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An Introduction to this Songbook 
 
Look, I don't wanna.. no really.. oh don't look at me like.. Fine. Where's the damn imp? Over there? 
Right then. … 

  

Hey. Me here. I mean, Cajun. Cajun Spinesplitter, the Green Bard... Look, I sound like a 
comple- no, I think the book's a great idea. No, I'm proud of everyone involved. No, I DO think I owe it 
to whoever's been kind enough to pick up a copy of this to at least have a go at a decent introduction. 
Yes boss. Right.  
  

Alright, for those of you that haven't heard of me I'm Cajun Spinesplitter. For those of 

you that have, yes, I'm Ebric's lad. Don't hold it against me. Anyway, Meg and I have 

been playing around the various camps, and countries of the Heartlands for a few 

years now, and one thing that still surprises us is the number of people who sing along 

to every single word to just about all the songs we do. Its a weird feeling to have 

people singing along to things you've written, or helped write, or just found some old 

tunes for. Even when playing other people's songs which you know are popular its 
quite a nice feeling!  

  

And then we found those recording imps in that chest out back of the guildhouse and 

suddenly there were even more people who knew the songs, and then there were 
people who wanted to be able to learn the words but couldn't always make them out 

or just thought it would be nice to have a copy of them and- and- breathe Caj, forgot to 

breathe again didn't you, y'prat The point is: here are the Words. The Actual Words. The 

ones that are Supposed To Go There. We don't always stick to them ourselves, of 

course: we go with what seems right at the time (or what I can remember), and we 

repeat verses and, well, we're really both very bad when it comes to routine. But we 

have a laugh, and meet tons of people. With any luck they at least are entertained, so 

we figure it kinda evens out. Hope you find this book useful!  

  

That OK boss? Righto. C'n I go to the pub now? 

 

 
Yes, poppet, I’ll just be a minute and come and join you.. 
 
Hello folks! Its Meg the Minstrel here. 
 
I really love getting out round the faction camps and meeting so many people who 
love a good sing – whether it’s a good rousing song round the campfires in the 
evenings or something more mellow in the afternoons.   
 
I just adore meeting new people and encouraging them to join in and sing along.  
 
There is nothing more wonderful than seeing someone who was previously nervous 
about singing or playing in public come to life and really show people what they can 
do!  
 
This songbook will help people to learn the words to the songs on the ley imp 
recording “When Rituals Fail” – and you are all most welcome to join in any time I’m 
going round singing! Please do!  I’m also happy to sing with you if you’re less 
confident and prefer no audience at all. 
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Hehe, I’m bad at remembering words myself! Great with music, pants with words. 
That’s one reason I always take lyrics along when I play. The main reason is so other 
people can join in if they’d like to sing along. 
 
And I also feel more confident if people sing along with me! 
 
The worst thing is when people think musicians who come to play are..hmm, what 
was the term..”musical wizards” – technically brilliant people who would not 
appreciate anyone ever joining in.  The worst thing a nervous person can have is 
someone frowning at them or shushing them when they try to sing along. That’s 
utterly inexcusable and if I ever find out that’s happened – well, they’ll get a stern 
ticking off from me. 
 
Its my aim in life to encourage, enthuse, involve and inspire! 
 
What I love about this songbook is its got a good mix of what I call “bouncy” songs 
(Cajun’s in particular..so much energy in that strumming and there’s something in 
his voice that inspires you to just grin!) and more mellow reflective ones.    
 
We’ve got some “faction anthems” in there too – I do hope Thalla doesn’t mind me 
doing a very reflective, slower version of “No Lion Stands Alone”.  Someone told me 
recently that they could imagine people swaying holding candles whilst that one 
was being sung! Its beautiful! I have heard it made someone in another faction wish 
they were a Lion… 
 
Now, you guys, if your faction hasn’t got an anthem, get in touch with us and we’ll 
write one with you! 
 
Which reminds me – we’re soon planning to organise a ley imp recording of Wolf 
Songs – there are archives of songs that Childris and King Gunnar amongst others 
used to sing and it is heartwarming that Scullion has found many of these and taken 
to them so well! He is often to be seen in the Wolf camp many an evening singing 
away! 
 
Hehe, and if you can spot Master Earth singing along to one of the songs..well, I 
hope you enjoy it! 
 
The other great thing about this Songbook is its got a great mix of people who have 
been involved in writing the songs. Next time we do a recording we hope to involve 
more people performing songs too. 
  
Anyway, have fun!  
And remember, if you want me to go through any of these with you, you only have 
to ask…probably best to collar  Cajun for the ones he does best though.  
That’s if you can peel him away from his new duties as a Bards guildleader. 
 
(That’s my lad. I do feel a bit guilty dropping him in it when I stood down, but he’s 
my apprentice, and, well, I know he will do a good job. That’s why I recommended 
him.) 
 
Bless his little green cotton socks! 
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 She’s an Illithid 
Lyrics by Nicky Redfern(Tasmin McTassle) and Jez Lawrence (Cajun Spinesplitter) 

Music: to the tune of “Electric” by Oasis. 

 

(chord introduction): 
E        G#            C#min      A       

E        G#            C#min      A 

E        G#            C#min      A                 

 C       D              E   
E        G#            C#min      A       

E        G#            C#min      A 

E        G#            C#min      A                 

 C       D              E   
 
E        G#       C#min   A      E                              G#                          C#min      A 

She’s an Illithid,    a creature that’s completely horrific 
        E              G#            C#min     A                 C         D     E   
But I think she’s terrific,        and I want her slime 

 
E   G#  C#min          A    E                          G#                 C#min              A 
Am I dreaming?    Most people run away screaming! 
        E                 G#                    C#min            A                  C          D      E   
But I’m just sitting here scheming,   how to make her mine 

 

 

Pre-chorus: 

A           Amaj7               A6                             Amaj7 

And I want her to grow lots more tentacles, yeah 
A                          Amaj7                  E        E 7   
     ‘Cos they look so fine 
A           Amaj7               A6                        Amaj7 
And I want her to show me her mandibles, yeah 
A                            Amaj7                          
    And let her suck my… 

 

 

Chorus: 

E                              E 

I want her and she wants me 
E7                                    E7 

A tasty snack’s all she can see 
Bsus4 
Lots of brains for her to chew 
B                                                B7                            E 

She’s an Illithid wish I was an Illithid too! 

