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Last shot we’ve got…

This is the hunt that controls the land,

A group of people who work hand in hand,

To keep the land free of foxes,

And hope that everyone ends up safe at the boxes.

It seems the ban has dawned on them and us,

Even on the farmers; like Mr. Gus.

But they know the hunt will never end,

Even though Tony Blair thinks banning’s a trend.

They greet Lady. C, and offer her some port,

“This will be a great day,” everybody thought.

The master made a speech to huntsman and all other,

Soon they’d set off to the first covert.

They trot down the lane from Tetworth Hall,

Freezing their toes off, keeping their heads tall.

The hounds are in and speaking fall cry,

The pointers on duty not letting any by.

The hounds speak loud, and the chase is on,

But for the poor old drinkers their horses have gone.

The kids jump a ditch; the adults jump a fence,

But for the field to enjoy the day, they’ll have to pay every pence.

The fox seemed ill and ran with a limp,

The hounds closed in without a blimp.

A hound name William quickly bit Charlie’s neck,

He would now never suffer and never have to check.

The first covert is done and a sigh is released,

But now to face the coppers trying to police.

They stop us hard, and stop us good,

But they should be catching murderers, like policemen should.

The day is finished and all are tired,

The huntsmans killed a brace and of course he’s admired.

See this is the last time; yes it is,

For the last time hunting, it is ended in bliss.

Sparks fly from the horse’s hooves,

In the dark-where you can hardly see where to move.

The huntsman checks that all the hounds are on,

Except for ‘Lazy’ still singing his song.


The boxes pop up like a fox from a hole,


Labour have done it and achieved their goal.


But for us hunters we will stand tall,


To fight for our rights for one and of course all!
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