Brianne is a lighc now and really quice Fleer

Just keep her From beer and the young squires Feer
(Ihen she gees tanked up, all the others vamoose
To give her a clear pach at Albrecht the moose

Hcinrich's a heavy, wich shicld cherry and drightc

Ic's clumsy and heavy, dut great in a Fight

Uet with one mighty spear thrust he was on his caboose
So we leFc him o heaven, alone wich the moosc

Now Gunther is Scotrish, and wiearing a kil

And iF you strike him upon it, someching will wilc
Wich a smile oF relicF he Found all was scill loose

So he bellowed his head ofF For that horny old moosc.

(Delanie is an archer, quite Finc with a dow
And just what she sccs in Jay we'll never know
She’s brighc and she's precry, and dcen co Toloose
And could have her pick oF any young moosc

Von Soesc is a traveler From Far and wide

When he opened his deer can, it sprayed side To side
His buddies all laughed, then went To cut loose

And leFe him alone there, except For the moase

(While Gareh is a gamoler, chis is no crime
And he'll up the anci, most all of the time
And iF you ask nicely, he'l slip you a deuce
And wie wonT even say whac he slips to the moosc

As of this printing your three Free recipes are not ready. They
are expected to be ready by the time you receive this. Simply
drop by our shire with this coupon and we will provide them to
you:

Please drop by anycime. And we do hope you will stayl
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The (Myrganlllood Songdook

Porcions of this work have appeared before in
zhe (Dyrganllood Cooks Guild Songbdook wich three -
free recipes

This book as well as many of the lyrics are copyrighc 1994 The

Saskacchewn Historical Cducation Associacion. All rights are veserved. «
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A Shorr (elcome zo che Reader From the .

(Dyrganlllood Cook's Guild

God west ye gentle Feastocrac let noching you dismay.
The Food laid out bcFore you was meant to fook this way.
{lich mozzled hues of green and dlue and red and dlack and gray!

And colours in which nature had no say.

Had no say.
And colours in which nacure had no say.

God rest ye merry Feascocrats lec nothing you dismay
The Fish you see deFore you Im told was Fresh roday
It's gucs are gone and skin and bones, yer scill it crawls awayl
111 just cover it wich parsicy and Fresh Bay.
And Fresh Bay. '

111 just cover it with parsiey and Fresh Bay. {And place it here besida this
other-one only lower so as to have a two leve] effact with a path...)
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And the organ she's using? It came From the moose

The (MDyrganlood QDoose
(Shire oF (yrganlilood)
Chorus:
(Doose, (Doose, 1 like a moose
Tve never had anyching quice like a moose

Ive had many fovers, my life has been loose
Buzr Tve never had anyching quice Hke a moose.

Lord Taras of Kicv is Finc on the Ficld
Uou can shooz him, or hic him, dur He'll never yield
Is his behavior unsecemly? ls he deing a goose?

- Or is he jusz a dig scupid jerk ugly moosc?

Vaughn i8 a Snechnal” and he cur his thigh

And Five stitches lacer, he Foughe and did dic

The chirurgeon did Fix him, and then sec him loosc

For a noczurnal assignacion wich aur old Fricnd, The moose

Vik is our (Llarlord, and he drives a cruck

And bis Favourize word? (e all know is Fuck

He's been chastised quite strongly, his language is loose
But he donz give a fuck abour no fucking moosc

Albrecht is a squire, who's Tusty and dold
He sized up old three deaks and knocked him out cold
He went through their army like shic through a goosc

~ And szill had the prouicss To Fuck with the moose.

