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) I A. s. Z.,'\Il l 

l ' , ,, ll who r ead this , Greetings ! 

i ~~ t l, .. , \~ar of the Lilies last l'1ay , just a few short weeks ago , some members of 
r' r::,rony of the Eldern Hills (La\Vton , OJ<) signed up t o fight as mercenaries 
i ~ H'IG YOUR l11AIL, a chainrnail busine ss 0\med by Lord Isleif Brimstone. 

I ') · t , if no t all , of us had nev D pl~ in Calontir before. \~e didn 1 t know 
· .. ,, . :_ to expect , or when to expect it. • 

.1;--: . :.~ encountered was an organized event , exce llent food , sturdy fighte rs (and 
, .:e n ::;'...urdier drinkers ), a tolerant King (with regards to drunks) , and many new 
: ! .J.e11d .'j . \ve were ove n·.1helrned by the courtesy and concern for our well-being(s) , 
. ·1d nror e than thrilled to r ealize that v.'e \·X)Uld be seeing our new friends in just 
, f e v.1 \·leeks at Interkingdo11 . 

· •.1 s:_: . 1ay night He indulged in much drink (mostly sake and plum Hine , although I 
·) 1 • . .._- U.l rum , eek and beer as we ll) and sang a great many songs. Some of the 

>!lgs .·:ere new to us (such as FLYING J-iAli·ISTERS, the v.urds for Hhich I am still 
_, tel, ; Il'J ) , and sorne \·.Jere new to the Calontirians . They asked us to bring the 
1 ·X•Y · t-o some of our songs to Interkingdom as they eyed my songbook with more 
I •1an ?. l ittle envy . 

'_·ne sC' 1gbook I mention , by the ,,ray , was coordinated by the Hon. Lady Geta 
:~e::;> ! 1 1ra din l·iallachia. There are songs in there I don 1 t know a danm thing 
•. r.x:>ut , but I expect I will so:ne day. I add to the songbook too. It is because 

f 1• •• effort s that I am able to publish this abbreviated version . I guess Lady 
t , 1d I are just gluttons for puni shment ; s he i s the Kingdo:n drronicler for 

.~ · :-ra , and I am her predecessor (but _!_ got out ! ) • 

• .. . 1 , · , having never been one to deny a f riend (or friends , as this case s hows ) , 
! .-J .-· ' ~ your songbook of so~ne of our bawdier (or raunchier ) songs. I 1 ve tried 

i' i.': in the ones you heard at Lilies , a lthough I don 1 t quite recall E.XACI'LY 
' •<-L · t was we \·.ere singing. I have ,,underful impressions of a really GCX>D 
; Jr .. ·, ;mo some lively popcorn that r eally spiced up my innards. 

'1j ( •} l Pl ease keep these as our gifts to you, and keep in touch ! /11ake .sure to 
! ( r ) : 1y U1e HUG YOUR MAIL lxloth at Pennsi c 1 or any other events ! 

., ' 

~· . {_, \_. L ? I..._.. I::_­
.-:ely l J.1ria de Tabriz 



f-JY lvU!l : A!Jd il ' s J Jo:.~se , moose , I likesa moose 
I ' ve never had anything quite likesa mcx:>se 
I 've had many \·lO!ncn , my life has been l oose 
But I ' ve never had anything quite lil<esa moose 

\·Jhe n I \'las a yoW1g man I used to like girls 
I pl<tye d \·lith their lxxlies and fondled their curls 
' 'J'il my girlfriend ran off with a salesman named Bruce 
No1·.> you ' d never be treated that way by a mcx:>se 

\ -,7he n I am in need of a very good l ay 
I go to my closet and get me some hay 
I go to the window and spread it around 
'Cause moose always come \·Jhen there ' s hay on the groW1d 

REFRl\IN 

No·,o.~ J ' ve done it \\'ith all kinds of beasties with hair 
I ' ve done it with snakes when their fangs are not there 
I ' ve done it \·lith a walrus , a duck and a goose 
Bul I ' ve ne ve r had m1ything quite ~ike a moose 

