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 Hail and welcome, friends. I thank you for picking up this 

booklet even if it is just to simply look inside its cover. It is a joy to 

share with you this compilation of stories, poems, and songs of 

both adapted and original works by some of the greatest 

individuals I have ever had the pleasure to meet while in the SCA. 

 The art held within is not copyrighted by myself, though 

some of the songs and poems may be. Any replication of this 

document is done so with express knowledge that it will be for 

non-profit and for only spreading the love of musical tradition. 

   

             Tigernan Smiðrsson 
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Oh say, gentle maiden, may I be your lover 

Condemn me no longer to moan and to weep 

Struck down like a hawk, I lie wounded and bleeding 

Oh let down your drawbridge, I'll enter your keep 

 

Enter your keep nonie nonie, 

Enter your keep nonie nonie 

Let down your drawbridge, I'll enter your keep 

 

Alas gentle errant, I am not a maiden 

I'm married to Sir Oswald, that cunning old Celt 

He's gone to wars for twelve months or longer 

And he's taken the key to my chastity belt 

 

Chastity belt nonie nonie, 

Chastity belt nonie nonie 

Taken the key to my chastity belt 

 

Fear not gentle lady for I know a locksmith 

To his shop we will go, on his door we will knock 

And try to avail us of his technical knowledge 

And see if he's able to unpick your lock 

 

Unpick your lock nonie nonie, 

Unpick your lock nonie nonie 

See if he's able to unpick your lock 
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>>> 

 

((Chorus)) 

 

[Husband #1] 

My friend, while your wife is no gourmet 

Her pot roasts from catapults could slay 

All our foes on the field, to a man they would yield 

No deadlier force could they find! 

And other such poisons she brews 

Have ruined three pairs of my trews 

It’s far from fine food, I don’t mean to be rude 

But there’s flames coming from my behind! 

 

((Chorus)) 

 

[Husband #2] 

Now closer to truth than to fiction 

Is your colorful, yet true, depiction. 

Of our wedded bliss, it is true, I do miss 

The old days before you said “I do.” 

And married that evil she-demon 

Who ensnared you in webs of her schemin’ 

Though mine is no prize, she gave me five boys... 

(pause) 

…Though two of them look just like you. 

 

((Chorus)) (x2) 
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(The Husbands Retort) 

[Husband #1] 

A couple of men sat a-drinkin 

On deep thoughts they both were a-thinkin 

Said one to the other, “Sometimes I do wonder 

How long I’ll be able to hide.” 

For my wife is a fussin’ and stewin’ 

As she makes lists of chores that need doin’ 

I quickly do fly, when her mother drops by 

That woman I cannot abide. 

 

((Chorus)) 

We’re wonderin’ where do we get ‘em and why 

Don’t they let us just stay as we are? 

Oh where do we get em and why don’t they let us 

Stay here at our favorite bar? 

They pester, nit-pick, gripe, and they nag 

And their logic, it doesn’t make sense 

They get you in bed, and after you’re wed 

They put up their headache defense. 

 

[Husband #2] 

If you knew what I had to endure 

Then your pity I’d have, I am sure 

Since wedding my wife, I’ve had anguish and strife 

Oh of long ago days do I dream 

For my wife she can’t cook a smidgen 

Is this mystery meat pork or pigeon? 

If it’s boiled or fried, it comes out black and dried 

How do you burn fresh fruit and cream? 
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Alas sir and madam, to help I’m unable 

My technical knowledge is to no avail 

I can’t find the secret to your combination 

For the cunning old bastard has fitted a Yale 

 

Fitted a Yale nonie nonie, 

Fitted a Yale nonie none 

The cunning old bastard has fitted a Yale 

 

I come from the wars with dire news of disaster 

A terrible mishap I have to confide 

As my ship was a passing the Straits of Gibraltar 

I carelessly dropped the key over the side 

 

Over the side nonie nonie, 

Over the side nonie nonie 

Carelessly dropped the key over the side 

 

Alas and alack I am locked up forever 

Then up spoke the page boy “Leave it to me” 

If you will allow me to enter your chamber 

I’ll open it up with me duplicate key 

 

Duplicate key nonie nonie, 

Duplicate key nonie nonie 

Open it up with me duplicate key 
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Come gather round you diggers all who work the goldfields rare, 

It’s of a trick was played on me which caused me to despair, 

I came to town the other day my hard earned gold to trade, 

‘Twas there I met a pretty maid, who did my heart betray. 

 

((Chorus)) 

Her lips were red as roses, her eyes a deep sky blue, 

Her hair as yellow as the gold, she stole from me and you. 