Cosimo is quict and never says aughc

* Bur when pumped full of Fine scoteh, he says quite a lot

Soon arming himscIF in gross chainmail of puce
He gocs out to hunt doum thar dloody old moose

Aruyn's a chirurgeon, quite quick wizh a knife
And she will accend you wich no care For your life
She'll give you a transplant, and Forger not the juice _

Oh, Shavek's a neuwic, referred To as ‘meat”
And in any Fight, he's sure To bc beatr

Buz he's a Fine cherry, he takes much abuse
(e wrap him in duct rapc and prerend he's the moose.
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Jou're Always Welcome in Our Shire
To the tune of YJouke Always (cicome in Our House (1L Arwyn
Adair, HL Heinrich aldis von Speyer, Lady Aurelia d Avingnon)

Chorus
And the Feasting will be done ar Ardy's . But youre akuays welcome in our shire
“Tit the manager’s countenance sours Any time of the day
And Il hold drunken court in the Gueei encampment Ues you're aluays welcome in our shire

Ar‘ .
And make sure it goes on For hoursl d we hope you will stay|

To our Fighters give rubber-bdand crossbouss,

b qu poces give CMCHCR#]GCR RInge. A baron came to our shire, cach the Folk To Flire.
,Buc 11t give Bod (DcFlandry a Pefican, .So uxe asked him ro come in, and we hacked aparc his body,
Cause 1 fike the way che man sings! And duricd all the picces neath the castle skire

A baron came o our shire, our shire, OUR ghire,

111 wirite letrers To various kingdoms,

Call the kings perverts and all the queens whores;
There's a ten-dollar site fee this year doys;

Guess just who owns the site for the wars?

Cre the datcle szares 111 cwist my ankle,

A lady camce To our shire, our ghire, our shire,
A lady camce o our shire, and asked us all To dance.

So wic asked her zo come in, and wie all pavanced on her Face,
And hung her dody ofF the shires lance.

So 11l it on the side and swilll beer A Fighter came To Our shire, Our 8hire, Our shire,
And make dook on the odds For that novice, A Fighter camne To our shire, o scll us a pell.
The dumdFuck who borrowed my gearl So wic asked him to come in, and we cut him all To picees,

i iRC’ 1.
And when my Reign ie Finally over And rossed them all deep in the shire's we

And the time comes For e o step down.
{lell, your nexe sucker wont look so regal,
Since 1 went and pawned ofF your crownl

A baxrer came To our shire, Our BhIRE, OUR ghire,

A baxrer came to our shire, to bake us some bread.

So we asked her To come in, and we shoved her in her oven,

1 szep dowm six thousand bducks richer And cooked up her body Till she was good and dead.

Though it cost me a couple of Friends,

But they say if Im good, in anocher six months A Bcribe came To our shire, our shire, our shire,

1 can come dack and do it again, ’ A gcribe came To our shire, TO WRITE Us a 8ROl
So wie asked him to come in, and we stadbed him wich his penknife,
And threw him in the moar where he was caten by the Troll.

A dlacksmith came To our shire, our ghire, our shire,

A blacksmith came To our shire, To shoe all oUR Mares.

So we asked him o come in, and we hiz him wicth his hammer,
Then hid his body underncarh the caszle stairs.
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A wench came to our shire, our shire, oUR shire,

A wench came To our shire, TO scrve in OUR iNN.

So we asked her o come in, and we cooked her in the Firepit,
And nouws she sits a cooling on a place of Tin,

A mingcrel came To our ghire, our shire, our shire,
A minstrel came To our shire, To play us a Tune.

So we asked him to come in, and wic hung him by his luce strings,

Then danced around hig dody nearh the summer's moon.,

An abbcss came To ouR shire, Our ghike, OUR shire,

An abbess came To our shire, To save all our souls.

So we asked her To come in, and we bung her dy her ROBARY,
And put her in the tower where the dells all woll.

The Ring came to our shire, our shire, our shire,

The King came to our shire, suspecting us again.

So we asked him To come in, dut e had hidden all the dodics,
And when he leaves the maghem can staxe all again,

Final Choros:

Bur youre always welcome in our shire
Any time of the day

{es youre always welcome in our shire
And well make sure you scayl

(Lombac's Reign

To the zune of The Lincoln Park Piraces by Steve Goodman
{ords closely based on Broms Reign by Brom Blackhand

Chorus:

Do me way, bey, oh you'll rue the day

A bawrbaric bastard like me

Did shows up o Fight, here where might still makes right,
Oh just stick around and youl see fyoull see)

Do me way, hey, 111 go alf the way

In plundering poor old AnTir

Youve pissed me ofF royal and made my dlood boil,

And now you'll see what | hold dear

Oh, the Fast’s done and evening is Falling

And the air it is charging with Fear

The B.O.D. iz is sleeping, the curia uwieeping
"Oh, God, please save poor old AnTir.”

