Minimal Armor

(from Donald, Where’s your Trousers?)

I come out to the list field

And all the armor that I wield

Is joints, neck, helm, belt, cup, and shield

“Donald, where’s your armor!”

Chorus:
Let the blows land high,

Let the blows land low

In minimal armor I will go

Helm above and cup below

That’s all I need for armor

I just fought at the Pennsic War

My friends were tired and my friends were sore

And that’s the fault of what they wore

But I had minimal armor

Chorus: 

They try and hit me everyone

Just let them catch me if they can

You canna land a blow with a piece of rattan

On a man in minimal armor


Chorus: 

From Crown Tourney came the news

I fought ten times and ne’er did lose

though my body was one solid bruise

For I had on minimal armor

Chorus:
