Come and Be Welcome

Emer nic Aiden

Chorus:
Come from the forest and sit 'round the fire
Come from the fields and enter our hall
Come drink from the guest-cup
Come join in our circle
Come and be welcome ye bards one and all


Verses:

Come and be welcome, O wandering minstrel
Spreading your music from city to town
Be you harper or piper, your duty is noble
You carry the tunes that will never die down



Come and be welcome, O noble court poet
The treasure of knowledge is kept in your words
So unlock the riches of rhyme and of rhythm
And let all the wealth of your wisdom be heard

Come and be welcome, O fair-voiced singer
Weaving the magic of music along
You can thunder the heavens to raise up an army
Or simply bring laughter and peace with a song

Come and be welcome, O rare tale-teller
With stories of wonder you wisely recall
Now tell of the heroes who dwell in our history
For tales that are true are the best of them all

Come and be welcome, wherever you hail from
Share all the secrets and joys of your art
For every new voice that joins in the chorus
Will uplift the spirit and cheer the heart

Come from the forest and sit 'round the fire
Come from the fields and enter our hall
Come drink from the guest-cup
Come join in our circle
Come and be welcome ye bards one and all 

Bow to the Crown

Mistress Marian of Heatherdale

Chorus: 

Bow to the crown, bow to the throne

And bow to the one whose favour you own

Remember their eyes are watching the fray

And bow to each other and fight as you may

 

Verses:

Honour the crown, and think on their duty

The champions of right and of all we should be

The greatest of burdens, the highest renown

The first ones to rise and the last to lie down

 

Honour the one whose favour you bear

And stride in their honour to ever be fair

Think on their faith when the battle’s begun

And let them be proud of whatever you’ve won

 

Honour your foe, and keep your aim true

Remember they fight with the same heart as you

Trust in their judgement of all that you throw

For they are a part of the valour you show

Burden of the Crown

Master Baldwin of Erebor


The battlefield is silent, the shadows growing long
Though I may view the sunset 
I'll not live to see the dawn
The trees have ceased to rustle 
the birds no longer sing
All nature seems to wonder at the passing of a King. 

And now you stand before me, 
your father's flesh and blood
Begotten of my sinews on the woman that I loved
So difficult the birthing
the mother died that day
And now you stand before me 
to bear my crown away. 

The hour is fast approaching 
when you come into your own
When you take the ring and sceptre, 
and sit upon the throne
Before that final hour when we each 
must meet our fate
Pray gaze upon the royal crown 
and marvel at its weight. 

This cap of burnished metal is the symbol of a land
Supporting all we cherish, 
the dreams for which we stand
The weight, you'll find, is nothing 
if you hold it in your palm
The burden of the crown begins 
the day you put it on. 

See how the jewels sparkle as you gaze at it again
Each facet is a subject whose rights you must defend
Every point of light a burden 
you must shoulder with your own
And mighty is the burden of the man upon the throne. 

The day is nearly ended, my limbs are growing cold
I can feel the angels waiting 
to receive my passing soul
Keep well for me my kingdom 
when my memory is dead
And forgive me for the burden 
I place upon your head. 

Band of Brothers

Sir Kenneth MacQuarrie of Tobermory  

& Mistress Adelaide de Beaumont

Chorus:

We band of brothers

For if you shed your blood with me

You are my brother

And men in England now a-bed

Shall feel accursed they were not here

To fight with us

Upon St. Crispin’s Day.

Verses:

If we are marked this day to die

We are enough to lose

But if we live, the fewer men,

The greater fame accrues!

I pray you, wish not one man more

Who thinks to claim a share

For we have honours fairly won 

And there is none to spare!

Proclaim it now throughout my host

To bear no false pretense

If you’ve no stomach for this fight

Depart and get you hence

The price of passage you shall have

And rations generous;

We will not bear his company

Who fears to die with us!  

He that shall live to see old age

And come safe home at last

Shall on this vigil feast his friends

And tell of glories past

He will with pride display his wounds

And scars however deep

And any man who was not here

Shall hold his manhood cheap!  

Old men forget, and each man here

May crumble and decay

But he’ll remember while he lives

What feats he did this day

So shall the good man teach his son,

Until the world is new

And to our memories will drink,

We few, we happy few!

InDUCKtion

Master John Inchingham

When I was but a fledgling,

A Great Bird said to me,

“Be a Peacock, or an Eagle 

Or a Pelican, if you please;

For one is blessed with beauty,

The second has the power,

And a Pelican is revered

In every rookery and bower.”

