Horns of Hattin

(from Haughs of Cromdale)

Haughs of Cromdale is a Scottish song presenting a fictional account of the 1690 Battle of Cromdale, in which the Jacobites were defeated by the English armies of William and Mary.  In the song, the Earl of Montrose arrives with reinforcements after the battle and defeats the English—in history, the Earl of Montrose had been dead for years and there was no second battle.  

This song presents a similar mistreatment of history, with Richard Lionheart taking the place of the Earl of Montrose, Saladin the English, and the Battle of Hattin replacing Cromdale.    
As I came in by Acre town

That fortress strong of such renown

Tae the Holy City bound

I passed the horns of Hattin

I met a man in Templar dress

I asked of the Crusade’s success

Quoth he, we lie in dire distress

Upon the horns of Hattin

We’d naught to drink, sir, not a drop

All night upon that bare hilltop

And Saladin without a stop

Harassed us up on Hattin

The Saracens, they were sae rude

They bathed their hooves in Christian blood

But our brave knights they boldly stood

Upon the horns of Hattin

Most of us on that hilltop fell

In holy war, they’ll know not hell

A paltry few remain to tell

What transpired on Hattin

Then Richard Lionheart did say

Templar knight, show me the way

I will over the hills this day

And view the horns of Hattin

They’d naught to drink all day and night

When Richard came up with his knights

And began a fearsome fight

Upon the horns of Hattin

The knights of Acre, Tripoli

And Kerak fought most valiantly

They suffered not a Moor to flee

Upon the horns of Hattin

The Templars they fulfilled their boasts

Hospitalers held their posts

Their courage let all Christians toast

Upon the horns of Hattin

The English boldly did advance

The Germans fought wi’ sword and lance

The Frenchmen made the heads to dance

Upon the horns of Hattin

The army of Jerusalem

They show’d themselves the boldest men

And bravely fought the Saracens

And laid them low on Hattin

Of twenty thousand of the foe

A thousand fled to Aleppo

The rest lay slain by Christian blows

There on the horns of Hattin

