BASHING BRIGANTIA

ARMORING SONRG
(Tune: "¥Waltzing Metilda™)

ngﬁﬂi:fly Bo%, iy asvld, wdiEn vAE plwnnere, ) ?nce t?er;tgagia big?op, ¥orohtruT§ets on a field of éreen,

s E [ “ho me w . 8 Co ege or era ry

Sperks My hot,‘my hammer sings with pride. And he said when he saw the devices laid before him there:
[} - A "

A helm for the lmight who lives on the heatherj "You'll come a-beshing Brigantia with me! .-

A daggar for the squire riding at his side. i CHORUS ¢

2 :lgﬁrilvrl:g;.gﬂr:g'18:‘;2;““ 93 T A0k, Foching Brigentia, Baching Brigantia.

’ - You'll come a-bashing Brigentia with me.
GRS And he said when he saw thc devices 1nid before him there:
SHDRES "You'll come a-bashing Bri:zntia vith me!”

I've apprentices and mony, incompetence they've shovm,
but with & firm hand, I make the Tight way lnovn.

I've a wife who bears fine children, sons to follow me;
I'11 moke them &8 fine liviag in the armory.

"Tincturee gnd metals are Hasic parte of hercldry,

But tincture of iodine 1 cinnot see.

Arnd yes, zinc'es 2 metzl, tot not the one I k-d in mind.

You'll come a-bashing Lrigontie with me!™

CHCRUS CliORUS
i t the land 7

??;? iim 313 §2db§¥1:§m°n§;mf?°:2 i;rg:gg?u ¥ ARHE, "Fantastic crestures are stendard chargec in our trade;
E B ' ' A griffin is something to vhich I'll egree.

CHORUS But boojums and wookiere are not exactly in my line.
e fou'll come a-bashing Prigentla with me!"

—Yords & l'usic by Lord Andrew of ClIoRYS

Wolvenwood
01 "A Mzcserati pules ie onother thing that +d411 not poj

The Light Braig:de's a charge thet I connot let be.
Three hearts ané three lioncs; I think 1've heerd of thzt before;
Tou'll come a-b2ching Brigentia =ith me!®

Clonus

Up jumped Brigantia, threw his yarmulke on the floor.
"Be damned if much more of this. garbage I'll see."
And amidct the smell of brimstone, you could hear the college
. say:
- "You'll come a-bashing Brigentin vith me!"

« CHORUS

—ilric Bovbreaker

from The Shire of the Mire Son
Book 2nfd Literiry GUide L0 LOCH
Svwamp Lifc)

™
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ELOW THE CANDLES OUT

When 1 was epprenticeéd in London, T went io =ee my desr,

The candles they vere burning, the moon chone bright ond clear.

I Enocked upon her witadow to ezse her ache ancd poin,
She roce, the let me in, then she bored the door rproin.

1 like your well behiaviour ancd thur 1 often say:
I won't rect contented, love, while you ere far awey,
The roadz they are so muddy, we cannol geng about:

Come roll me in your &rms, love, and blow the czndles out.

Your father and your mother in yonder room do lie
A-hugging one another, so why not you end 17
A-hugging one another without no fear nor doubt;

Cbme roll me in your arms, love, and blow the ‘candles out.

And if we prove successful, love, pray name it after me.
Eeep it nent and kiss it sweet and nap 1t on your. knee.
When my three years are ended, my time it will be out,
Then I'11 double my indenture by blowing the candles out,

—Traditional

utl

BERSARE HAG
(Tune: ®Peel-Like-I'p-Pixin'~to-Die Rap™)

ghout: (Oive me K i ¢4 i

Give me eDp i. b S
Give me mn L, “Lt*
Give me gn L, "Li®
What's that apell? ®*RERSARE '™

1 juct reed in my T.I. thet we should ell prepare to die,

Por you muet fight within the 1ist ar though there's stesdl within
your fists,

¥hen you get out there to fight, you sring vith all of your might,

CHOROS: Por 1t't one, twc, three, vhy do we ptrike full force?
Don't tell me that it's abeurd, 1 follor Bereurk'r word,
And it'e five, €iy, eeven, oper up the Fearly Gates,
Well, ourc ie not to question why, Whoopie!, we're 211 gonne
die!

Wulk scrore the prople bunchin®, lieten to thore boner m-—crunchin',
See the fighters stert to burt, wetch the blood fell oiat in epurte,
Be the first one one the floor to pet yourmel{! &1l covered with gore!

CHORUS: And it's one¢, tro, three, etc.

Splinter temples and sever mrteriee, shatter crenfuns, hit ‘en
harder, plence,

Hit eo hard they'll heor in Donegel, but 1list your injuriee with your
seneechal .

If you can't knock off hir hend, thep sw:eh hir kidneye inrtend.

