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A collection of Filk Songs

collected by

Lord Chrystofef Kensor
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Another Tournament Faight

Words; Conn MchNeal

Music; “"Another Saturday Night"

Eveht; Grimtells Moot

(Chorus) .

Another tournament tight and 1’m battered ana bloody
I’m out of liquor and I cen’t get laid.

How 1 wish 1 could get 1t together here in the SCA.

FbugHT’u tourney ‘pbout & week ago,
1 waa Hopivg to win & tight.
But A as I Spould have Known 1it,
my first two opponents
ware six inch five foot Knights. -

CHORUS

Well the revel it looked promising

they brought in =i g@ wegds oi mead,
Bui wathin twenty minutes,

the meaad {t was filnlehed

By the boys of the chivelry.

CRORUS

; was flattering a lady zair,

in hopes my charm her favor would gain.
She epaid "You’ll never take me hostaqe
though its true I'm into bondags,

but only with golden cheainas."

CHORUS

. The solulion’s locking obvious
P KRow you ean'T” ‘Realy' drink or fight,

o

pyfess

You ta¥Toeduce a maid
ycutmgggra goldan chain,
opurs and 8 belt of white.

CHORU3

Another tournament 2ight and they’re battereag sna blooay
1 have good liquor and { juast got laid,

Now l’ve tinally got 1L together, 1 won the accolade.
sNow I’ve finally got 4t together, hera in the 5Ca.
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biwm Rooll A Gally Moo

C HORUS
(singing)Balls to your partner Arse against the wall
#xwe If vou never get laid on & Saturday nirht, you '11 never get laid at all
Alternatetlf vou nevear pet fucked at a Ppnnsic war, you'll never get fuchled ‘
at all

Tha village butcher, he was there, a cleaver in his hang
And every time he turned around he circumsised a man
CHORUS B
The.village cripple he ws there wasn't un to much :
lining ladies srainst the well and fucked them with his erutch
CHORU:S .
The sailors daughter, she was tnere, boy she had the nots
Bvery time she hed a man she tied him up inknots,
CHCRUS ‘
The village 1dioct he was there rirfht behind the band
amusine himself by abusing himself, and catching the drops in his hand
CHORUS . '
Lord Psval he was there, shouldn't have been alowed
Swining by the chandller &nd pissing con the crowd
OHRORUS
The villape professor he wes there flat upon his ass
~_learning lots of marvolous things you can mof legrn in closs
é,if SRUD ) ) 7 T _ ) )
' The matematition he was bhere counting .on hisz thumbs
At by logarithum-he worked out the time that he would comne
THORUS ' : '




Tre Droom was 1T Tne eoThED,
G N S 4_..‘.)
‘-.L.-—._‘-':' -.1:, P - oy
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Tre nrifds waos in the 1lc2Tox,
: 3 P b
Yer ppivese arTi e COCL,
™y o 4 B e e
The fus2ern waa in The par.cr,
3 “ -
Cecunsing yn her wealshy
- b - o . ~ -
The Duks Dlzyed with tre Lountess-
* : : a ot
= - ] L] - -
The Z2aren zlayed with hizsels

The Guzen w

rating breal =

Tne Xing wes in She chamter maid,
z in <he money!

They tried 1t on the garvdan T=z==h

Ani cnce zrcund The parz.

wrhen Trhe zznllss snobtited Cucs

They 212 1t in the dark!

Tne 01¢ schecl *eacher, ne waz “neve,
fe werkesd o7 rule of thumrbh--

He ZTizured cut with logarithos

Just when ne should come!

The leocel surgeon, he wzs there,
Witn niz ¥nife in hand,

and every %ize he turned around
Be ¢ircuncized a man!

ct nurse was there as well,

The dissri

Sbe had us ell in fits,
Jurping off %the mantle-plzce
And teouncing on ner tilits.,

Tre undertaker, he was there,
bressed in a lorng black skrooud,
Swinging from the c¢handelier
And pizsgin' on the crowd!

Tha willoge peovert, he was there,
Fow 40 you fzrcy stkad?

Anuvsin' pimself by abusin' himzelf,
Ancd ceatczning it in nis hat!

The village i2io%, he was thzre,
Up <o nis favorite trick;
Bouncing on his testicles,

Ard whis®tling througk his prick,

The county possuan, he was there,
ne nzd a dose of pox;

Ze could neos stuffl the lazsies,
S0 ne stulfed toe letter-tcox.
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Cclonel Campoell, he was there,
ne'Z fcought in zzny wars,
He Jumped up on tne t=ble
And he shouted for the whores!
The village carcenter was there,
i%h his prick ¢ wood,
e rads 1V when e lost his swne-
@ swere 15 worked as geod.
The chizney sweep was thers 25 well-—
A resily filwny brute! }
fogr evsry time ne'd pass some wind
Ze'd 111 the roo:m with zccesl
Trhe ol fiskhmonger, he was there,
A Zirt7 gtinzing s0d--
Ze mevar £o5 a stand that nignz,
S0 ze diddled 'em with a cod!l
The village cripple, he was there,
Suc ne cculdns' do too mushg
¥is 014 Jorhn Thomas had fallen off,
5¢ re £:i32ed 'em with his crustcn.
- Floughin' Jock was there as wsll
Altnougn he wouldn't danco--

Juss stood there with a hzrd-cn
Jusy a-waitin' for a c¢hance!

The village cooper, he w2s =here,

Fe ned a zighty tool,

#g tulled his fO“esai over Lis hezd,
Ané yodeled through the Lole,

Tre village magician, he was toere,
i~doin' bis faverit trick.

Ye pullad nis foresxin over tis nead
And vanisned invo nis prick,.

Cne femele zusic maker

Was a sight S0 watch ,

Ag she cpened wide her legs

Ancd scund came froa her.crouch.

rere wes doin' in the parlor
And :o¢“' on The stones,

Tou cculina' rear *ha mL L
For the wheezing and the g

~
-
bl
-

ozns!

Khen The ball wes over,
Lyery orne g¢unfessoed--

The 3ausic was exguisite,

Fuv the doin' were the best!

a—= t— o wmsmar v e e . -
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"The hanc.,

)

Fresh .water"

I sing here of a zrotherhood, as Sharp as any spear,
~s Bri:ht as the Fzlcon that soars o'er the florious

Tune: from 3tan Rogers'

lands of Calontir,

‘= Strong as the Lion's

Lheart that roars in the land

of the 3able Star,

two

Sovereign Kingdoms side by side in every war.

.&wﬁ areat

r when there are fair grounds 1o take, and enemies in the way,

Mis best to call the Falcons all and the Black Star Banner,
And thouzh the foes do fill the field, there's
Tor the Falcon's <cream and ithe Lion's roar will always win

=lack Star!

~Chorue)}Vivat the
and ithe ralcon stana .

The Lion Together o'er the foe!

hey!
ione can bar the way
the day!

Hurrah for Caloniir and Ansteorra!l

"Tennsic NIII) |
.ner cazlled tc war out in the Last, the Falcon she did fly,
~nd arcwered on t.e Drazcn's call, "To war, or else to die,"
“he FaiCOﬁ calle¢ upon her kKin, the Lion of the S5tar,
iAnd egide by side they fought, and sealed a Brotherhood of war,
“or wvhen there are fair grounds 10 take, and Tygers in the way,
'Tis best to csll on the ralcon's wall and ithe Elack Star zznner, hew!
ind though Out*ungrec gix to one, there's none can bar the way
Tor the Falcon's rearn and the Lion's roar will always save the c¢ay!
. Chorus)
xqtgn\elt war) : ‘
wnen czlls of war came from the South, and reached the Falcon's ears
She flew unto the Lion's aid, and faced the Aten spezrs.
Zown in a ditch; erd or a road, ant¢ in a ield of hay
Theselrothers fel Jother Atenveli's dead 1o the ravens there tnzt éay!
nr when your Worslands are at elszke, and the Sun stands in the wa)
iz best to ca2l. Tne rfalcons all, and the u]aCk Star Zanner hcy'
A4 though the freg co fill the field, there's none can bar the way
Tor trne Faleorn's zcoream and the Lion's roar will always win the. day!

~le from the Zast, bprous £ht us to another wer,
coce, ent we Toutht on the btridgez as o neo Qo
cers fell o our Bloss in the blocdiecst o
"&£ Lrafor wagE gazved b oihe Lion znd tre .
: Jeir ZrXounCs e tars, ant Lroere I tnz wal,
on the Furple Jgllosnd the mlack Ster Ranrar, nel
Zered ien to ong, there's none <an Dar TLE vEY
scregm anGé the cion's roear will zlwaye szve the a7
Zrothernood & Thary as any siear,
Taleor that sescs o'er the glorious lancs of Celorntir,
Zionts heart ithal rozrs in the lands -of 1fe Satle Ziar
rotherless bacr is tne way that we always »in The = ar!
iwazr! Hurrah for Zzlontir and Ansieorrszl
“he lion anc the “alcen stana tojether o'er the {oe! :
vivat the Black Iier! Lurrah for CaTChtir and Ansteorral
~or fare is the -rotherless Back is ithe way that we always win the warl
. P s
Leruin nl hizra.n o Chonemarsa /ﬁr
' Speterver, AS XX
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A~ . . .
s Barrett's {rivaleers

th the year <as 1773, hor J ish vas a8 in Sherbert

now, A letter of wark came fvom Lhe king,Jethe scumiest
vessel 1've ever 1o sce ‘

vhorng:

God damn them all, 1 was lold we'd cruise the seas for
american gold, wve'd Fire no -~uns and shed no tears, nou
1'm a broken man on a lialifax pier, the lasti of Larratt's
privaleers. :

th » sit tack and ride the to:n, how » vish 1 vas in snerbert
novy (oh), 22 brave men, all Tishermen ho and make for him the
Antelope's crew '

Chorus

The antelope sloop <as a sickening site, hov I wish 1 .as
in 3hervert nov (oh', she'd list to the pert and ler-sails
in razg awl the cook's in the scalpers .ith stareers ane jags

-

Shorus

tn the kings- birthday, e put to sea, Loy i Jisk } .as in
sherbert no. {oh', there Jere 31 days to vontiyo hay,
a powpling Like madmen all the ay '

Lhorus

tn the $5th day, we sailad a-ain, hoy o Jish © Jas 1in
sherbert no: ‘ol , shen a wvloooy sreat 1ankee hauled
in s1abt, Jith our cracked 4 opounders e osade the
faapht '

Uhorug

The fank Jie los doan <1 b L o ld, 0y A13h TR RY
sherbert nos fTohY, she Jas broad and tat anl loose in

~

stays, but to -calech her took ithe antelope 2 .hole dayvs
Chorus

Then at lensti e stood 2 cahles avay, hovy 1 w~ish 1 -:as
in Sherbert nos {oh), ouvr cracked 4 pounders made an

av¥ful din but with one fat tall, the rank stole us in

ehorusg




The Antelope shook and pitched on her side, ho: 1 /ish
1 was in sherbert nov (oh), Varrett »ac smashed like a

vy

bovl of eg;s and the main Lrunk carivied both men ez;gs

% )

i Chorus

o here 1 o ley in the 231 voear, hos 1.
nov (oh), it's been o jenrs since & 88
made allflax sesterday

iagh + o van in GherberlL
pled moay, 1ojgunt

~horus

3.
il
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THE BASTARD KING OF ENGLAND

{ ! ] T T I ——+ T {‘_;} f '] lé o
ig ‘' Oh, the min-strels 31ng 6f'an English King Who lived long years a-go,
—f I j L 1' wﬁi’ %‘E‘h—“;‘ﬁ ,l{ )]
] e =
Who ruled his land with an i-ron hand, Though his mind was weak and lo0w.
?' !l 1 ] ] —_ f —l{ ‘Ef ll lL I i JT ) ot |
B = o e s s o S e =
¢ i - - . .
He loved to hunt the roy-al stag With-in the Roy~al wood. But better than
e P
T M“‘“"‘“""—ﬁ b _{ _‘I 3
_E%i é o am— o 1 j
Thie, he loved the bliss of pulling h'ffq, Roy-%1 pea.
;) = T i N — N S U S S e y ——
e -eh——élr—IL-L—J e et : ?M#w}
(%) + e
CHORUS: He was dir-ty and lou-sy and full of fleas., His ter-ri-ble tool hung
3 f ! T % ] n;?_ o— N
e e e =
dovn to his knees.. God save the bas-tard King Pt Eng- ER A

gﬁ Now the Queen of Spain was an amorous dame,

A sprightly wench was she,

Angd she longed to fool with His MaJesty s tool
So far across the sea.

So she sent a Royal message

With a Royal messenger

To ask the King to bring his ding

And spend a week with her.

CHORUS II: He was dirty and lousy and full of fieas.
He had his women by two and threes.
" God save the bvastard King of Eng-a-land.

When Philip of France, he heard by chance,
He swore before his court,

"The Queen prefers my rival

Just because my dork is short."

S0 he sent the loyal Duc d4'Alsace

To slip the Queen a dose of clap

To pass it on to the bastard

Eing of Eng-a-land.

