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Ode to “The Unicorns”

Up on Ghost Mountain,
Telling of things dead and gory,
Was there a fountain
Of tears from the story?
As you stepped back,
As the ghost drew near,
You cleared your track,
You ran out of fear.

Unfurling your flag,
You were gone.

Ended up a Tuff Ghost,
Invincible for three days,
You became the host,
Set in your ways.
You went for a swim,
But didn’t get wet.
Went out on a whim,
You can’t break a sweat.

You must be suffering,
That’s why you’re so mean.

You were born, a Unicorn,
I still believe in you.
I would’ve sworn,
That we’d wait for you.
But now it’s too late,
All the unicorns are dead,
Why couldn’t you wait,
And stay together instead?

You’re The Unicorns,
You’re people too!