And the populace is in a ruckus

And many of them have fled

And theyre all crying, Hes gonna Fuck us,
Once they put that damn crown on his headl’

First 11l et to youre treasuries money,

Ues, that money you've worked for $0 hard,

And T1l blow it away on my new defense budget
{In orher words, swords For my guardi)

And | chink raccan is For pussics,

So From now on well only use steel,

And o keep every Fight From lasting an hour
Im also ouclawing the shieldl




pooryurBafic)y 40 w024 w0y
241U 342 UL UMD PuUD SPUD|2YPD Y2 U $IPIY Bury) wEY|
24814 3Y2 Ul A0 SID Y2 UL SN YI2DUL 20UUDD fidy2 mous] fidy |

24644 ¥04 SN 02 20U $IWOD APPICY) Y2 Jo wophupy Y|

poonuprafic) Jup am A0

4p2fi D w04 wy dady puv Xx2p[aq HN(] IA0AQ Nn2dod pI[Y)
¥DIP 280U 3¢ pjnom fay2 pup '830udnbasuod 3y2 peddp fay]
¥DJ{ 04 SN 02 20U SIWIOD WIDIY UAI2EI[Y) 342 40 wopBuny| 3y

pooppurffic) 2up am o

[ioy ¥no uj fiydoxa v sp 2npaQ sUNb Apy WY fividsip puy
[Jom v 02 Wy jipu pup ‘ijpunos way2 Yysoay2 pam mousj fidy|
I[P 2D 8N 02 20U SO WIDIY U¥I2SDY) Jo wiopBuiy] 2y

poomuvafic) Jup am w0y

402 s1Y 293202d ]3M 2nQ ‘20v|d A24pS 02 HOPQ WY PIAY Py
233y ¥UUDQ 81y 243] Y *spupq 2up||pfi ANC PIRYIQ Y LY
W02 Y2)M 2|/YM 2UdM Y 2NQ SN 02 WO PIP U ofint Bury

poonurBAfi() Jo uD3y u0
paip puv umop i34 v fisy2 sproms Buiys 1no fivs fioy2 2nq
apfigaasjoory diys poohi 242 uo finind 3p2395u p pouupld fay|

oprud 242 Uy uJIomS D ‘sn 28UIPBD WD U0 A} Uy

pooyurBafic) ¥p om 2o,
poof woy2 26 sfipmp sm ‘way2 238 02 2no off am udy Y
PO028 UWI0J N0 39U ¥aym supdwipa 342 uo Burpupas 2w Iy
pooryyunfafc]y 40 usw y2 Jo fuojB 3ya uass 2apy 83fid Suy

poopurdafic) 40 w3y

soouxy fiaydiw A0] Yoaungg ‘youung |

ga0uay A2yl 0] Yraunpg ‘Yypaang |

0wy fizgfiur w0y Yruvnp| ‘Yyvaung |

A0

o1onday 242 fo utwfip] 3j220¢ 24 | PuUn|
uo¥py O DUl P ANy Jo sDAD| sopufin]

poo[y) upBafiC) J0 UWAL 3)220g

i = et i e

‘fimf fipo| 542 pup pa0| 34y2 Jo ouDp Y2 10O

fiop 3y2 204 sswud puw seduppif Wy poay Aut 24 |
y2atgau pun Buifip yo urod 22 234 |