CHORUS 1

o,



THE BASTARD KING OF ENGLAND (continued)

When news of this foul deed was heard
Within fair Windsor's Walls,

The King swore by the Royal Whore
He'd have the Frenchman's balls.

So he offered half his kingdom

and the hole of Queen Hortense

To any sod who brought him the rod
And the nuts of the King of France.

CHORUE Il

So the brave young Duke of Buckingham
Betcok himself to France.

Where he made a pass and stripped the saoh
From the Koyal pajama pants.

Round Philip's dong he tied a thong,
Jumped on his horse and galloped along,
Dragging the Frenchman

Back to Eng-a-land.

CHORUS I =

Now the King threw up his brpahiaqt
And he fainted on the floor,

For in the ride his rival'e pride
Had stretched a yard or more.

And 21l the maids of Eng-a-land
Came cown to London Town,

And shouted round the battlements,
"To hell with the British Crown!"

FINAL CHORUS: So Philip of France usurped the throne. ~

His scepter waec his Royal Bone,

God save the bastard King of Eng-a-land.
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- (Tuns:  *Lincoln Park Pirates®)

Well Lhe feast's aone =nd evening i3 falling,
And tne ndr it is charged «ith fear,

The BoD i\ i3 sleeping: the Hitan i3 weeping:
"0 Ged, pleaze zave poor Celontis'”

ind tle populous is in 3 ruckus,

Anad many of then have fied,

And they're all erying, "he's gonna fuck us,
Once they put thab aamn crown on his head, "

SHURLS

- Do me wey hey, O you'll rue tne dey,
A barvaric bastard like me 4
Did nhow up ‘o fight, here 4here wight stil) makes Zigat:
U Junt ctick around and yoo'l) s=ee, ¢ '
vo re wey hey, 1°11 gc all the aay
In pluniering poor Calontir,
feu p14323 e of I royal, sng -.aae ~y tloos ocil:
hua 70u'il see Must what 1 Yciy aenr.

-

Y o 2

P
I Loy

B R IR
fir.t i )l gel to yowr trersurycs sonoy, B gt
That zouney ycu've werked for =¢ hard:

fnd 1°11 piss 4t away on cur ne«< defense buigat,
In otrer words, mwerds for my guard.

“Well 1 tiink cattan is fer pussies;

trom new en ve'll only use steel,

And Lo eep every [igit frer laztinz »n heur
i7" Ao outiawing Lhe sidels.

*

|i'l.u.

|H

s o e And the feasting will be Jdons at Arrs 'y
o A e el T13) “he ranayer’s countenance soure.

s iﬁgt““m’: then 1°13 held druncen court in the tasenen, ¢ Jteelloln,
. = hzﬁ-uﬁ End ks surv 1 gees on for howes. :

e ew fignterx, give rubberban: crossbeys,

iu our poots, give eracksrjack sings,

tut T°21 give Uncle Slephen 1 Feifcan

'Truse T like the w»y She zan sings.

H:

% «°13 zend 1atlsry Lo varjous kirgdon

Cenil A e . Ay

R a2l tre kings prrverts ani the quesns woies,
{F}Aﬁ'@ 3 herz's a %a Jodlar site fee this yenr, beys
r':.ri“‘ T B Gusss dhe owns Lhe 23te for bhe POLY

sols e reltdid oy 'Ere Lhe tattle starts I'2) tyj. ! m: oenkle,

[ ez - < 5 : c€ 1703 24t en the side snd drink baer:

A a2y e P e Ana make book on the ouds fer that novize,
---,.-.nl;)‘ M G Vs ; That aurmtfack that berscwed Ty zesr!
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And when ny reign’s finally over,

Ans the tire's cone for te Lo step duwn,

Your nert sucker won't look so regal,

Zince i1 want anid pawmed off Your crowns,

hoa, I've ateppsd down six thoussnd Sucks richer
Trough it 'y cost me a couple of friends:

Lul they axr if 1'2 good for ancther six moniis

i oetn care back and Jc it agsin,
vicale
w- iorl brom blacknand
W |
h |
|
F




Calontir Girls

1 wrote this filk sonp on tne dzte we printed,
Altnough 1 thoupht of trne cong long ~po, 1

was 'pressured' irto writing iU Dy enpac of
"Blacy Moor who had been siryinp it; end 2 Tert
telling him “angfus, I naven't writben 10 yeti"
So, direct ‘from the Beach barids song prntts

Calontir CGirls
California viris

The Beach 2oys

Well East Herlm girls are sweet,

I really li¥e the furs they weer,

Ansteorian egirls, with trhe woy tnev firnt
They %nock me out when I'm down there,

The Mid hezlm's baron's dnurnters

really maXe ne feel alrignt.

And tuoe An-Tir girls with L... wey they “iss
They Yeep tneir fighters warm &7 nircat,

I wish they 51) could ve Calentir...
I wish they 211 could be Zziontir...
I wish they all could be Zrieontir Girls!

Calontir has great tourneys

And the rirls heve so much fun

I love a female fipghter in chair an' plate mail
By a list field in the sun.

I've been all 'round this rrent ¥nown wor 14,

And I've seen all kind of girls

But, I was on fire to get tack to tre Shire
‘Back to the cutest girls in the worldl

I wish they £11 could e Calontir...
I wish they 2ll could be Zalontir...

~

1 wish they 21l could be Zalontir Girls!
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A Calontir Song

. by William Coeur du Boeuf

. tune: The Old, Gray Mare

We're not scared to fight with the chivalry

Or the men of TreeGirtSea

Or the Northwoods Barony;

We're not scared of the men of Cleftlands, see?

We are from Calontir,
We are from Calontir, We are from Calontir.
We're not scared to fight with the chivalry,
We are from Calontir,

{ Men only )

We can drink champagne with the best of them,

Kumis with the worst of them,

Beer with the rest of them.

We are the Midrealm's big, bairy-chested men;

We are from Calontir, ‘
We are from Calontir, We are {rom Calontir,
We are the Midrealm's big, hairy-chested men,
We are from Calontir,

E5G
Kk
T

{ Women only )

We have drunk champagne with the beet of them,

Kumis with the worst of them,

Beer with the rest of them,’

But our preference is the hajry-chested men--

The men of Calontir,
The men of Calontir, The men of Calontir,
But our preference is the hairy-chested men--
The men of Calontir,

[From the Calon Song songbook]
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CALONTIE STANDS ALONE

(revised veraion)
(tuner "When Johnny Comes' Marching Home" )

0, Ladies and Lords of Calontir,
Waes Huel! Drink Hael! .
Please gather around and lend an ear,
Waes Bael! TDrink Hael
0, gather around and lend an ear,
I1'11 sing you a song of Calontir,
And you mll skull know why
Calontir stunde alone,

We're far from the Rorthwoods barcny, etc.
And demn near ss fur fror %*ree-Giri- %eL, ste.
0, and Rivenster witr dts fleg unfurle:
Ia dam: pear the other side of the worlid-—
0, that's one good remson why

Calontir stands alone.

We've got our own dbrand of chivelry, ztc.
We fight for the love of batt]e, we, etc.
And on bettlefields meny we've atocd the tost,
Froved our bravery, eiill and our honcur'e the
best
We shell smite cur foep 't
Calontir stiends alone,

Our tourneys and foemusis to none coppars, atc.
And good timers with ue are far froz rare, etc,
Let all come to us for our food im good,
And thers'e merry song in our halls end woode.
That's just one mors romeen why

Calontir Btands alone.

0, Ludier mand Lords of Calontir, etc.
Put your hesrts into what you do this pasr, etc.
And in the end the Yorld will see
A kingaor proud end sirong and free
On that high bright dav when
Calontir stande alone.
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Catalan Verngeance Tune;'ﬂallnd of Spring Hill

f by Moses ben Lldad

Chorus: My six gold rings were dearly boughl.:
My comrades blood for the plale 1 own,
Our front rank spear met the fFrench Knights' charge,
0Of a hundred men I returned alone, #

1 We were Spanish troops in Sicilian ships

And the king of the Greeks had sent Lo hire

Our thousand spears to scour the Turks

fFrom his Eastern Realm with svord and (ire.
We drove the Turks to the Iron Cuales,
But the faith of 8 prince keeps nol Lhe day.
We were bandits now sard the king of the Greeks
So he hanged our caplain and stole our pay.

Z Iine crusader kings of the Lust ve told
of our own hard fight and the Greek king's shame,
But the German laugh and the frankish sneer
Said @ rabble of -spear was but fair game.
From the wvine-dark seu we marched on wesl
til we cam to the Duke of Athens' land. J .
His herald said "Wear chains or die."
By Kephlisses River we're forced Lo stand.

Y 4
%; 3 We made our camp on a grassy hill
In the midst of a league of marshy ground
Ihat & light armed man might cross with care
Where an armored horse must soon sink down,
Our hundred best at the marshes edqge,
S5itx hundred hid 1n the reeds behind,
\WWhile a thousand horse of the Duke's own troop
Rode along the stream to surround our line,

4 An arrows flight from our waiting spears

the knights formed ranks with a joyous sound.

Nov the lirsl wave comes at a walk, nov trot

Five hundred ride for the killing ground,.
At @ hundred yards ve see their blades
But the horses' hooves are wvhat you flear,
Five hundred tons of steel and flesh
And you bar their path vith an eight-fool spear.

5 At fifty yards their lences dip :
We grip our pikes in gauntlet hand, e
As a steel-shod thunder drovns our cries .
. And the ground shakes so we can hardly stand.
They smashed our line and Lrampled all,
Who stood to fight, who turned Lo [lee,

%, { " And plunged in over the marsh's edge '
AT In the red soaked mud to the horses' knee.
(over) g
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The knights lookea up and Saw our troGpo

Sti1)l standing on the further shore.

“Yferm up!" cailes thie duke An knee-ceop nUQ,
Wie'll smach theit aogs wilh one chargt more."

They ctank 1n mud to the riogers' thigh:o,

Wlunth ! the owi.o of Athunt saic, i W
So we hurles cur oarts and fires our bu.l, oo e °
7 _r“a
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“hiree pas: and ransom,' the duke he cricdy,
But we Mhow the marih of & Fronch Emognt's wors,
55 we cut hig throat and siripped Ric
And left hac flecl for tho dog: an3
. L]
1 cravlceo on out te the gholy £round .

A the crowe dipped low on sti1ffenes »ing,
Where a young squire moaned with hie face-plate goneg,
Cut his raght hand off for it's golden ring.

CHCRYS

Rich girfts they brought, these Frankish knightle,
Jne calles us bactard Spanish cure, -

Je hao ares and mail and & duke's own hLelm,

Two buchels braim vath silver spurs.

My comraoes lie an the white Greer scii,
But they o nct rest in the earth alon..
Five hundred knights and a frankizh cune
Sharce a pool of mud for a marning SiOhe.

° .
‘1" e

—Moses Ben .ldad
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THE CAUSES OF REBELLION |
(Tune: Retreat Alopg the Wabash) _ %
3 |

Tell tho truth to a lord you trust,

More truth to & lord you hate; .

Lie to a ledy if lie you must,

But since ths nobles sit far away,

And will not heed what the people say,

1lie, e, lie to the council, lie to the heads of state.

Where the low hills eit by the fogey bay,
And the ground all shakes with firs,

The Bigh lords sit in council todey;

Lot them concider the price they pay

For calling a man a lar,

¥ith title comes a certain pover,

And a much more certain schooling.

A c¢hild ruy play in a castle tower

But the lord who doeas soon sees the hour
He hasn't 2 laad worih ruldng,

For there isn't a mazn but bes his doubts
Of the worth of them that rules him;

But the pood cnes he will not turn out
Unless be firds he's pushed &bout ' . .
Or thinks they're txying to fool him, v

There's many & man in the lands of the East
And a few in ths West and Middle .
Who held & lord aits last to the feast,
. Thinks first of his men, their lands; their beasts,
And then of his pride--a little,

Now what & man says end what a man does
ire controlled by laws and reason,
But half the cause of all men's fight's
What one man c¢alls his natural rights
- And another man calls treason.,
8o take care a1l ye who sit in state:
Take care when you coms to judget N
The cost of & word in anger is great, - .
But groater still 4n lasting hate -
Is the cost of holding a grudge.