REFRAIN 

';orillas are all right for Saturday night 
Lions and tigers the y puts up a fight 
Bul it ' s just not the same vlhen you SLA1•1 their ca.lx:>ose 
l 'IS t he fee ling you get \\~len you humps with a moose 

REf'l~UN 

I ' ve done it \'lith l adies \·.•i th hair to the i r ass 
I 've done it on s ilk and I've done it on grass 
I've d:me it with tight ones and some that are 
Bul I ' ve ne ve r had anytyhing quie like a moose 

P-ErRi\ IN 

SLO~·.Tl.Y • 

l~o'.·.J lhat I ' m old and advanced in my years 
I l ou!< back on life and I sheds n~ no t ears 
1\s I s it in my chair with my gl ass of t1ateus 

l oose 

( Fl1S'J' } Playing hide the salami with t-1arvin the Moose 

REf'RIIJN 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * ~ * * * * * * * ~ * * * ~ * ~ ~ * * * * 
G/\Lh'/\Y Bl\Y 

1:-~ybo ~omeday I ' 11 go back again to Ire l a nd , 
If my clea r old wife \·.uuld only pass awa y. 
Oll , ~;h(' 1 S nearly broke my heart wilh all her nagg.in ' -­
Sllc ' :j qot a nouth t hat ' s jus t as big as G21lwa y B::ly . 



G/\Ili'fAY BAY con ' t 

tve ll, s he <.!rinks her sixteen pints of Guiness ~rter 
1\nd the n ge ts up and walks home without a S\·Jay . 
If the great salt sea \·las bee r instead of \oJater 
Sure my wife •:.ould live and die in Cah1ay Bay. 

She drinks her sixteen pints at Haim Sweeney ' s , 
And Roy the r e says "I think it ' s time to go. " 
\•le ll , she never tries to speak to him in Gaelic , 
But in a tongue the clergy do not knm1. 

On he r back rny \•life 1 s tattooed a map of Ireland 
l\nd whe n s he takes het:" bath on Saturday , 
She rubs the bar of soap around Baclatha 
Just to •:~atch them suds roar out from Gah1ay Bay. 

* * * * * * * * *'* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * ~ k 

IT ' S A SMALL WAR by Lord Isleif Brimstone 

Chorus 
It 1 s a small \·Jar after all 
It ' s a wet war after ail 
It 1 s a fun \·Jar· after all 
lt 1 s a s mall \·Jar after all 

On a field of grass \·lith a thousand knights 
~·!e all came out t o e njoy the fight 
'Tho 1 \•/e 1 re perfec tly sane , you might think that \·:e 1 re Dane s 
It 1 s a small \·1ar after all 

We got up early before first light 
~·/hen \·. c~ hit the field we \•:ere quite a sight 
\•lith our greats\•;ords and spears , and a fe1·1 kegs of beer 
It 1 s a fun war after all 

Sir Gerard staggered forward and held up his S\·iord 
And he s houted "I'll Hhip all your asses mi 1 lords !" 
When no one appeared, he we nt back for rr:ore beer 
It 1 s a \oJe t war after all 

The sun finally r ose and we started to clash 
And our foes fell like trees with a hell of a crash 
'The S\·lords sHung like blades cutting grass in a glade 
It 1 s a quick \·Jar after all 

'The south fell apart when we trampled their ' flanks 
Anc1 the north broke a nd ran Hhen v:e slaughtered their ranks 
The ea s t and the v:e st couldn 1 t ris e to the test 
Il: 1 s a fast wa r after all 

i\ t. nightf all .:e s t ocd o ne aga in in the clea r 
\•li t h no f oe J .!ft to fight us v:e l e t out a c heer 
'he n Gerard r 1de it c l ear tha t v:e still ha d rrore bt:er 
_[ t 