 

She took me to a public house and there we did imbibe, 

In whiskey and strong porter, and dreadful stuff besides, 

It’s then she asked me up to bed, to which I did agree, 

But truth to tell I fell asleep, before she earned her fee. 

 

((Chorus)) 

 

When I awoke next morning, no trousers could I find, 

But scattered all around me were women’s clothes so fine. 

My jacket, shoes and gold had gone, and all that’s left behind, 

Is a woman’s dress, a yellow wig and a shaving kit, not mine. 

 

((Chorus)) 

 

Why did she need the wig? Why did she need to shave? 

It’s then the truth it struck me, in a fit of blinding rage. 

My pretty maid’s a man I cried, be thanks I fell asleep, 

I’d rather lose a bag of gold, than wake up with that creep. 
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>>> 

 

((Chorus)) 

 

[Wife #1] 

My dear I don’t see how you do it 

Your wedding day how you must rue it! 

In church how he chatters of bawdy house matters 

Oh how do you not simply die! 

He always tracks mud on your floors 

And how do you sleep while he snores! 

His voice is so loud it could silence a crowd 

Oh you have much harder than I. 

 

((Chorus)) 

 

[Wife #2] 

Though some of your words may be true dear 

I’ve got it much better than you dear. 

Your husband can’t sing, though he tries, you poor thing 

Always songs about wenches and wars! 

And when he’s not singin’ he’s smoking, 

With that stench how do you keep from chokin’ 

Though mine is no saint, a chimney he ain’t... 

(pause) 

….Hey, how did you know that he snores? 

 

((Chorus)) (x2) 
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[Wife #1] 

A pair of goodwives sat a-stitchin 

gossiping, griping and gritchin 

Said one to the other “sometimes I could smother 

My husband, oh don’t you agree?” 

If he’s not at the alehouses ravin’ 

Then he’s gambling the money I’m savin’ 

With all of this strife, I am sure that the life 

Of a spinster’d be better for me 

 

((Chorus)) (sung by both) 

We’re wonderin’ where do we get ‘em and why don’t we 

Let em just stay as they be? 

Where do we get em and why don’t we let em stay 

Filthy and feral and free? 

They’re messy, they smell, and they curse and they yell 

And they don’t ever do any chores 

Though mine is a beast, I’m happy at least 

I didn’t get married to yours. 

 

[Wife #2] 

Oh you don’t know the way that I suffer 

From the one I call husband and “Lover” 

For the latter is such that he don’t think of much 

Or perhaps he just don’t know the word. 

For when in our blankets we huddle 

Well, I don’t get so much as a cuddle. 

Oh I’d rather be dead than put horns on his head 

But the thoughts have most surely occurred! 
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((Chorus)) 

 

To venture in the street again, I cautiously inclined, 

I had a shave, put on the wig, and wore the dress so fine, 

And as I walked along the street, a digger gave a wink. 

I thought of all the gold he had, so I offered him a drink. 

 

((Chorus)) 

 

Now you might think it sinful, oh you might think it bold, 

To take advantage of the lads who struggle for the gold. 

It’s easy putting on a dress and drinking whiskey neat, 

But leave your shaving kit behind when they are fast asleep. 
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Once came a warrior, fresh from the field 

Kneeling before his king he came 

When he had risen, he was a knight 

And unto his kingdom so he gave 

 

((Chorus)) 

I was born on the listfields 

I was raised in the war 

And this day you do make me your knight 

Though some day my sword may grow rusty or old 

I must live by my oath till I die 

 

Great grew the knight, and his fame would he win 

And ne’er before a foe would yield 

Great were the numbers, he ne’re called defeat 

As he sang his song behind his shield 

 

((Chorus)) 

change : “And one day my King made me a Knight” 

 

Old grew the Knight, and he returned to his farm 

Said the King, you’ll ne’re be called again 

This Knight he knew honor, and duty knew well 

And unto his King, so he gave... 

 

((Chorus)) 

change: “And one day you did make me your Knight” 
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((Intermediary)) 

 

She gave me cool drink ‘till my wits came again 

Before I could speak she was gone like the wind 

Had I but died, I could follow her then 

But I lay with the living that day 

 

Long I did search, a full year I have mourned 

And told all my brothers this love I have bourne 

But she is of Asgard, and I of this shore 

So here with my brothers I stay 

 

((Intermediary)) 

 

True to this dream like the tale I have told 

Close to my heart, a small pouch I still hold 

And in it a lock of her hair pure as gold 

This I carry to battle this day 

 

Alone by the fire , A warrior I knew 

Told me this tale, And I pray it is true... 
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Alone by the fire, a warrior I knew 

Told me this tale, and I pray it is true. 

