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We’ve gathered for the crowning,

Prophets priests and tribes,

But where’s the King?

He’s hiding, stalling the fun.

Poor Saul, there’s nowhere left to run.

He’s taller than Goliath,

This farmer from the hills.

Now give three cheers,

And dry those tears,

It’s for the best.

Finally a nation like the rest.

LONG LIVE THE KING!

TOWERING ON HIS OWN,

GORGEOUS FLESH AND BONE,

PERFECTION BEFORE OUR EYES.

LONG LIVE THE KING!

WITH YOUR SWORD IN HAND,

SAVE US OUR PROMISED LAND,

ALL HAIL THE GOD OUR SIZE.

Annointed once with oil,

And since that day with blood,

So have no fear,

The killer’s here full of rage,

We’ve let the beast out of his cage.

True he has his moments,

He’s a stranger in his own skin.

In ecstasy, praying incoherently,

Is he lost?

Well, every battle has its costs.

LONG LIVE THE KING!

TOWERING ON HIS OWN,

GORGEOUS FLESH AND BONE,

PERFECTION BEFORE OUR EYES.

LONG LIVE THE KING!

WITH YOUR SWORD IN HAND,

SAVE US OUR PROMISED LAND,

ALL HAIL THE GOD OUR SIZE.

Close your eyes and remember,

The green hills of your birth.

Pretend the cries of the dying

Are the wind.

And the blood on your hands

Is only earth.

The elder prophet’s spoken,

Our aging King must die.

Saul failed the test,

He’s just a man at best,

Faults and all.

Our perfect King was doomed to fall.

Do you see now in the distance,

A young boy takes his place.

Not strong like Saul,

Not proud, not tall,

This new King,

Poor Saul, it’s David’s songs we sing.

LONG LIVE THE KING!

TOWERING ON HIS OWN,

GORGEOUS FLESH AND BONE,

PERFECTION BEFORE OUR EYES.

LONG LIVE THE KING!

WITH YOUR SWORD IN HAND,

SAVE US OUR PROMISED LAND,

ALL HAIL THE GOD OUR SIZE.

In the North stands a Tamarisk,

Scarred by battles,

Refusing to fall.

Its roots drink from the memory
and the bones

Of our long lost hope--

One King Saul.
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