The Bush-and-Blair-ies  [with apologies to Edward Lear]
    They went to war on a lie, they did, on a lie they went to war:
In spite of all that their friends could say, on an infamous terrible early-spring day,
On a lie they went to war! 
    And when the lie became obvious,  and everyone cried, "You’ve lied to us!"
They screamed "Perhaps our lie was big, but we don't care a button, we don't care a fig!
On a lie we'll go to more wars!"

Far and few, far and few, are the lands where the Bush-and-Blairs live;
Their heads are grey, and their hands are red, and they went to war on a lie.

    They sailed away on their lie, they did, on their lie they sailed so fast,
With only an ugly bullet-proof veil -- tied with red bandages, making a sail,
All tied to a gun-barrel-mast;
    And everyone said, who saw them go, "O won't they be soon upset, you know!
For the sky is dark, and the voyage is long, and happen what may, it's extremely wrong
On a lie to sail so fast!"

Far and few, far and few, are the lands where the Bush-and-Blairs live;
Their brains are small, and their smiles are big, and they went to war on a lie.

    The truth it soon poured in, it did, the water of truth came in;
So to keep them dry, they wrapped their feet, in a Murdoch-paper all folded neat,
And they fastened it down with a bin.
    And they passed the night in a bunker-bar, and each of them said, "How wise we are!
Though the sky be dark, and the voyage be long, yet we never can think we were rash or wrong, 
While always our lie we spin!"
Far and few, far and few, are the lands where the Bush-and-Blairs live;
Their words all stink, others’ blood they drink, and they went to war on a lie.

    And all year long they sailed away; and when the sun went down,
They whistled some patriotic songs, to the echoing sound of guns or bombs,
On the sea by the desert light-brown.
    "O Ronnie! O Maggie! How happy we are! When we war on lies, when we kill near and far,
And all year long in the moonlight pale, we sail away with a bullet-proof sail,
While ‘our boys’ bomb Iraqi towns!"

Far and few, far and few, are the lands where the Bush-and-Blairs live;
Their minds are sick, and their wallets are fat, and they went to war on a lie.


    They sailed to the Middle East, they did, to a land all covered with bones,
And they bought some oil, and they stole some oil, and they burnt it all, and the temperature rose – 
And the water then flooded our homes.
    And they let all their cronies sell all Iraq’s stuff, and the people half-starved, but that wasn’t enough, 

For the share-prices dropped and they had to look tough --
So they launched a few hundred more ‘drones’.

Far and few, far and few, are the lands where the Bush-and-Blairs live;
Their eyes are crazed and their hearts are dead -- yet they went to war on a lie.

    And in twenty years they all came back, in twenty years, or more,
And everyone said, "How tall they've grown! Though they've made the place Hell, a quite terrible zone – 
And they’ve lied loads and loads and loads more";
    And the Bush had been voted back – perish the thought; but the Bliar had been beaten – the liar had been caught, 

And everyone said, “If we only can, we’ll stop leaders lieing, like this evil man – 

Who became Bush’s voluntary whore!"

Far away, far away, is the lands where the Bush lives -- alone;
For its 2 0 0 5, it’s June, or May – and the Blair has been beaten, and shown –

…That you can’t go to war on a lie… if you do, at least, in the UK … you ensure you’ll politically die.
