Wake Up Sleepy Queen

(To the tune of “Daydream Believer”)

By Chris O’Brien, Paul Harrison & Rob Sellwood
Well I can find me a Queen

She’ll be sleeping with Nedim

& before 12.30 she’ll never rise

But she rises with Lament

Wipes the sick out of her tent

& pokes her head out so we can sympathise

Wake up sleepy Queen

Oh where have you been?

‘cos it’s half way through muster 

And you’re nowhere to be seen

Now the muster’s almost done

So she braves the midday sun

With a glass of Alka Seltzer in her hand

& her mouth’s a badger’s arse

As Owen tops up her glass

And the faction’s thinking here we go again

Wake up sleepy Queen

Oh where have you been?

‘cos it’s end of  the muster 

And you’re nowhere to be seen

Well if you find her in the bar

Starting on her nineteenth jar

You’ll be sure she’s there ‘til she’s thrown out

And the faction’s gone to bed

Still the Queenie’s off her head

& some poor sod has got to strip her bare.

Wake up sleepy Queen

Oh where have you been?

‘cos it’s 5 hours past muster 

And you’re nowhere to be seen

Wake up sleepy Queen

Oh where have you been?

‘cos it’s now nearly time out
and you’re nowhere to be seen


Always Stay On The Right Side Of The Fight
by Lostock

Some warriors are bad,
Some sword fighters are crap,
But Caledonians are brilliant, they astound.
When you're rushing into battle,
And Rory cries "Let's Twat ‘em!"
Just don't follow him and you might stay around.

And … Always stay on the right side of the fight,
Just don't follow Rory and you'll be all right.

When you're feeling like you're losing,
And taking quite a bruising,
You're following Craggy's orders just right.
Between me and you,
He's a great singer it is true,
But some say as a leader he's just shite.

And … Always stay on the right side of the fight,
Just don't follow Craggy and you'll be all right.

When you feel like you've been shat on,
And you might lose your pattern,
Don't worry there's a ritual of peace.
When the battle's getting gory,
And it's all the fault of Rory,
To stop him just try tickling his knees.

And … Always stay on the right side of the fight,
Just don't follow Rory and you'll be all right.

When our armies getting pasted,
Dougie’s getting wasted,
But Craggy, he's off vanquishing our foe.
And Connor is Foamorri,
And Hamish is Wamphiri,
And Rory running out of big wardrobes.

But … Always stay on the right side of the fight,
Just don't follow Rory and you'll be all right.

A Sword That Won't Bend
(To the tune of, "Oh Lord, won't you buy me a Mercedes Benz."  )
By Chris O’Brien, Tony Taylor & Paul Harrison
 Oh Queenies, please buy me a sword that won't bend,
My friends all have broadswords, I have to pretend,
I can't fight a battle with a wobbly end,
So Queenies, please buy me a sword that won't bend. 
  Oh Queenies, please buy me a mace or an axe,
It's hard fighting goblin hordes when they attacks,
I once had some money, but it all went on tax,
So Queenies, please buy me a mace or an axe.
 Oh Queenies, please buy me a dagger so wee,
I want to kill werewolves, 'stead of them killing me,
If you make it silver, I'll slay them with glee,
So Queenies, please buy me a dagger so wee.
Oh Queenies, please buy me a weapon of wood,
It's hard fighting Fey, and I am no good
at running away, and I don't think I should,
So Queenies, please buy me a weapon of wood.
Oh Queenies, please buy me a small spiky shield,
I want me a dirk and a claymore to wield,
I'll smite all your foes and they surely will yield,
So Queenies, please buy me a small spiky shield
Oh Queenies, please buy me a big spiky mace,
I'll batter Arcane and I'll smash in his face,
He'll run like a rabbit, but he'll not outpace...me,
So Queenies, please buy me a big spiky mace.
Oh Queenies, please buy me a 2-handed sword,
I need a big one now I'm a lord,
I'll swing it hard and twat the drow horde
So Queenies, please buy me a 2-handed sword
 


