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For additional copies and/or suggestions contact Cerian Cantwr at cerian@minstrel.com
Somebody’s First to Die 

- John Inchingham & Alexander de Seton            

Chrous:

Somebody's first to die boys,

Somebody's first to die!

We're all together on the field,

But somebody's first to die!

Verses:

We were the middle of the Middle,

Until Calontir left the fold.

Now we're the backwater corner of the southwest border

And the river is ours to hold! But...

Free Militia, Phalanx, Ulfidnar,

Du Soleil, Gargoyles also;

Peacocks, Terrae Finis, House Brandenburg -

One Legio de Facto! What?

Proudly march we off to battle

In our Serpents in Annulo.

From across the field foes squint and squeel,

"Look! A unit of gold zeroes!" Ouch!

We're the Maverick Midlands Army,

And in time all lands will learn -

That sentient foes ought not to close

With a rash of scaley ringworms! Eeeewwww!

Nobody lives forever,

And havin' fun's what we do best!

So when the fightin's through, we'll drink with you!

"Sed ludes solum est!" Hey!

The Midlands Are We

- Cerian Cantwr

Chrous:    

Come artists whose works are like jewels to behold.

Come fighters in tabards of scarlet and gold.

Come those who would serve, for your efforts are key.

When together we stand, the Midlands are we.

Verses: 

Come men of the Midlands and hear what I say

Of this wondrous land where the weasalopes play.

Where we stand tall with honor and laugh long with glee;

And we'll show all the world that the Midlands are we.

We teach what we can, while learning pursue.

Discover, with wonder, the things you can do.

Take joy in your craft, whatever it be,

From forty pound sledge to fine filigree.

With valor and honor we fight 'gainst our foes

'Til they no longer laugh at our golden zeros.

When the battle begins someone is first to die,

So archers, make sure it's the other guy.

The serving of others, it does leave its mark,

Though you feel like you labor alone in the dark.

We give you our thanks, though we don't often say

How important you are to way that we play.

Now somehow or other, this jigsaw all fits,

For the Midlands is made of a whole lot of bits.

We're each part of a whole which is wondrous to see,

And from this mosaic, the Midlands are we.

Melee

- Master Rory & The Baile na Scolairi Glee Club

Chrous:     

Melee! Melee!

Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Melee! Melee!

Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Verses: 

Come Mister Marshal Man, pass all me armour

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Come Mister Marshal Man, pass all me weapons

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

We got one fighta, two fighta, three fighta Bunch!

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Yes one fighta, two fighta, three fighta Bunch!

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Fix all my armour with a bit of duct

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Strap will hold if I have some luck!

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Seven foot pole arm passed by the other guy

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

If I get hit then you gonna see my helm fly!

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Beautiful bunch of shiny shield

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Hid a polearm---you better yield

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Don't know if this bruise will heal

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Cause I got clubbed like the Baby Seal

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Party all night with a cask of rum

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Fight the next day -- -- -- yes, I'm that dumb!

      Melee come and we wanna fight more!

Me-lee-se-me-les-se ma-a-a-lee.

Melee come and we wanna fight more!

No One Writes Songs for von Andernach

- Cerian Cantwr

Chrous:

No one writes songs for von Andernach -

Dietrich von Andernach.

No one writes songs for von Andernach,

Because his name won't rhyme.

Verses:

The Midlandish army's an int'resting lot.

The man who would lead them, just what has he got?

A name that will scan to this song, he has not,

And this is why we say that...

The sight of such scansion should cause you to fear

This polysyllabically named engineer.

It lands like an elephant right on your ear,

And from it bards do flee. So...

There are those that suppose that this song is satirical,

To claim that his name is a bit less than lyrical.

Have they e'er put a square peg in a hole that is spherical?

For until the day they do there's...

Teutonic phraseology should be verboten,

A barbaric assault on a poor poet's noggin:

Der Freischutz, gesundheit, unt vorse yet Volkswagen;

such things just can't be sung. So...

In comparison, Everest seems quite simply climbable.

This name that even makes "orange" look rhymable.

Not even John Inchingham found it combinable

With any verse he wrote. So...

From this malign moniker you can bet,

this sesquipedalian sobriquet,

Abuse like this song will be all he does get,

Or we'll just call him "Bob". Ah!

Ending Chrous:

No one writes songs for Bob -

Bob - Bob.

No one writes songs for Bob,

Even though his name now rhymes.

Repeat regular chorus one last time.
The Dragon Host March - John Inchingham

Chorus:

We will march to pick lilies.  We will march to the gulf.

We will march off to Pennsic to pound tigers into pulp.

And we’ll shout as we march.  Let all kingdoms hear our boast:

That the best realm is the homeland of the Dragon Host!

Verses:

In the first mists of time, formed the Kingdom of the West;

And the next to be born was that Eastern Tiger Mess;

But the third try’s the charm and you’ll pardon if I boast

That the best realm is the homeland of the Dragon Host!

From the sunny sands of Atenveldt, came kingdom number four;

And Meridies soon followed, realm of forest, field and moor;

Fair Caid came next, where dolphin treks between lands flung afar;

And the seventh day saw Ansteora’s rising star!

Blue Atlantia was carven by great waves of crashing foam;

Zeus’s tears formed An Tir, where the soggy lion roams;

From a falcon’s egg, hatched Calontir, while purple saxons sang;

And Trimaris, the eleventh realm, of romance sprang!