1 s C'l f ine \ 1r a fte r all 

[ . •~· .. , ElL!0 r n L ; ktlu\·ttl UtL o uyh t he vict ori e s of 1.;ar 
r i 1- h<"' k i :v r; .1nrl t-he quee ns SfX'C'lk our r"Eme ne a r nnd fa r 
· •;~ill f i rJl\1 '·.' i. r h l:he 1'0s t ~mel rhen p i ss o n the rest 

. ' :• ! -' L I I I 



( .N OW CLICHE REVTSrJ'Eil 

\ . 11 d LlitJYt.Jl t iJC1S \..:\1.11~ Lv \...•ul \.J _ -• , .._ ._. _; 'J 

\'.'•> 1 d l j ke him to l eave but he 1·.', ·: • 1 t 90 a1·:a y 
: :o he Lalked to our ki1 19 and U Jl y 1·101 ked u.1 a deed 
. :•J I10n1 ·s v:ill he burn and no sLrd; \·.'i] J he -: l eul 

I~OI·.' , there is but one catch--we dislikes. i 1. a bw1ch 
'J\·.'ice a year he invites him a v, rgin for l unch 
'· .'e don 1 t have much choice so th~ deal we 1 11 respect 
i.cJ t v1e can 1 t he lp but v:onder and pause to reflect . 

C.'i !Of\US 

l() virgins taste better than girls who are not? 
Are they sal tier , S\veeter , JOC>re juicy or what? 

I , 
D..., you savor them slowly , gulp em dmm on the S!X)t? 
[ lo virgins tast better than girls who are not? 

I:-)\·.> , 1-:e 1 d like to be shed of ya, many have tried 
H'J t no one can get through your thick , scaly hide 
·:.'e hope that so.11e day a brave soul will come by 
1 Cause \·Je can ' t wait arow1d 1 til you 1 re too fat to fly 

':'o~J !:-.ve such good taste in your \·!ome n for sure 
·:·nr y . h.>ays are pretty , they alHay;:; are pure 
: .. ;L ::•.ur notion of dining, it makes us all fljnch 
1 Gws• your favorite entree is barbequed wench 

\::i !ORUS 

: :m,. , l·.>e 've found a solution , it works out so neat 
! f you ' ll settle for nothing but virgins to eat 
: .n m-·:·e Hi ll our nwnbers grow evet- so small 

c· 1 ll sinply make sure there ' s no virgins at a ll! 

( :-: _m u to tune of THE IRISH \·!ASHER\·.10:11AN ) 

I k ~ * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * i * * * * * * ~ * * * * * * * ~ * * * * * * * * * * 
'I tiE J<NIGHTS 00 MARa~G by IDrd Isleif Brimstone 
(l·!ritlen at \'Jar of the Lilies , May A. S. XXIII , and then sung to a couple of knights who 
s hould ' ve known better ) 

'i'l1e J ~nights go marching one by one , hurrah (hurrah! ), hurrah (hurrah! ) 
'l'i te Knights go marching one by one, huzzah (hL&zzah ! ) , huzzah (huzzah ! ) 
', 'ite Knights go marching one by one , they t ell U1eir squires "This i s fun! " 
i ·.nJ they a ll go rnarching out on the fjeld to get knccked to the ground 

JJU:·m - Dumb - Dumb - Dumb - DUI'ffi - Dumb - Dumb - D.unb 

1\·.'0 : 

'J'hn:>(' : 
l·'our : 
'jve : 

~:ix: 

Seven : 
l:iglll: 
Nine : 
Ten : 

'l'he y tell their squires "Tj e my s hoe ! " 
The y t e ll the squires "Bruises are free !" 
'I'lte squires yell "Please give us more !" 
·rhe King is the on] y one oJ j ve . 
'J'he y hit the s quires with b)g slicks. 
Squires never go to heaven. 
'l'hey tell the squires "'l'h.i s is greFtt. !" 
The y all yell out "That squire i s I•IJNE ! 11 

The sgtdrcs ye ll "I s this the end?" 