The Ballard of Craggy 
(to the tune of Jolene, Jolene, Jolene, Jolene)

Craggy, Craggy, Craggy, Craggy 
I’m begging of you please don’t kill my clan
Craggy, Craggy, Craggy, Craggy 
Please don’t get them slaughtered to a man
It was about this time of year
Fomorian hordes they did appear
In the western isles of Caledonia
"I need an army that is bold
To battle against our foe of old
So rally round brave clansman", said Craggy
They marched on to the battle field
Armed with spell and sword and shield
To follow out the orders of Craggy
He sent them off in to the fray
Sure that they would win the day
And many shouted out the name "Craggy"
Craggy, Craggy, Craggy, Craggy 
I’m begging of you please don’t kill my clan
Craggy, Craggy, Craggy, Craggy 
Please don’t get them slaughtered to a man
But when the war had run its course
Craggy has left but half his force
And doubts were raised about your plan, Craggy
You may have been absolved of crime
But please remember the next time
To kill the foe and not the clans, Craggy
Craggy, Craggy, Craggy, Craggy 
I’m begging of you please don’t kill my clan
Craggy, Craggy, Craggy, Craggy 
Please don’t get them slaughtered to a man
Craggy, Craggy 

MacFinn Glory
(To the tune of “You Take The Highroad”)
By Chris O’Brien
 

You take the front rank,
And I'll take the back rank,
And I'll twat the bastards before you,

Chorus: 
We fight for our beer,
And we'll fight for our gear,
And we'll fight for the MacFinn Glory,

You drink the cider,
And I'll drink the lager
And I'll be semi-conscious before you,

[Chorus]

You take the toilets,
And I'll take the beer tent,
And I'll drink the contents before you,

[Chorus]


(Ask Dougie MacFinn to tell you the 4th verse...)

 Some of the lyrics have been changed to protect those who wrote
it from prosecution.

MacBeths
(To the tune of 'Go West')
By Rob Pryce & Paul Harrison

You say Magebolt; they say no effect
You say Fatal; they say no effect
You say Enchanted; they say no effect
You say Poison; they say no effect

MacBeths are invincible
MacBeths slightly terrible
MacBeths; they are very mean
MacBeths fighting for the Queens

Hit them with swords; they say no effect
Hit them with maces; they say no effect
Hit them with silver; they say no effect
Hit them with axes; they say no effect

MacBeths are invincible
MacBeths slightly terrible
MacBeths; they are very mean
MacBeths fighting for the Queens

Together, meanest of the clans
Together, demons to a man
Together, stab you in the back
Together, shove you in a sack

MacBeths are invincible
MacBeths slightly terrible
MacBeths; they are very mean
MacBeths fighting for the Queens

They're fluffy, or so the Blodwyn said
They're cute, and soft in the head
They're cuddly, or so I'm sure I've read
The MacBeths tucked up safe in bed

MacBeths are invincible
MacBeths slightly terrible
MacBeths; they are very mean
MacBeths fighting for the Queens
Underground Overground 
(to the tune of the various Wombles songs)
By Paul Harrison
 Underground Overground, what do you see ?
The drow of the underdark always will be
making good use of the solar eclipse.
Hiding in shadows, playing with whips
 Underground Overground, what do you see ?
3 Matron Mothers drinking some tea.
They used to be scary; they used to be bad;
Now they're just fluffy and rather sad.
 Underground Overground, who do you hate?
Annoying drow children manning the gate.
Once was a time when the guards all had balls.
Now they're just wimpy and hide behind walls.
 Underground Overground, what do they lack ?
Practically everything - at least they wear black.
Black is so stylish, black is so cool
They think they're magnificent - who do they fool ?
 Underground Overground, wherever they are
down in the underdark or in the bar
we'll kill 'em all, with axe, sword or pike
Which one did I get ? They all look alike !
 Remember you're a dark elf
Remember you're a dark elf
Remember you're a dark elf
Remember you're a dark elf
Remember..’member.. ‘member
what a nasty piece of work that you are.

