
The King’s Horses

By Noel Gay and Harry Graham
(chorus)
The king's horses, the king's men,
Marched down the street and then marched back again,
The king's horses and the king's men.
They're in scarlet, they're in gold,
All dollied up, it's a joy to behold!
The king's horses and the king's men.
They're not out to scare the foe,
You might think so,
But oh dear no!
They're out because they've got to go
To put a little pep into the Lord Mayor's Show!
It's their duty, now and then,
To march down the street and then march back again,
The king's horses and the king's men.
(verse)
Hark! along the street you hear the tramp of soldiers’ feet

And there’s no song that’s half so sweet in all the world

Smart as on parade they come along the crack Brigade

With waving plume and flashing blade and flag unfurled

