


And with the foggy, distant islands
flying the Union Jack

The fickle, feckless British Public ,
glad to have its young lads back,

Got caught up in the jubilation
courtesy of ITV

And forgot the tortured People's Friends,
in the shout of 'Victory!'

So the Unicorn was Martyred
and the Lion lost his claws
Two more reluctant heroes
for the Radical Cause.
At the Public Execution
there were rumblings from the Crowd
But Queenie never heard them,
'Cos the truncheons had them cowed.

The Lion's Roar was silenced
with a memo to the Press
And all that appeared in the next day's News
was Queenie's nice new dress
The Creature's Coup was over
before it had begun;
The forceful State had crushed a Show
it knew would run and run.

Broken-hearted, clawless,
the Lion lost his way.
He so0ld himself as a Symbol
to any that would pay.
Multi-national companies
fought over Copy-right
And the proudest beast that ever lived
had squandered all his might.

But the Unicorn is remembered
and little kids are told
0Of the wild but gentle Dreamer
with a sturdy Heart of Gold.
What the Adults fail to mention
is the Coup that might have been
If the murdered Horse of Myth had had her Rights
Who'd now be Quesen....?
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