Bears Will Beat The Dragons Every Time
(To the tune of, "She'll be coming 'round the mountain") 
By Paul Harrison
 So Ash and Oermir thought they'd win the day,
when they invited the Bear faction out to play.
They faced our softy golem
with their enormous column,
which on the field they proudly did display.

(Chorus)
Singing: Bears will beat the Dragons every time;
when we faced the Dragon charge we held the line.
It's the charge that beats the rest
but it couldn't beat the best;
when there's odds of 2 to 1 it suits us fine.
 So King Ash he took a quick trip to the void;
he survived but he really was annoyed;
and Oerrmir went out real early
though Lament fought like a girly
& we were left to fight with all their boys.
(Chorus)
 The Dragons nearly pushed us down the hill,
but all around the gaps there we did fill.
We turned the foe about
& we made the Dragons rout
& now the battle stands at 1 to nil.
(Chorus)
Singing: Bears will beat the Dragons every time;
when we faced the Dragon charge we held the line.
The Cerridwen did bellow;
the Dragons they were yellow
I know which I would rather face next time !

The Twelve Days of the Gathering

By Gareth Young/Paul Harrison

On the 1st day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

A drow hanging from a fir tree

On the 2nd day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

 2 Lions combusting

On the 3rd day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

3 Queenies ruling

On the 4th day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

4 Harts a poncing

On the 5th day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

1 Floris Brand (da dah da da dah)

On the 6th day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

6 rituals failing

On the 7th day of the Gathering McYokel gave to me

7 Swords of Wayland

On the 8th day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

8 factions fighting

On the 9th day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

9 Guilds a squabbling

On the 10th day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

10 lords retreating

On the 11th day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

11 Tankards clinking

On the 12th day of the Gathering, McYokel gave to me

12 stupid songs

11 Tankards clinking

10 lords retreating

9 Guilds a squabbling

8 factions fighting

7 Swords of Wayland

6 rituals failing

1 Floris Brand (da dah da da dah)

4 Harts a poncing

3 Queenies ruling

2 Lions combusting

and a drow hanging from a fir tree

Dougie MacFinn

(to tune of The Mighty Quinn)

By Ben Wood & Paul Harrison

Come all without, come all within

You've not seen nothing like Dougie MacFinn

Come all without, come all within

You've not seen nothing like Dougie MacFinn

Everybody's drinking flagons of ale

Some are drinking cider

Others knocking down pale

Everybody's drinking 

Everyone's sure

But when Dougie MacFinn he gets here

Everybody's gonna hit the floor

Come all without, come all within

You've not seen nothing like Dougie MacFinn

Come all without, come all within

You've not seen nothing like Dougie MacFinn

Let me drink what I wanna drink, I like my bitter strong

But drinking shandy and orange juice

Is just plain wrong

Everyone's knockin' back the vodka and gin

But when Dougie MacFinn he gets here

You all know he's gonna win

Come all without, come all within

You've not seen nothing like Dougie MacFinn

Come all without, come all within

You've not seen nothing like Dougie MacFinn

Let me drink what I wanna drink, I like my bitter strong

But drinking shandy and orange juice

Is just plain wrong

Nobody can drink like the one true master

But when Dougie MacFinn he gets here

Everybody’s gonna be well plastered

Come all without, come all within

You've not seen nothing like Dougie MacFinn

Come all without, come all within

You've not seen nothing like Dougie MacFinn

Come all without, come all within

You've not seen nothing like Dougie MacFinn

Come all without, come all within

You've not seen nothing like Dougie MacFinn

Ainsley's On The Pull Again

(to tune of Davy's on the Road Again)

By Paul Harrison

(Chorus)

Ainsley's on the pull again
Lookin' like a fool again
Ainsley's turning no-one down
His image isn't clean
All his sheets are soiled again
His haggis overboiled again
Says if you see the Queen now ask her please to pity me