But I was young and couthless

And cursed my fate and luck,

“I’ll ne’er change my plumes.

‘Tis all foredoomed –

For I am but a duck.”

Then I said to myself,

“Self, what would you rather be?”

And I answered myself,

“Self, a Peacock’s life for thee.”

For if I were a Peacock,

An artisan would I be.

Yes, at feathering nests I’d be the best

With pomp and dignity.

I could builf and craft all day,

Put my talents on display.

I might preen and crow – yet all would know

What humble eggs I’d lay.

But I lacked skill and luster –

Just a drake in drab mud stuck

“I’ll ne’er change my plumes.

‘Tis all foredoomed –

For I am but a duck.”

Then I said to myself,

“Self, what would you rather be?”

And I answered myself,

“Self, an Eagle’s life for thee.”

For, if I were an Eagle,

A warrior would I be.

Then, perchance, I’d win a crown

And all birdies would bow to me.

I could don the regal crest

And puff-out my manly breast

In my aerie, I’d gleefully

Look down on all the rest.

But I was tame and timid

Without grit or hero’s pluck.

“I’ll ne’er change my plumes.

‘Tis all foredoomed –

For I am but a duck.”

Then I said to myself,

“Self, what would you rather be?”

And I answered myself,

“Self, a Pelican’s life for thee.”

For, if I were a Pelican,

A magi would I be.

All the wisdom of King Solomon would

The flock expect of me.

I’d serve sooth without a flinch.

Each dilemma’d be a cinch.

Aristotle in a bottle

Would my brain be in a pinch.

But my mind was quite muddled,

My skull full of motley muck.

“I’ll ne’er change my plumes.

‘Tis all foredoomed –

For I am but a duck.”

So I asked the Great Bird,

“Bird, what’s your secret, please?”

And he kindly answered,

“Duck, there is no secrecy.”

“We’re pond-fowl in borrowed feathers,

Comerades in quackery.

Peerage glory’s transitory;

Souls that strive have constancy.

Though folks call us now Great Birds

Of art, warfare, and wise words,

Yet we’re only spoon-billed dreamers

In a web-foot wonder world.

Work hard, hatchling.  Be tenacious.

Yearning wings find winds of luck.

Fate may change your plumes.

‘Tis not foredoomed –

We all are only ducks.

Fate may change your plumes.

‘Tis not foredoomed –

For I… am but a duck.

The Peasant Knight

Rosalind of Paradox Keep

A young boy high on the battlements stood as he swept up the cold grey stones

And he gazed with delight at the lists, where the banners flew

Where the knights in bright armour were jousting there on their steeds of dapple & roan

And the archers drew up their longbows made of yew.

Oh I have the heart of a warrior !

And although I am low-born, I hope one day I'll be sworn 

To be a knight, so I can fight to serve my lord.

The years passed by, and the steward's son grew into a comely youth

He was strong of arm, and as fair as a summer sky

But the o'er -proud knight took no notice of him, save occasional sharp reproof

Yet undaunted were his dreams of glory high.

Oh I have the heart of a warrior !

And although I be base-born, still I hope one day I'm sworn

To be a knight, and pledge my might to king and lord

The knight was summoned by his Majesty to war in a distant land

On crusade, where honor and glory could be won.

He journeyed forth on his battle steed, with his greatsword at his hand

In his retinue of men, was the steward's son

Oh I have the heart of a warrior !

And full glad am I this morn, at his side, for I have sworn

To serve my knight, so he may fight for his liege lord

The battle fierce around them raged, and the press of men was hard;

The knight grew faint of heart, and fain would flee.

But as he turned his steed, he found the path away was barred,

And he fell from top his horse most cowardly.

For he had not the heart of a warrior,

And although he was high-born, yet that day he had forsworn

To be a knight, denied his vow to King and lord

The steward's son leaped into the fray, ar-med only with his knife

And defiant stood 'tween his master and his foes.

"Oh God above, unto you I pray, to protect my noble's life,

And to give me strength to withstand these many blows."

But I have the heart of a warrior !

And no matter  I'm base born, for on this day have I sworn

To play the knight, and I must fight to save my lord.

The King rode out at the break of day, and his heart was full of woe,

For His comrades dead, 'tho a victory  great was won.

He found the knight unharmed, within a circle of slain foes

And cradled in his arms, was the steward's son.

"Oh he has the heart of a warrior !

And although he is base born, yet this day I'd have him sworn

To be a knight, for he would die to save his lord."

The King dubbed him upon the field, "Arise, Sir Knight" said he

But the lad could not obey the King's command

And with his dying breath he gave his oath of fealty

And he held the sword with the last touch of his hand

For he had the heart of a warrior !

