
Chumbawamba, Farewell to the crown
Poacher come with his poacher's gunOut in the woods to shoot someone&quot;My lord your time has come&quot;Right between the eyes!Fell his master not by chanceAway with pomp and circumstanceCome join our merry danceTo the rhythm of goodbye(Chorus)Farewell the jewel crownFarewell the velvet gownWatch it all come tumbling downGoodbye to the crownGoodbye to the crownGoodbye to the King of Nothing, reallyWave of a hand, not a life of RileyPart Nazi, part King BillyGoodbye to the crownGoodbye to the dear old mumMummified on gin and rumSmile and wave and just play dumbGoodbye to the crown(Repeat chorus)Goodbye to the media whoreAnd all the pious work for the poorAnd all the faces that she woreGoodbye to the crownGoodbye to the royal WeAnd all its famous pedigreeLet's put this dog to sleepGoodbye to the crown(Repeat chorus)
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