CHORUS: And it's one, two, three, etc.

S5et your sword ur‘inqt the Bldirn one, an? get pounded by the Grin one,

11 you think thnt you're the best, go vnd chrllenre Seldor Heet,

Be the first knight on your block to send your sguire back home 4n .
box.

CHORUS: And it's one, two, three, why do we strike full force?
A Tule we can't afford, that's why I joined the Horde!
And 1t'e five, six, -even enewer this 41 you will,
Would you like 1o be tbe firet to die? Or rnybe, the first
to kill?

—aArarsel the Soul Separutor

mt



CATALAN VENGEANZE
(Tune: “Ballad of Spring Hill")

CHORUS:

My six gold ripgs were dearly bought,

My comrades' blood for the plate 1 own,

Gur front rank spear met the irench knightz' charge;
Of a hundred men I returned alone,

Jde were Spanish troops in Sicilian ships,
And the king of the Greek: had sent to hire
Qur thouscand spear to scour the Turke

rrom his Lastern kealm with svword and fire,

“¢ drove the Turks to the lron GCates.
ut the faith of a prince keeps not the ¢:
Jde were bandits niw, Sui6 the King of the .reche

'
0 he hanged our captain and stuic our

;.4 dy,

cuopRts

e crusaoer kings of the Last we tol:

Of our ovn hard fignt and the Greek king'e chame,
but the German laugh and the Frank:sh speer

Said a rabble of spear was but fair game.

2Zrom the wnne-aark sea we marchen on mest
T111 we came to the duwe ©f Atnen:t! land,
"is berald said, “wcar chaine or d:-,"

dy Rephiszes wiver we'lre forced te ctanu.

CHORUS

Je made our camp on a grassy hill

In the midst of a league of marshy ground,
That a light armed man might cross with care,
+here an armoured horse must soon sink dovr.

Our hundrecd best at the marshes' edge,

3ix hundred hid in the reecds behind,

#/ile a thousand horse of the duke's own trou:
Wode along the stream Lo surrcuno our line,

CHORUS

An arrow's flight from our waiting spearc,

The knights joined ranks with a joyou:s sou:z,
ilowv the [irst wave comes al a walk, now trot;
“ive hundred ride for the killing ground.

At a nundred yards we see their bladeg,

But thc horses' hooves are what you fear;

Jive hundred tone of cteel anc fleah,

And you bar their path with an cight-root zu:ar,

CilorUs

(continued)
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_ HAEL'S SONG
GOD BLLSS MIDRZALM

L - -
(Tune: .hack rol the Diddle) (Tune: The House of Pive-e-o")
%ull tell you a tale of peace and love; { :izg :grhtzzig::do;nge:g:yf:fry' mAE SR
g?.iter?;n;hfh:tdglsng ﬁ?f ?:ngo :Zy; I eing to the love of honour over all,
~ S Ove. -
ihack fol the diddle of Lhe di do day; And the clear, strong call of duty-o.

ﬂay peace and plenty be her share, Glad is my heart for the rising of the sun,
o Mept cur howe fron #aal and gsred And glad is my heart for the evenfally
Oh! God bless Midrcalm 15 our prayer! And gladness holds me still in the bright, cleer light of day,

Jhack fol the diddle of the dy de days ¥hen the trumpets of morn again to battle cell.
e o, i e e dag, Oh, gi'e me & lance, snd gi'e me & sword,
Comc and liztlen =nile =e nrog! . Anfd I'11 once more into battle go;

7111 our foes are overcome, &nd our lanc 1e free @gvin,

Jhack ol the Jdaddle of the 4 : i
And 8 mun can live in honour-o.

Cur fathers ofl were nausaly ooys;

hack fol Lhz 2441 =7 taz vy g Tcrewell, ye green nills and ye braght, foving streums
wr 2ik.u and Suords e dongerou. Lo, Perevell, a' ye maids of the countrysade.
~hael Tol the drid)le o7 the 9i o ts g I'm go1nr off to war for to fight the Eastern king.
A omany a tournty and tourney stil!, ‘14e the end for hie )est and his foolishb pride.
.. malke noor Midrealm cry her rill!
2ut dear olJd Midrealm loves us ctill! Our men they are strong, and our meo they ere svwift;
thack fol the diddlce of the di ne dav; Our men they eare fighters of bravery.
Ml 1 0 - Lo : » fie will turn back the march of the Bzetern chivelry,
jgdﬁﬁ i;i’LH§p|;J;igy?l e Al T A And Bell ' their woren into slavery.
G0 ol e BTl olr S0 sx Ao ; ; ;
i . . SN ) Or., trave will we fijnt, awd long will we figit,
dack tal tar adall-of the B v g, ’!‘iil our enemy falter: bereeilh our hzpce.
LU Ninen d: tere lavage, li=rce and mld; Then we'll ally with our foeg, and we'll biné thex to our
~hack fol the diddlce of the uvi do day; ciluse; .
sile come as a mother to her chi (d; An¢ we'll turn our eyes to the Western lands.
4hack fol the diddle of the di do day;
Jently raised us from the slime, Here's mn health to our king, end a health to ourselves;
And kept our hands from nellish crimes, Here's & health to the men we will slaughter-o.
And gshe sent us to heaven in ner own ;ood time! When me've laid them in their graves, ve will raice them up
hack fol the diddic of ‘the di‘do day; mgein,