So you tell the truth to a lord you trust,
‘Yore truth to a lord you hatey
. 1de to & lady if lie you must, = . S
. But since the nobles asit far away,. ; : -f_
- And will not hoed what tha people say, : .
Lao, 116, lle to the ccuncil, lia to the heads of stater';;~
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Linsd where sos galis i over 7 newta,

mnﬂmhrhﬂmoul\d.
ot satlor srisd md. “Thars's 2 bemadiful

“Mormaid a-aifting swt (hore ae We rachai®
The erew pane »-rusaing a Erabling thair

Onnuc.ndernd.dl.nud..,uh“u'
All sages o share tn thie fag plass of

News which Ut Captals sone heard rom B waisk,
B tind dowy D whie! asd ba Fenched far kis

Crachars and charse which be kopt doar B dowr,
b enne s maighi #0me o ¢ revansve

Mermall, ba korw be mus war sl Mo wity,
Cryiog. "Thrvw ot & Jise and we'll lawse her

“Flippaets. sod tus wy will Raally And
H mermaids are betinr befors sr

“Be hrave, my pood fallows ™ e Caplats thea sald,
“WIth fertuse wu'll browd fhrough ber mer-maldea-*

Basiiag o siarioard they tasisd wilk L spatek,
Amd savgh! tha, fair parmadd fust under Gy

Efbows and busiiad hat down below dacia,
Whers exch book & tary af ber femisine

Butt'ag her frow st tha oud of (be {ares,
Hhe dpinshed 10 the wares. Landiag Dut va ber

ANz 3 wAlle oot Bax Boticad sorss doale .
And soon thyy Rroks o with the paa and Bt

Beraiciang with Nry and cursicg vk splesa,
This scmg may be dull, bul fi's Lrightially elean




je_Cocur 2'Znrui Sonm  (Tune: The Engineers Song)

;di? was a~ledj who through Coventry did ride

1 lﬁ the locsl villezers her fine end pure white hide;

3 most observant msn of all, from Coeur d'Znnui, of course,

1!?the only one who noticed thet Godiva rode & horse!

REFRAIL: (Please don't, actually--it's just called that)
We are, We ere, lie are, %e are, Ye sre from Coeur d'Znnui.
There's few vho are our egual for 5iﬁp1e_lephery!,
Come off your bench znd clench a wench
And come a2long with us--

We ¢on't give 2 damn for any old men who don't give a
darnn for us!

.jpid she, "1've come a long, long way, end I will g0 rezl fer
‘jor the man vho ta¥%es me fror this horse end leads me to & bar!i"

e men who toox her from thet horse znéd bought her come whiskey
fes a dirty, ¢érunken lecher, but he hsiled from Coeur d'ZEnruil

; N .

1nnq‘ather wes a Viking from the cold land of Norwsy;
BN ndmother was a French girl who chanced into his'way;
ner was & Normzn end chased Sawons on his horse--
He? Well I am Znglish--end a Gentleman, of course:

fn his youth our Azer was stolen by hamelukes--
'hey made him play pisno in a house of ill reputel

When one of the men made eyes at him, he kicked his butt, you see--
"Goodbye, you buggering bastard, I em off to Coeur d'Ennuil"

Elizabeth of Lymond is & meid of Coeur d‘EMnuig
But because she is so shy, some doubt her lechqryi
%Trained in library science from s fair and tender age,
IShe very often can be found, lingering o'er a Fage!

.-
-

~~{c of Northumberland is a scholar sage and wisej .
He-;iro is a fichtirg man, of heroic girth and sizel ,
xﬂ%ﬂs_makés a very war like sagé,_who knows Jjust what to co:
i§§'gotta'kill the men-folk off, end rape the women tool"




sou'd vour whiskey on it, he'd eat z bale of hey!

aen lusting efter women, it's encush to make one blance,
why, in the cark one mziden thought he'd brought along his lance!
. . . .
. Jery sly megicien is one Idriss the Great--
If he asks you to essist him, then you should hesitate:
"It's just a simple trick” he says, but when you see him leer
You should not reed two guesses to know what'll disappear! -

. i
17 - .

)
f
=27 (Ladies, take a warning:)

Never let a Zoar Ring men an inch
above your knee,

For if he bears the Eoar Ring sign,
he heils from Coeur d'Ennui.

He wants your body despsrately,
althouch he seems alocof--

For all the men . .from Coeupr d'Znnui
are Jjust like Coeur du Boeui

& friend from old Three Rivers is Lord Stevhen Ironheand,

They say he is a Baron end the finest in the land,

He passes us at% lechery, by enpugh to make us weep--

For when he can't get women, well, he keeps a favorite sheep!
He ain't, he ain't, he zin't, he zin't
He ain't from Coecur d'Ennui--
There's few who are bis ecgual

For sheer perversity!

Thet sheep, her name is Foopcie,
And she pleys herd to get--

She don't give a dain,

§ Ee zin't a rzm,
: J 50 he sin't had her yet!i -

e
O
(o]
ot
H

Nﬁlliam'quﬁr du

'4—*‘ = - N :
: . . s
.ﬁ VTSR rorm hem s b e e o QT T



ipon and Pader the Orim are brothers brave and bold
thiefest lusts are power, diamonds and fins gold

e, ooth desire women Jor sheer debauchery
And so doos every mother's son who hails from Coeur d'Ennui.

Ladies beware of the Mage they call Idris the Oreat

If he aska you to assist him, then you should hesitate

"I4ts just a sirple trick," he says, but when you see his leor .
YTou shoald not need to guesses to know what will disappear, :

e

ad v

Tonight we have here present some ladies of Coeur A'Ennui : -
"o give to them their proper names: Rosamund, Veda and Cathy S

Now as a growp they made me an offer I can't refuse--

That 4f I pamed them in this song, why, next 3'd sing the Blues.

L]

This lad from the rural country surrounding Coeur d'Ennui

Is interested in women who know their botany

So ladies, introduce yourself, if you really think you should .
Especially if you'd enjoy a little Tramp in the woods. .

- et b ma et ¢ E——— b ke = - Y .
.

"A friend is Eric Rapnarson, he comes from far Wurm Vald
T hear he's groving older, they say he's getiing bald

< But 5t111 he has a harem that is guite beyond corpare
For the ladies are atiracted by his thick and curly hair

B o ———— 1 ——— — _—
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Courtin' in the Kitchen

Come single bell ana beau, unto me pay attention

Don't ever fall in love 1it's the devil's own invention
(For) Once I fell in love with a maiden so bewitechin!
Miss Henritba Bell out of Captain lHe¥ly's kitchen -

(chorus)With me too-ral-oo-ral-I, me too-rel-oo-ral-addy,

2.

3.

. Not far from Stephen's

me too-ral-oo-ral-I, too-ral-oo-ral-addy.

At the age of seventeen, 1 was 'prenticed to a grocer
6reen, where Miss Henery used to go sit

Her manners were sublime and she set me hesftaa-~-twitchin!
And she invited me to & hooly in the kitchen.
(chonus)

Rext Sunday being the day we were to have the flair up

I dressed meself quite gay, and I frizzed and oiled me hair up
The captain had no wife faith he had rone a fishin’

And we kicked up high life down below stairs in the kitchen

(chorus)

Just as the clock struck six, we sat down at the table

She handed tay and cakes, and I ate while I was able

I drank hot punch and tay 'till my sides had got a stichin'

And the houss pass guick away when you're courtin' in the kitchen

{ehorus)

With her arms around my wailst she slyly hinted marrige,

To the door in dreadful hsste came Captain Kelly's carrgge,
Her eyes soon filled wlth hate and polsen she was spittin'
When the Captain at the door walked straight inte the kitchén,

{(chorus)

She flew up off my knee, full five foot up or higher

And over head and heels threw me slap Into the fire

Me newer peeler's coat that I bought from Mr, Mitchell
With a twenty shilling note went to blazes in the kitchen.

{¢chorus)

I greeved to see me duds all smeared with soot and ashes

when a tub of dirty soot, right in my face she dashes

As I lay on the floor the water she kept pitchin'

When the footman broke the door and walked straite into thekitchen

(chorus)

When the Captain came downstairs though'he saw me situation
In splite of all me prayers, 1 was marched off to the stetion
For me they'd tske no bail, but to get home I was itchin?
but 1 had to tell the tale how I ceme into the kitchen,

(chonus)

I said she did invite me but she gave a flab denial

For assult she did indite me and 1 was sent for trial

She swore 1 robbed the house in spite of all her screechinB
And I got six months hard for me courtin' in the kitchen.

(chorus)
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_M"Plocce take me to your leader, or your Woricrd, if you pleass.

- And she said to the Warlerd: ®A1l that you can see

DANCERS VANITY
(Tuns: Golden Vanity)

Once there was & group and 1t fought with Tree-girt-saa,
And the name of the group waa The North Woods Barony,
ind they fcared they would bs taken by the Mongel enexy,
As they marched slong the Inland, Inland, Inland--
Marched along the Inland Sea. - '

Then up spoke & Dancer with her litile eister, ahe, . -
Bravely szid to the EKingt ¥8ir, whet would you.give to me

If I dance along ths side of the Mongol ererny

Jnd turzed then fronm The Korth Woods Barony

In their march alonr the Inland Sea?n

Well, I'11 give you silver and I will give you gold,
Ard my cvn choscn Queen ezch of y¢u in twm eheall de,
If you dance 2long the sidz ol ths Xongel enory,

And tmra them from the Nerth Wooda Barony,

In thsir march alonz the Inland Sea."

So ashe rode to the cemp of the Kongol enery,
To the camp of the Horde, fierce wa:"riors, jroud and free,

I'm sure that hs vill speck with me.®
Than she let érop her clozk, erd in dancer's gard stood shs,
And that which you cannot, 1 would freely give to thse

If you overlock The Nortih Wocds Baronoy ;
In your march alonz the Inland Sea.® . 1

"Well, well do I like plunder and well do I like gold, i
And the trust of my men is the thing most dear to me, ) j
But when I am confrontad by a beauty such as thee, - *_
The Devil take the North Woods Barony, |
We'll overlook tham eagerly!™

She returned--ths pext morn-—to the North Woods Barony,
And she said to the King: ™We've achieved & victoryl

¥We have tuwrnad aside the march of ths Mongol enemy.

Now where is the reward you promised me, ST
The treasures of our bo.rony?" :

B

'

*Well, woms kind of fool you must take me for to be,
If you think:I would give reward to such as thee,
Who has opanly conzcrted with the Morgol encmy

A3 they fciled to reach thke North Woods Barony,

In their march elong the Inlend Sea,."




Thon & prezt cry nrose, and all did turn to see,

And therec in thoir midst was the Mongol enery,

Who hed never ceased their march on the North Woods Barony;
They double-croessd the Daacer proud and fres,

Just like the North Woods Bzromy.

"Doar Dancer and Dear Eircg," said ths Warlord full of gles, o
*Did you think you eould worl your ploys on guch &s we? s
By your own rules we return treechary with treachery.
Lnd you nover will be rid of foes like me, ‘
If you try to deel in treachery.®

L]
b ]

liow the xoral of my story, pleese lieten while I eing,
Is to ma2vecr trust e mongol, a dencer or a kding;

For if 7ou do, zome kind of fool youfll bo, '
End they'll siwk you in tre Inland, Irland, Inlend--
Sink you in the Inland Sce!l




TBE DUCHESS AKRD THE LECEER

The luchess wes a dressing, s dressing for the baell

But then she saw the lecher making water on the wall

Chorus: With his bloody big dingle dengle
Bwinging proud and fres
And never would he stop till it was over.
Hanging dovn (hanging down)
Swinging free (swinging free)
And never would he stop $1l1l it was over!

Then she wrots to him a letter, and in it she did sey,
"I'd rather be had by & lecher, than my husdbend any da2y.

When the lecher got the letter he began to shake
His pants began to bulge a bit, his ballocks began to achs.

“nen he rode up to the castle, his heart was filled with pride,
His bag was o'er his shoulder, and his golf club by his side.

Well, he rode up to the castle, rode right into the hall,
"TLord save us," cried the chambermaid, "He's here to do us alll"

First he did the duchess, then the maidens too
And next he did the butler, whaet a dirty thing to dol

The neighbors came a running, the rich folks and the poor,
So he mounted them in order, "Gaudeamus egatur!"

They say he's died and gone below, they ssy he's down in hell,
They say he's up the Devil, and they say he's up him welll
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DUN COW

Some friends and I in a Public House
Drinkin' up a storn one night;

When all of a sudden in a fireman came
His face all chalky white.

"What's up?", says Brown,

"Have you seen a ghost?

"Or have you seen your aunt Mafia?"

"Oh, me aunt Maria be damned," says he,
"the bleedin' pub's on firel"

"On fire!," says brown,

“"There's & bit of luck,

"Everybody follow mel

"For dawn on the celler, if the fire's not there,
"we'll have a rare old spreel"

So we all wnrt down, with good old Brown
And beer we could not miss

And we hadn’'y been five minutes there
Before we were bloody pissed!

1&2 chorus

And there was brown, upside down

Suckin' up the whisky off the floor.

"Booze, booze" the firemen cried

as they came knowkin' at the door ({2 knocks))
Don't let 'em in t1l11 it's al% thocked %P
Somebody shouted "MacEntire" ((MACENTIRE!!))
And we all got stone blind paralytic drunk
When the old dun cow set fire.

Then Smith went over to the Port wine tub

Arnd gave it a few hard knocks {(2 knocks))

Started taking off his pantaloons,

Likewise hils stinkin' socks ({WHEW!!))

“"Hold on!", says Brown, "That ain't allowed

"You can't do that there here.

“"Don't wash your trotlers in the port wine tub

"When we got so much (( coors/schaffers/stale)) beer.