 
G#     C#min      A       

E        G#            C#min      A 

E        G#            C#min      A                 

 C       D              E   
 

She’s got these suckers that I long to see how she puckers 

And I’m really wanting to... uh, touch her and I know she wants my mind 

 

Under Aegyptus Illithids have tied us and stripped us 

Now we’re slaves getting beaten and whipped cos they flayed our minds 
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Pre-chorus 

 

Chorus 2 

I want her and she wants me 

A tasty snack’s all she can see 

Lots of brains for her to chew 

She’s an Illithid and she’ll make a meal of you 

Yeah she’ll make a meal of you (to finish) 
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Elder 
Lyrics by Giles Watson (Gearsprocket).   

Music by Kathryn Wheeler (Meg the Minstrel). 

 
        Dm                        Dm      
An ancient Elder stands alone 
            Dm                            C       G 
With dark-leafed ivy overgrown: 
Dm                                             Dm      
Thick perfume, and the milky white 
F                 C           G 
Flowers in the growing night, 
A                                            Dm 
Here in the bark your eye may trace 
          Gm                   A 
The outline of a wizened face, 
         Dm                                        Dm      
But few are those who've lived to see 
            Dm                            C          Dm            Dm              Dm 
Who lives within the Elder tree. 

 

 
     Dm                                Dm      
A Danish king with men four score 
Dm                                 C               G 
Came to England to make war; 
             Dm                                    Dm      
They fought their way up to the wolds, 
F        C                G 
Pillaging and stealing gold, 
A                                Dm 
Until at last one summer's night 
        Gm                              A 
He came to camp in old Rollright. 
        Dm                                        Dm      
He came there shouting, "Stick, stock, stone! 
        Dm                                       C       Dm              Dm              Dm 
As England's King shall I be known!" 

 

 
Gm                                           Gm 
Three of his men were less than sure 
           Gm                           Gm   

That he was right to thus wage war; 
     Gm                                Gm 
A wee way off they stopped to stoop, 
           Gm                    Gm 
And huddle, in a little group. 
         Am                          Am 
But up the hillside forged the king, 
         Am                             Am 
His other men stood in a ring; 
            Dm                                          Dm 
They stood there chanting, "Stick, stock, stone! 
        Dm                                       C          Dm                 Dm             Dm 
As England's King shall he be known!" 
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         Dm                                      Dm      
But as the King climbed up the hill, 
Dm                                         C         G 
All down his back he felt a chill; 
       Dm                                           Dm      
He turned around: nought could he see 
F           C                      G 
But a gnarled old elder tree. 
        A                                               Dm 
He shrugged his shoulders and he grinned, 
Gm                                         A 
"Why, it was nothing but the wind!" 
        Dm                                            Dm      
He climbed on, laughing, "Stick, stock, stone! 
       Dm                                        C      Dm               Dm              Dm 
As England's King shall I be known!" 

 

 
          Gm                                Gm 
And yet it seemed the air grew colder; 
        Gm                             Gm 
He felt a hard hand grasp his shoulder. 
       Gm                                    Gm 
He whirled about, and who was there 
                 Gm                                  Gm 
But the Elder Witch!  She gave a glare, 
          Am                                Am 
And as she spoke, the King did shake: 
Am                                     Am 
"Seven long strides shalt thou take, 
          Dm                                Dm 
And if Long Compton thou canst see, 
Dm                               C                   Dm              Dm              Dm 
King of England thou shalt be!" 

 

 
         Dm                                      Dm      
The King looked up the gentle slope, 
        Dm                                                         C               G 
He laughed, "Why, Witch!  You have no hope 
       Dm                              Dm      
Of stopping me!  In seven strides 
F               C                    G 
I'll see around me on all sides: 
      A                    Dm 
In six I'll be atop this hill, 
          Gm                                   A 
And you'll be forced to grant my will!" 
       Dm                                            Dm      
He strode on, snickering, "Stick, stock, stone! 
       Dm                                        C      Dm               Dm              Dm 
As England's King shall I be known!" 
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         Gm                         Gm 
But as the King began to stride 
      Gm                           Gm 
Before him rose a barrow wide; 
     Gm                                    Gm 
It hid Long Compton from his view. 
        Gm                             Gm 
His sword upon the ground he threw, 
            Am                                              Am 
"You Witch!  You hag!  That isn't fair! 
Am                                     Am 
Curse you and your tangled hair!" 
        Dm                                                 Dm 
He grabbed her wrist, cried, "Stick, stock, stone! 
       Dm                                        C      Dm               Dm              Dm 
As England's King shall I be known!" 

 

 
          Dm                                       Dm      
The Elder Witch laughed hard and long, 
Dm                           C                 G 
And at last she sung her song: 
              Dm                                       Dm      
"Long Compton town thou canst not see, 
        F                   C                    G 
So England's King thou shalt not be. 
A                                    Dm 
Rise up stick, and stand still stone, 
         Gm                                       A 
For England's King thou shalt be none. 
Dm                                             Dm      
Thou and thy men hoar stones shall be, 
          Dm                      C            Dm              Dm              Dm 
And I shall be an eldern tree!" 

 

 
        Dm                         Dm      
An ancient Elder, now a hedge 
Dm                                 C                    G 
Blooms along the pathway's edge: 
          Dm                 Dm      
And beyond, a ring of stones, 
            F                   C              G 
With moss and lichens overgrown. 
           A                          Dm 
And higher up the gentle slope 
Gm                                    A 
Stands the King, bereft of hope, 
           Dm                               Dm      
And another, huddled group of three: 

Dm                                        C          Dm          
Rollright stones, and Elder Tree. 
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A Wizard’s Tricks 
Lyrics and music by Jez Lawrence (Cajun Spinesplitter) 

E        E         A         A 

E         E        A         A 

 

E                                      E                            A                                            A 

The wizard roams across the hill, searching for herbs to turn into pills  
                   E                                           E                                A                                 A 
He's got potions to mix and if he makes a slip, all his plans will turn to shhhh...  
E                                      E                                A                           A 
Shining bright in a valley deep, the wizard finds, what he seeks,  
     E                                     E                         A                                            A 
A bed of flowers, of many hues - pick 'em quick, there's work to do!  