 

From far Ansteorra our dragon-ship came 

To fight for King Halidar on Lilied plain 

My sword I had lent seeking honor and fame 

Or Odin’s great hall in the fray 

 

We joined the battle, the sun beating high 

Our battle-horns sounding a victory nigh 

Our spears crossed their arrows like hawks in the sky 

Leaving many men dead on the way 

 

((Intermediary)) 

Sing me no songs of angels I pray 

For a Valkyrie found me in battle that day 

 

The battle moved onward the sun was like fire 

The heat drove us down like a funeral pyre 

Though many I’d slain, now my bloodlust did tire 

Struck down by the heat of the day 

 

The battle moved onward from where I was laid 

I drew of my helmet to rest in the shade 

When a soft even tread, like the wind in a glade 

Brought a daughter of Asgard my way 
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War tore the Country, and the King was in plight 

And his knights they could not win the day 

On to the field rode that brave noble Knight 

And some swear that they heard him say 

 

((Chorus)) 

You were born on the listfields 

You were raised in the wars 

And one day your King made you a knights 

Though some day your swords may grow rusty or old 

You must live by your oath till you die 

 

The Kings men did rally and they all slew their foes 

And they began to count their hurt and dead 

They found that Noble Knight, ringed round by slain foes 

And unto his King, so he gave... 

 

((Chorus)) 

I was born on the listfields 

I was raised in the war 

And one day you did make me your knight 

Though it seems that my sword has grown rusty and old 

I have lived by my oath, now I die. 

 

Stands now the heir, to that brave noble Knight 

And to all that legacy he bore 

With this sword of my own, I know my duty well 

And I have my own oath I swore 
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>>> 

 

((Chorus)) (x2) 

I was born on the listfields 

I was raised in the wars 

And it matters not if I’m a Knight 

Though you see that my sword is not rusty or old 

I will live by my honor till I die. 
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Foolishly I pressed ahead 

I’d be a hero or be dead 

A belted fighter tried to teach me 

With his polearm he might reach me 

But my blows like violent hailstones fell 

And struck well 

Causing the sounds of violence 

 

As the fighters fell and died 

Before th’ advancing warrior tide 

And we shouted out our battle cry 

We would conquer or we would die 

And the bard’s sing the deeds of fighters that bravely fall 

And they all 

Whisper the sounds of violence 
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Hello broadsword my old friend 

I’ve come to talk with you again 

Because the sounds of battle ringing 

In my ears has me singing 

And the rock that I have instead of a brain 

Still remains 

How I love the sounds of violence 

 

In tournaments I fight alone 

I leave my melee gear at home 

But when I go down to play at war 

I often fight in groups of five or more 

When my friend was stabbed by spear in the head 

He wound up dead 

Touched by the sounds of violence 

 

A thousand footmen waging war 

A hundred archers maybe more 

Polemen thrusting from the second row 

Shieldmen dying, they’re the first to go 

Two-stick fighters can harry the enemies flank 

They’ve got rank 

And love the sounds of violence 
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 I felt a small note needed to be added as an addendum to 

this song after hearing the many debates surrounding its 

“SCAdian” traditions. Of the myriad  “traditions”, I felt a few should 

be named here. 

 

 As one group tells it, it is said that the gentle who wrote the 

song, Master Ivar Battleskald, had once wished that no one learn 

this song except through oral tradition. It would seem that there 

are those who heard the “ban” has been lifted in recent years, 

while still others say it never was there at all. 

 

 There are those who yet still that proclaim, however, that 

this was not the case, that Master Battleskald only wished the 

song to be performed without using sheet music to sing it. 

 

 Regardless of which is the true telling, from what I have 

gathered, the most accepted scenario is that Ivar wished for the 

song to be passed orally as much as able to see how the song 

would transform and change over the years, and that while he 

preferred oral traditions, he did not ban it from being written if it 

would help someone to learn the piece. 

 

 It also should be noted, that as this song has traveled to 

many places and all across the Known World, and as such, this 

song has taken on many forms (as is the case with a song as old 

as this, passed along as many times as it has been. Think of the 
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game of telephone, right?). As it is with bardic traditions, not any 

one version of a song or tale is the EXACT version, except for the 

one who wrote it, and we should not frown on alterations and 

changes if they help to tell the story or song from the view of the 

bard or skald who sings it. 

 

With that being said, may you enjoy the piece for what it is, and 

give thanks and credit where it is due. 

