ANSTEORRA!

Might as well start with one of the patriciic ones . . .
Tunie: Oklahoma!l - Nerak 18 Tisserandr

Anstecrra! Where the Mongols sweep down irom The plain,
And trne Viking fleet lies off the heacl,
And the sun comes richt behind the rain.

Anstzcrra!  Where my fair lady will cry,
And cheer for me, in the meles,
while tThe vuitures circle in the sky.

You krow we will fight for our land,
If the Middle should gei cut of hand; Ingsert Kinadom of choice
And when we cry, "To the desth!®

And, "Lel the Middlie die!" -

We're only saying, "You're going far, Ansteorra!l
knstezrra, Black Star!i"

.

GRINSLEEVES

‘and mcve right on into the "otherwise." I thini -ieryore can sympathize
with taie poor lord, -

Tun¢: Greensleeves (of course!) Telbyrne Morningsta:

Alas, my love, you've done me dirt,

You've sewn green sleeves to my purple shirt,
Aind then you did the worst of all . . .

You mzde me go out and wear It.

Chnorus: Oh, what a dismal fave,
’ To be seen ol events in this terrible state.
Oh, how | wish | could be late —-
Szy, seven days after it's over.

Alag, ~y love, you've done me wrong,
Yeu'lve made my Tunic much too long,

Yocu mzfe it seven feat ten or more . . .
14 drezs across the floor.

Chor.g: Say, seven weeks affer 1t's over,

Alasg, my love, 1'm born to lose,
You've tied pink bows to my orange shoct.
krd dene my hzir in wave and curl , . .

My motaer now ihinks 1'm e qird.

Cheraey  Sey, seven monthe after it's over,



GRINSLEEVES (econtineci)

Atas, my love, we'i!l have to leave,
Someone just insulted my beautiful sleeve;
And questioned my tacte in every way . .
By God, he sald | must be goey.

Chorus:

Ard then there are war songs, Sceiety-type.

Tune: Loverly (from My Fair Lady)
At | want is a war somevhers,

Far away from a mundane care,
With all +he knights there --
Oh, wouldn't 1t be gory!

Lots of helmets for me to cleave,
lots of widows to cry and grieve;
'm itching now to leave --. 1

Oh, wouldn't i+ be gory!

-«

FOR THIS MY HOME

Say, seven years aftfer it's over,

Nerak la Tisserande

Oh, so gory swinging swords
from left fo right,

After battle we can revel
through the night!

into someone's head,
Gunch him ¢: ) untit he's desd.
Ch, see the - :ak run red --

Oh, wouldn't i+ be gorylous?

Bashing mace

This is the first of the seriouc type, to be sung when you feel like tecrs.

Tune! Green Beret

Carry me home upen my shield,

Bear me high oe'r road and fleld,

Let me know the touch of cleansing wind
fn tThis my home, in ihis my home.

[f loved ones ask you how | fell
Within the fray, | charge you well,
Tetl them | fought uniil the end
~For this my home, for this my home.

Place my sword hilt within my hang,

Though It is broken, undersiznd:

Like me, i+ gave all it could ¢ive
For this my home, for thic my nome,

o

fimonn of Amber

Anc when you carry me through
‘the square,
Bezr me preoudly, don't despeir!

| cave my tife that you could llive
in this my home, in this my hHome.

. When at leci you bury me,

b want no tezrs, nor eulogy!

Just let me rest deep in the earth
_Of this my home, Of this ry home.




#

ANSTEORRA ANTHEW

And more patriotiem.

Turier Finlandia "Kubric Spelldragen
Dear Land we love, At haitl Ansieorr .

Thy honor flelds retlect fond memorice,

We pledae to thee, our faith and frue devotion,

fnd pray That we bring honor to thee.

Thy revel halls shall ever sino thy clory,

Dear Ansteorra, fand trhat we love.

“FEEWELL TO ANSTEORRA
Let us hope none of us ever hag to sing thig!
Tﬁ;e: Farewell to Nova Scotia
Chorus: Farewel! to Ansteorrs, that sun-blessed {and,
Let your hamlets bright and cheery be!

When | am far away over mighty mountains tall,
Will you ever breathe a sigh or a wish for me?

., ! hate to leave my nafive home,

I loath fo leave my comrades all,
But | must hie away over hill and plain,
For my czptain calls, and | must obey.

Crhorue

My owr true love did bid me stay,

She weul< not part our company,

Eut honour calls, "To horse and away,"
Fer no sticht can mar our Princedom free.

Chorus

Red wWar does cry at every side,
2 sworcs are broken, bent, or dulled,

But An

Ard Honour and Glory shall e'er be our Pride.

Crorue
I ley me down this night to dle.
M. wounds ere arievous, |'ve greatiy bled,
.1 Anstesrra's life means more then minc.

For Love &nd Beauty must ne'er wash away.

Crorue

From Gesiz
Alaric ap Morpan




BALLAD OF THE SILVER HELMS

This is one of the early oneg ~- but I've logt count of the revisions.

Tunie: Green Beret

Fighting knights here to try,
Fearless ten to challenge and die.
Men who mesn just what they say,
The brave men of the SCA.

Chorusg:

In silver helms with colored crests,
These are knlghts, Anstecrrz's best.
And all tThe squires hope someday

To be a knight of The SCa,

Trained to fight with sword in hand,
Ang on Their honor, they will stand.
Swern i defend the one who may
Wear & crown of the SCA.

Choris

BORACHMAN HYMM

Nerak la Tisserande

Trained in court and skilled in game
Are the fighters who've won fame,

_ But it takes flve peers fo say

They're worth of K.§5.C.A.
Chorus

Back at home, a lady waits,

Has her lord met his fate?

But bere he comes In belt of white,
Her lord now is a knight.

Chorus

Put a sllver helm on my son's héad,
Teach him to flght or strike him deacd.
He'll be a ¥night, 1 know some day,
So bring him up in the SCA.

With the approval of Franz vor Steffans, Warhaft of the Bdraekman,

Pune: The Marine Hymn

Melusine Whitceroft

From tne ships beached gn Apnsteorran shores, to the mountalns and beyond,
Tho' ws're not aggressive in the least, to threats we will respond.

ir her-icane or ice-storm, we will melee with the best,

We are vne flzhting Borachmen, the flrst line of defense.

THE HOSPITALLER'S SONG

H — e e P -~
Very etronze, tnis oncl

Ture!; Trhe Anrts Go Marching One by One
or VWhen Johnny Comes Marching Home

Vargskel Balfblood and the
Bjérnsborg Tacky Songs Guild

The cerntr-y are cleeping one Ly chne, oyez, GyCi .+ . .
The geriry ere sleeping one by cone, oyez, oyez . . .

The ge-try are sleeping one by one,
tt's ver. res<ful, but not muct fun --

Thes fevitry ere sleeplng anywhere they can!

3

e _-_ .
- [

# .
very nertod thing to deo.

. 3.

Three by three --
I think +hat's MY hand on my hknee!




THE HOSPITALLLER'S SONG (continued)

Four by four -~-
On the furniture, on the floor.

Five by five --
With everybody except thelr wives.

Six by six --
With Ranyart up to his usual tricks,

Seven by seven -~
Call tn the knights/wenches and
welll be In heavern,

Light by eight --
Hurry up, [reme], or you'll
be late,

Nine by nine -~
I don't know why, it must be
the wine.

Ten by ten --
No one's asleep and it's
morning again,

GOD REST YE FRANTIC AUTOCRAT

Dedicated to every autoerat of every event ever held in Ansteorra;
most of the incidents mentioned have indeed occurred!

Tune: God Rest Ye Merry, Gentlemen

God rest ye frantic auvtocrat,

tet nothing you dismay,

Remember tha+t your areat event

Is stil]l a month away,

Don't panic yet, there's lots of time
Ancd don't get swept away:

Chorus:
And sing ye in chorus:
"Never again, never again,"
And =ing ye in chorus:
"Never again!"

God rest ye frantlc autocrat,

Let nothing vou dismay,

Remember Thet your-grest event

Is still two weeks away,

The <ive is grand tho! if it rains
IT just might wash awayr

Chorus

God rest ye frartic autocrat,
Let nothing you dismay,
Remember that vour great event
Is sfill a week away,

The music's fine if only they
Remember how to play:

Crorus

Tivar Moondragon

God rest ye frantic autocrat,

Let nctiing you dismay,

Remember Tthat your great event

ls still three days away,

The féast is planned, the food's bLiun
bought,

Tho' God knows how you'll pay:

Chorus

God rest ye frantic autocrat,

Let nothing you dismay,

Despite the fact your great event

s scheduled for today,

The tourney's grand, the rain von't
last e

For very long, they say:

Chorusg

God rest frantic autocrat,

Let nothing you dismay,

bespite the fact thet everything

te going wrong today,

The King and Queen came Unannouncec,
And God knows who else may:

Chorus

It's not done yet!




GOD REST Y FRANTZIC AUTOCRAT (contirued)

God rest ye frantic autocrat, God rest ye frentic autocrat,
Let nothing you dismay, Let nothing you dlsmay,
The herald's lost his voice The fesst was grand, tho' half the
And he can't even cry "Oyez!" courd
The list-field's under water, le dying of the plague,
A fornado's on the wey: The reve| would have been great,
But the tavern blew away:
Chorus
Chorue
God rest ye frentic autocrat, :
Let nothing you dismay, God help ve frentic autocrat,
The ants have eaten half tThe food You'd better run away,
And carried your tent away, The Queen is mad, her tent and King
Some mundane called the cops Have bocth been washed away,
And they took all the knights away: it might be wise to change your
name

Chorug And quit the SCA:

God rest ye frantic sutocrat Chorus ;

~Let nothing you dismay

I1's getting cold, it just might snow,

You'd better start to pray,

The fire won't starf, the food will
spoil,

So serve It anyway:

Chorius

ANACHRONIST'S ANTHEM
This came out of Meridies!

Tune: The Marine Hymn Diarmuid MacSeumas 0'Sicdhachain

From the windswep* halls of Nord-aus-das-Strom, 1o the shores of the
Southern lsles,

We Journey to the tournaments, and wear medieval sivies.

We will be lords anc¢ ladies for a too-short weekend,

Feasting and merry-making in a chivalric. land of Fretend,

oty

I WANT A WAR
This one did too.
Pume: I Want A Girl Diarmuid MacSeumas 0'Sicdhachain

| want a war, just like the wars ths knights of olc did +ight,

When varriors stood and fought, In bloody vettie, cood ang hoft,
Through The day and nict

A good old-fashiones war with lﬂTc of tEoﬂu, Just like Fennsic |V with
tete of mul.

- 3

b owent g wer, Ouey tike the woo: the mnighiz 0F <

fe mn 8 -

L}




b GOTTA SWIRD

\OIy) iy ',)-n Ty
Nicoty AR OB AN b sl

-

Turie: I Got Shoes ‘ Nerak la Tisserandc

| gotta sword, you gotta sword, all uc fizhters got a sword.
When 1| gev to fourney, gonna take up my sword,

Gonna fight in the melee, melee, melee,

Everybody +azlkin' 'bout tourney zin'ia gonna win,

Melee, melee, gonna fight in fhe melee.

I actta shield . . .
gonna take up my sh:eic e

| gotta helm . . .
gonna put on my helm ., . .

I actte bruise . . .
gonne get bilack and bluve . . .

BALLAD OF THE MEN OF THORNWELL

For late nights in the Blue Fly Tavern,
. From Gestc
Tune: The Ballad of the Trades Suleszka von Pferdenthal

Here's to the brave men of Thornwell,

Well known for Thelr prowess in fights,

But it's only the ladies who know you the best
When the tlime comes to put out the iights.

Here's Orm, a lusty strong fellow,

Yiakes mzny men fremble with fear,

But his kneezs start to shake and he's heard to meow,
when = purring young kitten comes near.

And Turoin, ocur scholarly Turpin,

His rrowecss g7 chess 1t is great,

He krowe el the gamblts for taking a piece;
Three moves and he's ready to mate.

‘e famed as 2 wencher,

Lis neme far znd wide,

wen you think that your lady's aizne, |

4 Ranvert there by her side. T

Ch, Rznvyart,

YaE

You'lve heer
Ang just w
n

T b

e
T
o

You'll fi
Fnd Gy llan g miahty strong ercher,
h.s arrcw's sn;? ctraigh # ic the merk,
s tr wiTh & lzss in Hls erms,

<
s af, irn The dark.

And kis zim'e lust oz
kWhen re'e lozsing hi

~




MEN OF THORNWELL (eontinued)

And Matthew, that red-haired young devil,
He's thought to be quiet and staid,

But he's rowdy enough to be ralsing some hel|
When he's seeking the charms of a maid.

Stephen, he's known as a poe?,

His bellads are sometimes risque,

But there's many a maiden for miles hereabout
Who'll swear he excells at the lay.

Here's to young Raimond the Moon-Rear,

Though some think him naught but the Foole,

But he's clever enough with a wench in his arms,
And he knows French they don't teach in school.

Here's to Sir Jan called the Eagle,

Unhorsing him many have tired,

But his lznce is still stout, and there's many a lass
Who'll go with Sir Jan for a ride,

And Tanasan, Lord of House Thornwell,

He's proud and he conquers at will,

[f 11's out on the field, or in some lady's bed,
He handles his weapon with skill,

So here's to the brave men of Thornwell,

Be you scholars or fighters or lords, :
But it's only the ladies. who know you the best,

For your best thrusts aren't made with your swords.

HOW MUCH IS THAT RATTAN IN THZ GARAGE?

The first line of this was sung by His Majesty Jokawnw of Atenveldt upon
retwning frem garage of the Bordemmarch Barenizl Manor. By the way, in
order to fit the tune, "garage" is "gay-rarj," and "rattan" is "rat'n."

Tune: How Much Is That Doggie in the Window? Rerak la Tisserande

How much is that rattan in the garage?
The eleven-foot Manowan stave? ...

How much i< that retian in the garage,
The one that's intact, not shaved?

| heard of & tale of a dark lord

With & saber that's made out of Iight.
| need a greatsword 1o proiect me,
Ard scare him away wlith one fight.

i don't want pine or balss,

| don't want & basehall bat,

b den't went five-foot pleces,

'Cavse you can't make a greatsword frow thet!

i




BARNET 1471

Ko tune to thie one; 1t's a very lovely poen on a historical topic.

This 1s Chivalry.

A hundred knighis in the cold grey dawn
With hot blood in their veins;

A thousand liv'iried men-at-arms,

Lie hidden in the lanes.

The fog is thick upon The ground,
The sup we cannot see; .
No banners waving in fthe sky

To show the enemy,

We hear the horses neigh and snort,
The ground 11 starts to shake;
Across the heath and up the hill
The foe our line to break.

The whine of arrows through the alr,
The cries of men in pain,

The clash of swords on mall and plate;
We hold agsinst the straln.

The drifting fog beglns to 1ift

To show, upon our filank,

The Sunne of York in splendor flown
To crush upon our rank,

Our hearts asre tilled with panlc fear
As we strive to hold the fleld;

We press In close to guard cur tord
From blows of bloodlied steel.

Qur men retreat now to =z hrook

Whose waters run with bicod;

Qur wounded fall with piercling cries
As we trample through the flocd.

We know not why we fight These wars
For Red rose or for White;

We owe our cervice To our lerc

For wrong ceuse or for richt.

The devices of the werring cides

Fly out acrcss the sun;

We know not whicrn will hold the field
When this hard dzyv ic done,

The knight znd the heren have nc fear,
Their mounts are sTrong and fest;

Yz yenen s7and upcn re SrCUns,

find ficht until Tre last.

Suleszka von Pferdenthel

res




BARKET 7472 {eoniinued)

We have no gold to ransom us,
There is no way to yield,

We cannot run so hard and swiff --
S we die upon the field.

We are strong and simple men,

We've pled”'; unto our lord;

And hard wz fight for the oath we swore
On the relics in his sword,

tf York chould win, then we wili die,
With our traiter lord attainted;
We wear his livery and hls badge,
With his arms our coats are palnted.

God grant me now a final wish ~-

Their arrovs sigh around me -- .

Return my soul To my freehold land, ' I
Let the pesece of esrth surround me. - '

THE BARBARIAN SONG

Remember First Barbarian Imvitational, A.5, XIT? This wiZZ remind you!

From Gesta and The Phoenix
SesLo Marco Vareccio de CrucedeRosas .

Lively mo | to marcafo
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T BARBARIAN SONG (cortinuad)

TEED
. A Temps D.S5. .71 Fine
[ i o N
et
mass puts ool iath~fo shame, Oh we
*Fine F
. '“—*"“*”‘f ‘7’”’" - fL- ]
i —4_“—J W‘ _'[
ev'ry last Tighter is dead.
2. f{ord Ranyart, it seems, Is the subject of dreams,
Of meldens, both portly and lean.
They all beat o path to help with his bath,
A cleaner man never was seen,
3, A lady can thrill with equestrian skill,
| speak of Suleszka, of course,
~ You mey steal her lord Jan, her house and beyond,
But don't fay a hand on her horse. }
4, A men's ne'er been seen such as Lord Evergreen,
They say he's a gentleman born,
~ugh he's known for his manner, he's one of +hose planners
an‘il ba in your fent before morn.
5. May all the salnts bless the dear Lady Tess,
We love to bring red to her cheeks.
She's a beautiful sight, and wed 1o & knight,
But at Moondragon's tfreasure she pezks,
6. To the newest of peers, let's all give three cheers,
We sing of The battles he's won,
He's now joined the knights, but the hardest of flights
Is still keeping frack of his son.
7. The ladies think much of Lord Tivar's touch,

10,

They say he has talented hands.
The work of his fingers brings pleasure that lingers,
But what of the work of his glands?

And now, to be sure, | must sing to Fleur,

A charmung and buxom young lass.

She's well put together, and the men don't know whefher
To stare at her face or her -- eyes,

. Sir Rendall can fight, and with all hls mioht,

He whacks them again and again,
And when it's zil done, and the battle iz o,
He finds that he's killed his own men,

A few had & whim 1o go for & swim
{They were beainning to roast},

few came 7o look, &nd clothing they icok
To see whe had reason To beast.




THE BARRAEIAN SONG {continued)

11, A lady's been seen, whose color is grean
('Tis probably somethlng she ate).
You muy answer her riddle, but don't.try to fiddle
Or you'll meet wiih an unpleasant fa?e.

12, Teke care not to fall to the Slren‘s*sweef call,
Te do so would cost you your |lfe. E
It you go, my good mon, you will dle by her hand
'f n>t by the hand of your wife,

13, Ch, we sing of the fall of Amethyst Hal
0f hangings, and warm sunny skies,
Though we all came prepared, 11 must stll! be declared,
That victory belonged to the flies.

14, | could sing of Jan, and Lord Tanasan,
Of Orm and the rest of the throng,
An¢ avoiding the clench of the dread tavern wench, : ,
But my song ls already too long. '

DWARVEN {NVITAT ONAL

Don't Duarves remind you of . . .  Well, maybe not all of them!

Tune: Teddy Bear's Picnic Melusine Whiteroft

If you g0 out on the field today, you'd-better not go alone.

I1's lovely out on the fleld today, but nicer 1o stay at home.

For every Dwarf that ever there was is gathered there for certain because
Today's the day the Dwarves have their toruney. :

Dwarven lInvitaticn’'l --They're having a lovely +ime today.

See them bash and gunch and slay to have a good time on their holiday!
See ther toes the rock about, they love to reer and shout,

They're happiest when at war,

At sundown their ‘Mothers will come and take them home to bed

Because they're tlred, littie, six-foot Dwarves.

. | ':‘-F\LMOST A LIMERICK

The subiect of this onc hus also been aomparad to a teddy bear -~ but don't
wake hir uz in the middle of the nightl

A Semurgi-Viking named John

© Met four burcglers with his katan'

The ons's chest he cul,
Stabbed Thr c¥hear in ihe butt,

tnd the cthsr tuz Took one look a2t hinm In his dirty grey socks

znc rzn lbhke helll

by
™y

anonymougu gy
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THE EAGLE RilES ViR THE BORDER

A -

Apporentl
with 1t.  Niee

a4

£ ker, I think,

Ly =3

asy Likes writing p:cwu, even when there's no tune to go

From Gesta -

Suleszka von Pferdenthal

The horses are teken in from the agreen fields
The brachets a&lt howl &t The moonrise,

The shutters are bolted o tight and secure,
The goodwives &l Framble ond cover their eyes

The men &
Their hee
Thay hoid
Fc- the Eag

are not reedy for slauchter.
+t thelir bills and axer and flails
rides over the border.

re abl sitent ovt in the dark woods,
T

@ tn

Trhe Esgle rides hard and the Esgle rides fast --
In his Yrai~ rice pillage and evil,

he's fouzht seven years the ravaging Turk --
And the fightinc has made him a devil.

Tha valley folk Dr“y st the sound of hls name
And reech for the good Holy Water,

For horses en? catile and lives will be lost
When fhe Eazle ricdes over the Border.

Hic name anz hic dzeds have reached far and wide
As those of Viad the Impeler.

He's driven the Heathen back over the plains

And keeps him locked out like a gaoler.

zrlic outslide Their front doors,

They heng uz 7ne @

Silver creceze Tney hang on their dezghters,
The ren g2 "0 “izht by the llight of The moen
When +tre bzolo rides over the Border,

He's hunted The Turks past fthe great lron Gates,
Anc¢ the Empercr gave him a castie.

He's a0t holy relics all blessed by the Pope,
Anc ha's febvan Tne Turks for his vassals,

Thay listen =
The blood irn

fzzrel for the sound.of his horue,
Thetr

They creep away rar
ricez

wearts furns to weter --
dos eli home to Their huts
ver the dorder.

Ou.:"-*

He "EIIODS grreozas . his fire cilver mzid,

All crirmecr P ¢ hic Tabarc

Anc mary 2 rencdesd and slzin

dith the g fhzngs in %3 snebiz-o,
With the

They enir

They ziv

Anc tre




F'M GOING TO WAR TN THE MLONING

You know, when you're poing to a Soeiety wr in a couple of davs, you can
find vourself singing these aloud in a crow? .[ mundanes!

Tune: T'm Getting Married in the Morning Nerak la Tisserande
(from My Fair Lady)

I'm golng to war in the morning, with all the knights In a line.
See the barbarisns, the weapons they're carryin' --
Oh, get me to the wer cn fime. _

I'*ve got to be there In fhe murning, Shined up and wearin' ali my mall,
Yellin' & cry, *to win or to dig --
Ansteorra cannot fail.

When they atiack us with frumpet sound,
That's when we'll pound them Inte the cround!

There is @ war in the morning, Send out the heralds through the land.

We'll show the West, Ansteorra's best -- :
With Atenveldt, we'll make our stand.
IN MELEE

Doeen't everycne have second thoughts?

Tune: Yesterday . Telbyrne Morningstar

In melee -~

All my froubles seem to start that way,
When | take the field to fight and slay -~
tvow | want to furn and run away,

Suddenily, !'m nzt half the man | used to be -~
There's an axenan standing over me,
1'd love to turr.my back and flee.

Why | had fo fiakt | don't know -- Prince didn't say.
b did something wrong, now | loag to run eaway.

From melee -- .
AEt my troubles sesm fo start thav way;
Wwell, | think 't} stey and fight Today --
i love to fight in bioc melees.

[ 2
12N




1175 A SMALL SHIELD AFTER ALL

1

Ermborraseed the poor knight to incoherency with this onel
Tura:  Jt's a Small World Nerak la Tisseran:e

< a cshield of black with a Teu cross white,
[T'c @ shield that'e seen many & flght,
vagh 1t's perfectly round, and It welghs Twenty pounds,
[t's & swmall shisld after all.

Chorug: 1i's & smzil shield after all, it's & = .| shleld after all,
f+'s & smzl! shield after all -~
11ty Sir

ir Sean's smal!l shlield.

Wher borne in battle a ainst a foe,

Thet tittle shield seems to grow.

To *the left and the right, and then high and then low,
'TiHl it covers from head to toe.

Chorus ,

WAR!

Absolutely had to use at least one tune from Camelot!

-

Tung: It's May (from Camelot) * Nerak la Tisserande

It's wart It's war! The lusty state of wer!
That lovely game of armed confllct
That every knight walts for,

[t's here! Ii's here! That bashing time of year!
When clouds of wicked arrows in flight
Suddenly appear.

It's wart Ii's war! So blow The horn of boar
And charge the Vect
See them retrezt
lsn't it nest -~
Just watch The Hinpo'e toed,

It'e tTime 1c do & snechy Thing or 1wo.
And wz'll maks each counter atiack something the West wlll rue.
e wzrl it's wer!  It's what we've traveled for,

Toowhilo we boset

37 cur gre=v host
Reis'rz cur tenkerds
fro & tzst tonst
Te the blessed z7z%e of War!




HA TR

Reminiscent of every towney the summer of A,S, XIII!

From Gesta
Balthazar of Endor

Lady, lost in black velvet darkness,

Brought back to me
By mosquitoes,

COMMERC IAL

Razorg, cwcrde -- they're both sharp.
Tune: The Gillette Razor Song

I+ looks sharp, and the edge is too,
A broad swerd that is right for you.
ft's good steel, so give a cheer --
The blade from Kirby Wise is here!

Nerak la Tisserande

HERR OTTO'S TRAGEDY

L

A nice medieval thewms!
Tune: Sir James the Rose

Herr Otto's on his great war-horse,
And to the East he's riding,

For he has gone to fiaht the rogues
On the Border where they're hiding.
And he has vaken meén-at-arms

And seven stalwart squires,

And they'l!l -be home within the week
To sit beside their fires.

Dame Sula siood upon the wall

To wave To him in parting,

But he has furned +o face The East
So eager he's for startinag. 7
Whan the nlght begen fo fell

And Autumn's chill ceme creeping,
A knock w=e heard upon the door

That se® ihe houndc a-leaping.

A strancer ztood ouiside The door,
His garb &ll steined znd muddy,

To beg for & nicht's lcdaing there —-
And They s&w his hands wore Lloody,
Deme Sula's heart wac kirno znd good,
Aut alac! she wae not clever,
Yor she hes cone To i

i ,
Anc doonad rercelt {forever,

From Gesia
Suleszka von Pferdenthal

She:'n bound his wounds in linen fine
ind he's told her his story,

Set upon by cufthrogts vile --
fibandoned, robbed and cory.