 

 

Chorus: 

E7                                    A7                               D7                                             G 

Should the wizard stop his tricks, before he breaks what he cannot fix  
E7                                         A7                                   D7                      D7 
A careless wave of a magic wand could accidentally, co-incidentally,  
D7                               D7 

Turn this bard into a frog  
       E              E              A           A 

Not happy.    
                  E             E       A          A 

No, not happy.  

 

 

To his delight he's found a purple rose; back to his tower the wizard goes, 

He can use that flower for a potion of power, but if he gets it wrong it'll all turn sour  

In his tower unaware of time, the wizard works on a production line  

To bake some cakes with a unique taste, but if he messes up, they'll turn you to paste  

 

Chorus: 

Should the wizard stop his tricks, before he breaks what he cannot fix  

The wrong ingredient, baked too long, could accidentally, co-incidentally,  

Make your hair and nails six feet too long  

Not happy 

Not happy.  

 

He's got a wizard's staff with a knob on the end, a pointy hat, that doesn't bend  

His room is full of coloured candles, and is magic wand has got a golden handle 

  

He could be a powerful man, if he didn't keep turning things to spam...  

 

Chorus: 

Should the wizard stop his tricks, before he breaks what he cannot fix  

Some muttered words and a waving hand could accidentally, co-incidentally, turn 

your gold right into sand  

Not happy 
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Not happy.  

 

E        E         A         A 

E         E        A         A 

E7       A7     D7        G 

E7      A7       D7       D7        D7        D7 

E        E         A         A 

E         E        A         A 
 

His spells don't work but its not his fault that he throws deserts instead of lightning 

bolts  

He didn't like the way he was teased, so he made a plan to get up and leave  

He built a transport circle on his tower floor, and chanted till his throat was sore  

No more to be the butt of jokes, he vanished in a puff of smoke  

 

Chorus: 

Should the wizard stop his tricks, before he breaks what he can’t fix 

A slip of the tongue when he’s mis-spelled could accidentally, coincidentally send that 

wizard straight to hell 

Not happy 

He won’t be happy. 

 

The circle filled with magic mist. Had the spell worked as the wizard wished? 

Is he now on a different plane, or will he hang his head in shame 

And feel like a total fraud, because another spell has been ignored 

Looks like the wizard is no more: there’s something “heavy” on that floor. 

 

Chorus: 

I guess the wizard’s stopped his tricks, there’s now no danger he cannot fix 

No more mistakes beyond dispute, ‘cos accidentally, coincidentally, he’s just a pair of 

smoking boots 

 

Not happy 

No, not happy 

Not happy 

No, not happy. 
                                                     E 

…………………….Or alive 
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The Harper 
Lyrics by Amelia Crowley (Arianrhod) 

Music by Kathryn Wheeler (Meg the Minstrel) 

 
      Dm 

In days of Empire, hate and strife 
     Dm 

A bard bethought to leave his wife 
           C               Am 

And go to dedicate his life 
Dm 

To become a Harper 

 
          Dm 
The lady hung upon his sleeve 
          Dm 

And wept and piteously grieved 
           C                                           Am 

And cried, “Oh pray love, do not leave 
       Dm 
Forswear the name of Harper.” 

 

 

Chorus: 

Gm 

Still he told her, “No, oh no! 
Dm 
Duty will not let me go 
Bb                                F 

Til the Empire’s overthrow 
Gm                 A 

I remain a Harper.” (repeat chorus) 

 

 

So he took up freedom’s cause 

And through all his bloody wars 

Never daunted yet, he was 

A bold, impetuous Harper 

 

Though a nagging turn of mind 

Suggested he had been unkind 

To the wife he left behind 

When he became a Harper 

 

Chorus: 

Still he answered, “No, oh no! 

Duty will not let me go 

Til I face down every foe 

I remain a Harper.”  (repeat chorus) 

 

Dauntless and unceasing he 

Bellowed, “Death to tyranny! 

Evil has met its match in me: 

A true and valiant Harper.” 
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So he travelled ever on 

Through injustice thickly thronged 

Sword and spirits raised in song 

Oh, reckless, glorious Harper 

 

Chorus: 

Ever vowing, “No, oh no! 

Duty will not let me go 

Til I take my final blow 

I remain a Harper.”   (repeat chorus) 

 

Over all the land he roamed 

Til his travels brought him home 

And thence no further than his tomb 

Poor unsuspecting Harper 

 

For there he learned his wife had died 

From loneliness: a suicide 

And with her final breath had cried 

For her false, beloved Harper. 

 

Chorus: 

“No!” he faltered, “No, oh no! 

Duty will not let me go 

Til my heart is sick with woe 

I remain a Harper.”     (repeat chorus) 

 

At this his brother-in-law gave 

A cry, “You errant, worthless knave 

Go join my sister in her grave!” 

And slew the weeping Harper. 

 

Yet though his lifeblood all was gone 

One single task remained undone 

And yet his soul cannot pass on 

And he remains a Harper. 

 

Chorus: 

Ever chanting, “No, oh no! 

Duty will not let me go 

Til my heir at last I know 

I remain a Harper.”   (repeat chorus, last time ending on a D chord) 
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Gelert 
Poem by Nicky Redfern (Tasmin McTassle) 

 

Prince Llewelyn had a dog, 

And Gelert was his name. 

He was a fierce hunter, 

But gentle, true and tame. 

  

The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he, 

The fastest dog, a fearless dog and faithful as could be. 

  

Llewelyn had a little son,  

Who was his pride and joy. 

