
Some peo ple say that I'm just not quite right, To

tra vel all day for a revel at night; The next day comes all

too soon, And for us to get home, we must leave at noon. You're fighting

all day and what do you get? An oth er day's bruis es and

anoth er day's sweat, My la dy, don't you call me 'cause I can't come, I

owe- my sword to the At en veldt Sun.

Fighter's Fun
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