
The Queen's Red-uation Poem 
’Twas the night before Red Hat  
When all through Val’s house  
The birds were all stirring like they'd seen a mouse.  
Purple stockings were hung, by the chimney with care  
’Cause Val’s Red-uation soon would be there.  
A new purple dress was hung near her bed,  
And visions of new red hats danced in her head  
And Tony, in PJ's of red plush velour  
Looked in on the birdies, just to be sure.  
When out on the lawn, there arose such a clatter,  
They knew that it surely must be the Red Hatters  

Val flew to the window, tripped on her eBay trash,  
Tried to open the blinds, but her fingers got mashed.  
The moonbeams shone down on the front yard below  
Showing Red Hatters' footprints on grass by the door.  
When what to her half-blind eyes should appear  
But the red hat gang, all drinking their beer  
Some dressed all in purple, and wearing new hats,  
Some lavender ladies, in fluffy pink hats.  
They’d come to take Val to her Red-uation  
And she heard them inquire, "Is she still on probation?"  

"Oh, hell, let's just grab her and take her away  
The night is still young, and it's now time to play.  
No more lavender dresses and little pink hats,  
She needs purple and red like a proper old bat!"  

They stumbled inside and scooped up their queen,  
A funnier vision has never been seen.  
Tony ducked in the closet to hide from that mob  
’Cause it sure looked like this was an insider job.  
They played the red hat song, they danced and they swayed  
All the way back to Threadgills and had a parade.  
Purple fabric swirled wildly, ’neath raucous red hats  
Then came Val’s moment, so everyone sat.  
In purple stilettos, and a bright purple dress,  
Val tossed her big hair and smiled at her guests  

"Now, ladies, I started this whole red hat mess  
A few years ago, and now I must confess  
Wearing my pink and my lavender gear  
Prepared me for this, for a few crazy years  
and now that I'm fifty, I want you to know,  
The white in my hair is certainly not snow!  
I've now earned the right and the privilege my dears  
To don a red hat, and with you, share a beer.  
So crown me now quickly with my new red hat  
And I’ll try to behave like a queenly old bat!"  
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