 

Wassail and Cheers, Master Battleskald! 

 

~Tigernan Smithersson 
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((Chorus)) 

 

His Excellency Johan 

He keeps his eye on me. 

In case I dare to sing my song 

Before her company. 

 

But I am not some reckless cad, 

No, that would not be right, 

So I will sing with Johan when 

she goes to bed tonight 

 

((Chorus)) (x2) 
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You call on me to sing a song 

Because you heard it said, 

That I’ve a song to make you gasp 

And turn your face bright red. 

But surely this is not the time, 

Nor place for such a song, 

The baroness is listening 

And that would just be wrong. 

 

((Chorus)) 

So this is my song, 

My song about a song, 

A song about a song that I am not going to sing. 

 

You heard a rumor from a friend 

About a dreadful tune, 

Sung by a fair and dashing skald 

One night beneath the moon. 

Oh yes my friends that skald is me; 

I don’t deny the fame, 

(But) Fransisca she still listens 

And I think she knows my name. 
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My cup fell in the ice chest, 

It’s been in there all night. 

We muster in three minutes, 

and my helmet’s too damn tight. 

My duct tape fell into the lake, 

My rivets all went pop; 

I stuck on plates with chewing gum, 

When will this morning stop? 

 

((Chorus)) 

Go tell the King I’ll join him soon 

If armour I can borrow, 

And if I don’t climb up the hill 

I guess we’ll win tomorrow 

 

There’s been a little mix-up, 

with my armor on the truck. 

Some bastard stole my war-board; 

with a buckler I am stuck. 

I’m standing in the shield wall, 

and I’m feeling some alarm: 

There’s seven dozen spears ahead 

and a pie-plate on my arm 

 

((Chorus)) 
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>>> 

 

My sword and I are much alike; 

Our tips are soft and droop. 

My stick is mush - I cannot throw. 

A snap, it’s more a loop. 

I think next year I’ll take the field 

with eight foot shin-guards, so 

They’ll stick two feet above my head 

and shin shots get called low 

 

((Chorus)) 

 

At least I have my master plan 

On which I can rely. 

Who needs a sword? My razor wit 

Will make the foeman fly. 

Eight rolls of tape, five blue-foam pads 

And I’ll be wrapped complete, 

Then I’ll just bodycheck ‘em as 

a thrusting tip with feet 

 

((Chorus)) 
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You eat sixteen pikes, and what do you get? 

You get your jaw wired and deeper in debt. 

St. William don’t you call me, I can’t get killed. 

I owe my soul to the Armorers’ Guild. 

 

Now, of fighting men, you know the King is the best, 

‘Cause he won that crown when he beat the rest. 

But seek not battle for the crown to do, 

‘Cause if you’re NOT lucky, it’ll come to you. 

 

You beat sixteen knights, and what do you get? 

A crown of gold and a world of debt. 

(slower) Bless his name when the King does sob 

He owes his soul to his day job... 
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Some people think a Fyrdman is made out of mud. 

But a Fyrdman’s made of muscle and blood. 

Muscle and blood, duct tape and chain mail, 

A mind that’s weak and an arm that’s hail. 

 

You fight sixteen knights, and what do you get? 

Another wrenched shoulder and deeper in debt. 

St. William don’t you call me, I can’t get killed. 

I owe my soul to the Armorers’ Guild. 

 

Well, a Huscarl’s life is more than you think. 

There’s more to life than women and drink. 

(There’s) Women and drink and the practice field. 

And no more women until you’re healed. 

 

You fight sixteen knights, and what do you get? 

Another rib broken and deeper in debt. 

St. William don’t you call me, I can’t get killed. 

I owe my soul to the Armorers’ Guild. 

 

Now, a knight is known by his belt and chain, 

But those gold and silver targets only cause him pain. 

Cause him pain, though he makes his kill, 

If the swords don’t get you, the spearmen will! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

19 >>>

 

In days of old in a kingdom bold, 

there lived a fearsome dragon. 

And the King he was in great distress 

and the countries spirits flagoned. 

Until one day there came a shining knight, 

he was handsome, bold, and charming. 

And he slew the dragon with his sword 

with a smile that was so disarming. 

 

((Chorus)) 

With a hey and a ho and a hey nany no, 

(repeat last line) 

(with a smile that was so disarming.) 

 

Said the King I wish to know thy name, 

said the knight “Sire, do not bother.” 

“Yea verify, One Knight,” says he, 

“is the same as any other.” 

Said the King – “In my daughter’s bed 

tonight you will take your leisure. 