He has put himself about
Since the time he was a cook
When Wraith stew it ran right out
Turned to white for a new look 

(Chorus)

Down there in the beer tent
Gonna put himself about the most
With a mouth full of pointy teeth
And a lot of notches on his bedpost


Shut the door
Cut the light
Ainsley won't be home tonight
You can wait till the dawn rolls in
'Til you can see our Ainsley again 

(Chorus)

Down there in the beer tent
Gonna put himself about the most
With a mouth full of pointy teeth
And a lot of notches on his bedpost

Shut the door
Cut the light
Ainsley won't be home tonight
You can wait till the dawn rolls in
'Til you can see our Ainsley again

 (Chorus)

I Don't Like Wedges

(to tune of I Don't Like Mondays)

By Paul Harrison

The unliving spawn inside my head

It likes its new abode

and nobody's gonna try and help me out

They're all gonna stay at home

And Lament doesn't understand it

He always says they're as good as gold

But he can so no reason

Cos there are no reasons

What reason do you need ?

Oh Oh. Oh-oh-oh. Tell me why .. I don't like wedges

Tell me why .. I don't like wedges

Tell me why .. I don't like wedges

They wanna shoot - ooh ooh ooh ooh ooh .. the whole wraith down

The Incantors Guild it acts so mean

as it fights the unliving hordes

and then the mages delay as the bards’ guild plays

and their thoughts turn to their own ghoulish hordes

Lemming's keen to come on the scene

and I'm not so vain to admit defeat

But he can see no reason

Cos there are no reasons

What reason do you need ?

Oh Oh. Oh-oh-oh. Tell me why .. I don't like wedges

Tell me why .. I don't like wedges

Tell me why .. I don't like wedges

They wanna shoot - ooh ooh ooh ooh ooh .. the whole wraith down

Ooh, ooh ooh. Ooh, ooh ooh. Ooh ooh ooh. Ooh

Meet the McTaffs

(To the Tune of Meet the Flintstones)

by Paul Harrison

McTaffs, Meet the McTaffs

There a multi-racial family

From the town of Girvan

They're a Caledonian mystery.

Let's fight, with the clannies oh so neat

Chunder  as a Chieftain can't be beat

When you're, with the McTaffs

You'll have a stab-a-Gasherim-time, a-Gasherim-time,

You'll have a mad old time

McTaffs, Meet the McTaffs

There a multi-racial family

From the town of Girvan

They're a Caledonian mystery.

Cormac's always looking for  a fight

Kindling stays away from things alight

When you're with the McTaffs

You'll have a stab-a-Gasherim-time, a-Gasherim-time,

You'll have a mad old time

McTaffs, Meet the McTaffs

There a multi-racial family

From the town of Girvan

They're a Caledonian mystery.

Elm, she loves all things a-made of wood

Bran, he found his death from chaps in hoods

When you're with the McTaffs

You'll have a stab-a-Gasherim-time, a-Gasherim-time,

You'll have a mad old time

McTaffs, Meet the McTaffs

There a multi-racial family

From the town of Girvan

They're a Caledonian mystery.

Tess, she chases after sticks and bones

Ronan, we just love his dulcet tones

When you're with the McTaffs

You'll have a stab-a-Gasherim-time, a-Gasherim-time,

You'll have a mad old time

You'll have a mad old time


Scafloc's Family

(To the Tune of The Addams Family)