CHORUS

Just then lhere came a terrible chash ((CRASHI!))
Half the bdtody roof gave away

We was all drowned in the Tiremans hose
But we was feelin'-gay ({oh, so very))

. Then we got some sgacks, and old tin tacks |

And we nailed ourselves inside e -
And we was drinkin' up the ale 'till we were bleariy eyed

And there was Brown, upsi

Suckin' up the whisﬁyugfédﬁtgoy?oor :

Booze, booze, the firemen cried ' ;

As they came knockin at the door ((2 knocks)) -

- Dont let them in '+ill its all mopped up ~— .
Somebody shouted Fessalmyer ((FESSALMYERI!)) -
And we all got stome blined paralytic 8runk |
When the old dun cow caught fire -




The Fighter's Alphabet
by Eric Hldowechssun

A's for the armor I brought out on lone
B's for the brulses that blazon my bonrm
C's for crown tourney where the chilvery's found
and D's for khe duke I must fight the first round

$horus) .

Merrily, merrily, so merrily fight we

No mortal on earth like a fighter can be

Bash away, lay-on, and never strike wrong

Give a fighter his mead and he'll fight all day long.

E's for the Earl Marshal making the rules

B's for the foemen, we think they're all fools
G's for the glory to augment our names

and H for the herald that buichers our mames

I's for the injurise got on the field

J's for the junkyards we plow for our sleel
K's for hee King whoXx hounere is owed

and L's for the lady who's answe is 'no'.

M's for the marshal whoes calling out 'HOLD"

N's for that novice, who beat me so bald

O's for the orders the King lovers to give

and P's for tha polearm that's pounding my shield

Q's for the quagmire when stormcloudsdo pour
R's for rattan which we need for oumlswords

S for the shield wall that marches all wrong
and T's for the tourney that's running too long

U's for ihe urchins that run on the field

V is for vikings with centergrip shields

W's the war where we allmost drowned

and Xmarks the spot where the site can't be [connd

Y's for the yuletide, we drink 'till we're spent
2 is for zero at northern events
Tt's also the end of my song this lime
For now I have §§$d all the letters in rhyme/
€
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TIM FINNEGAN'S WAKE

But the Wit was oves wher the liquo: scavtered over Tim,
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world he car - riea a  hod, You see he'd a sory o' the

_orreg amoxouk
fol the dad 1
Crcen Lrahlum
fol the Qod 1
waurLin
{¢:] the dad )
ra dor
el thr dad 1
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help him on with his work cach day, He'd &' cGrop o' the cray-thur“ev- ry morsn,

5 Chorun

===t a1

Wrnack fol the da now, Dance to your part-ner Welt the flo;(r) ur trot-ter's shake
G7 C

¥ar-n't 1t the truth I told you, Lots  of fun at ¥in - ne - gan'c wake,

O mornin' Tinm was rathe: Tull, Then Magrie O'Cunaor touk up
His hea? fedt lueavy which ~ade Lim shadae, (0 Liddy svs she, you're wio-
he $ell fron a ladder, an. be bioke his sioll, Faddy gavee ey o belt o the ool
/\A b they carried him horx lin corpse tu wiahe, At Yein hwer spranl by on the tlowr,
Yoy relled Lim oup in 8 rice clean sheet Toen e war did soon engast g
Ant Jaid hin out upon the bed, Tuit, wimasn 1o wosoan, and mae to pan,
kith & gallon of whishy at lno- fret Shelelaiph Yow was all the rape,
M & barrel of purter at his head, Aud a row, andl p ruc‘}'iml soor began,
- Chorus - - Chorus -

His friends aeronbled ol the wabe, Taen Mickey Maloney raised Lis heal,
And Mrs, Kinnegan cadled for lunch, - Waen p nocpin of whisky 1lew at him,
r’iTSt iy brougbt in tay, and cake 1t miafed and falling on thr Lot
Then pipes, 1ohacio and h‘.m}) prne h. The Yiguor scattered over Ti-,
2“-%‘! 0’ Brien bogan to or; Tir revives sov how he Tiecs
“h a nice olenn eor nee ;.d YOu BVET Ree? Tin‘-ﬂh‘ rieing from the bpd,

4 Ih Mavourneen why did yoo e V - mm "Whirl your »Ju-.l«) arucnd ke
'\_Y‘I‘ah h! ld SUUF ;,,Uh Sdili ;.:ul drMeblee, o0 RN blazes, -

dl.hi‘ ai dial do” )mt thin\» M dead?”
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Follows Me \lp +o Carlow
[ Brule Wlac.f-\‘,\cr old Your face

Broodin' over he old disqrace.

That Black Fitzwilliam shormed your flace
And drove you o the Curdin
GfaL\ <z2id vidor\.‘ Was sSure
Soon ¥ae fire brand he'd secure
Until e wet a% Slen Matoor
With Fiach mc'f;.ax:\‘w\ C QL‘\rr\e. [ pronsunced O Burn )

CHe Curse and swear lord Xildare

Flach will do what Bach will dace
Now Tz Witham have o care
Fatlin' 19 your star low

Up with halberd  out with sword
On we't] op Corth bu‘ the ‘ord
Flrach YY\cHu%h has quen The word
Tollow me up to Carlow

2, See the swords of Clan O Mall , Theyre ﬂaan'lover the Englisa Pale
See all Hhe children of the Gales Beneath O'B\/rne.‘s Vanners
R,oos\‘ef of a C‘o)‘r\"nv\c\ sfoo\: would You let'a Saren wek

Crow oud upon an Irish ror_\c F\q wp a\r\c\ Keach N manne s ([_CH‘)\

From ‘.\Eﬂq&d o Clonmore ere qbw“a a 'ijream ok Saxen apre
el qrﬁa'\' 1% eorq‘ OCS Omore g’r Scr\c}.lr\q:\ -‘f\.\e \oons o \'\adcs

= h_ab F\ed now For Biadﬁﬁ?j\k'__z.u.sl\_‘g\‘\:am ‘r\ca “
\Aﬁl SEV\A \3r over c\npptn_ rec\, +o Gl\.u:m L\z.a"‘“vxé W | '
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THE GANG BANG SONG

(chorus)

(We'll
Yes we
'Cause
When 1
and in
I used

have a)gang bang,

wills

a gang bang gives us us sych a thrill,
was younger, .

my prime,

to gang bang all the time;

But now I'm older,
and turning grey,
I only gang bang once a day.

{add knock-knock versesas:

knock-knock
who's there?
Eisenhouer
Eisenhouer who

I's an

hour late for the (go to chorus)

Asgierr
Asgierr who?
I's giered up for the gang bang...

banans
bhanana

banana-

orange
orange
orange

fuck
fuck who?
it dosen't matter, it's a gang bhang...

who?
na-na na-na-na, etc,

who?
you glad I didn't say banana-na-na elc.
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Riding on the Greyhound bound for Pensic

Calontir Central wednesday evening rail

Fifteen girls and f&%teen?restless fighters

Heaps of armor and 'bout a thousand poundes of chain mail
All along the easibound oddessey

The bus pulls out of Pargotten Sea

And heads towards Pennsylvanias bloody fields

The yearly pllgramage to make

To win the war for Midrealms sake

We're going to make those eastern sissles yield

Good Morning, Your Majesty, how are you?

Don't you know us? We're your rebel sons P Mfmhnhf has come
Calontir has come to fight for you at Pensic " o seve your asy
We'll have killed a thousand foes 'fore the day is done

Riding on the Greyhound bound for Pensic
Feeling tired but no one wants to sleep

Paee the plastic jug that holde the zoomies
Hoping that my tent won't leak

We've brought our swords and_our guitars

Our chinese rugs and water jugs

Our pillows,blankets, lanterns, garb and shoes
Prepared for heat and cold and rein '

With remedies for fighters pain

A hundred jugs of gatoraid and booze

Good ﬁg;ﬁlng. Your Majesty. how are you?
Dont you know us? We' ggtyougkrebel sgons
Galoniir-has-come-to- §  yeu-a#t Pensic
We'll have drunk a thousand rounds ‘fore the evenings dene
Homeward bound -~ amazing we've survived it
We all look like we've just been through a war
Telling tales and swapping brags about the battle
We're reveling a thousand miles and more
And all the knocks and bruises aeem
To fade into a Fighters dream
Cf plans to build a better helm and shleld
Next year wé'll be back again
For revels sake and glory gained—
With tactics that are sure to sweep the field

{ 14 Y 1o
Good Night, Your Maaesty, AR ?
Don't you know us? We're your rebel sons
Calontir has come to fight for you at Peneic
We'll have gone a thousand miles 'fore the day is done

&
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THE HAMPSTER SONG - based on THE BALLAD OF THE CALONTIR HAMPSTERS
{ﬁ) by Ld Chrystofer Kensor

Fighting hampsters from the sky
Some will live, and some will die
Hampsters have nothing to fear

The fighting hampsters of Calontir

Trained by jumpin off a roof :

Trained in combat--tooth-to-tooth
Hampsters fight both far and near
The fighting hampsters of Calontir

Silver tape upon their backs

A broad sword is all they lack
Fifty hampsters fight a war

They won't win without fifty more

Rideing high upon our helms
Their war cry, it overwhelms

All opponents become weak

At thefir fearsome squeeky-squeek

Back at home Paval waits
His fighting hampster has met his fate
He has died drinking beer

£ The fighting hampsters of Calontir

£
Once again it's off to was
This time we number but a score
We will fight for those in need
S0 this year it'd for Caid

Fighting hampsters jump from planes
Fighting hampsters fall like rain
Some will 1ive, but most will die
Stupid creatures cannot fly
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) Hell Spawn
Worda; Andrew Lyon of Wolvenwood

Husic; Andrew Lyon ot Wolvenwood

Event;

As & bold young knight all tresh saxrayed, 1 did 1ide 1n-to the woodlands,
At my belt a bright new blade, and & strong stout spear in hand.

] sought an enemy cruel and strong, wilh spesr and gogs dld o,

If I missed my mark | could not last long, for all men tear ny {foe.

My snapping hounas did charge and bay, my huntsesman they did poﬁoer
In search of our elusive prey ‘pon roysl land we wandered,

My f2oe he carried Lwo white blades and armor all ot lesather

He lead ue over pesths unknown and into foul weather.

Before the rain washed his Bcent away my dogs tound more then traces.
They flushed him from his wallow hide and into open spaces.

l1'¢ found en enemy cruel and stionyg, with spear alone did go,

If 1 missed my mark | could not lasl long for the boar no mercy shows.

e faced me with a gleaning eye, 1 braced mygeli to meebl hax

Jith his tuske he slashed my thigh, while my spear it pirerced his breasast.
l fell to the ground all blood and pain and Know 1°'d resached my desath

For the boar still]l stood with tueks prepared to killi with his last breath.

My hunteman they did grasp their bows i1n haste and hopee to save me

Betore they’d even nocked arrows tne boar, he lay shot dead,.

Then etepped to view the Kings’e yeomen txrom all tLhe woods arounda us
And seven Knights from Henery’a house did ride out and surround usa.

The knight in charge was Syr William, the Marshell ot all knglanag.

He said my huntsman were to die for poaching on the King’s land.

And then the Marshall turned to me, ‘“Now you, young knight," he said,
"By law ye should be hung and drawn, & ropu should be your bed.”

“"But I see you’ve paid with one good leg 2or hunting Henery’s course,
And to show a heart of chivalry, [’1ll only take your horse.”
They rode away eand left me there, alone with that dead boar,
And though my leg it burned like fire, the shamw it pained twice more.

Now 1’m a poor man wandering in village and in town,

And since Syr William took my horse [ limp alonyg the ground.

Now l1l’ve no horae and l’ve no sword, and gold l’ve not a speck,
But I’ve the tusks of that hell-spawn boar strung around my nechk!

page 41




Various members of Rivenstar Barony--Wurm Wald Post - Revel Bongbook

) 1 SING OF DEAD BUNNIES
‘ {Sweet betsy from Pike)

I sing of dead bunnies, and burnt baby chicks,
Barbequed squirrels and hamsters on sticks,

Ducklings in blenders, flat frogs off the road,
Opossums on Tenders and deep-french-fried toad.

gp Piced and diced sparrows, dead dogé on the lawn,
Cats riddled with arrows and disembowled fauns,
Pickled canaries and clubbed baby seals,
Mice scrved in berries and turtles 'neath wheels,

Minced baby penguins, Koala filet,
Fried angelfish fin and aardvark puree,
i%? Fred's little brother and mystery beast,
: These are the things that Llhey served at the feast!

Tamal ibn Vakare--The Eastern Kingdom Sengbook

HARK THE HERALD
(Hark the Herald Angels Sing)

£

"Hark!" the Herald Aelfgar screanms,
"Don't use blues on top of greens,
Or and argent, that all right:
Metals and tinclures do not fight,
Use a bend, no Highland Plaids, -
Keep it simple, please, my lads,
Azure, vert, purpure, and gules
Must follow all my Herald's rules.
"Hark!", the Herald AFIfpar screams,
"Don't use blues on top of greens"

"Hark!", the Herald Aelfgar yells,
D "Don't use cars adn oilwells,

Pericd, we veg you please,
Tygers we can draw with ease. L
Please don't ask for rubber bvands: -
These must pass throung Laurel's hands; e
Ve draw rampant, couchant too,
Dancing the Hustle no can do,
"Hark", the Herald AElfgar yells,

- "Don't use cars and oilwells.!
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I 9ILL MOURN ¥YT XINg

I will mourn my king for William has won,

I will mourn my king, Hareld Godwinseon.
Oho, wmm .