And toast them with never any water-o.
Repeat second chorus.
We'll dripk till the night, end we'll drink till the dawn;
And we'll drink the day into night egein.
Por the brotherhood of theoee thet love honour over all,
We'll 1ift our voicee 1n & glad refrein.

Oh, Calon men forpget the past;

Whack fol the diddle of the di do dav;
And think of the day that's cominp fast!
<hack fol the diddle¢ or the di do uav,
Jhen we shall all be civilized,

eat and clean and well advised!

Oh! won't Mother Midrealm be surorice.;
+hack fol thc diddle of the di do day:

We'll sing for the wood and the merry, merry doe;
We'll eing to a maiden of beauty-o;

Yie'll eing for the love of honour over all,

And ignore the csll of duty-o.

Hen—at first and second chorus

— hdapted by
Cedric of Colchust=r
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REAT TILE
or
SINE THE ARSTLOR®
(Tune: "Sink the Bismark" )

ln Karch of AS Fourteen, the war had just begun

King Lloyd had the biggest ship that bad the biggest stun.

The Ansteor! i1s the biggest ship that cver seiled thé oo,

On her deck were men as big ae steers and shiclde as big at trees.

Out of the cold and foggy night came the Midrealm ship the Blood,
And every Midresls seaman knew and understood,

They had to sink the Ansteor', the terror of the ses,

Stop the men we big as steers and the shields a- bic a6 trees,

!‘”(l[(!l" A

Ve gotla find thaet grest ©ig ehip that's causir' el) thie fucpe.
we golta eink the Ansteor', the worlo depende on ve

We'll hit those shields g-runnin' boye and epin their taddls arounc.

Vie gotta find the Aneteor', we gotla cut her dowi)

Tue Elocd found the Ansteor' and on thel faxtuful day,
Neltner cide chickened oul and nefther ran swey,

We gotle sink the Anstecr'! was the batile sourc,

But when the fof had clesred sway, the rain case pouring down,

For e1x long and wcary hours the rain fell in pails,
Ternon told hic pcople, "Pul every ship e-sail,

For somewnere on that ocean 1 know they gotla be!

Vit gotta save those fighters froc the bottow of the geg!

CHORVY;

vie gotle fand thoee fighterc thal are ¢eusin' &*1 thie fuee,
We gotle Bave thoee fighlere cause tney depend on uc!

Tuney hit those shields s-runnin' and ir the mud sunk. dowi..
fic gotts save those fighterc before they slart to drown.

The fog wat gone the seventh bour, they saw the lale evening Bun,
Acrose the Grimfells' battlefield lay fignters by the ton,

The Adwiral of the Midrealm fleet sald turn those bows around

Vie've found those fallen fightere and by Thor they'll never drown!
The Midrealw ships were aimed and help was comin' fabt.

The first ship reached the fighters they knew that they could last!
The Oreat Naval Battle is just a memory.

Suve the fighters was the rally cry that shook the seven setas!

CHORUS 42

= Adapted by Cedric of Colchester

X1

1)

1)

2)

2)

1)

3)

?)

1)

4)

5)

5)

! ILPERIUM COLPOUID

Tuné: "Lydia Pinkhrm's Bedicinal Coppouna”
P

Here's a story, o little bit gory,

A little bit PPY, 8 little bit sad,

About & drink called Imperium Compound,

And how the 5.C.A.'s béen had! (pass {he bottle)

CHORUS :

We Think, we think, we think

The king is a fink, a fink, & fink,

A figure of respectability,

Bules the kingdom through Imperium Compound,
The results nre plain to see!

Midrealm Einre

Duke TreeGirtSez was kno'n for ir courtecy,
And his fichting provess =me well rebny nel,
Toolz a thinble of Impneriums Campound

And the poor duke neerly ‘rovnez! {pnor ducis)

Worde with Andy, vou never chould buany;

He is strong enough to kill a m-osze.

He drinks copious Imperium Compound,

But he can't toke Junple Juice! (or kumies) or (the sisey)

Thaid Malk Tlesovm, he taught us a lessorn,
And hie praises now ve sing;
My g &

With the oid of Iapeciun Comopound,
Any fool can be a Ying! (211 too ofter) or {in lloribnosd

ls
~

Merowild, he's the bane c¢f a skzlé, he

Hos no attributes of which to sing.