Y23 342 uo 32pf | pur uAADIY 22 Lo 2v8 |

L2M23 8 UNS Y2 {0 SOUDP Y2 IOUDP N puyy

wing fiay2 so 3910{u puw s3pup?d 2 2yhy am moN]
2svd 81 2DY2 A2UIM dy2 2104 Buis |pm M uoOs pLnyg

aspj uay2ful efiop 3y2 pup pupjyanos 3y2 uy sy uns 34|

"20UDP 42 Ul Y2IDJ ANO 0 28V4 UO POY N 2Ng

20UDU2 D L A0 M pup ss3ulfi2s wy paddoum 8 y2uwd 2y
puim 3y2 Jo Buijiom >y2 8| LNOY N2 JO PUNOE Y2 Py

uids pup |Jo] 83AD3] Y2 D “UIMOE UIAD IIUDP AN

0| 334 pup App] 242 40 DU Y2 UDP | 0

pauo2g (v 8 woaf 32 2ng Buluiod 1 k028 Y Mouy L
2uo g JUC 28IAWDY JO SARY Y2 2UN0D | puy

uns 3y2 ur uop fiaya sp Buylnw| susppw ay2 238 |

uo 2208 128 Buroupp 342 Jo fivp 2y2 puy

UmDp Y2 Ul PISUDP iy pup ‘sESUSRIDD Y2 N0 PIUDD fidy |
2ufly som Buwy2fudAd pup Y2wp3 3y2 U pPIIUDP fiay ]

24fiu Y2 uy paoupp Ady2 pup ‘esdUNEPP 242 uf PIIUDD fiay |

fyda suo 81 Suay2 Auos apya of

fisis 2y2 ul Buos v som JyeNW MY 40 punos 3ya )1
ufio 4ovQ Wy 2ap8 pup 820U 342 3002 spAQ Y|
uiold 342 280u3 punos 921 2903 fipy] Y2 Jo uNoy ).




} Lord of che Dance

- Twas in the years of 2] our Baron was derrayed tune: Simple Gifes
By Baron Borealis and his scurvy dand of Knaves
Over the border we would war, They thought To make us slaves

But we are (Dyrganlllood

Chorus

Dance, Dance, Ulherever you may &e
1 am the Tord of the dance said he

I live in you, you live in me

(e marched on Borealis, we Forry thousand strong | 11ead you all in the dance safd he

~{llle only senc the Ladies, it didnT take them 'OnQ) ' {Uhen she danced on the water and Tthe wind was her HorN
They raped and burned and pillaged, how ¢lse zo Right the wrong The lady laughed and cveryching was dorn

For we are (DyrganUlood {llhen she lic he sun and the light gave him birch

The lord oF the dance First appeared on the carch

(The next verse is missing From the original q)anuscnipt)
(Possioly desrroyed by agents of one of Avacal's Farzhest . 1 danced in the morning when the world was degun
noxrchern Baronies) 1 danced in the moon and the stars and the sun

' | was called From the darkness by the sony of the carch

And now a pause For coinage, we announce a Fire sale Fjoined in the singing and she gave me dirch

" OF caprured swords and widows, and only once used mail :_

And wine and sheep and peasancs, and slightly batrered grail Velecp in the kernal and T dance in the rain

Here in CDgRgan(Uo od ' 1 dance in the wind and through the waving grain
. {hen you cur me dowmn, 1 care nothing For the pain
Ues, in the Known Worids Kingdorns, we truly are the lords In The spring Im the Tord of the dance once again.

By vircue oF our nodle deeds and our valiant swords "
And if by chance we slip upon the Field, we'l always win wich words |
For we are Dyrgan{ilood

| dance ar the cirele when the Flames leap up bigh
| dance in the Fire and | never never die

1 dance in The waves oF The dright summer sca
The moral of this story is an easy one To Tell | am the tord of the waves' mystery

To rise in arms apainst us is a shorzcut straight To hell
And iF you donT believe us, *”

1 dance ar zhe sabdat when you dance out the spel

| dance and sing that everyone be well

OF mighry yrganlloodi {hen the dancing's over, do not think thar 1 am gone
To live is To dance, 8o 1 dance on and on

"“Then you prodadly know more about us than we hope youll ever tell.

The moon in her phases, and the Tides of the sea

The movement of the carech and the scasons thar will d¢

Are the rRhythm of the dancing and a promisc through the years
The dance gocs on through our joy and our TCAars
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- O, strike up your luce. al ye minstrels

" Whose skill is renowned Far and wide

: Come tell us again of the mighty dand of men
* (Uho carried the datcle For our side.