¥hen Hardrada came upon the North,
Cur king cnlled out and we rode forth,
Oho, oho. : )

At Stamford Bridge, Hardenda fells
The Horse seiled home erd all peeres well,
Obo, oho.

‘ s, Then Southrurd we rode uron fey newe,
DA ap.wf_ibp- , : At Pevenser cove, Willin: yun joose,

Oho. tho,

&

On Hastinge Rill ve fer-ed our wild
A ET LT ! ¥ith svorc and shield, zye end
M-*m“;a‘:;};»?(ﬁ“ T BaIR e 5 Cho, oho.

i N
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I fought for my king, o3¢ in hznd;
1 fought for my king an? I fought for Englang,
Oboe, oho.

Andi vt

. il
T, Ee Y

)

: ; tehed and onVep ¢
s e T e Y
FERN e Fiighe b

T ¢ rieléde,
I gov Brrold stretehesd upon the field

" ..R_::E?t‘:':}E:aléﬁ;tﬁ?_f_-%dh‘ﬁ‘ 0}30, ocho,
R O g ‘
it ol SR SR ¢ 4 Hormen sword hnd cleft his side;

Pl ¥ 51

In battle ctormy he did die.
Cho, oho.

Now 81l folk know that Harald Tell,
And with hio fell the realm as well,
Ope, oho.

So now we have a bastard king;
His Nerwan band wears the signet ring.
Oho, cho.

Uy wounds rt111 run; they will not hLeal.
I slem py foe, yet felt their steel,
Oho, oho, .

Oh here die I a Saxon proud;
I follow Hersld's pure white shroud, .
Oho, oho ’

1 wil) mourn my king for Willinn hze won,
! I wil)l mourn my king, Horald Godrincson. |
01‘0, oho, -

~Worde & uuricrf Lord Andrew of
wolvenwoeod
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JOHNNY I HARDLY ENEW YOU .

¥hen on the road to awest Athay,
Harco, haroco. :
¥hen on the road to swoeet Athay,
Haroo, haroo.
When on the road to awsst Athay,
A stick in wy hand and m drop in we eys,
A doleful damsel I heard c¢ry,
"Johnny 1 hardly knew you."™

CHORDS 1

¥ith your guns aad drums and drume and guna,
Barco, haroo.

with your guns and <¢rums and drume and guns,
Harco, baroco.

®ith your guns and drumes and drums and guns,

The enemy nesrly slew you.

0L, my dmrling dear you look B0 queer,
Jonny I herdly knew you.

Where are the eyes that looked eo mild, stc.

tWhen wy poor heart you first beguiled?

why 4id you ekeedaddls frec me and the child?
Johony 1 hardly kmew you.

CHORUS

“nere ere the lege with which you run, sic.
%hen firest you went to carry & gunf
Indeed your dancin' daye are dons,

Johnny 1 hardly knew you.

CHORDS

You heven't sn arm, you haven't m leg, etc,

You're an eyeless, boneless, chlckenless egg.

You'll have to be put mith & bownl and beg,
Johnny I hardly kner you.

CHORUS

1'm happy for to.ses yYou home, etc.

A1l from the island of Ceylen,

So low in the flesh, #o high in the bone,
Johnny I hardly knew you.

¥ith your guns and drums end drume and guns, etc.
The enemy never alewx you,
Oh, my darling dear you look 80 quesr,

Johnny I hardly knew you.

)

—Traditional .
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Johnny McEldoo

@

1. There was Johnny McEldoo and McGee and me
£nd a couple or two or three went on a spree one day.
We had a bob or two which we knew how to blew
And the beer and whiskey flew and we all felt gay.
We visited McCann's, McIllmann's, Humpty Dan's,
We then went into Swan's our stomaches for to pack.
We ordered out a feed which indeed we did need
And we finnished it with speed but we still felt slack,

2. Johnny McEldoo turned as blue as a jew
#hen & plate of Irish stew he soon put out of sight
He shouted out "Encore" with a roar for some more
Trat he never felt before such a keen appetite.
fie ordrred brgs and ham, brezd and jzm, what a cram!
Eat him we couldn't ram though we tried our level bes
Por evervihinr we brourhi,; coli or not, th.ﬂre4 novh,
it went down him like a shot, but he still stocd the test.

3. He swallowed tripe and lard be the yard, we got scarred,
Ind we thourht it would go hard when the waiter brourht the bill
we told him to give o'er, but he swore he could lowar
Twice s much again and more befcre ne had nis fili.
He nearly supped a trouch full of broth srys Melrath,
"He'll nave 511 the table clothif you don't haul him H"
wnen tne waiter brougnht the charge, McEldoo felt so large
o He began to scowl and barge and his blood went on fire,

4, He began to curse and swear, tear his hair in despair
And to finnish the affair czlled the shopnzn a lizr.
shopman ne drew out and no dourht he did clout
2231&0? he #icked abcout like &n o0ld football

attered 3ll his clothes broke his nose 1 suppose
Lp'1 nzve killed him with a f-w blows in no time at 211,

5. McEldoc bersn to howl and to growl, be my sowl
He threw an empty bowl at the shopkeeper's head
It strucic out ¥ickey Flvnn, peeled the skin off his chin
and the ructions did berin, and we all fought and bled.
reelers d4id arrive, man alive, four or five,
At us they made a drive for us all to march away. .
Faid for all the mat that we ate, stood-a trate,
And went home to reminate on the spree that day.




: Left nothing but hide and hair, .-+~

KING HENRY.

(Child 32) From ‘The finglishand
Scottish Popular Ballads' edited by

Francis Jumes Child.

L.et never a man a wooing wend
That lackeih things three,

A storeof gold, an open heart,

And full of chary;

And this was seen of King Henry
Theugh he lay guite alone,

Farhe's taken him toa haunted hall
Sevenmles from the town.

He's chasedihe deer now him before
And the doe down by the den

Till the futtest buck inal the tlock

Kiny Henry he has shan,

Hix huntsmen followed him to the hall
Tomake them burly cheer,

When Joud the wind was heard o sound
And an carthqguake rocked the leor,

And datkness covered all the hall
Where they satat their meat,

The grey dogs, yow ling, left their food
And crept to Henry's feet,

And louder howled the rising wind
And burst the fastened door,
Andinthere came 2 gnisly ghost
Stamping on the foor,

Her head hivthe roof-tree ol the house,
Her middle you could notspan,

Each frightened huntsman Bed the hall
Andleftthe king alone,

Herteeth were like the rether stukes,
Her nuse like clubor mell,

And nothing Jess she seemed to be
Than a fiend that comes from hell,

Same meat, some meat you King Heay,
Some meat you give to me,

Gokill your horse you King Henry
Andbring him hereto me;

He’s gone and stain his berry brown steed
Though it made his heart full sore,

For she's caten up both skinand bone,
Left nothing but hide and hair,

More meat; more meat you King Henry, -

- More meatyougivetome, A
Gokill your grey- hounds King Henry = %

Andbring them hercto me;

And when he's slain his good grey-h A unds, .-

It made his heart full sore, : :
She’s eaten up boih skin and bone, .

The shrill cry of an owlechoed toa
woodland hut telling "The Dnuglucr.cf
King Under-waves' of the approaching
knight. She moved her misshapen form
(cursed on her by her wicked .
stepmother) through the doorway.

Atevery step the ground was shaken,
atevery turn there blew astorm, the
very sky darkened as she passed. But
would tonight be the knight.

~More meat, more meat you King Henry,
Meoere meat you gi\'c lome,
Gofell your goss-hawks King Henry
And bring them here lome;
And when he's stain his gay goss-hawks,
11 made his heart full sore,
She’s caten them up both skinand bone,
Feft nothing but feathers hare.

Some drink, some drink pow King Henry,
- Some drink you give tome,

Oh you sew up your horse’s hide

Andbringinadrinktome;

Andhe’s sewn up the bloody hide,

Andapipeof wine putm,

Andshe’sdrukit epalhimone draught

Leltpeveradrop therein,

A bed, s bed now King Henry,

A bed you'll make for me,

Oh yeu must pul the heather preen
And make itsoft for me;

Arndd putled has he the heather green
Andmade for hera bed,

And taken has he his gay mantle
Ando’erithas spread.

Tike off your clothes now Kng Henry
And he down by my side,

Now swedr, now swear you King Flenry
Totake me for your hrade.

Oh God forbid, says King Henry,
Thatever the like betide,

Thatever atienad that comes from hell
Should sticieh down by my side,

L
When the night was gone and the day was
come
And the sun shone through the ball,
The fuirest lady that ever was seen
Lay between himand thewall.: <+

Tvemetwithmangagenleknight w0 g

That gave me sucha fill,:

- Butneverbefore with a courteous knight -+

. Thatgavemeallmy will, " "+
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* The Knights Leap

L, ;i

Words;
Music:
Event;

Now the toe-men are burning the gate, maen of mine
And the water 18 apeht ana gone

Then bring me a cup 0t the red anr-wine

171) never arank but this one,

And bring my harness, and saddle my hourswg

And lead him round by the door )

He must take such & leap, tonight, periorce

as & horse never took betolwe.

Choruatd: 1 have fought my fight, 1 have lived my lafe,
1l have drunk my share oi wine.
From Trieste to Cologne ‘twas never a knight
l.ed 8 merrier lite than mine!?

Well 1l’ve lived an the saddle for yesrs twoscere
And 12 1 muet die on o tree ’
Thie®*baddle-bow that bore me of yore

ls the only tinber tor ne,

Now to show the bishop, the burger, the priest
How the Altenair hawk can die

if they smoKwe the oild falcon out of his nest

He will take to hise wings ana tly!

Chorus

S50 he harneaaeJ himpelas 1n Lthe psle moonlight

And he mounted his horse al the door

And he drank auch a cup oi the reog ahr-wine

As B man never drank betore.

Then he spurred his old war-horese, held him tight
And leaped him over the wall

Out over the clitit, out anto the nzght

Three hundred feet of ftall.

Chorus

-

He was tound th- nuxt norning in the glen be)ow
With not one bone left whole A o
.. Bay a mass or e prayer good Lxuvelexa ull -
. For such a bold riders soul. = oo o o -
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LIBERTY

G ¢ 4 C @b 4§
3y the cross our Andrew bore
¢ g ¢cqg D

By the cword our ¥illlam wore
LC- C
the crchn poor Hcboert swore
o & i
To win our liberty. t

G
Ci%l' e falcon from the glen

"

C D
call the eagle from %Le ben

Cgal the licoh from his den

Toa' Jl)iterg.

wifl CUur

1y the man whose faith was old
3y the man they sold for gcld
By the man they'll never hold
He'll win qur literty:

Zall the ¢ Innesdale
Jall the spears, 0 Annandale
Call the trave o'er Yarrow Yale
To win our liberty.

3y the arm that bends tre “ew

ny the arm that pl es he Llow

By the arm that lays them low
He'll win our liberty,

2all the banners from the west
<all the raven from nis rest

nall ihe elans trai dance tre hbest
To win our libderty.

53y the field that once was gresn
Ay the shield, that sliver sheen
3y the sesrd in battlc Keen

He'll win our liderty:

Zless tha man whose faltih we hold
dless the man in chains tney soid
2less the man in cloth of gold

dha won our liberty.

Bless the man whose falth we hold
Bless the man in chains they sold
Bless the man in cloth of gold

Wha won our liberty.