Polite and formal, increcdibly normal,

Are you sure he was the king? (boing...boing...boing)

Bearengaer, he lived solitary; (Bearengr, he a5 vey ey ) '
From his presence folks would hide in fear.( by oppucan laacd Lis
Dipped his blade in Imperium Compound, Licke va Fear
So we were stuck with him that year!

There was Rolac, some though him e Polacl,
But he was a Scot, you cee!

He took trentments of Imperium Compound,

Now he's Bs wise ar you or me., -{not likely)

Michael of Boar', he did not lmow the score, he
Hod a lot of problems with his ocueen, )
And tlre shit thet he pulled dowvn in iWure deld
Turncd the Widreelm Dragon green! (he Llew it)

taster Moonvulf vas a very great warlord;

lle 1ed us to Penncic ond we diddvery well.

But he lost to Imperium Compound, o a
llow he collects his duee in Hell! (dund Vilking) (ke ¢O/veC )

Good Eing ilethan, some thought him & no one,
But his twilsey is the best eround,

hen he drank some Imperium Compoun,

lov. bis 4wilsey ccn't te found! (he's on i%)

xut



6) King Nathan's neat, rex with rattan feet
It vas plain that he could teike the clime,
But only a thimble of Imperium Compound
And his wicker would unwind!

?) Laurelen Darksbane, as B king he is not vain
As an elf he plays with squirrels in trees,
Then he drank some Imperium Compound,

How he only needs the trees! (he's nutty)

6) Lazurelen Elf-king, he thought it a fine thing,
Toking comely maidens in the trees,
Dipped them first in Imperiur Compound,
And then charged them royzl fees!

?7) 1f you cen't say something nice about someone,
Then 1t's best to soy nothing et all,
So here's to Alen, la lg 1o le 1z 1z
Lz lz la la le le la! (lec la la)

6) VWien Alen was king, 1t seenmed & etrorre thing,
Eils manners nut us on our guerd,
But then he cdran!: some Ipperiun Commound,
hnd vie grew to like our royal card!

€) Talywmzr, he took us quite far, he
Eept the Eastern Reelm deep in jJoke,
But sip a 1ittle Imperium Compouna,
And the Imight becomes 8 sncle!

€) Good King Huzo would ne'er mnlie you go
Any wvhere i 'd fecr hizself to tread
" Bul tlier the Horde stole Inmperium Compound,
and with the East fold they did bed! (the trzitors)

Other Kings

2) Duke Sigpgie, a West Const biggie,
2idn't know enough for hie owvrn good,
Threw a lmife 2t Y.T. Naucecting,
Ané escaped with brotherhood!

7) Siegfried the Urbane, disguises & sherp brain,
Becneeth a mop of flashy golden hzir,
He ralies and he boozes, but it's Compound he uses,
When he Tuns out of savoir faire!

8) Eevin Perigrynne, we hoped thet he'd win,
¥When he mede Duke William's helmet ring.
Though ¢ mere lmight, he showed hie srest aight,
How he's our curly-heacded king.

ALTEIRIIATE CHORUS I:
9) We Ihink, ve think, we thinl,
The king is a fink, a fink, a fink,
A figure of delectability;
Cowbs his hair with Imperium Compound,
The resulis are plein 1o see,

9) Said Eevin Perigrynne, "I've really got to win,
lly Tighting poem is three yecre old today!"
Aubbed his pinions with Ipperium Compound
And brought 2n old grey wolf to oc

xun

R

10).

10,11
12,13

13)

7)

?72)

John Bearkiller ic 2 mrvellous swiller,
And he knmows juci how to keep a friend.
The Treditor Baron found that Immerium Compound
Led hinm to & bitter end! (poor Stevie)

Cavelcanti was good with chianti,

And he hztes to go to Border Raids,

But now he con't keep down his Irperium Compound,
Nor the queen of Meridies! (in South Downe)

Prancois frog-king, though eguipped with 2 swift sting,
Foun! his pond-water 2 plecennt place,

but =fter beinp crowned with Irperium CormounA,

OF other drink you'll find no tracel (the fror;de)

De Laufyson, he found his in-lawe too rowdy,

5o he gove Willow de Wisp the ihrone,

With Icperium Compound, she keeps ‘Lem all czlned down,
and rules the Yingdom on ber own! (he's corncori)

ALIEGATE CHORYG IX:
WC 1hiie., we inink, we thin':

The queen is a {ink, a fink, a fink, etc.

Said Lloyd von Eaker, "this kingchip's & brealer,
One reipgn is enough for any men!"