He said he'd travelled fer and wide
in search of wealith and pleasure,
He's told her tales of mzny lands
And wonders beyond measure,

She gave him meat and heszrty’ broth
And brought scme wine to warm him,
She mzde 2 bed where he could sleen
And sure that npone woulc harm him,
She bade him good-nlght =nd went up
And kissed her babes z-smiling,

For now she's gone up +¢ her bed
For sleep was now beguiling,

When a2l wes dark apd cuiet There,
And The hourds were soundly sleepin
The sirarse: drew hic cold steel bl
And to her ~ went cresping,

She could ~ry out ere he struck
But her eyves srew wide with pleadirnz,
He heeded not, and plurzed the knife,
Ang leit hor ezd end btlesding,

-
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KEER OTTO'S TRAGEDY [ziwiiinied)

He wiped his knife upon her robes
Anc down the stairs wes cteeling,
Wien open hurst the great front door
Ans the wild shouts came a-pezling,
Herr Otto's lost the leader rogue
But by his blond he's found him,
He's called out to hiz sgquires bold

To go up and surround him, . .

The stranger launhsc & medman's laugh,

And Otto feared disaster,

He's ridden hard beck fo his keep,

"Twaz szd he rode no faster,

He's ciimbed the sTairs to seek his wife

And in her blood he's found her.

He's cried his grief aloud to God

And he's wrapped his closk around her. .

The rogue he's dies a savage death
But Otto's heart was riven.

They've laid him down beside hls wife
As soon as he was shriven.

SIXTEEN TONWS

Vagn't 1t obvious?

Tune: Sixteen Tons Neralk la Tisserande

A man-at-arms is made out of nmud,

A squire is made ouvt of muscle &nd bload,

Muscle and blood and you add come steel,

Then you've got & knlght and you know that he'll

We'iagh sixteen tons, that's what you'il get,
With a knight in armor and you can bet
[1'1} take *twelve men-gt-arms wlith & winch end chain

Just to lower hic helm down over his bratin,

He's a gertleman fiohism “ur the SCA,
Doesn't understand how ne oot that way,
Learned how 1o fight with 3 sword end shield
And cefend his honor out cn the field,
A-wearin' sixteer tfons . . .

He wzs 2 crude berbarien e-fightin' oui in the rain,
Till someone draped him with & belt and 2 chzln,
Now he's a2 peer gnc g knight, they say --
We icse more oood bzroz-izne That way

He'ec woerin' cixTeern tors o . .




AL TEORVELDT KING

The emwvelope on this one hal vio return address -~ guess the author 1sn't
wnterested in his free copy of the Songbookl

Tune:  The M.T.A. C. Flavius Censor
{The Man Who Kever Returned)

Let me tell you cf the ctory of an Atenveldt king
Who declided to levy a Tax,
He said, "Seneschzle, don't zroue; just send me ihat !ithe,
Or prepare your heads for the axe."

Shall we pay his or no, shall we pay hlm nol

"Twas discussed beth high and low =-

From the newest hanger-on to BoD Almighty,

The debate rasued tc and fro,

Now upon Atenveldi the West declared war,

Many miles did the {ighters fare.

When they got there the monarch told them, "Field mancuvers."
An officiel event he did declare.

'
4.
1
£
1

Arrows and flalls, Oh, arrows and flails --
[+ never, never falls. '

Welll hzve no war while he's on the throns,
So goodiyve to arrows and flalls.

Ard & revel was held in +he Steppes Barony)
ALl night did +4ne guests stay there.

But know you 21!, 'twas not thelr choice,
"Twas the king wh> reveled fore'er.

Let us depart, Oh, let us depart,
For home, my lady, fet us start,
But the king 2nd his pears are lcched in
With the keys to our dragon-cart,

g room

MHow all his relen long he rides throcugh his kinadom
Crying, "Where may | rest my head?

I've no homs of my own (nor farspesker station) and
My subjects meke me beg for & bed."

Where Js the king? Wrere ¢ th
The farepesk doth rics nd ring,
v He ray roaw forever 5-.2.h the reatm of Aten,
An itinerany, rorelacs king,

Now you sub’ecte ¢f Aten, don't you fhind it'c & scandal
How the kins doss whate'er he do plezse,
in despite of 520 @no Corpore end custen,
With no Thouoht of commorn courtesy,
Wha~ carn w~ 27  0Ob, whzt carn we do?
e There o e To oTuon tel
He won't be virs forever; it's a four-mosit o Tony,
Father Tire .11 oz ws Throught

R-EY

LI
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1Y BROADEWOIRD

Understand Tom Miz usei te kiss his horse, but - don't have many of
those « +
Tune: My Rainbow , Kubric Spelldrap--

My Broad Sword, | cenntt tell what you mean fo me
With your siength, your weight and your accurscy.
b | could pattern my etfrife

On your great lengih erd edge true,

A killing cut, ricnd ¢ the nuf,
each time.
My Broad Sword, symbsl of fighting strenath ever true,
Inspire me to kill just with you.
HONEYMOON SONG _ :

Written for Se zbagtran Elsenfaust and Maria Elayme von Schwangau. The
first verse is eunz ry the ladies to the Lord, the second bu the lorde
to the Lady, &ie; the last verse is sung by all to both.

Turne: The Saucy Szilor ' Vargskol Halfbloed

»«On thy honeymoon, Ny lord Newlywed,
As thou | Hfteth her through door
In thine easgernezs forzger not the bed
For it's softer vhan the floor!

Oh, milady, tho- hest & master now
'Tis the mzn who weesrs the pants
Though we care ~o hzoe  'tis not always so

When the cezncle'= out, perchance.
Ahd thou must nov zlu~p  in thy wedding clothes
That will not do eT el

For thy lady feir nos znc evermore
Theu must stend vp  sireicht and tall.

Thou art rz-riel row Yo & warrior bold
See Tthcou helpss~ with hig.gear
Folish Tra. Ll sword and hls helm of r;1d
And lock et 72 his spear,
Thou must not c¢igzu—e 4 i-h thy lzdy fair
'Tis unseemnly T¢ o7 b
To berate a wife ') batomes B mEn
By 'tie ell rig-t *o ¢Tcter,
Mere afudoe yet!




THE NONEYNDION SORG (contimied)

Simple innocence best becomes a maid
Eten abed this is frue

Never tesch thy marn any heathen ways
Let him think heitaught you.

For a lady is passing delicate
Theu musi net be bold and rough
She'll appreciate manly'self-restraint
Thrice & night should be enough.

I'f you ftruly do all we've bid you to
For as long as you are wed
Then we guarantee you will happy be
At least while you're abed.

THE LORD OF THORNWELL RIDES

Another poemn on one of her lords. ‘ From Gesta
Suleszka von Pferdenthal -

Out of the dark and the windy night

With The rain blowing down and no flire alight,

With-his buckler hanging af his back and his hroadsword at his side,
Out of the dark and the windy nlght, the Lord of Thornwell: rldes.

Over the hills and the grassy plains,

Over the dark streams swelled with rain,

With his black cloask blowing in the wind and his spurs fo hls horse's sldes
Over the hills and the grassy plains, the Lord of Thornwell rides.

Up through the crags and the rocky steeps,

Down t¢ The trees and the moscy deeps,

With his band of loyal men-zT-arms to follow 2t his slde,

Up through  the crags and fhe rocky steeps, the Lord of Thornwell rides.