... Bless the man in cloth of 803d‘f: n”1
S mwha won our. 11bextyl o
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LOM QF THE DANCE

WHEN SHE DANCED o~ THE WATER AND THE WIND WAS HER HORN
THE LADY LAUGHED ANO EVERYTHING  WAS BoAN ‘
WHEN shE LIT THE SunN IANO THE LIGHT GAVE Him BIRTH
THE (oRD OF THE DANCE FIRST APPEARED ON THE EAATH
' You

DANCE, DANCE WHEREVER A maAaY Be
! AMm  THE LORD o©r THE DANLE  sSAID HE

] LVE IN YoU , IF YoU LIVE IN ME

1 LERD You AL IN  THE DANCE SAID HE

I Slgep IN THE KEMEL AND ] DRANCE N THE RAIN
| DANCE IN WIND  AND THROUGH THE WAVING GRAIN

WHEN YOU cur mE DownN, 1 LARE NOTHING FOR THE PAaiN
IN THE SPRING M THE LORD OF THE DANCE ONCE AGAIN

| DANCE AT THE CIRCLE WHEN THE FLAMES LEAP yp HiGH
] DANCE IN FIRE AND | NEVER NEYER DIE
DANCE IN THE WAVES OF THE BRIGHT 3Summer S&A

it

AM  THE LORD OF THE WAVES  MYSTERY,

!  DANCE AT THE SAGBAT WHEN YOU DANCE OuT THE s?ét.t.
i DANCE AND SING THAT EVERYONE BE WELL .
WHEN THE DANCING'S QVER, DO NOT THINK THAT | AM GONE
TO LVE 1S TO DANCE , SO | DAncE oN AND. onN

L]




) THE MooN N Héa" PHASES , AND THE TIDES OF TUE sER
O. THE MOVEMENT OF THE EPRPRTHR AND THE SEASONS THAT WILL RE
; - ARE THE RHYMYM OF THE DANUNG ANDO A PromisE THROUGH THE YER
| THE DANCE GOES oN  THRouGH GUR TWY AND TERARS

| " THEY DANCED In THE DARKNELS, AND THEY DANCED IN THE NIGHT
' THEY DAMCED ON EARTH AND EVERYTHING WAS UGHT |
THEY DANCED OUT THE DRRXNESS, AND THEY TANCED IN THE DAwWN
AND THE DAY QF THE DANCING  STIU. GCES ON

THE HORN OF THE LADY C(ASTS TS  SOUMD 'CReSS  THE PLAIN
THE BIRDS oK THE NOTES AND GAIE THEM BACK  AGRUN
TIL THE GSCUND OF HER mMUSIC WAS A SCNG (N THE SKY
TD THAT  S0NG THERE 1S ONE REPY '

| SEE THE MAIDENS LAUGHING, AS THEY DANCE IN THE Sun/
AND | COUNT THE FRUITS OF HARVEST eNE BY anNE
I ®XNow THE 's_mf-lm IS ComiNG BUT THE GRAINS ALL STRRED
. SO ! DANCE THE DANCE (QF THE LAPY AND HER LoRp

WE DRNCE EVER SLOWER , AS THE L(EAVES FALL AND EP1N

MO THE SOUND OF THE Horn IS THE WAILNG OF THE w:fvb

THE EARTH IS WARPPED IN STIUNESS ANO WE moOVE IN A TRANCE
BUT wE Mo oN FAST TD OUR FAITH IN THE DANCE

w4
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THE SunN 1S IN THE SOUTHLAND AND THE DAYS GROLI CHILL
THE SOUND OF THE HORN {S FADING ON THE HILL

THE HORN SECIRCSHORM OF TUE HUNTER, AS HE RIDES CRoss THE PralN
AND THE LADY SLEEPS TIL THE SPRING CamES AGRIN

THE sSuN 1S IN THE S30uTHLAND AND THE DAYS LENGHEN P
AND SOCN WE WILL SiNg FOR THE WINTER THAT IS PAST

NOW WE UGHT THE CANDLES AND REIDICE AS THEY Born
AND WE DanCE THE DANCE OF THE SUN'S RETURN

|  GAZE ON THE HEAVEN AnD I GAZE oN THE EARTY
| FEEL THE PAaIN OF DYVING AND RERIRIH |
} LIFTT MY HMEAD IN GLAPNESS AND IN DPRAISE FOoR THE pay

OF THE DPANCE OF THE LOARD AND THE LADY GAY,




Som om0
1A ] e
q" 002¢ j peih e

LS . ()mf

Aor

Whenever I'm bored and in need of a lay
I po to the closet and gets me some hay
I po thethe window and spread it around
'Cause moose always comes when they'res hay on the ground

CHORUS:(And it's)Moose, Moose, I like a Moose

Itve never had anything quite like a moose
I've had many women, my life has been loose
But I've never had anything quite like a moose

Gorillas are o.k. for Saturday night

Lions and tigers they puts up a fight '

But it just aint the same when you slams there csboose
As it 1s when you jumps on the rumps of a moose

I've done it with all kind of bessties with hair
I'd do it with snakes if thelir fangs wasn't there
I've done it wibh walrus a duck and a goose

But I've never had anything quite like a moose

+f 1 had me a tortus a snail and a hair

ahe.
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When you re down on you ldick there's no women around |

" Well she blew me a_kiss and said.

I'd have me a snake if his fangs wasn't there
An ostriche is all wpong, the angels's obtooes
esides when you humps him he squalks 1like a goose.

When I was a young man I used to like girls

I'd fondle theit bodies and play with theyr curls
My girlfriend ran off with a salesman named bruce
Now you'd never be treated they way by a moose

Now I am o0ld and advanced in my 2xXx years
I loov back at 1iFfe and I shed me no tears
I sit in my chair with my glass of matoose
Playing hide the salimie with marvin the moose

Vi

And you're tired of your cattle, your sheep and your hound
The hest thing to please you that I've ever found
is a red headed moose in a sexy nightgouwn

When you fish at the fjord but just cant get a bite

When you reach for a mecad but just have an ale light
When you challenge some scoldiers who don't want to fight
A moose of the evening will keep you up for the night

When you walk through the forest, the weather will snow
But I sce 7 darlhing with her eyes aglow L

A moose is quite pleasing, this fact you must know‘
but her father is coming, so0 now [ muqt 80

I'm back in the village they' res people galore‘

~But I feecl so lonely, my life's such a bore " i
I see som big sntlers coming through my: fromt ‘doof
"I want gsome more

oy
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S MY GOD, HOW THE MONEY ROLLS IN! 3%
{My Boninle Lies Over the Ocean).

J?")‘ﬂ - My father makes book on the corner.
i » My mother makes second-hand gin.
{ My sister makes love for a dollar.

My God, how the money rolls in!

CHORUS: Rolls in, rolls in, my God, how the money rolls in, rolls in!
Rolls in, rolls in, my God.lhow the money rolls int
My grandma makes pink prophylactics.,
She punches the end with a pin.
- My grandpa does bootleg abortions.
My God, how the money rolls in!

My brother's a poor missionary.

He saves gorgeous women from sin.

He'll save you a blonde for five dollars.
Ny God, how the money rolls in!

My cousin's a poor dlrt farmer,
He tosses hlS crops in the bin,
He sells our when there is a shortage.
My God, how the money rolls inl

Ch, I'm just a poor mercenary.
I don't care if we lose or win,

3 As long as you're still here on payday.
My God, how the money rolls inl

My mother's a boarding-house keeper.
Each night as the lights grow dim,
She hangs a red light in the window,
My God, how the money rolls in!

My mother asks home politicians
To play in a night full of sin.
My father pops in with a camera.
My God, how the money rolls inl

My cousin sells shields to the Tartars.
The plywood they're made of is thin.
Myself, I'm renowned as a doctor.

My God, how the money rolls int

My brother, the poor mercenary,

He hires out to help people win. e
Since both sides are paying his salary.
My God how the money rolls in! : -




\1 Mope But Calontir

E. Huscatl, eriee (rom vevelry, 2,
freiny one last toast to gallsntry,
Then foin with Ring and Chivalry
To march spainst the {oe.

Eyrdean, take vyour speat in hand,
Let every able {ighter stand.

To guard the honor of our land
To battle wve musr go.

" Chorus:
LEft wvour eves to the skies
Where the golden Faleon flies 3,

Screaming out her battle cries

Te 1131 the foe with fear-o,

Don your hela snd tafse your mhield
Cry "Advance” and never yleléd,

T£)] atarding on that glotious field
s pene but Calontir-o,

S*L 5.
[
7.

in ansver to the battle ca)l

kn olden daves ve Ome An! all

01d sally forth from heorth and hall
The eneny to {sce.

Ye bravely served the Middlc Crowvn
And with vou! deeds ve wor rehwn
At sany foes ye battered down

With ax and bloody wace.

{Chorus}

Upon the {ield ve Rathered fame

and honor te the Fsleon's nare
Untll eur neble iapd broar:

A sovreisyn Reaje at kast.

Then at the thivternth Tenpnric wWap
Ye helped the Hiddle ax helove:
E'en thouph & €rosw the beicor wie
Ye'd nov forket your pac:

tChorus)

Amongst Lhe trers vithout o swead

While all around the battle torred

Tne stapdard beavet, Apdiev Ward,

Laocked naught of bravery.

For he £t wac, now henr ye well

Who when our valisnt Tfphters fel)

Did brave tht strean wvhete cefpentsz
dwelld .

To keep the Fslcon {ree

(Chorus)

In the woods tht Uragon reeled

Ard {slrered on the Chanplone' Field
But taking up & bowv he wheeled

A depperzte stand to make.

Then he wrote with falcon quill
"Lord Tygar, if you wish » kil}
Upon the mortov on the hill.

The bridres vou oust thrg

(Chorus)

¥ith allies pathered frun gler
From Marklaw! te the Sable Star
We formed a brothernosd on war
Upon the bridye trat dan

AR houts cravwled and bodies fell
We made that bridie & bl-ndy hell,
Then belstering th rest as well
The Typer we d14 [lay,

(Chorus) :

Hov raise the {lap su all can pec
The sysbol of our seveselgnty
And know that we will berd our knee
for no wan but our King!
The time of war again Je here,
The enemy is dravifig near
And tistening vith & wary ear,
S0 let 'ea hear you sing!
L

{Choruk) >

~~ Beron Hroil Ulfsson
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Olaf’s Legacy
words; Andrew Lyon ot Wolvenwood
Husic; Andrew Lyon of Wolvenwood

Event:

The strange msouthern god has King Olaf embraced

and struck out at Thor in the tenple,

And to ell our old gods ne has clioesed Norway’se doors,
70 Udin and treya and Thor

Udain and Freya and Thor.

The toul Sexon priepts, they wendger our lang

Their conguest great as any war,

wWith a book in their lett, and ocur hing at right hand
171l pray to great One-eye no more,

Fray to great Une-eye no more.

Now 1l’ve a stout sahap and a fuli crew of men

But 1711 to ceep sea go nNo mole, :

No, 1’1l not raise a sail, and 1’14 not ship an oar
Without Udin and ltreya anc Thor

Odin and Freya and Thor.

The new Christian god with our woros we obey
But our minda are the same as before,

And deep in our hearts the old templee remain
For Odin and Freya and Thor,

Udin and treys and Thor.
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Paval's song Ef) e )
Iosivich to the war has come
On the Pennsic field you will find him
His groin protectlon he has girded on
And discretion slung behind hlm.

Oh taste my steel and d& he cries
As he hacks, and stabs, and charges;
For twenty wounded spearmen make
One hell of a julicy target!

Oh Paval fought, and the tuchux fell,
'neth his weapons bloody and fearsom.
They spy & wren on a tabbert of green,
And they flee in fear before him,

But do they flee in fear of death?

Or do they fear dishonour?

More likely still, I think they fear,
The oder of his armor!

PART 1I_--{THE FEAST)--Chrystofer Kensor

Iosivich to the feast has come

In the back of the hall you will find him
His wooden trencher he has filled up,

And has a case of &haffers behind him,
Taste these tomatoes and die he cries,

As he €ats, and drinks, and beslches!

For twenty thugs at a table makes,

One hell of a mess to c¢lean upl

Oh Paval sat, and the servers came

With their platters of food, so arclane,
Across the room, there's a plate of eggrolls
And he knocks out the king/queen to get them,
But can he do this anywhere?

Or is it because he's so suave?

If you ask me, then I'11 tell you;

There's no one like thePaval.’




... But. leave us alone and you'll see,

A PICT SONG
FProm "Puck of Pook's Hill," by Rudyard Kipling

Rome never looks where she treads,

Always her heavy hooves fall,

On our stomachs, our hearts, or our heads,
And Rome never heeds when we bawl.

Her sentries pass on-~that is all,
And we gather behind them in hordes,
And plot to reconquer the Wall,

With only our tongues for our swords.

We are the little folk--we!

Too little to love or to hate,

But leave us alone and you'll see,
How we can drag down the State!

We are the worm in the wood,
We are the rot at the root,
We are the germ in the blood,
We are the thorn in the foot!

Mistletoe killing an ocak--

Rats gnawing cables in two--
Moths making holes in a cloak--
How they must love what they dol

Yes, --and we Little Folk too,

We are as busy as they--

Working our works out of view--
Watch, and you'll see it some day!

No indeed! We are not strong,
But we know peoples that are,
Yes, and we'll guide them along,
To smash and destroy you in warl

We shall be slaves just the same? ..

Yes, we have always been slaves; : -
But you--you will die of the shame,

And then we shall dance on your graves!

We are the little folk--wel
. Too little to love or to hate,

.~ How we can drag down the State!
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THE QUEST

~-Kipling

The Knight came home from the quest, muddied and sore he came,
Battered of shield and crest, bannerless, bruised, and lame,
Fighting we take no shame; better is man for a fall.

Merrily borne, the bugle-horn answered the warder's call:

"Here is my lance to mend; here is my horse to be shot:
Ay, they were strong, and the fight was long,
But I paid as good as 1 got.

"Oh dark and deep their van that mocked my battle-cry.

I could not miss my mwan, but I could not carry by.

Utterly whelmed was I, flung under, horse and all."
Merrily borne, the bugle-horn answered the warder's call:
"Here is my lance to mend; here is my horse to be shot.
Ay, they were strong, and the fight was long,
But I paid as good as I got.

"My wounds are noised abroad, but theirs my f{oemen cloaked.
Ye see my broken sword, but never the blades she broke.
Paying them stroke for stroke, good hansel over alil.”
Merrily borne, the bugle-horn answered the warder's call:
"Here is my lance to mend: here is my horse to be shot;
Ay, they wecre strong, and the fight was long,
But I paid as good as I got.

