I was walking down the road the other day,
When I stopped to say,

“Stop.”

So it happened, you see,

The stopping, that is, of me.

It did.

I thought of a time,

And I thought of a rhyme,

This one.

The Brotherhood was going to win,

The Yuuzhan Vong had taken it on the chin,

Of their face.

The Iron Throne managed it,

The chair on with the Muz does sit,

Uncomfortably.

It was done in style,

With fire and the extra mile,

Or kilometer, for all you Europeans.

Sometimes it was scary,

Sometimes Muz’s wife, Ashia, is hairy,

I’m talking about her beaver.

I think I’ve said more than I should,

And definitely more than your mom could,

Because she has her mouth occupied fellating other men.
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