And Gelert loved to sleep beside  

The cradle of the boy. 

  

The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he, 

The fastest dog, a fearless dog and faithful as could be. 

  

One day Llewelyn blew his horn, 

His other dogs all came. 

But Gelert didn't answer though 

He loudly called his name. 

  

The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he, 

The fastest dog, a fearless dog and faithful as could be. 

  

At last Llewelyn went to hunt, 

Without his favourite hound, 

Without his swiftest, boldest dog 

'Twas little game he found. 

  

The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he, 

The fastest dog, a fearless dog and faithful as could be. 

  

Empty-handed, he returned, 

And waiting by his door. 

Was Gelert, panting hard and fast, 

With blood around his jaws. 

  

The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he, 

The fastest dog, a fearless dog and faithful as could be. 

  

Llewelyn rushed to find his son, 

And found the cradle bare, 

But worse than this: he found more blood, 

'Twas splattered everywhere! 

  

The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he, 

The fastest dog, a fearless dog and faithful as could be. 
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Llewelyn, in a grief struck rage, 

His eyes were flashing wild, 

Cried out: "You vile monster! 

"You have eaten up my child!" 

  

The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he, 

The fastest dog, a fearless dog and faithful as could be. 

  

The dog gazed in his master's eyes, 

Llewelyn drew his blade. 

The sobbing prince thrust out his sword, 

And faithful Gelert slayed. 

  

The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he, 

The fastest dog, a fearless dog and faithful as could be. 

  

Llewelyn heard a baby cry, 

And looked beneath the bed. 

He saw his unharmed son, and then, 

A wolf: ripped into shreds. 

  

The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he, 

The fastest dog, a fearless dog and faithful as could be. 

  

Too late! Llewelyn learned the truth, 

What happened while he'd gone: 

The dog had fought the hungry wolf, 

And saved his precious son. 

  

The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he, 

The fastest dog, a fearless dog and faithful as could be. 

  

Llewelyn rent his clothes in twain, 

And fasted till half-starved,  

Then dug a grave, and on the stone 

These words Llewelyn carved: 

  

"The swiftest dog, the surest dog, the strongest dog was he.  

"The fastest dog, that fearless dog and more faithful than me." 

  



When Rituals Fail 

16 

Soldier’s Pay 
Lyrics by Ian Ayliffe (Falcon) 

Music by Kathryn Wheeler (Meg the Minstrel) 

 

(unaccompanied first verse): 

Come lads, come lads with me today 

With bright sharp steel to guide our way 

We’ll battle our way to history 

Give us death, give us glory, give us victory 

We’ll fight the foe, we’ll beat the scum 
                                                                               Dm               Dm 

For a shilling a day, and a flagon of rum. 

 
F             G 

Dm         Dm 

Bb           C 

 
          Dm                            Dm 

Our foe awaits on a foreign shore 
                   Dm                                   C 
So we’ll freeze his marrow to the core 
                Dm                                         Dm 
With a clash of blades and a hearty cheer: 
         Dm                                                 C                          C 
For we’ll be remembered for many a year 
         F                                                      F                               F 

We march to the sound of the pipe and drum 
             Dm                                      Dm 

For a shilling a day, and a flagon of rum. 

 

 

By tens, by thousands, in ranks we stand 

Upon a strange and far off land 

Away our foe stands strong and tall 

And I can see no difference at all 

With firm resolve we charge the gun 

For a shilling a day, and a flagon of rum. 

 

For long we charge through fire and mud 

And all I taste and smell is blood 

To kill and kill and kill again 

Til at last I see we are all men 

We were once in heaven, now to hell we come 

For a shilling a day, and a flagon of rum. 

 
Dm         Dm 

F             G 

Dm         Dm 

Bb           C 

Dm         Dm 

F             G 

Dm         Dm 

Bb           C               G              G            
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He stands alone, the same as me 

And I shall know no victory 

For the soldier’s sword it bites so deep 

And now the Grim One, he shall reap 

My blood flows free, my body grows numb 

For a shilling a day, and a flagon of rum  

 

For a shilling a day, and a flagon of rum  
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I Want to do Crush 
Lyrics by Kren, 

Music: to the tune of Queen’s “I Want to Break Free” 

 
                           E              E         E 

I want to do crush 
    E                     E              E         E 

I want to do crush 
    E                     E                       E 

I want to do crush to the bad guys 
           E                       E                                   A           A           A 

Give bruises and black eyes, break knees too! 
          A                E             E             E           E 
I've got to do crush 
         B             B    A                        A                    E             E            E 
Ref knows,     Ref knows I want to do crush 

 

 

I've got a polearm 

I've got a polearm I can use it 

To hit all the monsters, now feel it 

I've got a polearm,  

Ref knows, Ref knows I've got a polearm 

 

 
        B              B            A           A         
It’s strange but it's true,       hey 
B              B                   A               A 
I’m not carded to even do through 
           C#min             C#min 

But I have to be sure 
                      F#                       F# 
You’ll go down on the floor 
A                   B                    C#min                    C#min   B 
Oh how I want to do crush, baby… 
A                   B                    C#min                    C#min   B 
Oh how I want to do crush,  
A                   B                     E              E            E          E 
Oh how I want to do crush 
E          E             E 
 
                                        E         E          E           

But events still go on 
E                                   E                               E 
I can't get used to killing without, smiting without 
E                                  E                      A          A         A 
Hacking without you by my side 
               A                        E              E              E         E 
I don't want to kill alone,     
         B             B      A                         A                              E             E            E 
Ref knows,           I’ve got to flange it on my own 
                     E                          B           B 
Monsters pounded into slush 
A      A                             E                E               E 
I’m lammied to do crush 
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                             E              E           E 

I've got to do crush 
                E                          E              E       E            E 
It’s not enough to do crush,          yeah 
E                E              E             E            E           E           B        B          A 

I want, I want, I want, I want …….. 
                       E 

Enchanted crush 
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Unicorn 

Lyrics by Kathryn Wheeler (Meg the Minstrel) and Giles Watson (Gearsprocket). 

Music by Kathryn Wheeler (Meg). 

 

Chorus: 

Dm 
Unicorn, ride the storm  
Am 
Safely from harm  
Dm 
Unicorn, guide us on  
Am 
Into the dawn  
F 
Unicorn, ride the storm  
C 
Safely from harm  
Gm 
Unicorn, guide us on  
A 
Into the dawn 
        Gm                 A            Dm 

Unicorn___            Unicorn 
      Gm                  A            Dm 

Unicorn___         Unicorn 

 
Gm                                                       Dm 

Bright the new dawn on the beckoning sea  
Bb                                     F                         C 
Buoyed were their spirits, their hopes and their dreams  
Gm                                                     Dm 
Bittersweet tears stung the cheeks of their kin  
                  Bb              C                                       Dm 
As they bid fond farewells from the shore 

 
Gm                                                       Dm 
Strong was bold Sven as he hauled on the helm, 
Bb                        F                       C 
Sapphire the sea as they dipped their oak oars, 
Gm                                                Dm 
Soaring the seagulls and raucous their cries, 
                 Bb                   C                      Dm 
As they sailed, the North to explore. 

 

Chorus 

 

Dark grew the clouds as the sails caught the wind, 

The dragon-prowed ship - she pitched and she rolled, 

Dim were the waters, grown grey with the dusk, 

The rain broke with thundersome roar. 

 

Raging the ocean, the sail torn to shreds, 

Rearing the prow, as she crested the waves, 

Roused by the thunder, Sven stood on the deck, 
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"O Gods!  We your mercy implore!" 

 

Chorus 

 

Abandoned by hope, and the latitude lost, 

Aching their bones, and as day followed day, 

Ardent hearts quailed and heroes grew weak, 

In the hold, how depleted their store! 

 

Ragged the reefs of a faraway land, 

Rasping and ripping the ship's wooden hull, 

Roaring the breakers and rearing the rocks, 

And shipwreck the sailors foresaw. 

 

Chorus 

 

White was the unicorn, riding the waves, 

Wailing the wind in the rigging, 

Watching he stood, bold Sven at the tiller, 

He cried, "Men!  Despair nevermore!" 

 

Tossing its watery mane in the wind, 

Treading on hooves of pure gold, 

Touching the boat with the tip of its muzzle, 

The unicorn led them to shore. 

 

Chorus 

 

Lush was the land that they found at the harbour, 

Leaving was far from their minds, 

Long did they stay, from the kind natives learning 

Their language, and hearing their lore, 

 

Till dreams filled the mind of a young hero sleeping, 

And all doubts he steadfastly spurned: 

Deep ocean, a unicorn leading him onward 

To seek for his homeland of yore. 

 

Chorus 

 

Moist are the eyes of the women who dream, 

Men weep, his memory to tell: 

Moored in the harbour, his dragon-prowed ship - 

He set sail, and they saw him no more: 

 

Misty the dawn on the soft, swelling sea, 

Murmuring, they stood on the shore, 

Mute was the wind as he rowed past the reef 

With a unicorn riding before. 
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The Light of Day 
Lyrics and music by Jez Lawrence (Cajun Spinesplitter) 

 
Bm        Emin7 

Bm        D 

Bm        Emin7 

Bm        D 

 
          Bm 

The wind sweeps the hilltops  
          Emin7 
The bracken waves an autumn goodbye  
Bm 
I sit alone and the world I watch  
        D 

As I watched you sleep a year last night  
Bm 
I am nobody  
    Emin7 
A spirit lost and a soul adrift  
Bm 
Pondering Time and Melancholy  
D 
Now you're gone what hell is this?  And 

 

 

Chorus: 

Em                                                          D9 

I'll, I’ll never see the light of day  
           C9                                                                   D 
That died as you did and left me only grey  
           Em                 D9 
And I, I can only pray  
           Cmaj7                                      Cmaj7                             Cmaj7                    Cmaj7                
That I'll wake soon, “Don't worry love, it was just a dream,”  
        D7               Bm                  Emin7 

I’ll hear you say  
Bm               D 
Heyhey 
 

 

Between my fingers  

Once verdant leaves crumble and whither  

The feel of your touch on my face it lingers  

The rain comes down and the storm comes hither  

Overcome by chaos  

My world is shattered and I can't go on  

Life is a torrent of pain and loss  

And Death is the only company I've got  

 

Chorus 
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I can remember  

That we used to walk on snow capped mountains  

Now I contemplate the embers  

Of a love that's lost from the dreams of men  

Its been a year, love  

Since you left me here alone to wonder  

If you watch me now from up above  

And mourn while my heart's torn asunder  

 

Chorus  

Em                                                          D9 

I'll, I’ll never see the light of day  
           C9                                                                   D 
That died as you did and left me only grey  
           Em                 D9 
And I, I can only pray  
           Cmaj7                                      Cmaj7                             Cmaj7                    Cmaj7               D7 
That I'll wake soon, “Don't worry love, it was just a dream,”  

 
         G 

But then a swallow calls and I look up  
                 Em 
And its eyes are yours just for a moment  
         G 
The sun comes out behind the wings  
D 
Warms my face and in an instant  

 

Chorus 2: 

Em                               D9 

I see the light of day  
             C9                                                                        D 
In the place where I thought I'd find only grey  
        Em                                D9 
And I hear your voice say  
C9                        C9                               C9                                         C9                               Bm            Emin7 

”Get up now, its not a dream: I'm here forever and it’s here I’ll always stay”  

 
Bm         D 

Bm         Emin7 

Bm         D 

Em         D9 

C9          C9     C9 D 

Em         D9 

C9         C9      C9 Bm          Emin7 

Bm         D 
Bm         Emin7 

Bm         D 

 

The wind sweeps the hilltops  

The dawn has come and a new day beckons  

I sit here and the world I watch  

The light grows brighter with every second  

Its been a year now  

The pain is fresh but the wound is healing  

Banishing the storm clouds  

Now I know you're with me life has meaning  
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Chorus 2 

Em                               D9 

I see the light of day  
             C9                                                                        D 
In the place where I thought I'd find only grey  
        Em                                D9 
And I hear your voice say  

C9                        C9                               C9                                         C9                             

”Get up now, its not a dream: I'm here forever and it’s here I’ll always… 

Em                               D9 

I see the light of day  
             C9                                                                        D 
In the place where I thought I'd find only grey  
        Em                                D9 
And I hear your voice say  

C9                        C9                               C9                                         C9                               Bm             

”Get up now, its not a dream: I'm here forever and it’s here I’ll always stay. 
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It’s Bloody Being a Bard 
Lyrics by Giles Watson (Alias the Bard).   

