“The Beauty Queen”
Music and Lyrics by Benjamin Shalva

God gives us gifts to each her own,
Some scrub the pots, I fill the throne,

These curves were made for hands

Bedecked in jewels and gold.

Ugly ducklings have their place,

But royalty bears a pretty face,

Just smile and close your eyes

For the show must go on.

YES I FEEL SO FREE!
HIGH ABOVE FOR ALL TO SEE!

TURN YOUR LIGHTS ON ME!

WHO’D CHOOSE THE GHETTO

AND NOT THE THRONE?

THIS BEAUTY QUEEN

STANDS ON HER OWN.

SOMETIMES A GIRL

JUST CAN’T GO HOME.

Eyes are blind but ears don’t lie,
One tyrant’s word, my people die,

I’ll never hear their screams

Through palace walls of stone.

What can I do?  The King’s been led.

I only own him when in bed.

The Queen before me spoke,

Never to be heard from again.

AND I FEEL SO FREE!

HIGH ABOVE FOR ALL TO SEE!

TURN YOUR LIGHTS ON ME!

WHO’D CHOOSE THE GHETTO

AND NOT THE THRONE?

THIS BEAUTY QUEEN

STANDS ON HER OWN.

SOMETIMES A JEW

JUST CAN’T GO HOME.

One day your daughters will dress up,

As you tell my story,

Pretty girls in tiaras,

Dreaming all to be me.

Tell them beware what you wish for,
Tiaras prick you with pins,

And the sting of your conscience,

Is a war you can’t win.

The mask is off, what’s in its place?

The web I’ve spun obscures my face,

From girl to Queen to killer,

The price of life rises high.

Unleash your swords, 

the trap’s been set,

Then drink and dance ‘till you forget,

Forget the cries of thousands

And the joy in our eyes.

BUT WE FEEL SO FREE!

HIGH ABOVE FOR ALL TO SEE!

TURN YOUR LIGHTS ON ME!

WHO’D CHOOSE THE GHETTO

AND NOT THE THRONE?

THIS BEAUTY QUEEN

STANDS ON HER OWN.

SOMETIMES WE ALL
JUST CAN’T GO HOME.
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