GOD REST YE, FRANTIC AUTOCRAT 

by Don Ti var ~1CXJndragon 

reprin tcu fro m 
I 

" Songs o f Ansteorra (Pat riotic nnd Otherwise )" 

God rest ~· c , fiant ic autocra t 
Le t noth ing you d ismay 
Remember tlw t your grea t evcnt 
Is still :1 mon th away 
Oon 't p~nic ye t, the re's lo ts of tim~ 
And don't [!e l swept aw:Jy . . . 

CII ORUS : And sing )'e in choru~ 
"Ne ver ap in, nevrr aga in!" 
And sing }'e in chorus 
"Nc1ver again !" 

God rest yc, frantic au tocrat 
Le t noth ing you d i sm:~ y 
Remember tlut yo ur p ea t event 
Is still two weeks away 
The sit e is grand, thou~; lr if i t rains 
It ju ~t might wash away ... 

God rest yc, fran tic au tocrat 
Le t noth ing you di smJy / 
Reme111ber thJ t your gr~a t event 
Is still :J week J W:l }' 

The musir 's fine if only t hey 
Rem ember how to pl.1r .. . 

God rest ye , frantiC' au tocra t 
Let no th ing ) 'OU dismay 
H.emcmuer tha t your grea t event 
Is still th ree d:t y ~ awa)' 
The fea~l i ~ planned , the food\ 

been bough 1 
Tll o uj~h God l:nows how } 'OU 'LI pay ... 

GoJ rest ye, fr:lll liC' autoc1a t 
Le t no thing you c.Jism;;y 
Oc~pit c the fac t your &fl::.l t event 
Is sdaedull:d fo1 t otla~· 
The tourney's r rand , 

the rain wo n' t last 
For w ry Jon!! . they :.:JY ••• 

(;otl l l'~ t ,c. f ran l k a u lm ra l 
Le t n<ll h an)! )'• l ll dl\11\ a)' 
Jh:,pit l' tht• l.l l" t lh:ll <'\l'l) 111111;: 
h r:oing 1\' l tlll)! todar 
The kinr• a nti qu l't' ll 

God rest yc, frantic a u t ocr :~ t 

Let noth ing you disma)' 
The herald's lost his voice 
And he can' t even cry " Oyez" 
The Jist -fidu's und t• r w:~ t er 
A tornado's on the war .. . 

God rest }' C, fr :ull ic autocr:J l 
Let nothin& you d ismay 
The ants hJve eaten half you r food 
And d r~gred }'our ten t away 

· Some mundane ca).lcd the cops 
And the)' too k all the kni&h t ~ aw:t )' ... 

God rest yc, frantic autocrat 
Let nothing you dismay 
.Jt 's gcttin& co ld, it jus t mish t snow 
You'd be tter start to pr ay 
The rue won't sta rt, 

the food will spoil 
.•. So ~rve it :J nyway . . . 

God res t }'e, fran tic au tocrat 
Le t nothing ) ' O ll d isma y 
The feast W3 S gra nd , 

though half the coun 
Is dy ing of the plague 
The revel would have been &reJ t , but 
The taver n blew awa)' , .. 

God help )'e, fr antic au tocrat 
You'd be tter run awoy . 
The Quee n is mod · her ten t a nd Kinr. 
lfavc both been wa shr cl away 
II might be wise to change your na me 
And quit the SCA ... 

God help )'C , fr antic autocrat , 
Now hide ) 'C while yc may 
The r.entr y loved thot dam ned cvr nt 
That e nded rcstcrd:a y 
They're aski111: for another ont· 
T he !-:in!! hope·~ you'll ubq· . .. 

1\ llll t h~r '• c ' i'l l!inr: 111 t:l•o•u' 
" Do il a g:~ i n , do it :a!·:dn !" 
1\11tl tht•y'l c ~ i n )' i ll)' 111 r hoiU\ 
" ) ) ol il ;1)'.1111! " 