Music by Jude Reid (Cerridwen) 
                C                                D 

“Come all you brave and sprightly bards, 
        G              D                  G 

Do please attend our ritual –  
        C                               D 
On such occasions bards’ attendance 
G                  D        G 
Ought to be habitual. 
          C                                           G 
Oh, come you bright and cheery bards 
         C                                  G 
It’s bound to be spectacular 
                C                          G 
In commemoration  you can write 
     C                              G 
A song in the vernacular!” 
            Dm                      C 

Thus read our invitation card. 
         Dm         C               Dm         Dm  

It’s bloody being a bard. 

 

“We haven’t had a holiday 

Ever since we joined the Guild! 

A little sojourn with the Harts! 

Why, all our dreams fulfilled!” 

But, alas, the ritual 

Went not quite as expected: 

Now Albion with Summerlands 

Directly is connected, 

And we’re exhausted, battle scarred. 

It’s bloody being a bard. 

 

First we’re poisoned in a room 

By murderous mercenaries 

For mercenaries lack respect 

For talented bardic faeries; 

Then we meet with ghosts and ghouls 

Intent on paralysing 

(And how Tiberius got us there 

Is not worth analysing.) 

This holiday is somewhat marred: 

It’s bloody being a bard. 

 

We stand upon the battlefield 

And sing our little lungs out, 

And someone tells us to shut up, 

Or else she’ll tear our tongues out.         

But Hugo, valiant and bold, 

Defends us to the hilt: 

He says we help to raise morale 
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Whenever blood is spilt. 

But no-one offers to stand guard; 

It’s bloody being a bard. 

 

And then the dismal morning comes; 

We’ve hardly gone to the loo, 

When ghouls come in to beat us up 

What is a bard to do? 

And Elmwood falls in poison gas, 

Who rushes to his side? 

Us bards, of course! Needless to say 

We collapsed and almost died. 

Oh! Life is a trial! Life is hard! 

It’s bloody being a bard. 

 

“The bards are down, with Elmwood!” 

Then comes the stricken cry, 

“Save Elmwood quickly while you can! 

Oh! Don’t let Elmwood die!” 

And when at last they think of us 

They rescue us. How kind! 

Except, of course, they went and left 

Our instruments behind! 

Oh, such blatant disregard! 

It’s bloody being a bard. 

 

And when it comes to dragging out 

The bludgeoned and the bleeding, 

And handing out what sympathy 

The casualties are needing – 

Who is sent behind the lines 

To bind their gashes horrid? 

A bard, of course, on holiday: 

Oh what could be more torrid? 

Your haemorrhages we retard: 

It’s bloody being a bard. 

 

Back home in cosy Albion 

The warriors all rest 

But we’re expected to perform 

On everyone’s request! 

And we got not one brass brazoo 

For all our pains and trouble, 

So we’ve decided, from now on, 

We’re going to charge double 

On holidays with Harts ill-starred,          

It’s bloody being a bard. 
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Albion Forever 
Lyrics by Kathryn Wheeler (Meg the Minstrel), Anne Gilbert (Constance Farendon), Chris Wheeler 

(Thomas Fitzroy – Master Earth) and the Harts of Albion. 

Music by Kathryn Wheeler (Meg the Minstrel) and Anne Gilbert (Constance Farendon) 

 

 

Chorus: 
              Dm                             Dm 

Come one and all and hear our call 
         C                     Dm 

Of “Albion Forever” 
              Dm                           Dm 
Come put away your troubles all 
          C                            Dm 
And let us stand together 
                  F                                       C 

Though times are hard and some may fall 
Dm                    A 
Albion will yet prevail 
              Dm                               Dm 
Come make a stand: defend the land 
        C                    Dm              Dm 
Of Albion, forever. 

 

 
F                                  C                                 Dm 

The Greenwood forest deep and dark 
Dm                          C                                      Dm 
It beats strong with the Hunter’s heart 
F                                  C                                             Dm 
And through the glades the Wild Hunt runs 
F                              C                           G              A 
While Puck cavorts and has fun. 

 

 

Chorus 

 

In Albion’s north, in Eaton’s Vale 

A keep is held by men in mail 

It guards the path to our land’s heart 

Like beaten dogs our foes depart. 

 

Chorus 

 

Marchwood keep, the mouth of hell 

From whence come evils foul and fell 

At your peril travel here 

Where fools alone are free from fear. 

 

Chorus 

 

 

Off Cornwall’s cliffs the raging sea 

Breeds  fisherfolk and farmers free 
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They ne’er shall be another’s slave 

Agressors find a watery grave. 

 

Chorus 

 

Oh Albion, Mother of us all 

In our hearts we hear her call! 

Free, unfettered folk are we: 

Before us all our enemies flee. 

 

Chorus 
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Brothers in Arms 
Lyrics by Jude Reid (Cerridwen) 

Music by Kathryn Wheeler (Meg the Minstrel) 

(This is in D minor. The version on the CD is in C minor) 

 
         Dm                              Am 

The flags that flew against the crown 
        C                                G 

Lie trampled in the dust 
         Dm                       Am 
The battlefield is red with blood 
          C                                    G 
The weapons red with rust. 

 
          Gm                           Dm        G 
The corbies pick at fallen men 
     Am          Em             Am          Am 
Amid the grasses green 
          Dm                               Am 
One brother lies cold on the ground 
          C                             G 
The other with the Queen 
          Dm                               Am 
One brother lies cold on the ground 
          Gm      Am             D 
The other with the Queen. 