By Paul Harrison
They're vicious and they're sneaky 

Mysterious, not geeky

They're altogether freaky

Scafloc's Family

They're camp's a mausoleum

For people who come to see 'em

It's wise to slightly fear 'em

Scafloc's Family

Da Da La Duh

Mean

Da Da La Duh

Green

Da Da La Duh

Da Da La Duh 

Da Da La Duh 

Obscene

They all go round in black

And stab you in the back

Lammies they don't lack

Scafloc's Family

They're into necromancy

And demons they do fancy

They all smell slightly rancid

Scafloc's Family

Da Da La Duh

Mean

Da Da La Duh

Green

Da Da La Duh

Da Da La Duh 

Da Da La Duh 

Obscene

We're all off to start a War

By Clan McYokel & Paul Harrison

3000 goblins crossed the line

Taboo Taboo

3000 goblins crossed the line

Taboo Taboo

3000 goblins crossed the line

Now they're all dead and that's just fine

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

The Queenie's nipped off to the loo

Taboo Taboo

The Queenie's nipped off to the loo

Taboo Taboo

The Queenie's nipped off to the loo

Now we can do what we wanna do

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

Now we're all off to start a war

Taboo Taboo

Now we're all off to start a war

Taboo Taboo

Now we're all off to start a war

It's the Queens idea of that I'm sure

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

The Dragons came to join our side

Taboo Taboo

The Dragons came to join our side

Taboo Taboo

The Dragons came to join our side

The rain it came so they stayed inside

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

The Harts they came a war to make

Taboo Taboo

The Harts they came a war to make

Taboo Taboo

The Harts they came a war to make

But they were stuffed on tea and cake

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

The Drow they want to join the fight

Taboo Taboo

The Drow they want to join the fight

Taboo Taboo

The Drow they want to join the fight

But they only play in the dead of night

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

The Lions came to fight and sing

Taboo Taboo

The Lions came to fight and sing

Taboo Taboo

The Lions came to fight and sing

But Lemming said no and he is King

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

The Wolves they said they'll fight the Picts

Taboo Taboo

The Wolves they said they'll fight the Picts

Taboo Taboo

The Wolves they said they'll fight the Picts

But spent their time a-chasing sticks

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

The Vipers are coming or so they said

Taboo Taboo

The Vipers are coming or so they said

Taboo Taboo

The Vipers are coming or so they said

But they're all stoned and off their heads

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

The Gryphons marched out of the mist

Taboo Taboo

The Gryphons marched out of the mist

Taboo Taboo

The Gryphons marched out of the mist

But they don't count, 'cos they don't exist

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

So, the Unicorns we fight today

Taboo Taboo

The Unicorns we fight today

Taboo Taboo

The Unicorns we fight today

They saw our flag and ran away

With an ee aye, bollocky aye

Bollocky aye, F**k you

Men of the Clan McYokel

By Gareth Young/Paul Harrison

In Ten Ninety-Five

Bravest clansmen alive

Were those born in old Bristol town

In their tartan of Grey

Many Drow did they slay

And many an ale did they down

Their songs didn’t rhyme

And they couldn’t keep time

But they sung out and just didn’t care

If you’ve drunk ‘til you’re blind

Then beside you you’ll find

Are the men of the Clan McYokel

Teran’s lost in the bar

Least he can’t have gone far

Lasha isn’t human at all 

Bedo’s working for sure

Cos he doesn’t want war

Or yet another envoy to fall 

Ainsley’s always a tart

With a face like a Hart

And Lemming’s trying not to be King

If you’re holding your beer

Then it’s your round I fear

For the men of the Clan McYokel

Once we were Farmers

By Gareth Young

Once we were farmers with no cares at all

But our lives were all changed when we answered the call

To defend our homeland with all of our might

And to stow any drow who were out for a fight

(Chorus)

And it’s no nae never

Death to the droo !

No nae never no more

Will we suffer droo bastards

No never no more

Said farewell to my lassie, she begged me to stay

But my Clan was a calling and I told her nae

I told her my duty, I had to kill droo

So she picked up a sword and said she would come too.

(Chorus)

For all the first week not a drow did we slay

But we heard of a battle the very next day

So we all donned our woad and stepped to the fore

And there’s three hundred dark elves are breathing no more.

(Chorus)

Fled for our land was the evil in black

So we went under ground to find drow to attack

They lived in a world full of darkness and dread

But they don’t live at all with an axe in their had.

