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LIX.

hy accusation’s true; I can’t abide
a fleeting tryst or casual affair,
for far too long I felt I’ve been denied
a shred of honest love or tender care.
T’ve stay’d the course in hopes I might succeed ~
that plans for pleasure might not end in pain —
but I’ve not found the comfort that I need:
1 pray thee, hold my hand and here remain.
I know not why my staid composure fails;
I must regain a calm and balanced mien.
Forsooth, thou canst alleviate my ails
if thou wouldst lie here in a state serene.
— Though love we do not share, I beg of thee
to not depart in haste, but stay with me.

Sam Smith, “Stay With Me”
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LVIIL.

e fought with fervor for our young romance
Wand_jump’d headlong into its rash pursuit;
for once we shared a kiss, there was no chance
that any mortal could our love refute.

It still lives on — eternal, without pause —
although I can’t its sacraments observe.
Thou canst not say I left thee without cause;
I only parted to myself preserve,
for I had launch’d myself t’ward love’s embrace
as trebuchets would hurl projectiles far
to try and break the walls that do encase
thy heart from any chance it might be scarr’d.
— Thy battlements did my assault deflect,

and so I am the one instead that’s wreck’d.

Miley Cyrus, “Wiecking Ball”
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LVI.

do not rue the details of my past
O or tarry on, if love thy heart intends.
‘Waste not my time, and our affair shall last
if thou dost curry favor with my friends.
Affection newly minted soon may fade,
but ne’er shall I be clove from friendship’s ties;
if thy affection’s bold, O! ’tis display’d
in savory accord with those I prize.
So gingerly I have my viewpoint serv’d;
if thou hast muster’d th’ gallantry to stay,
Tll pepper thee with kisses if deserv’d —
if thou dost gall, 1l sagely walk away.
— I’ve told thee what I want, what I’ve desir’d:
thou want’st a spicy lass, ’tis what’s requir'd.

The Spice Girls, “Wannabe”
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LV.

am a lusty trav’ler; I afford
I each woman fair to whom I’m introduced
an invitation to come climb aboard
my yacht — and lap, if thusly she’s seduced.
When crossing borders, kingdoms oft request
a customs tax, and thine shall be austere —
for certainly there’s treasure in thy chest,
and thy enticing booty’s in arrears.
No matter if thou hail’st from Rome or France,
the tongue I’ll use shall ever constant be;
for though Ive trekk’d across the globe’s expanse,
Ispeak no language — all are Greek to me.
— But I’ll not detail’d verbiage require
if thou shouldst still make clear thy base desire.

Sason Derulo, “Talk Dirty”
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LIV.

This verse 1l proffer for each charming belle

most beautiful and virtuous, although

my looks and garments do beguile as well:

I must upon myself a kiss bestow.

The passions I alight in maiden’s breasts

are raging blazes, far too scorching made —

so hot, *twould make a dragon seek its rest;

enough to rouse the village fire brigade!

So douse the flames! Pray stop and fill my cup,

direct our coachman ’round to take us forth,

then hear the gentlewomen taking up

the Hallelujah hymn as we head north!

— For there uptown, we’ll rhythm’s mission serve;
if thou dost not believe me, hark! Observe!

Mark Ronson feat. Bruno Mars, “Uptown Funk!”
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LIIL

he novice bard doth find it hard to breathe;

his chest doth heave with hopes t” achieve regard.
His feelings guarded, all in th’ yard perceive
him to’ve conceiv’d a tale to weave, t’ bombard
their ears with song — but something’s wrong tonight.
He’s clamm’d up tight and froz’n with fright; the throng’s
reaction’s strong and doth prolong his plight.
T’ he can’t recite, he’ll never quite belong —
and now, the time for him to rhyme hath pass’d.
He leaves aghast; he’s been miscast — a crime!
He must now climb out of the grime amass’d
until at last his skill’s recast as prime.
— When opportunities arise, take heed

and lose thyself in ev’ry worthwhile deed!

Eminem, “Lose Yourself”
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XXXIIL

y dearest wife, she did my bags prepare
to ready me for when I shall embark
upon a quest to where few others dare;
Tl venture skyward, high into the dark.
While such crusades must surely rousing seem,
T’ll be alone on Icarus’s wings —
and while I soar, I’ve naught to do but dream
about my darling bride and worldly things.
My trek among the stars shall not be brief —
*twill be some time ere o’er the earth I roam;
and when I do, I’ll match not thy belief
for I’'m no gallant hero here at home.
— This odyssey is how I ply my trade;
among the spheres, my livelihood is made.

Elton Jobn, “Rocket Man™
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XXVIIL.

O hear this tale of misery and pain —

a melancho

ic man with broken pride

is curs’d with an affliction thus explain’d:
he lacks a friend in whom he can confide.
A monochromatism of the mind

doth plague his

ife and changes what he sees;

no matter how he stares, he cannot find

the pleasant verdant color of the trees

nor any crimson in his lover’s lips.

His house, his steed, his clothes — his mind as well —
they all have had their color cruelly stripp’d

and left a disma
— Now everythi
thus all he se

, empty cobalt shell.
ing’s a solitary hue;
es — and ¢’er shall be — is blue.

Gl
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111

I found my way into the market square
to drink in deep the festival’s delights.
I suffered the misfortune of you there,
like I had borne through all our troubled nights.
So recently we’d broken bonds of love,
I doubted you had sooner still forgot;
yet still your jealous ire rose above
when passions in another had grown hot.
Yes, I am in his gaze, and he in mine,
but your eyes somewhere else should swiftly start —
for three long years, I left myself to pine
for matrimony’s gifts to grace my heart.
— If truly you did wish to win my hand,
you should have graced it with a wedding band.

Beyoncé Knowwles, “Single Ladies (Puta Ring on It)”
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cr.

N o oracle did e’er prognosticate

thy future or its fortunes grim convey;

nor did some wizen’d sage to thee relate

in faith that life was gonna be this way.

*Tis true, thy prospects hold no cause for mirth:

thine occupation is a frightful joke,

the money thou’st amass’d is but a dearth,

and thou canst romance from no heart provoke.

Thou feel’st thou lack’st the speed to race ahead

of all thy woes and leave thee in the clear;

yet when cruel Fate hath once more ruinéd

thy day, thy week, thy month or €’en thy year

— sweet friend, I shall be €ermore there for thee
for thou, in turn, art always there for me.

The Rembrandss, “T'll Be There For You”
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c.

y vanity is surely not in vain,

for I see how I ladies fair affect:
they mark me for my vestments — far from plain,
Iam in lynx and leopard print bedeck’d.
They also note my grandiose physique:
asingle glance shall speedily apprise
each of the strong and vigorous technique
I must employ whilst I oft exercise.
‘When entering a room, the heads all turn
to look on me; ’tis what I’ve long observ’d.
My comeliness allows me to adjourn
€ an inn sans shirt or shoes, yet still be serv’d.
— I’ll wiggle on; ’tis charity to show,

for I am sexy — that, I rightly know.

LMFAO, “Sexyand I Know It”
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XCIX.

hen age hath taken movement from thy hips
W and strength from these two arms to bear thy load,
wilt thou remember th’ texture of my lips
from youthful kisses I had once bestow’d?
I know for certain I’ll love thee as well
when I am agéd as I do today;
my heart shall fall for thee just as it fell
when first I did thy stunning face survey.
Yea, love is most mysterious in its grace —
the touch of hands can passions fierce ignite.
Pray take me once again in thy embrace
and kiss me well beneath celestial light.
— *Tis more than a mere daydream thought aloud:
we have been with a romance pure endow’d.

Ed Sheeran, “Thinking Out Loud”
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XCVIIL.

T he lads desire some juice and gin to drink,

but I shall quaffa far less pow’rful sort

of ale to keep a clearer head to think;

flirtation is for me a noble sport.

O Monica, thy liveliness inspires —

O Erica, resplendent at my side —

O Rita, with the love my heart requires —

O Tina, such a beauty I’ve espied —

O Sandra, shining like the brilliant Sun ~

O Mary, with our nights beyond compare —

O Jessica, our romance just begun —

and lo! To any other maiden fair

— if thou wilt make with me some am’rous plan,
a little bit of thee makes me thy man.

Lou Bega, “Mambo No. 5 (4 Listle Bit of .)”
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XCVIL

had been king, the world my own domain:
I ¢’en seas would rise when I gave the command.
But loneliness and doubt usurped my reign —
no sceptre but a broom’s left in my hand.
As I sweep out these empty streets, I think
upon the ways in which I was deposed:
my castles, built on sand, were made to sink
and doors to tyrants shall in time be closed.
But fonder mem’ries also come along:
within my mind, I hear the joyful swells
of soldiers lifting up their voice in song
accomp’nied by the tolling of the bells.
— I see my banners once again unfurled:
remembrances of when I ruled the world.

Coldplay, “Viva la Vida™
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XCIIL

tis unclear; pray clarify for me

what thou’st purport when thou dost nod assent
when I know in thy mind thou’dst rather be
professing well thy genuine dissent.
‘What message should I hear when thou say’st “go”
but see within thine eyes thou’dst bid me stay?
‘What troubles must thy heart tormented know
to say our time doth swiftly ebb away?
Thy indecision leads me t'ward the left
ere thou dost change thy course and travel right;
our daylight quarrels feel of love bereft
ere turning into passion through the night.
— No, I cannot thy message clearly glean

so tell me true, my sweet: what dost thou mean?

Sustin Bieber, “What Do Tou Mean?”