 

 

Chorus: 

D                              A                                  D        G           A 

Eldest brother, scarlet mantled, hero of the civil war 
D                                              A                                  D                G             A                 D 
Armed and armoured, mounted, ready, Phoenix banner flown before 
F                               C                               D                      Gm            A 

Eldest brother, dearest traitor: blood dries on your crimson cloak 
Gm                            A                                Gm                         Am                    G                 G 

Family ties you lightly severed, promises you made – and broke. 

 

 

The house that once was warm and bright 

Is empty now and cold 

But houses are not hard to find 

Or buy with traitor’s gold. 

 

The apple trees will blossom soon 

Beyond the orchard wall 

But neither brother will return 

To see the apples fall 

But neither brother will return 

To see the apples fall. 

 

Chorus: 

Eldest brother, your betrayal brought you the reknown you crave 

Took you to the highest office: took your brother to his grave 

Eldest brother, do you wonder what your new-found power cost? 
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All that you have seized and taken, all that you have left and lost. 

 

The stars shine coldly in the night 

The hoar-frost marks the ground 

The falcon settles in the mews 

The fireside for the hound. 

 

The bells within the old clock tower 

Chime our their midnight knell 

One brother takes a traitor’s rest 

The other sleeps full well 

One brother takes a traitor’s rest 

The other sleeps full well. 
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The Hero 
Poem by Nicky Redfern (Tasmin McTassle) 

 

 

My uncle would tell of a man he knew well, 

A hero who travelled the lands, 

He slayed many dragons, and quaffed many flagons 

Of ale, till he couldn't stand. 

  

This lifestyle began when, as a young man, 

For the love of a lady he prayed, 

So he went on a quest, for his valour to test,  

And thus win the hand of the maid. 

  

Now, in the next town, the people he found, 

Feared a blood sucking ghoul of the night. 

Our hero's desire: to slay the vampire,  

And thus prove his courage and might. 

  

But, it took many moons to find the beast's tomb, 

Which was guarded by scores of undead. 

So, zombies he bashed, and skeletons smashed, 

Then smote off the vampires head! 

  

And then home he came with riches and fame, 

Triumphant, to claim his sweet lover. 

But he was dismayed to find his pure maid 

Had gone and shacked up with his brother. 

  

"Still, heroes earn gold," my uncle was told, 

"And I've got a thirst that needs quenching. 

"I don't have a wife, but it's a good life, 

"For I spend my time drinking, and wenching!" 
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Its Not Easy Being Green 

(Greenskins) 
Lyrics and music by Jez Lawrence (Cajun Spinesplitter) and Alex Gant (Bo). 

(chord introduction): 
B           A         E7 

B           A         E7   A 

B           A         E7 

B          A7+9   A 

 

              B                                                   A                                E7 
Its not easy being green, when no-one wants to know 
            B                                                                    A7+9                            A     
How long it took to give your skin its healthy greenish glow 
         B                                                                              A                           E7 
I've scrubbed it and I've buffed it, but no matter what I do 
       B                                                                          A                             E7 
Its still as tough as leather - you could use it to make shoes 
             G                                                                 D 

But it comes in quite handy if you're fighting in the nude 
                 G                                                       D                                    A             E7 

And I'd rather be greenskin than a pink f*****r like you! 
                         A                                 E7 
‘Cos we’re greenskins. 

 

We're:  

 

 

Chorus: 

A                                         D 
Green skins! We’re up all night 
A                                             E7 
Green skins! And we drink and fight  
A                                   D 
Green skins! Oi! What's that smell? 
A                                                E7 
Its green skins!  I don't feel well! 

 
B           A         E7 

B           A         E7   A 

B           A         E7 

B          A7+9   A 

 

Its not easy being green, and camping in a field 

No-one can tell if yer siting there or eating a nice meal 

But you'll know pretty quick if you walk through my camping spot 

When I standup and gut you, right there on the spot 

You may think that I'm a bad Ork, without a conscience bone 

You know yer right, you human scum, just p**s off, go home! 

‘Cos we’re greenskins. 

We're: 

 

Chorus 

 
B           A         E7 
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B           A         E7   A 

B           A         E7 

B          A7+9   A 
 

Well, its not easy being green, you don't make too many friends 

They think you'll turn around and then you'll eat them in the end 

But what they fail to realise is: humans don't taste good 

They're gristly, they're chewy, and they taste a lot like wood 

Yes I'd rather have a squig, cooked on an open flame 

You know what they say: you humans all taste the same! 
                         A                         E7                                                                   A                                 E7 
And we’re greenskins.         (spoken) We don’t play with our food – well,     
                               A                                 E7 

Not unless it asks really nicely. 

 

We're: 

 

Chorus 

 

B           A         E7 

B           A         E7   A 

B           A         E7 

B          A7+9   A 
 

Its not easy being green, wearing all this gear 

The leather chafes and when it rains I get water in me ears 

My helmet's not much good for more than keeping sarnies in 

But its fashion statement, innit? I'll wear it with a grin 

And the things I love the most are my boots made of steel 

If you don't watch your mouth, you won't be chewing your next meal! 

 

Because we’re: 

 

Chorus 

Green skins! We’re up all night 

Green skins! And we drink and fight  

Green skins! Oi! What's that smell? 

Its green skins!  I don't feel well! 

‘Cos we’re: 

Green skins! We’re up all night 

Green skins! And we drink and fight  

Green skins! Oi! What's that smell? 

Its green skins! (spoken) I don't feel well! 
               E 

(spoken) Not well at all. In fact…. oh no! 
E                                                                                              E  (building up in intensity) 

I think, I’d better g…. oh no, arghh, oh no!!! 
  B 

(Vomit sound) 
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No Lion Stands Alone 
Lyrics and music by Jude Reid (Thalla ‘nl’ Ash) 

(This is in the key of D minor. The version on the CD is in C minor) 

 

 
                  Dm                                                 Am 

Though Camelot is fallen and its dreams of glories fled 
          Gm                                                                    Dm 

And lost is Merlin’s wisdom, Arthur’s knights lie cold and dead 
   Gm                                                                            Dm 

Upon these great foundations rise new legends of our own 
          C                                       Am                            Dm 

And proudly comes the battle-cry: “No Lion Stands Alone.” 

