Heavy Fighting

(from Old Maid in a Garrett)

I have often heard it said by Pelicans and Laurels

That more there is to life than the battlefield’s grim toil

Now this may be so, but I’ll not listen to them prattle

Oh it’s kind providence won’t you send me into battle? 

 

For it’s oh dear me, how will it be, if I never get smacked with a polearm?

 

Oh now there’s my good friend John, neither tall nor fair of face

But he became a fighter and a fair hand with the mace

Now he’s made a knight and is taking on a squire

And he gets all the ladies in all the nearby shires

 

For it’s oh dear me, how will it be, if I never fight in a bridge battle?

I can sing, I can fence, and I’m graceful at the dances

But all I ever want is to fight with shields and lances

And if the choice were mine, then a fighter I would become

And I’d charge across the field for the honor of my kingdom

 

For it’s oh dear me, how will it be, if my fortune I don’t spend on armor?

 

Oh come swordsman or come pikeman, come Viking or Crusader

In leather or in plate mail, come sooner or come later

Come knight or come squire, sell me gear that I would fit
And take the time for to teach me how to use it?

 

For it’s oh dear me, how will it be, if I never have need of Chirurgeons?

 

Oh well I’m away home for there’s no one a’listening

There’s no one is offering the aid I am requesting

And I’m away off for to dance at the dance hall

If I cannot swing a sword, then I’ll surely swing a damsel

 

For it’s oh dear me, how will it be, if I never become a fighter?

