In honor of Jack Straws lack of foresight and judgment over the foxhunting fiasco I have rewritten a Monty Python favorite.  I give you the:

DEAD FOX SKETCH:

A very angry looking policeman carrying a dead fox walks into a country pub and approaches a male foxhunter standing at the bar.

“Excuse me, miss!”  The man looks round.

“Who are you calling miss?”

“I’m sorry, I have a cold”

“What do you want?”

“I wish to make a complaint!”

“What about?”

“Ill tell you what about matey, it’s about this fox!”  He lifts the fox up and puts it limp on the bar.  The foxhunter looks at it.

“Ah, yes the Hartfordshire red, beautiful plumage.  Look at that tail” He calmly strokes it.

“The tail doesn’t enter into it!  This fox!” exclaims the policeman.  “This fox is dead!”

“No it isn’t, its resting”

“Look matey, I know a dead fox when I see one”, says the policeman through clenched teeth.  “And I’m looking at one right now”

“Na, na, its tired, its just sleeping”

“Well, if its sleeping then we had better wake it up!”  He leans down level with the fox’s ears.  “WAKEY! WAKEY! MR. FOX! RISE AND SHINE!”  The foxhunter jabs it quickly.

“Look! It moved”, he claims.  The policeman is mortified.

“No it didn’t, you just jabbed it!

“Yes it did!”  He jabs it again.  “There you go, it moved again!”

“Now look, when I talked to you about this fox laying in your Landrover not half an hour ago, you assured me that its total lack of movement was due to it being tired and shagged out after eating a large chicken”.

“Yes, well?”

“What do I find when I try and return it to the wild?” The policeman looks him straight in the eye.  “That the only reason it was seated down in the crate was that is was nailed there!”  He stands back with his arms folded.  His point made.  The foxhunter without breaking eye contact calmly replies,

“Look, if I hadn’t have nailed that fox down, the minute you opened the crate it would have jumped up, and gone VOOOM!”  He finishes this with a sweeping arm gesture.

“VOOOM!?” bursts out the policeman.  “This fox would go VOOOM if you struck 10,000 volts through it!  It’s dead! It has kicked the bucket! It is dismissed, gone to meet its maker! If you hadn’t have nailed it down it would be pushing up the daises!  This, is an EX-FOX!  It’s fucking snuffed it!”

“Well, what do you want me to do about it?”

“Have you got anything else in that Landrover of yours?”  He asks, pointing his finger at the foxhunter.

“I have a… er, squirrel”

“Is it dead?”

“No”

“OK, ill take that then”.  And they both walk out.