(Chorus)

Fight, Fight (The Scrotum Dance)

By Gareth Young

Fight, Fight wherever you maybe

We are the Celts of the West Country

And we’ll fight you all wherever you may be

And we’ll fight you all in the West Country

Drink, drink wherever you may be

We are the Celts of the West Country

And we’ll drink with you wherever you may be 

And we’ll drink with you in the West Country

Dance, dance wherever you maybe

We are the Celts of the West Country

And we’ll scrotum dance wherever you maybe

And we’ll scrotum dance in the West Country

We Three Celts

Nik Long, Gareth Young & Matt Gritt 
We three Celts are leaving the bar

We’re all pissed we’ve emptied our jars

One with a Claymore

One with a Whiskey

& One with a crap Guitar

Oh, Celts like drinking,

Celts like fights,

Celts are good at killing knights

Southward leading

Harts retreating

Driven by our Celtic might.


First time I met ‘em

By Gareth Young

First time I met ‘em, I met ‘em in Red

All in Red

All in Red

Claymore wrapped round his head

Dirty damn droo that nobody likes 

Next time I met ‘em, I met ‘em in White

All in White

All in White

Showed ‘em how celties fight

Dirty dame drow that nobody likes

All in Green

Tore out and ate his spleen

All in Blue

Screamed as I ran him through

All in Check

Cut his head from his neck

All in Black

Died when his skull got cracked

All in Cream

You should have heard his scream

All in Brown

One blow and he went down

All in Chain

He’ll never walk again

All in Scale

On his own sword impaled
All in Plate

He meet a bloody fate
All in Red

Now they’re all f**king dead !!!!

What ya gonna do when ya leave the Army

By Matt Gritt

What ya gonna do when ya leave the Army

What ya gonna do when ya leave the Army 

What ya gonna do when ya leave the Army 

Earli’ in the morning

Run like f**k to the Nearest Tavern

Run like f**k to the Nearest Tavern

Run like f**k to the Nearest Tavern

Earli’ in the morning

What are ya gonna do in the Tavern

What are ya gonna do in the Tavern

What are ya gonna do in the Tavern

Earli’ in the morning

Get pissed up and stow some Dark Elves

Get pissed up and stow some Dark Elves 

Get pissed up and stow some Dark Elves 

Earli’ in the morning

What are ya gonna do when the Tavern closes

What are ya gonna do when the Tavern closes

What are ya gonna do when the Tavern closes

Earli’ in the morning

Run like f**k to the nearest whore house

Run like f**k to the nearest whore house

Run like f**k to the nearest whore house

Earli’ in the morning

What are ya gonna do in the whore house 

What are ya gonna do in the whore house 

What are ya gonna do in the whore house

Earli’ in the morning

Ooh-ray and up she rises

Ooh-ray and up she rises

Ooh-ray and up she rises

Earli’ in the morning

What ya gonna to do in Nine Months later

What ya gonna to do in Nine Months later 

What ya gonna to do in Nine Months later 

Earli’ in the morning

Run like f**k to the nearest Army

Run like f**k to the nearest Army

Run like f**k to the nearest Army 

Earli’ in the morning

Old McYokel had a farm

By Rob Sellwood

Old McYokel had a farm

E i E i O

And on that farm he had some

Droo

E i E i O

With a’ wag wag here

and wag wag there

Here a wag, there a wag

Everywhere a wag wag

Old McYokel had a farm

Ei Ei O

Wolves

With a bow-wow here

Dragons

With a we surrender here

Unicorns

With a little Horn here

Mages

With a Mage Bolt here

Gryphons

With a “Who the f**k are the Gryphons”

Vipers

With a Sniff Sniff here (actions not words)

And a sniff sniff there

Here sniff, there a sniff

Everywhere a’ Ahhhhhhh (actions & words)

Clan McYokel Stores

By Clan McYokel

There were Droo, Droo

Hiding in the loo 

In the stores, In the stores,

There were Droo, Droo

Hiding in the loo 

In The clan McYokel Stores

(Chorus)
My sword is sharp

Your head is soft

You should have seen it lopped right off

You should have seen it lopped right off

There were Wolves, Wolves 

Showing they’ve no balls

(Chorus)