But the tgcte, bhe found, of Imperiun Conmmpound,

Lured Lim beer for 2 cecond stand! (he's stepped up)
ther Pollk
There weg Roland, he wrote vith ¢ rlon houd,

Bul in whot he writes he doec take pride,
Dipped his quill in Imperium Coopound
And took Wendor for e ride! (for noney)

Azerael, o melodious fellow,

Singc a song both sweet end terse;

After drinking Imperium Compound

He gets verse und verse and verse! (he vrote this)

Bzlton Redbeard, we thought him a bit weird,

We thought Vikinges all were six-foot-four;

Bathed his beurd in Imperium Compound,

And he shronk right to the floor! (still singing)

after Holzn, we cing of the Kaghsn,

4nd his Horde vhicl. never seemns to lecve,

They just smile ot Ipperium Compound. .

I vonder what ie up his sleeve? (wheet—thunk!)

ALTERIATE CHORUS IIT:

e think, we think, we think

The Khcn ic o fink, a fink, a fint,

& Tigure of irncredibility,

Rules the Ehonate through Genghis Compound,
Witih resultc you never cee!

Kenneth of Chievrint, 1 haven't nuite rhymned yet,

But he has o foar and roving eye,
Hhicn imbiling Imperium Corpound, .
He in pever, ever chy! (shzi Dorsait!)

anuwm



9) Seid Princess Patti, "we're going batty,

But the kingdom must come first, I've heerd.
We'll run our own lives with Imperiuz Compound
And give the Weetern Crown the Bird!

9) Lady Trude thought it her duty

9)

9)

9,1%)

16,17)

16,17)

10,12)

To turn a social wrong into & right;
Proved her ¥oint with Imperium Compound
And showed that Cheshire cats can fight! (end scratch)

Mary of Uffington eeid, "fighting'e e lot of fun,
But 1've found & bigper thrill."

Earned a Clubbe with Imperium Compound

Because it's lots more fun to lkill!

The Boerd of Directors styled themselves 'Tre Electors, '

And another con they tried 1o sving;
ow the BOD drinks lmperium Compound,
50 we no longer need a king!

ALTERUATE CHORUS IV:

The ZO0U, ifhie BCD, the BCL,

I{ thinks it is God, it's Ged, it's God,
The figure of su~reme authority,

And if we'd 0.D. on Imperium Compound,
There's be no need for royelty!

Jon DeCles rulee ms if we were all fools,
And won't even try to chinge Lis vay,
Once the Horde drinks Imrerium Compouud,
The Board will be de clecsi!

ALTENNATE CHORUS Vi

The Bozrd, the Board, the Board,

It ien't the Horde, the Horde, the Horde,

And in its difference liee its fall from grece;
Even the dukes found they had to use Compound
Just to keep it in its place! ’

Persons in power should =211 learn to cower,
If the king should offer them some drinks;
Ipperium Compound hus oftentimes beern found
To turn princes into finks! (or froggies)

Yang the Neuseating
Azorael the Soul Seperztor
Hael of the Broken MNesi:
Brom Bleckhand

Wevit the Begear

Goodleech

Bima of Rockridge
Ganthavar Chuikandra
Siegfried von Hoflichskeit
10) Marie de Sinestra

11) Asgeirr Gunnersson

12) Giovanni i'Lento

13) Erich Hlodowechssun

14) William Claibourne

15) Earina of the Far West

16) Linda-lMuiresll von Ectzenbrasse
17) Elspeth 0'Byrne

|3) Alu.':l.-.q»,

19) Rkt @ Algece XX

WO~ wnsir o=

(v e

KILLING ME SO:TLY
(Tunc: "Killing Me Softly")

1 heard she fought a good fight
1 heard she stroked them well
50 1 went to me:t her
and parry for a specll
An there she was, this young knight,
a stranger to ny eyes,...
CHORUS:
Thumping my helm w1th her lons awerd
Hacking my legys with hep v
Killing me softly wath her ciroke
In {ront of the Knownc Jar.
Ath her strokes
lallipnz me softly with her swor:
Killinr me softly wmth 4 r sword

1 died right olooZily
It was a shamc to see

The speers and jeers and laurtter
from my ovn Barony

50 wroth 1 greu tc be
reliving vach moment, shy .06
CHU WL

I called her cut once zor-
and bcespoke words of war

At which she looked about
a5 if 1 wasn't therc

And so 1 swung my broadsword
up high into the air...

Smashang her helm with my broadsword
Crushing her staeld with my nace
Killing her softly vith my blows
Killing her softly wmth my tlow:
Pounding her with my blouwn
Killing h:r softly with my swor<.

Good) cect.
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e
( Tune: M.T.A. ...sort of.)
CHORUL. +

The Ling 4: grani, he's the ruler of the land

And to hi: healdih now we drink,

We speek well of his name, nnd we are not tc blame
Whan they 141) us the king is » fink!