The Brave and Bonny Hosc

{For Prince Steingrim, upon his victory ar (Dyrganlidood, AS XV)
By Roger the Goliard)

Chorus:

Fill our cups wich ale or wine or beer

(e will szand rogerher never fear

And wel drink down a toast to the brave and bonny host
That Fights For the danner of AnTr

Oh, see how the mist lies over the Field

The morning of bazzle is come

Sofc in the glen there's the muFFled sound of men
And the murmur of a datzle Drum

Now the light of the sun spreads over the hill

le scarzers the misc From the green

And their in the clear come the warriors of AnTir
Their dlack and golden banner can be seen

O, see them advance as a wall of steel

Cach man wich his sword and his shield

Now they charge with a cheer, For the honor of AnTir
To win or o dic upon the Ficld

By many a Fire there's a lady Fair

{Iho waizs For her Tove To return

Her needle’s in her threads, or she's aking of the breads
And dreaming of the touch For which she yearns

To the crest oF the hill Fight the brave and the dold

. UUhere the bain thickly lie on the Field

Nouw, alone in zhe clear, stand the warriors of An Tir
And the foerman at lasc is Foreed To gicld

18

The Black Brocherhood of (Dercenaries Drinking Song

| (Chorus and Firsz verse courcesy of the ADGAD/UA (Mocion Picture
Taras Bulda. Addicional verses by the first Grandmaster of the
Brocherhood, Crunch the Hungry

‘L! Chorus:

IF we drink, we will die

And if we dont drink we will die

So might as well say what the hell and raise our glasses high
{Uharever your name youll de dying just the same

So long as we are going to die its berrer if we drink

Some men are lovers, they work under cOvers

— — e -

And From ladies ded to ladies ded they leap
But 1 want o drink o, the man nobody drinks To
The Fellow who gets inco bed and goes to sleep...

Some men are Fighters, Dircy rotren blighters
And From dloody Fray to bloody fray they leap

But 1 wanz o drink to, the man nobody drinks to
The Fellow who runs up my swiord without a peep...

Some wars are (Duddy, ochers are quite dloody

And From Bactlefield to bdarcleField | leap

But 1 want ro drink To, the man nobody drinks o

The Lucky sod who stays at home and tends the sheep...
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(DyrganUlood Is Falling Down

[co the Tune of: London Bridge Is Falfing Down
{Lady LieoFlaed of Hacfenfeld and Claire}

Dyryganlllood is Falling down, Falling down, Falling down
(Dyrgan{llood is Falling doum
(Uil they notice?

The Sencschal is ill-infFormed, ill-inFormed, ill-informed
The Seneschal is ill-inFormed
(W1 they notice?

The Cxchequer has lost the books, lost the dooks, lost the books
The Crehequer has lost the books
(L)1t they nozice?

The, Chroniclers they cannot spell, cannot spedl, cannot speil
The Chroniclers they cannot spell
Wit they notice?

The (oA is kepr away, kepr away, kepr ausay
The (oA is kepr away
(it they notice?

The (oS is Friends wich racs, Friends wich racs, Frichds wich racs
The oS is Friends wirh rats
{L1i1l they notice?

The Herald can't zell gules From vere, gules From vere, gules From vert
The Herald can rell gules from verr
(L2in zhey nozice?

The Cooking Guild they doast of kills, doast of kills, boast of kills
The Cooking Guild they doast of kills
(it they nozice?

The Brewers Guild is underage, underage, underage
Tre Brewers” Quild is underage
Wil they notice?

The Armourcrs arc always drunk, always drunk, always drunk
The Armourers are always drunk
CGhin chey nozice?

This tale, Alas, is alt too true, all Too True, all TOO TRUC
This Tale, Alas, is all Too True
Wil they nocice?

