Dick Cheney Says His Prayers

Embunkered ’neath Wyoming plains, 

Dick Cheney prays and oft explains

To God the errors of God’s ways,

With chastisements instead of praise.

His houseboy (with a visa lacking)

Kneels to a avoid a sacking

And bows his head in place of Dick, 

Who kneels to no one; not a lick

Of humbleness invades his prayer.

It’s almost more than he can bear

To call on God, who really ought

To call on Dick, who’s always fought

For righteousness; though when it’s time

For combat in the smoke and grime,

He’s hardly a belligerent:

His shield becomes a deferment.

His prayers, hawk-like, ascend the skies

(In code, of course; he must disguise

His mighty thoughts from enemies).

So as his houseboy takes his knees, 

Dick sends his dictates to his lord

(With arrogance I’d call untoward).

Smuggled out from smoky lair,
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 “Lord God,” he said, “it’s such a pity

That whoever ran the lame committee

Which chose your son to represent

Your presence in our earthly tent

Did not choose me! Had I been chair --

Had you been here and I been there -- 

How much better off we’d be:

Your son would have been Dick Cheney.

The chosen one I’d surely be,

For I’d be chosen, God, by me.

I’ll concede it’s rather pushy, 

And yet it worked with me and Bush. He

Wisely let me choose his vice.

I chose myself; ah, that was nice:

For vice is something I prefer

To virtue or to fame’s allure.
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“I’d serve you well as the messiah.

You know that’s true, God; I’m no liar.

I prophesied Saddam’s production

Of implements of mass destruction.

And I was right, Lord, yet again,

To link Bin Laden and Hussein.

Yet if Saint Peter should deny

That these are truths -- God, what a lie!

I’d waterboard that pious fart

And tear his fingernails apart.

I’d terminate his heavenly mission

With extraordin’ry rendition.

I’d bang his head into the walls

And wire electrodes to his….”

A tremor shook the old man’s hips 

And rancid foam beflecked his lips.

A lesser man might have atoned,

But Cheney closed his eyes and moaned.

Insensible to degradation,

He offered up this base summation:

“Thou knowest, Lord, I love to prey:

I simply change to E from A.”

Then Cheney bade his houseboy stand,

Dismissing him with back of hand.

He brushed his nails and filed his teeth

And slid his tongue into its sheath.

He sought his bed with conscience clear

And dreamt of carnage, blood and fear.

• A small disclaimer for my verse:

  Dick Cheney’s bad; this poet’s worse.

 What Thoreau confessed, I’ll say again:

 I, myself -- the worst of men.