Into the woocs and the shadowed glades --

Out of their scebbards sllide glesming blades --

With his sword all drawn and ready, his men close by his side,

infc the wools and the shadowed glades; the Lord of Thornwell rides.

Out from the fest znd The pale grey shky,

tnto the vailey where the brigands lie, : )
With his trocp ell hot for fichting, and the shout ¢ tzitle cried,
Out from the Ezev and ihe pzle grey sky, the lord ¢i T:ornwell rides.

Up from the veliey where the foe lies slain,

Over the Rille in the morning rain, .

With his sword now sheethed and quiet, he smlles wiih vict'ry pride,

Up from ~he vzlley where the ice lies glain, the Lord ¢f Thornwell rides.




DA

FREAKING THE MUNDARLS

Suclh a fun gone -~ and perfectly innocent .
Nerak la Tisserande

Tune: VWaltzinpg Matilda Vargskol Halfblood
' and sundry others

Once @ noble Baron held his court in Bordermarch
Under the shade of the Library

And we sang as we marched down the sidewalk in our funny clothes
You'll come a-freaking the mundanes with me. -

Chorus: Freaking the mundanes, fresking the mundanes,
You'll come a-freaking the mundanes with me,
And we sang as we walked down the sidewalk in our funny clothes
You'l| come =-freaking the mundanes with me.

Went to the Steppes to hold & litile melee there
Thousands of people came o see

And we sang as we swung our swords upon the soccer field
You'll come a-freaking the mundanes wlth me.

Went to the Norseman to hear lLee Majors shout "0-Din!"
The price was rlght, we got in free!

And we sang as we sat and barfed intoc our paper bags
You'll come a-freaking the mundanes with me,

_Officer's meeting turned into a donnybrook

Out came the daggers, one - two - three
Varg wouldn't let us melee in hls living room

You'l} come a-freaking the mundanes with me.

Once a Stargate lady went down to the laundromat
To wash the tabards, dirty from war

And she sang and she smiled as she folded the clean laundry
Chainmatl doesn't wash out, you see,

In his black tights and velvel cape he padals through the clity streets
. Chasing otf dogs with hls epee
And he smiles and waves as traffic stops left and right
You'll come a-freaking the mundanes with me.

tn the junkyard They found domes of metal keen and brighf
At which they hurled rocks with glee

And They danced and they sang envisioning new helms
You'll come a-freaking the mundanes with me.

Once upor a Sunday night he pullied into & Texaco
On his way back from the tourrney

And the gas jockey said, "Can 1 helc you, Fathsr?
He was a-freaking the mundzrce, vou see,

(And he smiled &s he =aid, "No, thank you, my son")

Thle young Stargsie lady loves to “ell the story
How Hogan was behesded, ezcy gc could be

And she leuchs as she sees expressicns of her munfene friends
She loves to go a-frezking the mundanes, you see.

Waild Yeor 4t : £

el




FREAKING iy MURDANED (econtinued)

In Beaumont, Chaennel 12 was invaded in the night
Tessa wished to see herself on TV

The Ansteorran news team and the Barbarian wezihor wench
Really fresked out the FCC!

He Yook his grestsword and hic shield into the show romsm
"I they won't it in the trunk, it's not the car for me"
And the salesmen stood and gaped in chocked silence
He really Fresked out the Ford Company .

Fighter practice tn the par, & chiming from the road wes heard
"Stand and dellver!" cried the bold company

And they sang as they munched on their sno-cones and ice cresm bars
You'l] come a-freaking 1he mundanes wifh me.

Don't sit at home and dresm your dreams in solitude
This will be fun, 1 ouazrantee

Put on your costume, strap your weepon by your slde .
Fond come a-freaking the mundanes with me. '

RHOADIN THE VIKING
Hope Rhoadin doesn't take offense; rone was meant .
Tune: Frosty the Snowman Melusine Whitcroft

Rhoadin the Viking was a very happy soul,

With his purple sash and his dragon ship with the shields hung in a row,
Rhoadin the Viking had a band of flghters bold,

And he led This band from land to land on a sezrch for fun and gold,
There must have been some magic in that purple helm he wore,

For when he put it on hls head, the Bocrachmen hegan to roar,

Oh, Rheoadin's Borechmen never fziled in battle fell,

And they chellenged all who wouid dare to braw! over all of Afenveldt,

Thumpity thump thump, thumpity thump thump, look at Rhoadin go,
Thumpity thump thump, Thumplty fthump thump, over the beaten foe S
Rhoadin the Viking wes the lzdies' favorite, .

Tho! the lords don't know why 1% should be so, yet 'lwse very definite.
Rhoadln The Viking was surrounced at a1l times,

By such & group, & lcvely froop, feminity.sublimec,

How whether 11 wes his réckless grin or whether his eves so blue,

The fact remains, 1% was no ctralnm, he sttrecis? rat & few.

But Rhoadin the Viking, thouch he cloried in t- z1|
Had no favorife maic, the' fhay cursed and praved

, &nd tried so to enthrall.

"But Rhosdin the Viking mat hie concleror &t last,

How no more he‘ll roaw so far {re~ Rovs, ':auss {rom now on he's held fast,
There must hove besn some mezic in wa- smile &3 fair o cee,’
She did what many before her'Z Tried, zhe vrouvsht him fc his knees,

Ch, Rheoezcin the Viking, like rzryv grncv-or ran,
Has fcorssken a life that wee ‘.01 ¢f e-rife; he's been

5
i
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med by & womzn's hand,




CONCERNING THE SUPERIORITY OF FIGHTING MEL

No tune for this one ciiher,
Suleszha From (eriz
Suleszka von Pferdenth:?

The rhymer hath such heney words

#nd the smlith he is quite strong,
“ut 1'd rather bed a fighting man
whose lance is very long.

The scribe can write @ good falr hand

And the minztrel's sweet to hear,

But they can't compare to a lordly knight
When he holds ateft his spear.

The carter hauleth heavy loads

And the workmen's strong at labor,
But they aren't up to a rash Hussar
Who's sharpened well his sabre.

The Juggler he hath many tricks

And the priest he can glve grace,
But oh for the love of a man at arms
With his stout and goodly mace.

The mage can many wonders show

And the miser hath his hoard,

But 1'11 1ake instead the chevalier
Who uses well his sword.

The tailor maketh garments fine
And the cobbler doth good work,
But t'd ralher a wild Celtic lad
With his cubit-tength of dirk.

The dencer leapeth llke a stag

And the player's fair of speech,
But glve me first the warrior bold
Who's quick inte the breach.

A SLAYING SCHZ
Another from Meridies.

