To the emporer’s clothes we’ll add a fool’s golden crown
And board a white elephant as we stumble into town

Claiming victory for its own sake

If all is to win then all is in vain

Now I’ve got nothing good to say so I’ll keep it to myself

All the important plan we make end up on the contingency shelf

I’m not full of hope but I’m hopeful

While I fiddle with my idle stash

The burnings down to embers and ash

And the warmth of a smile is all that is left

A knowing smile that has seen it all and the rest

I’m hopeful the glass still hold some water

Even on the shallow end

I’m hopeful the lepricans and Unicorns can live as little Irish men and mules

Embracing their fate and seizing their day

Champions of love in the face of hate

How long can we talk a blue streak before the streak becomes our way

And blue becomes the color and the owner of the day