There were Knights, Knights

Dressed in fishnet tights

(Chorus)

There were Queenies, Queenies 

Dealing with the meanies

(Chorus)

There were Vipers, Vipers

Still running around in diapers

(Chorus)

There were Dragons, Dragons

Running away in wagons

(Chorus)

There were Harts, Harts

Looking like old farts

(Chorus)

There were Mages, Mages

Taking bloody ages

(Chorus)


The Rising Bum

By Paul Harrison

There is a man in Pitlochry

They call him the Rising Bum

And he's lifted his kilt more than I know

And made the children run

His tartan's of MacTwatem though

And his wife's one of the Queens

But that doesn't stop him flashing off his bits

And flaunting his knobbly knees

Some say he is a great hero

Some say he's awfully good

At killing all Foamorri foe

With a wardrobe made of wood

I've heard he is a humble man

He's the meekest of the lot

Whoever told me this should be

Taken outside and shot

He's meant to be invincible

A champion through and through

He'd beat the lot with axe or sword

But he cannot take his brew

He tells tall tales or so I've heard

Of valiant deeds afar

But if danger calls you'll find this man

A-propping up the bar

He takes all opportunities

To lift his kilt atop

And people try to avoid the sight

Of the last chicken in the shop

There is a man in Pitlochry

They call him the Rising Bum

And he's lifted his kilt more than I know

And made the children run


I Will Survive

By Paul Harrison

At first I was afraid I was petrified
That I had gone and left my trusty sword inside

I would've drunk a little less, I would've tried to keep my head. 

If I'd known for just one second that you wanted to see me dead. 

I tried to run, I hit the floor 

Cos you had severed both my legs and I can't feel them anymore 

And now you're smashing in my face, my nose has vanished - not a trace, 

I only hope that healers wander around this darkened place 

I want to go, I've got to leave 

But you took that magic blade and then my head you went and cleaved 

I only hope that no one saw me lose the fight to such degree. 

Maybe death will bring wisdom although it's most unlikely. 

I can't believe, I'm lying here.

It's all ... 'cos of that f***ing evil drink that we call beer 

You can stuff your beer and mead, heck I must have been blind 

To let these simple ruffians come and take me from behind. 

Please heal me up, I'm getting scared 

There's nothing I can do to stop you turn me into an ex-laird. 

I think that I must have been mad, why did I try to walk alone? 

But my bodyguard was drunk so I left him back at home 

It's time to go, I'm out the door 

I have gone and left this plane and I'm not living any more 

I don't think there's anything worse 

Than the al-co-hol-ics curse. 

I WILL SURVIVE ! 


 I wish I hadn't picked on you

(to tune of "I only want to be with you")

By Paul Harrison

I don't know what it is that made me mug you so

I only know I never want to let you go

Cos you saw my face, so I'm for it now

I know you'll see me dead for sure I don't know how

No matter what you do, 

I wish I hadn't picked on you

It doesn't matter who you tell or what you do

Once you hunt me down I know my life is through

Cos one thing's for sure, and that's I won't be missed

I never knew that I would end up just like this

No matter what you do, 

I wish I hadn't picked on you

I couldn't see your face

Teach me to mug at night

I thought you'd be good for gold

But all I got was a fright

Forgive me sir

It doesn't matter what I say or what I do

I know you'll take your sword and that you'll run me through

So I'm gonna run now, if you don't mind

I'll never know what on your body I would find

No matter what you do, 

I wish I hadn't picked on you

I'm gonna run and hide of that there is no dout

I'll never now be able just to walk about

No-one'll take me, I'll have to leave this plane

Let muggers be aware that it's a real mug's game

No matter what you do, 

I wish I hadn't picked on you

No matter what you do, 

I wish I, I wish I, I wish I, I wish I

I wish I hadn't picked on you