Dancing deer by the dozen raised The Outlands’ desert wall;

Then our shadow-dragon cousin buiilt a nest in Drachenwald;

Out of glaciers, salt and geysers, Artemisia appeared;

And, from battle spark, blazed Aethelmearc, our fifteenth peer!

Howling wolves conjured Ealdormere from hieland winds and then

To our wonder, from down under, jumped Lochac to seven and ten!

Though we like to roam and wander, let all kingdoms hear our boast:

That the best realm is the homeland to the Dragon Host!

FINAL CADENCE:

CALL:  There are seventeen kingdoms on the map.

RESPONSE:  There are seventeen kingdoms on the map.

C:  Some like to  fight.  Some like to yap.

R:  Some like to fight.  Some like to yap.

C:  They come to war with the Dragon Host.

R:  They come to war with the Dragon Host.

C:  Some are allies.  The rest are toast.

R:  Some are allies.  The rest are toast.

C:  Go scrub your armor and make it gleam.

R:  Go scrub your armor and make it gleam.

C:  ‘Cause Pieter’s in the pulpit and we’re fightin’ clean.

R:  ‘Cause Pieter’s in the pulpit and we’re fightin’ clean.

C:  Sound off!

R:  One!  Two!

C:  Sound off!

R:  Three!  Four!

C:  Bring it on down!

R:  One!  Two!  Three!  Four! One!  Two!  (Beat.)  Three-four!

Midlands Rise - Cerian Cantwr & Hector of the Black Height

Chorus:

Rise, rise, oh rise!

With the Midland sun to warm us and the rivers as our guide;

With the windsong in my bowstring and a stout blade by my side;

With our children as our future and our legends as our pride;

We shall stand, we shall conquer, we shall rise!

Verses:

Once there were but prairie grasses and the whisper of the wind.

In amid a ring of rivers, there our story did begin.

From a spot upon the inland sea came first of all our kin.

There our saga starts, the Midlands did arise.

We were once a land of legend, kingdoms here did have their birth.

But of fabled song and story, we have since then had a dearth.

Let us tell new tales and sing new songs of triumph and of worth.

And together we can make new legends rise.

When our army takes the field, its scarlet banner raised on high,

See the dragon annulo, the golden fire in its' eye.

With our scaly circled symbol flying free across the sky,

We shall march as one, the Midlands' host shall rise.

Come now one and all good gentles, join me in this gathering.

We shall join our songs together and will craft a wond'rous thing.

In triumph sing our glories, we shall set the stars to ring.

Lift your voice with mine, the Midlands' song shall rise.

Our odyssey goes onward now in hall and keep and field.

We are the Midland's treasure, we the sword, the bow, the shield;

We the life-blood, we the sinew, we the heart that shall not yield.

When we work as one, the Midlands shall arise!

Archers Make Ignoble Foemen - Anonymous

Archers make ignoble foemen,

Shoot at you then run away.

Gosh darned feather-plucking bowmen

They're the ones I love to slay.

Run and chase them, axe and mace them,

Grind them into fine pate.

God made archers just to bug me

Geez, I wish they'd go away.

Slay them.

We Are the Midlands - Cerian Cantwr & Hector of the Black Height

Chrous:    

We are the Midlands, listen to our laughter.

We are the Midlands, listen to our song.

We are the Midlands, we can accomplish wonders.

And if you’d be the Midlands, sing along.

Verses: 

The Midlands is a place that's not found on any map.

It lies down deep inside of us - you can't draw things like that.

It is a state of mind, not beans of some bureaucrat.

We joyously proclaim, we are the Midlands.

While others are so dour in everything they do

In laughter there's more power, to help you see things through.

We somehow seem to see things from a different point of skew.

'Tis our hobby, we have fun - we are the Midlands.

We always serve with spirit, at hard work we'll not scoff.

When the army fights you'll hear it, singing in the key of 'off'.

We strive to bring forth beauty from stone and steel and cloth.

These are the things we do, we are the Midlands.

Each land does have a symbol of it's dreams and of it's hopes.

We have the dragon annulo, mad monks, and weasalopes.

We also have the river - whatever comes, it copes.

Just like it we'll flow on, we are the Midlands.

Whatever comes tomorrow, we all will do our part.

With a smile, and with laughter, and a lightness of the heart.

We do not know the future, but towards it we will start.

Together we'll go on, we are the Midlands.

When the Midlands Goes to War - Cerian Cantwr

Chrous:

We'll step along with a marching song,

Battle standard to the fore.

As the armies mass, we'll be kicking ass

When the Midlands goes to war.

Verses:

Come all you gallant heroes, pay heed to what I say,

I'll sing you a song of glory, great deeds that win the day.

We follow the dragon in annulo, our banner justly famed.

In the van our wicked leader, Sgt Dietrich is his name.

'Twas in the third week in August, our forces went away.

They made a sight so glorious, scarlet tabards on display.

The Midlands men marched to the east from all points near and far,

And we all did come together on the field at the Pennsic War.

Now we have left our river shore, for the Crown has made it's call.

We answer here with axe and spear, with sword and great pike maul.

When the cannon goes, we will smite our foes and the Tiger will be clawed -

Then we will feast on the men of the East, for we're Bardolph's brute squad.

Now here's to Master Carlo, Gunther, Damon, and Aileen;

Our unit sub-commanders, whose blades are ever keen.

They'll lead us on to glory, 'neath the Dietchfanock's command,

And we'll plant the dragon standard in the heart of Debatable Land.