"My shame ye count and know. Ye say my quest is vain,
But ye have not seen my foe; ye have not told his slain.
Surely he fights again and again, but when you prove his line
There shall come to your aid my broken blade
In this last, lost fight of mine!
Here is my lance to mend; here is my horse to be shot:
Ay, they were strong, and the fight was long,
But I paid as good as I got."

Lt
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Sigurd the Jarl of the Orkney Isles,

ag Called to his banner a -viking band,

And sailed to Dublin to make himself

‘King of the Irish land. . .

But crowns are never so quickly won,

The Norns, they well know i
. The king of the Irish blocks our way

- We must to battle go. .. ‘

The Raven banner of the Orkney Jarl

brings luck in battle but it's bearer dies
Two men have fallen 'neath its wings today,
but still the raven flies.

The Jarl tells a third man to take it up,
The third man answers no

"The devil's your own, take it up yourself,
And back to battle go."

"1pig fitting the begger should bear the bar,"
Replies the Jarl,"And I'll do so here,"

He fought with the banner tied around his waist
And fell to an Irish spear.

He died and the Irish broke our line,

We had no chance but flight,

But I'm not worried--it's a long way home;

I won't get there toninght.

“he Norns have woven a bloody web,
lapestry woven of guts and bone,
And parcelled it out 4o the Jeswh hogt--
Qur day in Ireland's done., ¢tvv
The grey wolf howls, and the ravens soar
ﬁﬁgvgd§ e_arrowi flight,

n is waitin b
For some of us ton%ngt?yoéd the fray

THE RAVEN BANNER  (Wordss Malkin Gray/Tune: Peragrynne Windrider = -

[




- Death to every foe and traitor! .

THE RISING OF THE MOON

Oh, then tgll me, Sean O'Farrell,
Tell me whg you hurry so,

"Hush, MacDgugai Hush and 1%stent®
And his chgeks were ail aglgw. _

"I bear ogders from the Captain,
Get you rgady guick and soon,

For the pﬁkes must be tOggther,

By the rgsing of the mgon."

chorus;
By the riéTng of the moon,

By the riging of the moon,

For the pEkes must be tOggther,

By the rgsing gf the mgqn.

Oh then, tell me, Sean QO'Farrell,
Where the gathering is to be,

"In the old spot, by the river,
Right well known to you and me."
"One word more, for signal tcken,
Whistle up the marching tune,

With your pike upon your shoulder,
By the rising of the moon."

Out of many a mud-walled cabin,

Eyes were watching through the night,
Many a manly heart was throbbin',

For the coming morning light.

Murmurs ran alonq the valley,

Like the Banshee's lonely croon, .

And a thousand pikes were flashing,-
By the rising of the moon .

-

There, beside that singin’ rlver,
That dark mass of men was seen,
Far above their shining weapons,
Hung their own beloved green. '

Forward, strike the marching tune, :.

l Arml bo for Freedoml’
h§ tgg risfng g? the moont
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The Risin’ ©' the Stan tbennsic AT versioend
To the thirfeenth Fennsic stiurpic, the Finw of talentir
Jeurneved with his army in the surmer ! the yeat.
And there tec help hir swite the Midreale’s enemies 10 uvat
Carc a Lani of Anstecrrans b¥ the Risian' 0' the Star,

Chorus: By the Risin’ ™' tie Stat, the Rigin® 0 tne Star
Care & band of Ansteartrans by the Risin' €' the Star,

1n the woods there was disaster; the Champions met defeat;

'en though the Midrealm archers< wvon, the East-mer thought it seeet,
AEZ they Yittle dreamed that anvthing thel: victery could rar,

Rut they cverlooked the Falcen and Lhe Pisin’ O the Star,

{Chorur}

Al the Battle tor (he Bricier slaanhter €§d abounc,

The Cailon <hteliewail held for hoers and bedlec hic the ereund,
Then cane the fina! selec and fnlk fron near and izt

Were witnes< to the plory cf the Risin’ ' the Star.

{Cheruys)

The Calon standard bearer bore the Falcon on his arm

And the flashing sword of Lady Acruin kept ft safe from harm,
In the thickest of the battle, {t ne'er received a scar,

Sow the Talcon hails the Keron by the Risin' ' the Star.

{(Chorur}

Then vhen King Elfahu preparcd to make his stand

Thete besfide his shoulder vas the bold Sif lronhand,

She vho wields her shining weapons Ifke the Har Cod's avatar
Aand the Dragon's c¢all was answered by the Risin' 0' the Star,

{Chorus)

Now when the ffnal blow was struck, & cheer tang from the hill,
For the Dragon stood In triumph and the Tvger'd missed his kill,
And the snclent Gods wept tears of joy observing f1ow afer

The Chivalry and Honor of the Ansteorran Star.

0f the Anstecrran Star, the AnsteorTan Star,

The Chivelty and Honor of the Ansteortsan Star,

Oh, the Risin' O' the Star, the Ristan' 0' the Star
Cry Vivat! for Anstevria and the Risin' €' the Star.

-~ Faren Hrell Cl!sson

..
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Rollin' to Jerusalem

(tune: "The Gallant Forty-Twa")
by Lord Brom Blackhand

We were hangin' out near London,
Chasin' maids and raisin' hell,
We'd robbed a couple churches,
We were doin' pretty well.+

We got a note from lLionheart,
These were the words it bore:
Your King says get your asses out
And fight the holy war, '

Chorus:

Rollin' to Jerusalem on a summer's day,
Hackin' on the Infidels gettin' in our way,
We're gettin' rich and famous,

And it's God we're fightin' for.

We're bloody hot and thirsty,

But by damned we're never bored.

We saddled up and rode

And crossed the ocean with the fleet,
And we rode quickly eastward

For the enemyto meet.

We baftled with the Paynims,

And we killed them by the score,
They did the same to us next month;

It was that kind of war.

chorus

Well, we met them on the battlefield

To see who was the best,

When we weren't fightin' with 'em

We were playin' 'em at chess,

Now they wear chainmail, we wear robes,
We all git on the floor, .

It's times like these I wonder

What the hell we're fightin' for.

chorus




Rosin the Bow

1, I've travelled all over this world
And now to another I go
And I know that good guarters are waiting
To welcome old Rosin the Bow

Chorus:To welcome 0ld Rosin the Bow
To welcome o0ld Rosin the Bow
And I know that good quarters are waiting
To welcome o0ld Rosin the Bow

2, When I'm dead and laid out on the counter
4 volce you will hear from below
Sayinr send down a hogshead of whiskey
To drink with old rosin the bow

i Chorus:To drink with old rosin the bow
E To drink with o0ld rosin the bow
; Saying send down a hogshead of whiskey
To drink with old rosin the bow

3. fnd get a helf dozen stout fellows
ind sback ‘em all up in a row
Let 'em drink out of half gallon bottles
To the memory of rosin the bov '

v

Chorus:To the memory of rosin the bow
i To the memory of rosin the bow
5 Let 'em drink out of h=1f gallon bottles
i To the memory of rosin the bow

4, Then get this half dozen stout fellows
tnd let them all stagger and go
ind dig a great kole In the medow
And in &t put rosin tbe bow

Chorus:And in it put rosin the bow
And in it put rosin the bow
And dig a great hole in the medow
And in it put rosin the bow

5, Then get ye a couple of bottlhks

Put one at me head and me toe S
! With & dimorid ring scratch upon them '
? The name of old rosin the bow o

Chorus:The neme of old rosin the bow
: . The name of o0ld rosin the bow . :
With a dlamen ring scratch upon . them 5
The name of 14 osin the bho

ilfeel that old tyrant approachin
That_cruel remorseless old foe-
And I 1ift up me glass in his honour

f"_'Take a drink with old rosin the:-bow

"3  Chorus
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The Scet

AEN]

1

Well, a Stotsman clad in a kilt left the bar one evenin’® fairv,

and cne could tell by how he walked that he’d drunk mere than his
shar e,

He Tumbled “reound until he could no longer keep his feet

fid stumbiled oft inte the grass to sleep heside the street.

Ring-ding-ding-diddle-di-e-o, ring-di-diddle-1-o,

he stusbled off into the grass to sleep beside the street.

Ahout that time two yeung and levely aivls just happened by,

ne says to the other with a twinkle in here eyve,

"SQep yvon cleeping Scoteman so strong and handoome built?

I wonder 11 1t7s true what they don®t wear beneath the kilty"
Ring-ding-ding-diddle-di—e-o, vring di-diddle-1-0,

I wonder 1t 1t7s true what they don™t wear bswvnesth the B1l1t7?

They crept up on thet sleeping Scotsman guiet as could be,
lifted up his ki1lt about an inch so they could see.

and th=re behold {for them to view beneath hie Scottish zhirk
was nothin® more than God had graced him with upeoon his birth.
Ring-divg-ding-diddlie—di-e-oy ving-di-diddle-i—-0,

was nebliin® more than God had graced him with vpon his bivth,

They marvelled for a moment then one saids "He must be gone.
Let’s leave a present for oy friend before we move along. !
A a gift they left a blue silk ribbhon tisd into a bow
arowd the bovnle-star the Scot®s kilt did lift and show.
Fing-ding-ding-diddle-di-e-coy ring—di-diddie-i1-c,

avouwnd the bomme-slar the Goot's kilt did 114t and show,

Mow the Sccieman woke o natwe™ s call and stumbled towardes the
ty 8-S

brehaind the hush he litte his ki1lt and gawvks at what he sees.

fyvrd i a startled volce he says to what®™s bhefore his eves,

"Ahy Iads I doen’t koow wheve you beepns bhut T oscee yvyou won first
prize.”

Ring-ding-ding-diddie-di-e-os ving-di-diddle-i-o,
"fhe lad, T don™t kaow where youd beens but I see you won fliel
pri-e,"
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SONG OF THE PEOPLES

Traditional

(Tune: "They'll Know We Are Christians')

Oh, they sleep with their ponies and they very seldom wash, {SING TWICE)
And they drink fermented mare's milk and they very often slosh,

And we'll know they are Mongols by their smell, by their smell,

And we'll know they are Mongols by their smell.

Oh, they mount on their ponies and forth they do ride, (SING TWICE)
And whenever they get upwind, the peasants choke and hide,

And we'll know they are Mongols by their smell, by their smell,

And we'll know they are Mongols by their smell,

Oh, they sound like a landslide that is going in reverse, (SING TWICE)
And a trio of tone-deaf mules could hardly sound worse,

And we'll know they are Scotsmen by their songs, by their songs,

And we'll know they are Scotsmen by their songs.

Oh, they play on an instrument that makes a dead dog flee, (SING TWICE)
And just to hear their music makes a foeman bend his knee,

And we'll know they are Scotsmen by their songs, by their songs,

And we'll know they are Scotsmen by their songs.

Oh, they set sail for England and arrive south of France, (SING TWICE)

,-And they stomp on the floorboards and they think that it's a dance,

And we'll know they are Vikings 'cause they're dumb, 'cause thej’re dumnb. '
Yes, we'll know they are Vikings 'cause they're dumb,

Oh, they love to loot cattle and rape wenches too, (SING TWICE)
But they sometimes get it backwards and they don't know what to do,

‘And we'll know they are Vikings 'cause they're dumb, 'cause thev're dumb,

Yes, we'll know they are Vikings 'cause they're dumb,

They keep pigs'in the kitchen and they eat with their knives, {SING TWICE)
And they take entertainment in the sleaziest of dives,

And we'll know by their manners that they're Huns, that they're Huns,

Yes we'll know by their manners that they're Huns,

Oh, they sleep on the table or you'll find them beneath, (SING TWICE)
And whenever folk get married they will send a funeral wreath,

And we'll know by their manners that they're-Muns, that they're Huns,
Yes, we'll know by their manners that they're Huns,

Oh, they drink beer and whiskey and th;:.y never sober up, (SING TWICE)
And they smell like rancid stills and their breath can dragons stop,
And we'll know they are Celtics by their booze, by thelr booze, _
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i "‘ Oh, they ferment all their shamrocks and they make some Rivengut, (SING TWICE)
’ And if you take a real big swig you'll end up on your butt,

And we'll know they are Celtics by their booze, by their booze,

Yes, we'll know they are Celtics by their booze.

Oh they leap upon ladies and they very often miss, (SING TWICE)

And when ladies faint from their bad breath they think that it's their kiss,
And the Frenchmen all think that they're Don Juan, they're Don Juan,
And the Frenchmen ali think that they're Don Juan.

They spend hours at the mirror and rehearsing all their lines, (SING TWICE)
When their lady yawns from boredom, it's from passion she repines,

And the Frenchmen all think that they're Don Juan, they're Don Juan,

And the Frenchmen all think that they're Don Juan.

They wear lace at their collars and they show their legs in tights, (SING TWICE)
And the colours of their clothing would make the darkness bright,

And we'll know they are Tudors 'cause they're fops, 'cause they're fops,

Yes we'll know they are Tudors 'cuase they're fops.

They wear tunics so short that they barely cover the gut, (SING TWICE)
And the ladies like to vote on which one has the best butt,

And we'll know they are Tudors 'cause they're fops, 'cause they're fops,
Yes, we'll know they are Tudors 'cause they're fops.

”1‘;" From The Eastern Kinpdom Songbook

THE YIKING CHRISTMAS CAROL
By Gwendolyn ap Llewelyn
{Tune: "The Wassail Song")

Here we come a'pillaging
Among the leaves so green.
Here we come a'robbing,
So bold to be seen.

CHORUS: Rape and {ire come 10 you,
And to all your country too,
And we'll send you some Vikings
And a horde of Huns this year -- -~
And we'll send you a horde of _Huns this year.

We are not small-time raiders -~
We sack from shore 10 shore' '
And we have rabblerousers = - R
Whom you have seen be{ore. CHORUS
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end bou:s at the mirror and rehearsing all their ®lines,”

vice)

When their ledy yawne from boredon, it's from paselon she repines,
Apd thie Prenchmen all think thet they're Don Juan.,..

They a{

#0n, they sit in the cafe eating gurlic all the day, (tnice)
And 1he{ eurely keep the vempires and the other folk avay,
And 1 know they're Italiane by tbeir breath.,..

®0h, t?ty en; their spley peste mnd they wosh 4t down with wine,
trice
The odors are incredible rhene'er they eit to dine,
And we'll knov they're Italians by their breath...,

##0L, they walk through the doormay and they tell you their nanes,
Anc the folk spy, "gesundheit,™ and it'e eimays the same;
Ho one elme cer pronmounce it so they make it all a guoe,
Andé we'll mow they are Welshmen by thelr speesh.,..

#nph, they write mongs and lyries and they write eples too, (tvice)
Lné vhen seen it's made wholly of "1's™, "y'#" and "w'e®,
And we'l)l know they mare Welshmen by theilr speech,...

wxn0k, they toss off their vodka and they live 4in their fure, (tuice)
And tbey eat with their fingere and they u]aap with thedr herds,
And you'll lmow they are Ruselans 'cauvse they're slobs....

eeauOh, their beds are full of insects and their hair is full of lice,
. (twice)
And their homee are full of vermin and their eheepe repells their
rdice,
Ané you' 11 Xnov they sre Buselans ‘cause 1hey re BlobB., ..

—Tjuk¥a the Guardian,
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REMEMBER  (Star Drive)

The Star Drive was discovered on 8 planet of Centaurus

By 8 race that built thelr clties when the Larth was flaming gas,
They swept across the star lanes In the dawning of Creation,

And a miilion years of Empire came to pass,

Their successors were a swarm of mighty insects from Orion.
They did not have the Star Drive; but they did not ever die,
They smashed a dying Empire and then settled down to rule it;
And another million years, or so, went by,

The insects were supplanted when the Drive was re-discovered.

They could not stop rebellion when they could not catch their foes.
And the Tzen became the rulers, They were reptiles from Arcturus;
And they worshipped the black swamps from which they rose.

But the Tzen were few in number, and the Universe is mighty;
And they felt their domination slip away between their claws,
Others fought for donination; and the Universe was 'chaos.

And on farth, a creature shaped flint with its paws.

t
How the first ones are forgotten, and the Insccts ‘but a memory;
And the creature called Man stands upon the threshold of his fame.
But, remember, puny farthlings -~ There were others here before you,
And still others who will follow in your Tlame!

----- Buck and Juanita Coulson




%~ And- they all wound-up. .a_ bunch of: drunken_ bums'.

MEMORANDUM (tune: Star Drive)

TN
)

The Star Drive was discovered in nineteen twenty-seven

In the city of Sheboygan by a man named Erwin Krause,
He shouted out, "Eureka!'" And his wife said, "You've been drinking!
Get out, and don t you come back in this house‘“

But "Wild Irish Rose'" is mighty, and his backers few in number;
So he spent his time imbibing at the Xozy Korner Bar.

One night while on a bender, he drank the Star Drive fluid;
Now they watch for him each night at Palomar,

His successor was a journeyman machinist named O'Ryan,

Who worked the four-to-midnight down at Union Tool and Die,

One night, he spilled some coffee on the drive shaft of his drillpress,
And it turned bright blue and took off for the sky,.

But the union said that star drives were not in his job description,
And he could not make them on the job without seniority;
So he tried to sell the secret to ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION,

Who rejected it in June of '43,

----- Campbell said the plot lacked character development.

Then some twenty-nine years later, in the town of Tallahassee,

A guy who worked for NASA making weather maps of Mars

One night while sorting laundry left his "stash" in his shirt pocket;
And the Bendix burped and took off for the stars.

So he sent a special package of the secret Drive propellant

with a letter of instruction to his boss in Washington,

But the letter never got there; and they busted him for pushing --
While the package orbitted the Pentagon!

Now the secret is fergotten and completely lost to mankind,
Safely buried in Dead Letters at the U.S. P,0.D,

But somewhere near Antares there's an Army surplus Bendix
And a drillpress which is worshipped secretly,

Now the first one's still in orbit, and O'Ryan's on the Bowery,
While the guy who works for NASA cannot find it in his sums.

So, remember, puny egghead -- There were others here before you,
And they all turned out a bunch of drunken bums!

e

NOTE: THE LAST STANZA MAY ALSO READ:

Now the first one's still in OTblt, and O'Ryaﬁes on the Bowery,
And the guy from NASA: still can't find the Star Drive in his sums.
So, remember, puny cgghead -~ There were others here before you, 7~




(tune: Star Drive)

L]

{EMORANDUM - - ADDENDUM

The Drive was rediscovered by a brewer out in Blackhawk

Who was. making metheglin, or at least that was his plan,
He was trying out a sample when he took off like slow lightning;

Now a new star shines out near Aldebaran,

But he left the brew behind him; and it traveled to the Province,

Yhere it was taken to a revel given by the §.C.A,
The chivalry consumed it and picked up their swords and armour,

And promptly set out on the High Crusade,

The brew was left behind again, and the Dark Horde's Mongols found it;
They thought that it would make a welcome change from "jungle juice."
And now the Earth's deserted, and the Mongols roam the star lanes,
Look out, you stars! The Horde's still on the loose!

Now, the brewers still make metheglin; the chivalry makes tourneys;
And the Horde is making out with any girl that they can find,

So, 1f you find a half-{full bottle, think of my little story --

The next drink you get could really blow your mind!

And the fate of those who left the brew behind.)

(ALTERNATE LINE:




THOR'S SON

by Robert E. Howard
Melody by Arwyn Antarae

Serpent prow on the Afric coast

Doom on the Moorish town;

And this is the song the stéersman sang
As the dragonship swept dowmn:

I followed Asgrimm Snorri's son around the world and halfway back,

And ‘scaped the hate of Galdjerhrun who sank our ship off Skagerack.

I lent my sword to Hrothgar then; his eyes were ice, his heart was hard
He fell with half his weapon-men to our own kin at Mikligard.

And then for many a weary moon I labored at the gzlley's oar

Where men grow maddened by the rune of row-locks clacking evermore.

Put I survived the reeking rack, the teil, the whipsg that burned & gashed
The spiteful Greeks that scarred my back & trembled even while they lashe

They sold me on an Fastern block; in silver coins their price was paid;
They girt me with a chain & lock; I laughed and they were sore afrzid,
I toilled among the olive trees until a night of hot decire

Blew me a breath of outer seas and filled my veins with curious fire.

Then I arose and broke my chain and laughed to know that I was free,
And battered out my master's brain and fled and gained the open sea.
Beneath a copper sun adrift, I shunned the proa & the dhow,

Until T saw & sail uplift, and saw and knew the dragon prow.

On, Fast of sands and sunlit gulf, your blood is thin;
Your gods are few;
You cculd not break the Northern wolf and now the wolf has turned
On you,
The fires that light the coasts of Spain fling shadows
On the Eastern strand.
Masters, your slave has come again with torch and axe in his red hand!

reprinted from:
The Three River's Songbook

. .
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Page 96
THREE BARGAINERS
Words and Music by Andrew of Wolvenwood
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The greedy knight was in his tent, his gold and jewels before him
He'd robbed it all from pilgrims rich, the guilt he felt it tore him,
He knew to take the battle field would mean his death for certain,
He sent a prayer to heaven then in hopes to ease his burden:
"Don't let it be me, oh Lord, the gold I will repay it,
If you have made your 3udgement, Lord, 1 do pray that you stay it,

A chapel fine I will build hli y upon my soul | swear thee,
1f 1 live through tomorrow, Lord, your servant knight e'er I'll be."

The king sat high uron his throne, a-brooding, beard in hand,
His peasants did all starve and die, he'd overtaxed his land,

His greed for wealth did cloud his eye, his war-lust filled his heart,
He saw it clear so sent a prayer before the battle's start:

"Don't let it be me, oh Lord, the taxes I'll bring down,
'l ease the peasants' burden, Lord, in shire, wood and town,

Don't let it be me, oh Lord, the land does need its king,
Bring us victory tomorrow, Lord, your praises for to sing.”

The battle it went well, they say, but for the other side,
The squire, knight and king, they fought, and bravely did they die,

Back to back and shield to shield they slew many a mighty foe,
Till a brutal charge of mounted knights laid three bargainers low.

COME AWAY

Words and Music by Aed of Avigdore

D Dm CHCRUS: Come away
. Am Am Come away
P AmD D Lady wait by the sea.
D D Come away
Am Am My lady gav
D AmD D Say that you'll wait for me,
D D AmAm The sea has been a-callin'
D AmD D Lady-come away by the sea;
D b AmAm And you must know that | have to go
D AmD D Stil 'l cone back for thee,

My ship's in the harbor, 1 have to go
Lady come away by the sea;

You'll spend my voyage praying 1 know
Praying a watch over me. .

The sea winds layed open the. wte% in my heart
Lady come away by the sea;
And now more then ever 1 know I'll do my part
When I sall back home to thee.

v.'e're saalmg 10 port nOW there Isee your home
" Lady come away by the sea; ;. :

© . Now let us marry, I've had my roam .
" And it proved how much I love thee, *




THE TWO Magicians

She looked out at the window, as white as any mill;
And he looked in at the window as black as any sill.

CHORUS |
Hello, hello, hello, hello ye ‘coal-black smithl!

Ye have done me no harm,
Ye never shall have me maidenhead,

That I have kept so long. )
“T*'d rather die a maid,"--ah, but then she said:

"And be burried all in me grave -
vThan to have such a nasty, husky, dusty, fusty, musty, cole-black smith

“A maiden I will die."

She became a duck, a duck all on the streams
And he bacame a water dog, and fetched her back again

She became a star, a star all in the nighf;
And he became a thunder cloud, and muffled her out of sight,

She became a rose, a rose all in the wood;
And he became 2 bumble bee, and kissed her where she sitood.

She became a nun, a nun all dressed in white;
And he became a canting priest, and prayed for her by night.

She became a trout, a trout all in the brook;
And he became a feathered {ly, and catched her with his hook,

She became a corpse, a corpse all in the ground:
And he became the cold (grey) clay, and covered her all around.




\/Gl€ﬂ5 5019 - f554&1j October 12,1985
To The Tune of " If I Only Had A Brain"

I could arm myself in deerskin, I wouldn't have to wear tin

If Valens was My name
I'd have a shield just like my brother, And have Dobbin for my mother

I could bring Bam-bl to fame,

I could be the King's Champ pe-on
I'd carry round his weapons, I'd stand around at Court
I could plek him out some womeu, l:ﬁéﬁqutwé' 1€ the King vent swinning

I could really be & sport.

I'd drink a lot of beer, While Richard was near

I'd darink it +111 I got a little queer
And then I'd drink another beer.

I Could l1ive in Chanute, the girls would find me quite cute

They'd really love my van
Then I could go off fighting, mnd leave all the women sighing

I could prove 1 was s man,

I could fly around on New Years , dJdust like r Christman Reindeer

Exploding oil to blame
Fab'lous Flying Flatrock Brothers, It was & feat done by no others

It was then 1'd wish for brains

I'd drink a lot of beer, While Richard was near
I'd drink 1t $111 I got a litile queer
And then I'd drink another beer

If I fought and got a boo boo , Upon my little tu tu

That nesrly nade me lame
I'd say I monghaft Katriana, And my toes she did step on-a

Cause dancing's not my game

I./_,,,,_ e
I could be & squire;va fyrdman, A hoosecarl and s wierdman

A torse and mallet, too
I'd come late to feasts with Knights and Kings, and wenches and all knds of things

I'd love 1% wouldn't you, oh yer , I would, me too

I'd drink a lot of beer, While Richard was near
I'd drink it +111 I got a little gueer
And then I'd drink snother beer,
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.WHACK THEIR PEE-PEES (Calontir's Pennsic XV battle cry/song)

(to the tune of the drunken sailor)
Whack,whack, whack their pee-pees ;
Whack, whack, whack their pee-pees;

thCk, whack, whack their pee-~ pees;
Eizxlie in the morning

Make 'cm fight Roger without any armor.,.

Hit 'em in the cup with a six foot great sword...
Make the shield wall out of lefties...

Five on one and all throwing leg shots.,..

Take not both, but all their legs...

Switch blue lighting for their gatoraid,.,.
Make them share a tent with Paval,..
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Sing, TL,, 5%, Be % e lovrs