T A S

e

God rest ye, Francic autocrat ler nothing you dismay,
Despite the Fact that everyching is going wrong today
The King and Queen came unannounced, and God knows who else may

God rest ye, Frantic aurocrat ket noching you dismay,
The Heralds lost his voice and he canT even cry "Oyezl’
The tist-Field's under water, a tornados on the way:

God rest ye, Frantic atrocrat let nothing you dismay,
The ants have caten half the Food and carricd your tent away,
Some mundane called the cops and they took all the knights away.

God rest ye, Frantic autocrat let nothing you dismay,
Ic’s gerzing cold, it just might snow, youd HETTER START TO PRAY,
The Fire wonT scare, the Food will spoil, so serve it anyway.

God rest ye, frantic autocrat let noching you dismay,
The Feast was grand, tho half the court is dying of the plague,
The revel would have deen great, but the tavern dlew away.

God rest ye, Frantic autocrat let nothing you dismay,
The Queen ts mad, her tent and King have both been washed away,
Iz might be wise To change your name and quic the S.C.A.




God Rest ye, Francic Autocrar
Tivar (Doondragon songs of Ansteorra

Chorus:
And sing yge in chorus: Never again, never againl’
And sing ye in chorus: Never againt

God rest ye Frantic aucocrar, let nothing you dismay,
Rememaer that your great event is tifl a month away
Don panic yer, there's lots of time, and dont get swept away

God rest ye, Frantic autocrat, lec nothing you dismay,
Remember thar your great event is Till Twio weeks away
The site is grand, ho iF it rains it just might wash atway

God rest ye, Frantic autocrat let nothing you dismay,
Remember that you great event is still a week away,
The musics Fine if only they remember how To play

(God rest ye, Frantic autocrat let noching you dismay,
Remember that your great event is Till three days away,
The Feast is planned, the Foods deen dought, Tho God knows how you'l pay

God rest ye, Frantic attocrat ler noching you dismay,
Despire the Fact your greatr event is scheduled For today,
The Tourney's grand the rain wonT last For very long they say;

Volga Birchday

Chorus
Happy Birchday, Happy Birchday

Doom descruction and despair
People dying cvrywhere

(Day che cities in your wake
Bugrn like candles on ydur cake,

Hear the women wail and weep
Kill them all dut spare the sheep

Now you've reached zhe age you are
{our demise cannot be Far




The Baron Terricorial
(To the rune of A. Sullivan, The (Major Generals Song)
words © 1985 Thorvald Grimsson

| am the very model of a Baron Terricorial,

ich information medieval, Feudal and armorial,

1 know che kings of AnTir, and | quote the wars hiszorical,
From (Dyrganlllood co Westcrmark in order categorical.
In Fact, when | know what is meant by memelon and ravelin,
(Jhen 1 can el at sight a naginaca from a javelin,

And when | know what proOgress has dbecen made in odern gunnery,
Then 111 know more oF tactics than a novice in a nuNNCRyY.
Dy milizary knowledge, though I'm plucky and adventury,
Has only dcen updated to the late cleventh century,

Buc still in marcers medieval, Feudal and armorial,

1 am the very modc! of a Baron Terrizorial.

Ive got a liczle army, T00o, o help me wicth my politick,

Iz only takes the three of us o change a durred-our Kendal-stick,
Ariszocraric manncrs 1 have made my specializy,

| scldom szoop to bourgcois Tricks like crass commercialicy,

1 think Tm very tasceful, too, in macters gustarorial,

I understand the sudtletics of cuisine piscarorial,

Im proud of my colicction of terrers of the alphadez,

And undcrstand there's only one or two | havent gorren yer.
Im very good at Carly Anglo-Saxon hagiography,

t know 1 know as much as Gerhard Kendal's didliography,

In shoke, in lcarning medicval, Feudal, and armorial,

1 am the very model of a Baron Terricorial.

| can kise a well-formed Gozhic hand, or one thar's Carolingian,

| zrace my ancestry right dack to Carly (Derovingian,

I love To drawl or dance or doth, | love o doodie-dipsy,

Butr bardic cireles 1 cant stand when rheyre just Uhistling Gypsy.”
I'm very good ac scrcing crends in anyching sarcorial,

| dress to careh the eye ofF lovely ladics reporTorial,

{lJith Chroniclers adout, 1 think of szriking such a handsome pose,
ich velver Tudor doublet and a pair of well-filled pantyhosc.
(Uhen under Forry | was known For flirting and For lechery,

Buz alt my skill has gonc, and Im reduced to using treachery.

