London in London 

In act one there will be no dress rehearsal 
The actor steps out in full glare wearing costume
With stage fright fear of the role reversal
Screaming streets as wild as any typhoon
Gently the waves calm from sir to mate
The honeysuckle and the bee in harmony sing
Vivat Rex and all Pomp and ceremony 
Powerful empire greatest wealthiest estate
Spit drenched pavements fag ends black apple ring
Carrying the banner deprived of sleep and money

