
Regina Spektor, The Virgin queen
Men who would shoot theirHorses are theSame men who wouldLike to kiss your hand(??)Men who shoot theirHorses are theSame men who willDraw and shoot your friend(??)The virgin queen...Headless (mother?)Heartless (?)Ghosts of yes men past and futureIn the bedroom you would sutureUp that holeWhere babies come fromEngland, oh, englandNever forsake meWon't you take me to have and to holdI may be a cruel, crude womanBut in the distance i hear shakespeare mumblingWhether tis nobler in the mind to sufferThe slings and arrows of outrageous fortuneOr to take arms against the sea of troubles...England, england, never forsake meWon't you take me to have and to holdI can hear the voices rising upThe virgin queen...(??)You try to ruleAs best as you canBut the crown gets cold(??)On the distant shores new voices are rising...
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