In shore iF youve a-hankering For things conspiracorial,

Uou'll say you've never met a decrer Baron Tersicorial.
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ColourFul Bruise

by Sir Sceven (MacCanruig and Sir William zhe Lueky
(To he tune of Barzrle Hymn of the Repudlic)
Chorus:
Glory glory what a colourFul bruise 1ve gor
Glory glory what a colourful bruise Tve gor
Glory glory what a colourful druise Tve got
And 1 ainTt a-gonna Fight no morell

(Dy tegs have Felc the pounding of a hundred thousand blows,
The times my sword has broken only God in Heaven knous,
Cach dlow upon my helmet jolcs my clear down o my toes,
And 1 aint a-gonna Fight no more.

On the morning of the zourney | stepped bravely on the field,

And this | saw my Foernan and my senses they did reel.

He was six food eight, three hundred pounds, and Forged out of steel.
And 1 ainT a-gonna Fight no morel!

He cracked my shield and droke my helm and dear me To the ground.
(Dy armour lay in tacrers all the vourney Field around.

They gachered it togecher, though one boor they never Found.

And 1 ainT a-gonna Fight no morell

And when the melee Teams were picked my heare was filled with Fear,
They puc me in the Foremost line, alchough | craved the rear,

The dlows 1 ook disadled me For almost half a year,

And 1 ainT a-gonna Fight no morell

So now when tourneys come around | warch ctherm from the side
The dlood and gore upon the Field my dody cant adide

And wich the Tovely ladies on the sidelines | reside
And 1 ainT a-gonna Fight no morell




The Squire lay low down with steel
How I wish I was in Myrgan Wood now
He was broad and fat and refused to yield

And to catch him took us all around the field
CHORUS :

Then at length we stood two feet away
How I wish I was in Myrgan Wood now
Our cracked rattan made an awful din
But with one gap rap he stove us in
CHORUS
Our fighters shook and pitched on the side
How I wish I was in Myrgan Wood now
The newbies were smashed like a bowl of eggs
The Squire made off with afl are kegs
CHORUS
So here I lay with My 24th beer
How I wish I was in Myrgan Wood now
It's been 6 years since we marched away
And we just made Valley Wold yesterday
CHORUS

written by: Stragin and Sublach O’Leary
and Maiwen Siobhan McGuiness
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THE MOOSE SONG

When I was a young man I used to like girls
I'd play with their bodies and fondle their curls
til my girlfriend ran off with a merchant named Bruce
Now you [l never be treated that way by a Moose

CHORUS
And it s Moose, Moose, I likes a Moose
I've never fiad 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

When I am in need of a very good [ay
I goes to the closet and gets me some hay
1 goes to the window and spreads in around
Cause a Moose always comes when there's fay on the ground
CHORUS
I've done every Beastie with feathers or hair
I'd do it with snakes if their fangs were not there
I've done it with walrus, 2 ducks and a goose
But [ 've never had anything quite (ike a Moose
CHORUS
Gorillas are fine for a Saturday night
And fions and tigers they puts up a fight
But its just not the same when you slams their caboose
As the feeling yous get when you Aumps with a moose
CHORUS
Now I am old and advanced in my years
I looks back on my (ife and I sheds me no tears
As I sits in me chair with a glass of Mateus
Playing hide the Salami with Marvin the Moose.
CHORUS

- 1



THE TROUT SONG

by Bebhing na carra

When I was a maiden I used to like boys

I'd tease and I'd tickle and make ‘em my toys
But my boyfriend ran off with a sleazy blond Kraut
And thet was the day I discovered the Trout
CHORUS
Ot it’s Trout, Trout, I likes a Trout