But for men of women born, comes the day the soul has sworn 

To take to flight, and dwell in sight of Heaven's lord.

They bore him aloft upon their shields with the knight's sword by his side

And they buried him with the honours due his life.

And evermore did the humbled knight, in a golden burnished sheath

Carry on his belt that old and rusted knife.

May you have the heart of a warrior !

And no matter how you're born, for on this day you have sworn

To be a knight, with  honour bright  for King and lord

For today you are reborn as a knight, and you have worn 

the golden chain, the belt of white, and silver sword.

Northern Queen

Master Garraed Galbraith

Chorus: 

And its one - For the leavin'
Two - I must go.
Three for the wishin'
Ah! What for you'll never know?
'Cause at five o'clock we hit the dock.
We'll never more be seen.
For we sail away, at the break of day
To serve our Northern Queen.


Come gather round you laddies
Come listen to my song
My story is a simple tale
That won't delay you long
On how to choose your Mistress
The true love of your life
If you list right well to the tale I'll tell
It'll save you all from strife

I've always been a rover.
Could never settle down.
I had a lass in every port,
A girl in every town.
But when they tried my heart to claim
I'd have to tell them no
For the inland sea would beckon me
And off to her I'd go.

And then one day I saw her,
The lass I'd call my own
Although she loved another
Who beside her sat the throne
I entered in her service
But she sent me far away
So now I roam the inland seas
And to you all I say:

So when you find your lady
Make sure her heart is free
And pray she loves no other man
Or else you soon may see
That women can be fickle
Just like the ocean green.
My tale is done, now I must run
To serve my Northern Queen.

Karelia's Song

Master Iolo FitzOwen

Oh, the Baron of Eastmarch's fair sorcerous daughter
was enamoured unseemly of the fool of her lord.
Though her duke was deemed handsome, he'd a soul vain and petty
and a dark mind as empty as last summer's gourd.

Now the fool he was clever and he sang for his lady
like a nightengale in the green forest hall.
But his station was lowly and his body was aging
and their love was as hopeless as if he were stone.

So the lady has led them, the fool and her husband, 
to her cool secret garden by the Midsummer's moon,
and she's danced them a spell there of shifting and changing
and left them dumbfounded by sorcery's boon.

She has left the fool crying to the gods of his fathers,
she has led her duke laughing to her high-chambered hall,
and she's kept him there softly through three days' bright dawnings
while the servants all gossiped in wonder and awe.

Now the fool died of madness, saying he was ensorcelled, 
and the duke only smiled him a sad, secret smile. 
Now the duke rules his people with wit and good humor
and he sings for his lady like the nightengale's song.

And she's borne him five children, two sons and three daughters,
and they've grown straight and handsome, and sorcerers all.
And they dance in the garden, and sing in the moonlight
like nightengale piping in a great forest hall.

Savage Daughter

Mistress Windreth Berginsdottir

Chorus:

I am my mother's savage daughter,

The one who runs barefoot, cursing sharp stones.

I am my mother's savage daughter,

I will not cut my hair, I will not lower my voice.

Verses:

My mother's child is a savage.

She looks for her omens in the colors of stones,

In the faces of cats, in the fall of feathers,

In the dancing of fire and the curve of old bones.

My mother's child dances in darkness,

And she sings heathen songs by the light of the moon,

And watches the stars, and renames the planets,

And dreams she can reach them with a song and a broom.

Now my mother's child curses too loud and too often.

My mother's child laughs too hard and too long,

And howls at the moon and sleeps in ditches,

And clumsily raises her voice in this song.

Now we all are brought forth out of darkness and water,

Brought into this world through blood and through pain,

And deep in our bones the old songs are waking,

So sing them with voices of thunder and rain!

Chorus (change ‘I’ to ‘We’) x 3

One More for the Road

Jose São Pacian

Chorus:

Singing one more for the road

Before we part as friends new and old

We’ll remember this fondly year after year

As we share one more song and shed one more tear

Singing one more for the road.

Verses:

I look at your faces in the firelight

I’ll remember your smiles and your eyes so bright

I’ll think of our laughter ringing sweet and clear

As we share all our sorrow with a parting tear.

Our time together sped so fast to the end

And we will count the days till we’re together again

So let us toast together and raise up one more glass

The time before we meet again may it swiftly pass.

As we say a prayer echoed in our song

May the melody and harmony keep our bonds of friendship strong

May our voices join together as up and on they wend

May they echo in Heaven until we meet again.
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