  

 

Chorus: 

        F                                                 C 

No Lion stands alone— no Lion stands alone 
              Gm                           Dm 

Come raise the cry to reach the sky 
        Dm     Am           Dm 

No Lion stands alone 

 

 

Now as in days of yore we take our place upon the field 

To strike a blow against the dark; to strive and not to yield 

The time has come that we must swear, by sinew, blood and bone 

That though we stand upon the brink, no Lion stands alone. 

 

Chorus 

 

We will not fear what is to come, though all be dark and bleak 

And closed our path to Avalon; ‘tis now that we must seek 

To carve our names and destinies upon this sea-washed shore 

For though we stand on Lantian soil, no Lion stands alone. 

 

Chorus 

 

Now hear the sounds of battle rise to welcome in the day 

And raise the tattered banner high, once more into the fray 

Once more we’ll hear the Lion roar, once more let it be known 

No Lions stand without their Pride: no Lion stands alone. 

 

Chorus (x2) 
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Rituals Fail 
Lyrics by Tim Bateson (s’Amul Recal) 

Music: to the tune of “Eternal Flame” by the Bangles 

 
G                  Em 

Close the seal 
C                         D 

Draw on the power 
                 G                    Em                           C 

People,    can you feel the power leaking? 
D                               Em 

Do you need to run? 
                 B               Em 
Do you need to fear? 
A                                           D       Bm 

Should you just start praying? 
Am7                                 D                G 

Is this ritual really going to fail? 

 
        Em       C                         D 

I believe it’s meant to work 
             G                                Em                            C 

Contributors, can you feel the power fading? 
D                                        Em 
You should draw it back 
                   B           Em 
Can you feel it now? 
A                             D       Bm 
Here I am just praying 
Am7                         Am7                          D 
That this ritual really won’t go boom 

 
                  Dm7 

Harness Power 
G                                               D 

Weave it through your wills 
                F                    G                  C           G         Am         G          D 

Oh-ho, sounds so easy, but really it’s a pain 
             Bm                             F     C 

I just want to lose my terror 
Dsus4                   D                   

Ohhh………….. 

 

 

(musical interlude) 
Em          B 

Em          A 

D            Bm 

Am7       Am7 

Am7       Am7 

D 
 
                    Dm7 

Save me now 
G                                               D 
Don’t flee through the seal 
                F                 G                      C                    G                Am         G          D 
Oh-ho, hells, its painful, so come and ease my pain 
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               Bm                                F       C 
I don’t want to lose this power 
Dsus4                   D                G 
Arrrggghhh! 

 

Close the seal 

Draw on the power 

People, can you feel the power leaking? 

Do you need to run? 

Do you need to fear? 

Or should you just start praying? 

‘Cause this ritual’s already gone wrong.  (repeat this verse) 

 

Close the seal 

Draw on the power 

People, can you feel the power leaking? 

Do you need to run? 

Do you need to fear? 

Now this ritual’s finally going to…..  BOOM!  (repeat this verse) 

 



When Rituals Fail 

37 

Strider 
Lyrics by Nicky Redfern (Tasmin McTassle) 

Music by Jez Lawrence (Cajun Spinesplitter) 

 

(spoken) Sam will kill him if he tries anything… 

 
(chord introduction): 
A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 
 
              A       D                              A                C 

It was in a tavern that we saw him first 
A                     D                        C 
Merry and Pippin busy quenching their thirst 
A                            D                         A                  C 
Frodo had the ring, he was messing about  
              A                 D                                C                            C 
When from the corner came an angry shout,  

 

It was 

 

Chorus 1: 

G              C               D                    D       C          D                          D     C 

Strider, Strider: killin’ the bad guys, pokes ‘em in the eye 
G                                              C 

Beatin’ up gobbos and slayin’ black-riders:  
D                    D C    D                      D   C 
Set em on fire, Elf maid’s desire 

 
(chord interlude): 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 
 

We left the tavern, wraiths hot on our heels 

Following the sound of our girly squeals 

They got us cornered we had nowhere to turn 

They were beatin’ us up, but then they started to burn… 

 

Chorus 1 

 
(chord interlude): 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 
 

At the council of Elrond up in Rivendell 

With a bunch of Elves and a Dwarf as well 

Got sent on a mission to destroy the ring 

But all the Elf-maids wanted was to have a fling 

With 

 



When Rituals Fail 

38 

Chorus 1 

 
(chord interlude): 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 
 

Well the mines of Moria in the dwarf-king’s tomb 

Fighting off goblins in the darkness and gloom 

The elf killed the cave-troll then he flicked back his hair  

I guess that Strider can’t be everywhere! 

 

Chorus 1 

 
(musical interlude): 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 

G         C 

D   C   D C 

G         C 

D   C   D C 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 
 

We crept out as quietly as we could 

Trying to get away to the elven woods 

But the stupid hobbits made a frightful row 

Here comes the Balrog – we’re all dead now! 

If it wasn’t for 

 

Chorus 1 
 

(chord interlude): 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 

A         D          A        C 

A         D          C 
 

Well we got away but at a terrible cost 

Strider’s OK, but Gandalf’s lost 

Frodo’s legged it, with the one ring 

And the heir of Isildur is still not king 

Poor 

 

Chorus2 

Strider, Strider: Boromir’s jealous, can you please tell us 

Who d’ya think Arwyn wants inside her? Boromir hates him, he’s got no mates! Sing: 

 

Strider, Strider: killin’ the bad guys, pokes ‘em in the eye 

Beatin’ up gobbos and slayin’ black-riders:  

Set em on fire, Elf maid’s desire 
D                      D     C    G 

Elf-maid’s des-ire___ 


