The Tortoise And The Queen

Once upon a time, a galapagos tortoise

Fell in love with the queen of Norway.

The queen was sad, and looking for a husband, you see.

The queen was thirty-nine, but she looked twenty-six,

The tortoise believed that age didn’t matter,

And he was forty-seven, but he only looked forty-three.

The queen was weary, and dreamed of moving to an island,

A warm place, far away in the ocean blue.

The tortoise believed that physical looks didn’t matter,

He believed that his dram would succeed, for his love was true.

And the tortoise had often heard that Love conquers All,

And the queen had often heard that Love conquers All…

A ship set sail from Galapagos to Norway

but the tortoise couldn’t manage to climb on board,

And it was too far to swim, though he would have if he could.

The queen got married to a pompous prince,

And she never even visited the southern seas,

But decided that it was all right, ‘cos the money was good.

The queen had a son, and lived happily ever after

Until she died of pneumonia at seventy-two.

The tortoise lived alone ‘till he died at a hundred and fifty,

And he was content, because of what he finally knew:

When they say that Love conquers All, it means that love affects everyone,

And it doesn’t mean that love can conquer everything under the sun,

And you decide your own happy ending

When all is said and done.
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