Corindoc was first he gave a kingdon birth

Irer » wild and barbaric land

Fron hiz wseat dn Tree-girt-soa he had a chance to see
ne: fast 3t can getl cut of hand!

CHORLL

£4r Tranz war really grand, he di1 contrcd the lans

itk & fir bul & sentde [t

bBut he knee w'ier to stop, 'cmuse when he reached the top,
He ouichly retiret fram the lists!

CHLEAL |

Cariadoc was snall, he was only five fest tuld,
The best in She field or the fenst

fe recogniz=d the Horde, the brothers of the Sword,
Ther rapidly moved te the Enst!

Col(. o

Shr arie) wer verel, he was constantdy perpiecel

by Lhe scrp Lhat the Herdesmen aing:

Tne Heras 3: ret e Llame, the song shouiu be renamed
to “The vrnity cf the King"!

CUORT :

Yher. Andrew Look the throne, he was practically alone,
He wae feared and 4isliked from the heart-

Unti) the Fensic War, then everybody swore

Thet they'd Leen on his side froa the start!

EHOLYE ;

HacTlessen vas the man whe made us understand
Al)asgence is tc the throne--

Then proved beyond s doubt that, with king or without,
The kinrder carn stand on ite ouwn!

The king 4s prand, he's the ruler of the Jand

And to his health now we drink;

We cpead wal) of his name, and we are nol tc blare
When thev tel) us the king 4s o fink!

XN

MATTY GROVES

A holiday, & holiuay,
And the first one of the year,

Lord Donald's wife come into the church,
The gosnel for to hear.

And when the meeting 1t was aone,
She cesgtl her eves about,

And there she saw little Matily Groves
Yolking an the crowd.

“"Comeé home with me, little uatry firoves,
Come home with me tonlpht.

Come home with me, little Mutty Groves,
hnd esleep with me tonipnt."”

"Oh, 1 can't come home, ] won't come home,
And sleep with you tonight.

by the rings on your fingers 1 can tell
You are Lord Donald's wife.” i

"Vihat 1f 1 am lLord Jonald's wife®
Lord Donald's not at hore.

For he is outl in thr fur cermficld
Brinping the veardings home. "

And B servani, who was standing Ly,
And neering whstl was susic,

He swore Lord Yonald, he woula know
Before the sun would set.

And in his hurry to carry the news,
He bent his breast and ran.

And when he came to the broad mill stream,
He took off his shoes and swam.

Little Matty Groves, he lay lown
And took & little sleen.
“hen he awoke Lord Donwl i,
He wes standing et his feet.

Sevine, "How d'vou like mv fenther bed,
Anlt how d'you like my sheetn”

How do vou like my lady,
Yho lien in vour arms asleen?"

“Uh, well 1 like vour feather bed,
And well ] like vour sheets,

bBut better I like vour lady gav,
Yiho lies in my arms Asleen '

“*ell, pet up, ret up,” Lord Donal il cried,
"Get up ms quick ae you can.

It'1] never be sall in fair Enrland,
1 slew & neked man.”

(continued)
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"Oh, 1 can't ret un, I won't get up,
I can't eet un for my life,

For you have two long beaten swords,
And T not a nocket knife.”

"Well, 1t's true I have two beaten ewords,
And thev cost me deer in the nuree,
But you will have the better of them,
And T will have the worme.

“"And you will mtrike the very firet blow
And strike it like & man.

I will strike the very next blow,
And 1'11 ki1l vou if 1 can."

"

S0 Matty etruck the very first blew
Ard he huri Lord Monuld more.

Lord Doneld struck the very next blow
And Matty etruck no more.

And then Lord Donald, he took hie wife,
And he sat her on his knee,

Saying, “¥no Jo you like the best of ue,
Katty Groves or me."

And then up svoke his own dear wife,
Never heard to snemk so free,

"I'd rather a kiss from dead Mettv's lins
Than you or your finery."™

Lord Monald, he jumved uo,
Ani lounily he did baw).

He struck his wife ripht through the heart,

And ninned her srainst the vall,

"A preve, a grave," Lord Donal i cried,
“To put these lovers in.

But bury my lady at the top
For she was of noble kin."

—Traditionnal

XXX

(Tune: "Lizzie Borden")

Yov Merowald to his fighters seid, "to point is impolite;
4nd the man who uses pointwork will not be allowed to fight.
For safety is my issue, because we all knov

That poiniwork is unsafe when you are dealt & killing blow."

So you cun't use your pointvork in the Liddle Eingdom,
And then go cleim your shorteword wus 8 spenr,

No, you con't use your pointwork ir the Licdle Kingdom,
Unlees the king changfes hig mind thie year.

ow Andrew says thot thrusting will harciv ever kill;

Of this ineffective practice Y has cericinly hed his f111.
Zne king seys 1t's too dengerour to ever let take plece,
tvssides 1t's inauthentic, o let's mash 'em rith a mace.