I've never had anything quite (ike a Trout
1t’s wondrous the way that they wiggle about
Of I've never had anything quite [ike a trout

I've done it with various veggies and fruits
I've done it with just about all kinds of roots
I've done it with squids and with snakes hereabouts
But I've never had anything quite like a Trout
CHORUS
I've traveled to tourneys in search of some fun
And ‘twas a rare Kingdom where I could find none
{'ve had lots of fighters some slim and some stout
‘But not one was on tie scale of a trophy sized Trout
CHORUS
When I'm in the mood for a truly fine f***

I stroll towards the compost and hope for good luck.
I snag a nightcrawer and run for the brook.
Cause A Trout always comes when [ worms on the hook.
CHORUS
Bananas are fine for a stow Monday night
On Saturdays sometimes a Gizzly's just right
But it s just not the same as a really good bout
With a wriggly, jiggly, turgid young Trout
CHORUS
Now I am old and advanced in my years
I look back on life and I shed me no tears
As I sits in me fot tub a’ guzzling stout
Playing submarine Sdmf_z:fiiﬁ with Tommy the Trout.
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GARETH'S PRIVATEERS

O the year was AS 29
How I wish I was in Myrgan Wood now
A letter of marque came from the King
To the scummiest fighters I'd ever seen

CHORUS
God Damn them all! I was told
We 'd ride the plains for Middle Realm gold
We had some fun, shed some tears
I'm a hung over man and I'm out of beer

The last of Gareth's Privateers

The fighting men were a sicKening sight
How I wish I was in Myrgan Wood now
They'd a list to the port and there garb was in rags
And a God awful stench came from their bags

» CHORUS
On the King s birthday fie turned to flee
How I wish I was in Myrgan Wood now
We were 21 leagues out middle Realm way
Drinkin like madmen all the way
CHORUS
On the 23rd day we were drunk again
How I wish I was in Myrgan Wood now
When a bloody great Squire hove e into sight
With our cracked rattan we made to fight
CHORUS
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Rant & Roar
Filked by Stragin O’Leary MacGregor

Chorus:

We’ll rant and we’ll roar like true Myrgan Wooders
we’ll rant and we’ll roar with Rorik we’ll go

Until we strike bottom inside these two 40’s

Then straight to the tavern for more beer we’ll go

i've been ‘round the world

I’ve sailed the salt oceans

I’ve landed in places most sailors won’t go

| can swing through the riggin’

I’'m great with the jiggin’

But when it’s to drinkin’ to Myrgan Wood [I’ll go

Chor‘.us--—— —_———— - — ——— — - T - = -

We've tramped over Mid-Realm

We out drank Aremesia

When we go to war we’re a sight to behold
Our fighters a wonder

They’ll beat foes asunder

But when it’s to revel to Myrgan Wood !’ll go

Chorus

So when the war’s over

Run back to your home land

The last party’s over, the liquors all gone

But don’t be mistaken, our heads they aren’t achin’
‘Cause if there’s a war then with Myrgan Wood I’ll go

Chorus




Moose Song — Extra Verses

Now lIvar’s a fighter and fears no one man

He’s good with the ladies and fights when he can

He ran only once, and here’s his excuse

He wanted no part of that big hairy moose

Chorus

Raoul is a fencer, quite good with a foil

But insult Roxanne and watch his blood boil.

He’ll parry and thrust you, and cut your parts loose;

You should see what he does when you insult his moose.
Chorus

Gareth’s a Baron and he’s quick on the draw

Out on the field he has but one flaw,

He'll fake you and rap you and knock your teeth loose,
But he’ll call for his household if he’s faced with a moose.
Chorus

Pondo fights polearm, he’ll stand by your side,

Don’t let him get hit ‘cause his looks are his pride.

He’s part of House Homme and when he cuts loose,

He spends all his time trying’ to score with the moose.
Chorus

Roweyna’s rebellious, she comes from Japan,

She’ll flirt with your lord but she stands by her man.
She’ll tease and she’ll taunt them and pinch their caboose,

But watch how she runs if she’s faced with the moose.