And she’ll repay you for your deeds, 

with a night of exotic pleasure.” 

 

((Chorus)) 

(with a night of exotic pleasure.) 
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One daughter she had raven hair, 

a maiden young and chaste. 

And she slept all night in the pale moonlight, 

naked to the waist. 

The other daughter she was fair, 

the fairest in the town. 

And she sleeps all night in the pale moonlight 

naked from her small waist down. 

 

((Chorus)) 

(naked from her small waist down.) 

 

Well the knight he spends many hour 

behind the castle wall. 

But the ending to our story, 

isn’t what it seems at all. 

For in neither bed of neither maid 

was he repaid for his glory. 

For he slept all night with the King instead 

for this is a fairy story. 

 

((Chorus)) 

(for this is a fairy story.) 
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Thursday – I saw boots beneath the bed – 

 – That’s the geranium pot 

 – Laces on a Geranium Pot 

 

Friday – I saw head upon the bed – 

 – That’s a baby 

 – A baby with whiskers 

 

Saturday – I saw a hat upon the rack – 

 – That’s the chamber pot 

 – Chamber Pot with a sweat band 

 

Sunday – 

As I went home on Sunday night 

as drunk as drunk could be 

I saw a man, from the house he ran 

a quarter after three! 

Well, I called me wife and I said to her: 

Will you kindly tell to me 

“Who was that man, from the house he ran 

a quarter after three?” 

 

((Chorus)) 

Ah, you’re drunk, you’re drunk you silly old fool, 

still you cannot see 

That’s the noble taxman the King had sent to me 

Well, it’s many a day I’ve traveled 

a hundred miles or more 

But an Englishman that can last till 3, 

sure I never saw before 
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(For this song, you repeat the same pattern as the verse and 

chorus, but you simply replace the words as the song goes on). 

 

As I went home on Monday night 

as drunk as drunk could be 

I saw a horse outside the door 

where my old horse should be 

Well, I called me wife and I said to her: 

Will you kindly tell to me 

“Who owns that horse outside the door 

where my old horse should be?” 

 

((Chorus)) 

Ah, you’re drunk, you’re drunk you silly old fool, 

still you cannot see 

That’s a lovely sow, that me mother sent to me 

Well, it’s many a day I’ve traveled 

a hundred miles or more 

But a saddle on a sow sure I never saw before 

 

Tuesday – I saw a cloak behind the door – 

 – That’s a woolen blanket. 

 – Toggles on a Blanket 

 

Wednesday – I saw a pipe on the chair – 

  – That’s the tin whistle 

  – Tobacco in a Tin Whistle 
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A grazing mace, how sweet the sound, 

that felled my foe for me 

I bashed his head, he struck the ground, 

and thus came victory 

 

My mace has taught my foes to fear, 

that mace my fear relieved 

How precious did my mace appear, 

when I my mace received 

 

Through many tourneys wars and fairs, 

I have already come 

My mace has brought me safe thus far, 

my mace will bring me home 

 

The King has promised good to me, 

his word my hope secures 

I will his shield and weapon be, 

when he gives me my spurs 

 

That mace has slain ten thousand foes, 

All sweating in the sun. 

I’d no more grace to duck that mace, 

I was ten thousand one. 

 

A grazing mace, how sweet the sound 

that flattened a wretch like thee! 

whose head is flat, that once was round 

done in by mace....and me! 
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Drachenwald girls will do it for pearls 

Atlantians do it for jade 

But if you want dames, like consuming flames 

Try an AnTirian maid. 

 

((Chorus)) 

OH! Hey nonny nonny hey nonny nonny 

let’s give a cheer, 

Let’s give a cheer for the Maids of An Tir 

Hey nonny nonny hey nonny nonny 

let’s give a cheer, 

For the naughty young Maids of An Tir. 

 

If you like round asses, try out Eastern lasses 

For busoms you have to go West 

But if you crave thighs and passionate sighs 

The wenches of An Tir are best. 

 

((Chorus)) 

 

The girls of Trimaris are hot where their hair is 

So is the Meridies maid 

The girls of the Middle will cuddle a little 

But An Tir is where you’ll get laid! 

 

((Chorus)) 
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Caid wenches put out for a flagen of stout 

The Outlanders do it for mead 

But up in An Tir they will buy you the beer 

And give you whatever you need. 

 

((Chorus)) 

 

Out in Atenveldt they’ll go down on a Celt 

Out in Ansteorra they bite 

Out in Calontir they screw once a year 

But in An Tir they screw every night. 

 Thats : K – N – I – G – H – T!!! 

 

((Chorus)) 
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