But you cen't uce your pointvork in the Middle Kingdom,
With it your vietim vill not ever die.
No, you can't use your pointwork in ithe Kiddle Kingdom.
#iny, you couldn't even pin a dragonily.

Certain portions of the body ere to deliczie toc be

Jebbed at with a broadsword or & shortsovwrd, so you see.

Fat you cen hit ‘'em ~ith a hallerd, or skever witih a specr,

‘Cauee when it's on an eight foot pole, tlere's nothing to be
feared.

But you can't use your pointvotk in the Middle Kingdon,
and then go bleme the damage on e mace.

llo, you can't use your pointvork in the Middle Kingdom,
It ain't the way that they will let you vlace.

Now points are sti11l on halberds, and 8o the pike ond cpeer,
ani battle fleils were outlawed for reason: thet are CLEAR,

But the man vho knows his pointwork will tell you that it's so,
“ithout the use of pointe then Florentine o2y have to go.

But you can't use you pointwotk in the Middle Eingdouw,
All swordsmen ever learned weme how to slice

Ro, you can't use your peintvork in the Middle Kingdom,
That kind of thing just isn't very nice.

Then o grent controversy arose in all the land,. .

It seems that there are people who doth think that pointwork's
grand.

Then Bearenguner the king did say, "upon this I con't frown;

¥ith padding that ir adequate you might just win the crovn."

So you can use your pointvworlk in the Liddle Eingdom,
The ruling’s been chan~ed by the Royal Lord.

Yes, you can use your pointwork in the Micddle Eingdom,
Middle Kingdom ie a for c¢ry from the Boerd.

(continued)
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SIATE N KENIGHTS

can use your pointvork in the kiddle Kingd
Yes; you can y P . i (Tune: Sixteen Tons)
spolcen: Fipht at the fromt end jumn to the rear, ‘cauce here
comes Yeng with a brand new spear!

Some people say a knight 1s made out of mud

o tvork 4in the Mida r'{ ngd But a fyrdman 1s made out of muscle and blood
Sp. WS JOUF PORER . B Eingian Muscle and blood, plate and mail
cpoken: Such a stalb, I've heerd it said, would make a2 ¥might fall A mind that's weak &:.d an arm that's hale,
dovm, play dead! CEORUS ¢
Can uce your pointwork in the liddle Eingdon You fight 16 knights, whet do you get?
: anolher bruised shoulder and deeper in debt
rpoken: Counters, cowflovs, thrusts and parries, St, Moonwulf don't yca call me cauze I can't go
everyone hire mercencries! I owe my soul to the armorur's store,
Cen use your pointwork in the Middle Kingdom, 5211 1 wae born one n:rning when the sun didn't sninc
lHiddle Kingdom ie 8 far cry from the Board! 1 picked up a bro:dsword and went inte tac line

1 found 16 knights to pulverize
and the ._arl Marchal cried "Authorize!®
—Baron Yosef Aleric of the Bolicet )
Well, I was born they; say in the drizzling rain

(from The Cran?, Comtined Yosef Alerie/ FAENLAAG #BA tIUCblY bs oy Biddld nEme
Pre~UaﬁTleTT?7{ :ﬁEE?vTIP:;SEﬁPTTTtT- tHai1sed in a cane-break by an old mama lion
IVO1§FE'1)) : et Lt Yo high born wonan makes me toe the line,

1f you sec me coming better slcec aside
A Lot Of Knight s disr't; a iot of kErnignts died
I can fi*ht any style and maks my lall

1M my bLroadsword doesn't ot you, tnen my bastardi sl
well, 1'm %) years old and a master, too
I won Crown Tcurney, it was casy Lo do.

1'm & Duke thricc over, give me my due
If you don't cow tow, I'll whup on you!

@ Goodleech
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SONG OF THE PLOTLES

(Tuneis ®“They'll Know We Are Christian: By OuJ’Love')

Ok, they eleep viith their poriec and they very seldom wosh,

Oh, they sleep vith their yonies and they very reldom wash,

And they érink fermented marce' wilk and they very often sloeh;
And we'll knovw they are Kongoles by the smell, by the smell,
Yes, we'll know they ere Mongole by the smell.

Ok, they mount on their ponier and forth they do ride,

Oh, they mount on their ponies ond forih they do ride,

hnd whenever they get upvind, the peesent: choke and hide.
For they lmov they are Kongols by the smell, by the smell,
Yes, they know they are Kongole by the smell.

Ok, they sound Yike a landslide that 1s going in reverse, (twipe)
ind & trio of tone-des! mules could hardly eount woree;
And we'll know they are Scctemer by their pongr....

OkL, they play on ep instrument thnt maker « deud dog flae, (twios)
And jurtl 1o hear their music pover m foerin bLené hie kriee;
And we'll dmow they are Scoieuer by thedir conge....

Oh, they met sail) for Englund end mrrive ncuth of Prunce, (twice)
And they siomp out the floorboerds &nd they ibiny thot it's w dance,
Ané we'll kmovw they ere Viking: ‘cause they'rTe Guzba...

Cny they love to Jooi cettle uné to yupe wencher too, (Fmwice)
but they sometimes get it backvwirds end they don'i knov whet to do,
And we'll know they Bre Vikings ‘cause they're ducb....

They keep plge in the kitchen end they ent with their krives, (r¥kioe)
And they toke thear enterteincent i{p ihe eleszicet of divee,
Apd we'll know by their menners thet they're Hunc....

OL, they sleep on the tuble or you'll find ther bernectl, (twice)
Ané whenever one gete married they will eend & funerzd wreath,
Ané we'll know by their monnere thket they're Hunc....

OL, they drink beer mnd whiesky ené they never sober up, (twice)

Apd they emell like runcid etille and iheir bresih could stop a
dragon

And we'll kmow they are Irish by ibeir booze,...

Oh, t?ey ferment a1l their shanrocks and they make some rivengut,
triice

And if you take & reel big drink you®ll end up on your butt,

And vwie'l) know they are Irish by their booze,,..

Oh, they leap upon ledies Bnd they very often mimp, (twice)
And when ladles feint from their Lad breeth, they ithink it ie their

kiss
And the P;nnchman all thipk that they're Don Juni....

{(continued)

xlll

They ?zena ?ours ‘et the mirror mnd rehesrsing ell their ®lipes,”
vice

When their ludy yawne from boredom, it's from passion she repinen,

And the Prenchmen a1l think thet they're Don Juan....

#0h, they sit in the eafe eating gerlic all the dey, (tvwiee)

And they surely keep the vampires and the other folk awey,

Apd we'll know they're Italians by their breeih....

*0L, 1?ry cn; their spicy pants mnd they wush 14 down withk wine,
trice

Tre odore mre incredible whene'er they nmit to 4inc,

And we'll know they‘re Itulimne by their breeth....

“*0L, they walk through the doormwey mné they tell you iheir ncmes,
And the folk soy, "gesundheii,"™ mpd i1t'r mlweyre the same;
No one elme eun prooounce it mo they muke i1 6l) & gume,
And we'll know they mre Welshmen by their speesb....

#%0L, they write songs mnd lyriees and they write epfer 400, (tvace)
Lné vhern eeen it's made wholly of "1'e™, "y'e™ mnd "w's",
And we'll know they are Welshmen by their mpeech,...

#uR0k, they toss off their vodks end they live 4in their fure, (tuice)
And tbhey ent with thedr finpers and 4they eleep with their herde,
And you'll know they mre Rueselenc ‘cmuse thej're globe....

®*RFOL, thedir bede ere full of insecte and their hair ir full of lice,

. (twice)
And thelr homer mre full of vermin an! their eheerc¢ ropells their
mice
And you‘li know they are Buesimne 'caune they're slode,...

~—Tjuklka the CGuardian,
except:

®*Erich Hlodowechseun of Highoak Ball
“uCy? e Llewyrch gan Annibynieeth in
rwgerSdson
#euillen Uaclillan & Banyth
®uwvillen Maclillan & Alixis Aurors Airielle
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SONG POR ERICH HLODOWECHSSUN

(Tune: "The Jolly Tinker")

well, when I first met Erich,

He was quiet and demure.

How he's just like Baron Stephen;
He's tossed it in the sewer.

CHORUS: Yes, indeed he did,
Don't you know he did,
Tell me right-fa-lor-a-laddie,
Yes, indeed he did.

vihen Erich looked at Stephen,
A-standing proud and tall,

He said, "Maybe I can ret some tail,
If I'm a seneschal "

CHORUS: Yes, indeed he did, etc.

He said, "I'll be like Stephen,
No matter what the cost.”

He reads maps just like Stephen,
And like Stephen he gets lost.

CHORUS: Yes, indeed he does, etc.

He's just like Stephen when he seys,
"I never get no tush."”

But if a less sits in his lap,

He goes into a blush.

CHORUS: Yes, indeed he does, etc.

And like out traitor he did say,
He'd serve Meridies.

He said, “They'll call me traitor!"
He also 'said, "It pays.”

CHORUS: Yes indeed he did, etc.

We've had to shackle Stephen,

So he cannot have fun.

Ye can't let him have bad habits;
Erich picks up every one.

CHORUS: Yes, indeed he does, etc.
—Lord Brom Blackhand

(from The Dead Sea Scrolls,
#8 (an"early name for ihe llews))




