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                        M A K E     T H E     L A N D  O F    T H E 

             C O M M I E 

      C   Z   A   R   S 

   G r e a t         A g a i n 
     WELL, Vladdy, almost every buddy knew you would: 

    Covet, Covet, Covet; that you would not rise above it. 

  That you would forego passage through the Pearly Portals, 

    Just to satisfy the grandiose image of yours amidst the Immortals 

There you s( )it next to a scowling Ivan, Killer Joe, and Catherine 

playing the  balalaika, with her limbs, sighing, for all to see to see. 

Alas! you believe your countrymen will thank you for the greater 

glory of: Death Before Honor, Golly Gee, Golly Gee 

Your immediate predessors thought Nicholas and Alexandra   

hapless rulers, so hapless as to chop them up, kids and all, into 

tiny pieces, and cast them down the well. 

Quoting William Macy in Pleasantville: That’s Swell 

  

 

 

 

 

 

         

  There’s Ras putin at 6 ft 4 in: there’s a shorter version: Putin at 5 Ft 6 in, plus wedges. 
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               It is true, the Russians have always had plenty, but they have 

never had enough.  

           It must be sumthin, all them nukes, and all that testosterone, Can 

you just imagine the implications of getting tough? 

   

       The Rockets Red Glare: OOPS!!!! Wrong Country. It was Baddy Vladdy 

with his tanky wankies crushing the life outta his fellow slavs, an’ 

settin’ fahr to their domiciles with his incendiary pecker, knockin’ 

‘em dead with missiles and muscles, an’ pluggin ‘em with kalinakov 

projesticles. 

       ALL. So’s he could be enshrined with the anals galore. The teeny 

weeny little man, OH! bigger’n Joe for sure, but too small for his 

regular, commissar issue, britches. 

        Putt Putt Putt Putin along, with a splint on his dong, singing a merry 

ole, merry ole, song. The swaggering gladiator, swinging his itches. 

       He kills ‘em at home and abroad, with insidious potions, outlawed. 

       Our Joe says Vladdy miscalculated when he invaded the Uke. Not so, 

the little bastard knew that one more was one more incontrovertibly. 

       The Author doesn’t know from Russia, but he suspects the people 

who got rid of the puppet Yanukovych did not entertain notions of 

heeding another fucking autocrat. 

      Well, y’all know what this  iz about. Moses tole us ALL that coveting, 

stealing, and raping, got very unfavorable ratings in the overall 

scheme of things. The Goldem Rule remains tarnished, the dong that 

dings. 

      The United Nations comes in for a huge chuckle when it sits on its ass 

doing nothing. Well it is kinda a joke; however baroque. 

 

                  Homo Sapiens rode off the rails, going around the bend. 

                          That’s just the beginning, where will it end? 

  

 