Tune: Jingle Belis Diarmuid MacSewnas O'Siodhachai-

Slashing tThrough the foe on appointed betile cay
Over the field we go smashing all ihe way!
tizdes on helms do ring striking metz!l bright

th, what fun Fo fight end sing & slaying sorc tanigni!
Wavina ewords, Borachman hordes, raisirc in The night,
O what fun to clench-a~wench and tooone zrd tove and fight.




Sa s

STAR

The only one written for the ineipitent Kingdom, rather than the Prineipality!

Tune: The Rising of the Moon

Ah, thes rell me folks In Afenveldt
O' have ve heard 1T said

That tne Sun upen ver banner

Has Turned to bloody red?

Welre comin'! from the couthlands
Ye don't know who we @ic,

We'lre the Boys from Anciorra

With the Rising of The Siar! (3x)
We're The Boys from Ansiecrra

With the “ising of the Star,

Many & foe has Tried us

On many a2 bloody field

A precicus few have kiltled us
Because we never yield

We'lve got powder for our cannon
Grapeshst and boilin' tar

We're your friends from Ansteorra
With The Rising of the Star (3x)

Now we have Sir {imann

Who's ceiled the Mountelngate
That Isn't silver acne

He's just dressed out in his plate
He's got shields made of iron

A svword mede from a spar

He's & Prince of Ansieorra

With the rising of the Star {(3x)

TOURNE™ TIME

More or less anonymous.
Tune: Summertime

Tourney time, and the drink
Melee's coming, &nd your Lopat are

Balthazar of Endor

The women of Ansteorra
They'tl make you lovely wives,
But chesk their skirts and bodlces,

The alwaye
They oo
Their bwic-
They'1f o
By the Risi

We're juci
We lile to
Don't pack
Welll just

carry Knives. .

b tronmongery:

~will not mar,:
"1 oyou or they'l] kitl you
i of the Star, (3x)

sychotic kitlers
malm and guneh
ne any busket
eal their dead for lucch

We're brothers of the Normans
And daughters of the Czar

We're The folks from Ansteorra
Wiih the Rising of The Star (3x)

Copyright May 15, 1978
Used by permission of:
FATE

Oh, your sword jc shérp, Anc your lookin!
S0, hust, livtle sweshbuckler, con's

Cne of +-z:e tcurneye, you're conne rige 1o the Top,
Yau'll --zw vour sword, end your fcss flea,

Oh, your sword ie sharo, znd your wench it good-lookin!

So, huct, 1ittle sves-bucklen, don'T

‘. -
Bide you— 3
b -+ . - -
HBoet ounTiloo

cry.,
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Lir Btmony'e fmorite -- he's even re-wriiien ile novel to fit the song!

Telbyrne Morningst:
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Oh 1 wonder ves | wonder whken the {fighting's over An? ine
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women cszse To woi! Will 1 ride with my fsther's
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ancestore 0On a cold and sunless trall?

As | sit up on The mountaintop and look below,
At the velloy deep 2nd wide,

Then | hear the wer-god's clarion

As it calle ¢n me to ride.

Oh, t wonder, vy, | wonder, when the figl i 's over,
And the warriors ceese to fall,

tnd Tthe velley sings cut Joyously,

Will | hear nc songs &t all?

Down belcw me in The valley they are fichting now,
And | hesr Them call To me

With tre cliash cf batile and the scresms cf ren,
Like the rozring of The see,

Oh, 1 wonder, ves, | wopder, when the fighting's over, -

And when pezce has come agsin,
wWitl 1 ride home with the victors
Cr will ' lie among The slein?

& is-the casTle where she w

In The Zisten: zite for me,
It s kicie~ in the mist,

Ang hzr oevsz clisTen softly as she waiis 10 cee
Where r, naoh will come to rest,

And b owirfer, ves, | owonder when the [igiinz's over
will she sz2 re ride the field

Clad ir &-~cr cull end blocdy, er & tirgle shzet,
Carried ro~e .zonm, shields

Oy, I owiozzn, ves b owinder \

ar




THE FALL OF THE ANSTEORRANS

The Aneteorran view of the jict Burro Creek War,
' Tivar Moondragon

(Previously published in practically everything.)

They crouched on the hitl with their knecs in the sand,
tefore 4o the men of the western lande wavered,
The mer of the Sun-Hingdom stood on each side of them,
The nes Star, The sable Star holding the center,

Gold was their color with the star o'er their hzarin,
Prince ctosd with commoner walting to dle.

Bright wss the sunlight and green were the mountaln-;
Proudly they stood and ‘cud chsllenged the foe.

The West wculd not answer them, moved to each side oi thenm,

Fell bect In fesr of the gold and black Star;

Attacked {ireT Their comrades, the men of the Sun-Kinpdon; X
Brave rer fell llfeless upon either flank, ‘

The center held steadfast while three times their number

Broke on their shield-wall and fell to their blades.

Dukes, kniahts, and commoners stalned the sand crimson; +
High pited The bodies and hindered their way,

Stowly, oh stowly, the shield-wall crumbled;

By blocdy inches the black Star gave way,

At last +ney werc atl dead, and many died with them,
And a few bzitered fighters of the West held the field.

Loud are the dirges in the West-klngdom castles,
Our }adies cry softiy with pride in their tears.

They hold trhe victoery, but we hold the glory,
As we rics through The mountains, our faces toward home.

MY GHOD, HOW THE MONEY ROLLS IN

or, What We Did %o the T.R.F. This Year!

Some of irie 1ieg really true!
o i

ry

Tune: My God, How the Money Rells In ) . Xerak la Tisserande
We loade? *hs boffers with chain-mzil Sir fimonn he siraddlied the log
To make sure thatl sone fool would win, A-weerin' his legs made of tin
We even ouT zresce cn the logs -- There's no way for that knight to lore
Wy Crad, how the mopey rofls in! My Ghod, how The money rolis in!
Rolis s, relils,in,
My Zo2z, how the morey rolls in, rolls in,
Roliz in, rolle in,
My C-2d, noew The rongy roelbls in,




MY GHOD, HOW THE MONEY ROLLS IK (continucd)

Janét has a metal detector

It'11 ring for the head of a pln

She searches the hay fui guarters
My Ghed, how 1he money rolis In,

Tivar's out posing for plctures
Wearing a blg sllly grin

He then holds the camera for rancom,

My Ghod, how fthe money rolls in.

The swashers were buckling in meles

A-whipplin' thelr wires so thin

And then we all looted the bodles
My Ghod, how ihe money rolls in.

Nerak Yook béts on the melees

The odds that she gave were a cin

And Telbyrne 1s singling for quzrtg
My Ghod, how the money rob!: i

The Vikins were guarding the = i

Well, that was how 11 bezan

They called 1t a "Protectior ¢
My Ghod, how the money rclic ir

FIGHT SOM> X
This one Just had to be.
Tune: The Eyes of Texas Melusine Whitcro?-
We will fight for Ansteorra, Lend of the Lone Star,
We wiltl fight for Anstecrra, near home ac well as far.
Do not think you can escape us, cur loyalty's not forn;
de will fighl for Ansteorra, till Gabriel biows his. horn.

Herald, won't you call, Herald, won't you call,

Herald, won't you call my name?

Hersald, won't you call, Herald, won't you call,

Me to fight today.

Somewhere there'ls a melee,
Qur enemy wiil vield,

For peace they wlll pray
As we take the fleld

A-singing,

Rape, loot, plllage, &nd burn,
Rape and loot and pilleage end burn;
Rape, loot, plllage, and burn,
For home they wlll soon yearn,




CORONET LIST

Seens like we'll be having (.o Tourneys in May, though,
Tung: April Showers Nerak la Tisserande

When April tfourneys, they come your way, They bring the Tenlst who'll rufe in ',
So wher they're fighting, have no regre’s, It lsn't Just a 1ist, you know,

t's ei=ction by violence,

And wher you see blocd upon the fleld, You'll know thet someone has lost his shield
So keep an looking for the Tanist, You know it won'i be long,

Whenever April tcurneys come along.

A SOHG OF THE MIGHTY ORM

Another itzile of ¢ Tnormmwell man! )
From Gesta and The Phoenix
Suleszka von Pferdenthal

Oh, weli may you sing of your brave Celtic king
Or wandering Mongols so dread

But there's none quite so bold

Wher steesl's drewn and cold
As the shield-tiving Orm, called the Red.

So stronz, lean, =r.d Yall; he's a head sbouve all
When he stands in the midst of the fray,

And The ¢ood sword he wields

Will have cloven some shields
Ere he resis st the end of the day,

Oh, he's flerce in & fight, and there's many a knight
Who has felt the sharp cut ¢f his blade,

And it's only & few,

And they, brave snd true,
Who will face Orm the Red undismayed.

When men see his device, their souls turrn to ice,
For renowned is the strength of his word,

And one savage blow

At his venturesome foe
Sends the man to his final reward.

Oh, he statke through the ficis, with his blue eyes slight
With tust for the bettle ahezd,

And with swors or with erc

He'll dezl michyy whacks
'"Till &ell whe oppose him are dead,

o
vy
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A SONT OF TRE MIGETY ORM {continued)

¥When the melee Is done ©nd the battle ls won,
He stands with his shiell «left and chewed
hnd the grass ic slein'd red
With the blood of the dead
Thet hls shary axe has rended and hewed.

Gt owell may you sing, of your brave Celtic king
¢~ wendering Mongols so dread,

fut there's none quite so bold

When steet's drawn and cold
Ac The shield-biTing Orm, called the Red.

THE RULER QOF ALL |} SEE
Yet crother out of Meridies!
Turz: {(It's by Gilbert & Sullivan)

When | was young, | served a term
§ casin boy to a Viking firm.
| raised the sails and pulled at the car,
Ard pollished up the dagger of the great Werlord --
I polished up the dagger so carefully
TraT now | am the ruler of all | see.

As cabin boy | made such a model
That they scon me & Junior warrilor,
| swar. Throuzh blood and waded through gore
And cleaved myv foeman with a great war sword,
I cleaved my foeman so carefully
That now | am the ruler of all | see,

In cleaving foes | made such a name,
That & hero | sccn became.
| wore soff. lezther and an lron shirt,
And with axe | caused great hurt.
And with my axe-| hurt so free
The* now 1 am the ruler of all | see.

Of warlike menners | scqUlired such a grip
I led out warriors in my own ship,
And that +iny ship | do deen
Wes the best ship I hed aver seen.
Ard Thet tiny ship so sulted me
That now | am the ruler of all 1 see.

Starhelm Warlochk:




THE RULEFR OF ALL Y SEE (econtinuc?

! grew s bold that | wes seni

Yo burn & bishooric In b

And since the iims thet fome did fall

Did a ctieftzin gzin such lool and all?
And Trat kind of foot so sulted me
The now | oam The ruler of all | =ee,

Now barbzrisns el!, wharsver you may be
1f you'd 1ike To rise To the top of the tree,
If your soul's not fetieres to a peasant's hoe,
Get yourself an axe, cthield and bow,
And with such tools, make yourself free
Until you're the ruler of all you see.

A TRAGICAL TALE :

A very trzgtie tale indeed! What a fate for anlady.
From Gesin
Suleszka von Pferdent?.

When | rcde throuch the heather Then my mare began to stumble,
The Spring was in the alr, And | knew not what to do.

! was“clcthed all in leather, ' Then up spake he, most humble,
And the vind tlew Through my hair.. "| believe she's lost a shoe."

At once the mare was halted,
arms she'd bound, 1'd no wish to do her harm.--
eprlece her Down from her back | vaulted --
fcom found. And | landed in his arms,

The mare shs was
Oler walte apd s
Ard | never coul
For her like wags cs=

my chaser:
tr
o
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Afar | spied & sTranger "1 prey you, sir, unhanc me,
All dusty fror the rcad; For } must tend to my mare.

Ahorse | feared nc danger,
So boldly up | rode.

The mare oulled up before him,

And he looked at me and smiled.
Thouah fein | wculd ignore him,
Alas! | wzs beguiled,

-

ﬁ?s doublet

it was scarlet,

And his b-eschecs they wers whivte,
"Twas ple’n he wse nc varlet.
Oh, he we: & previy cighv!
"Good dzyv to oyou, nilacy" --
And his (-coch w2z ceurtly feir --
"Where v'is yoor nte, | przy thee,
And may | szoort wvoio thera?!
"l rige ¢ FrroLztory oveley
ALl my wvzzszle o0 30 Sog
Tie lagts, ' ruer not czil
You may ez slora L ide s W

A

Please fry to understand me;
1 must see to her care."

He spread his cloak beneath & tree,
He taid me down with care;
And when he'd had-his will of me, -
HE ROGE OFF O MY MARELT!

He couldn't take my maidenhezd,

But 'twas very vile to tehe
dy very faverite horse.

So now | seesr him everywhere
with feet and heart fuell sore.
['1) be zvenzed for this affair
Thouch i1 Tzke ferevermore.




ARMOR UP!
A delighiful ditty.
Tune; Buckle down, Winsocki Godfrey de la éosse

Wnen your life's in danger, armor up!

For a lady's nonor, won't you armor up?

For a real good fight, for a show of michl,

Toss the clove, kiss your lady, then o oul and armor up!

ANACHRONIST'S LAMENT

And he's not even a Society menber!
From Oh, What a Beautiful Cover!
Tune: OGreensleeves Copyright 1977
Used by permission of
Mack Pitchiord

Alas, my lady, you drive me mad

As you sing your song without cezsing;
Whan you are near that is all | hear
Ard my patience is slowly decreasing.

“Graensleeves, is that all you know?
On the lute to pltuck, on the pipes to blow;
If you do not change your tune,
| fear soon you will be black and blue sleeves.




