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SECTION 1.

SAINTS

· Rita

· Hildegund

· Walpurga

· Theodore

· Louis Marie

· Dunstan

· Therese

· Woolas

· Frideswide

· Hilda

· Honore

· Guthlac

· Nicholas
Saint Rita

Tune:
Sweet Jenny Jones
A
I’ll sing you a song of a woman called Rita, 

Who wished to remain in a celibate state,

B
For Rita she valued her chastity highly

And thought being married was something she’d hate

A
Her father however was fiercely determined

To marry her off before it was too late.

A
He found her a man who was old, but was wealthy


And he told poor Rita she’d have to be wed

B
Moreover that she’d have to humour her husband


Whenever he wanted to take her to bed

A
But Rita had vowed to die Virgo intacta


And she told her father she’d rather be dead.

A
Alas for poor Rita, her wishes were granted


The very next day she went down to the church

B
She fell on her knees and she prayed to be ugly


So that the old man would leave her in the lurch

A
Or perhaps in the shock of her altered appearance,


He might have a seizure and fall off his perch.

A
Well what happened next was a bit unexpected


But certainly spared her the fate that she feared

B
She looked in the mirror for signs of God’s mercy


And gasped in surprise at the sight that appeared

A
For there on her chin, once so smooth and so tender,


There sprouted a long and luxuriant beard.

A
The old man came calling to see his fiancée


He spotted the beard and fell down in a faint

B
He never recovered; her father was livid


And he in his anger could show no restraint

A
So he murdered poor Rita, and made her a martyr,


Which qualified her for becoming a saint.

A
Her father immediately died of remorse, and 


So that was the three of them all laid out cold.

B
But Rita’s in Heaven, arrayed in white garments


With wings and a harp and a halo of gold

A
But the irony is, she is known as the patron


Of parents whose kids never do what they’re told.

A
She should be the patron of those in Black Annis


Whose armpits and legs avoid razor and wax

B
Or those who sport beards that might make you suspect


That their personal grooming’s regrettably lax

A
So, Black Annis, beware of your bodily hair, as it


May mean you risk homicidal attacks.

HILDEGUND



Tune: It is pleasant and delightful (and the larks they sang melodious)

There once was a father and daughter who planned

To travel on a pilgrimage to the far Holy Land

But Hildegund was very young, and her father said he was afraid

Men would try to have their way with her, if they knew she was a maid

Now Hildegund knew that since she had been ten

She had always been pestered by dirty old men

And so she agreed with him, and they came up with a cunning plan

She would change her name to Joseph, and she’d dress up as a man

When she put her clothes on how happy was she

For going dressed as a man, she felt so safe and free

And when they got home again, well she threw her dresses all away

And she said, I’m dressing as a man until my dying day

But men in those days were expected to wed

And Hildegund knew that she’d be found out in bed

And so she decided there was only one thing to be done

And she signed up to a monastery, cos a man can’t be a nun

So Hildegund’s life became pure and devout

And in due course she died, and the monks laid her out

When they stripped her body, well the holy brothers they were stunned

As they found that brother Joseph was sister Hildegund

We’re not very sure why they made her a saint

For cross-dressing’s OK, but miraculous it ain’t

But we know she’s up there now, and she’s singing with a heavenly choir

Raise your glasses to Saint Hildegund; she’s the one that we admire.
The Abusing Priest (Tune : Somerset Poaching song – can’t remember the proper title)
Now Theodore of Sikion was born in six-thirteen

His father was an acrobat whom he had never seen

His mother Mary ran an inn, but then to earn her bread

It was her delight on a Friday night to take the guests to bed

(Repeat last line)

Now Mary planned that she would send young Theodore to court

To fit him for the Emperor, a suit of clothes was bought

Saint George came to her in a dream and said she was a fool

And her dream that night gave her such a fright that she sent her kid to school

A good old man called Stephen came to stay at the hotel

He said he’d do the cooking, and he did it very well

Said Mary “if this carries on, we’ll soon get out of debt”

And she was right, for that very night they won their first rosette

Now she was back in profit, Mary could give up the game

And Theodore was pleased that she renounced her life of shame

The reason he was pleased his mother’s godless ways had ceased

Was that he’d formed an ambition to one day become a priest

He went off to Jerusalem and was ordained at last

But Theodore could not escape the burden of his past

Perhaps it was his nature, and perhaps his nurture too

Though he’d seen the light, he was not quite right, as I will tell to you

One day a holy chalice was brought to Theodore

He said “I will not use it, for I’ve seen this thing before

I was brought up in a bawdy house and so I’m very sure

That this bowl so bright was used at night as the piss-pot of a whore”

Well then he took to healing hysterical young girls

He specialised in those with big blue eyes and golden curls

Their parents dragged them to him from far and distant lands

They would scream and fight, but he’d hold them tight for the laying on of hands

And next he started reconciling married couples too

When childless wives came to him he would tell them what to do

He’d say “this will not hurt at all, you’ll feel a tiny prick”

And to their delight, a single night would often do the trick.

Well Theodore became convinced that he would go to Hell

The reason that he had this theory isn’t hard to tell.

He locked himself into a box in penance for his sins

And he looked a fright as his hair turned white and his beard grew to his shins

They came to watch him, like a seventh-century David Blaine

Some said he was a saint and others thought he was insane

Well you can form your own view, but we’re sure of ours at least,

And if we’re right, our toast tonight is an abusing priest.

Thedore Sikion (Tune: Michael Finnegan)
There once was a man called Theodore Sikion

Remember his name for it’s a tricky one

Was he a saint? Well that’s a sticky one

Strange old Theodore Sikion, the tricky one.

As a dresser, he was a picky one

He liked to go out with his suit and a dickie on

He’d say to women : “Fancy a quickie?”- one

Creep was Theodore Sikion, the tricky one.
The interminable ballad of St Theodore  ( Tune: the dark eyed sailor)
To make this slightly less boring, the lines in italics can be sung as a kind of chorus, which may keep the assembled company awake.

In six thirteen does my tale begin

It’s of two sisters who ran an inn

But they could not make the business pay

So they sold their bodies
So they sold their bodies to men who passed that way
to men who passed that way

One day the circus it came to town

With a performer of high renown

A camel-rider and acrobat

He got Mary pregnant
He got Mary pregnant and left her just like that
and left her just like that

In time young Mary a babe she bore

She christened him and named him Theodore.

When he was six, his mother thought

To improve his prospects
To improve his prospects she’d send him off to court
she’d send him off to court

His mother made him some clothes so grand

Of silk and velvet, all sewn by hand.

A belt of gold links she then did forge

But her mind was changed by
But her mind was changed by a vision of Saint George
a vision of Saint George

So Theodore went to school, not court

And there the Christian faith was taught.

He was encouraged to keep from sin

By a man called Stephen
By a man called Stephen who moved into the inn
who moved into the inn
Now Stephen, though he was old and deaf,

Turned out to be an amazing chef

His cooking soon brought the inn new fame-

Mary and her sister
Mary and her sister gave up their life of shame
gave up their life of shame

Now Theodore’s faith was a little vague

Until he caught the bubonic plague

On being saved, he became quite odd,

Hiding in the cellar
Hiding in the cellar skipping lunch to pray to God.
skipping lunch to pray to God

In time he went to Jerusalem

He met some monks and he soon joined them

In his brown habit and shaven head

It was in the offing
It was in the offing he’d soon be Father Ted
he’d soon be Father Ted

But more adventures for him remained

And as a priest he was soon ordained

For miracles he was soon well-known

Visions of the future
Visions of the future by God to him were shown
By God to him were shown.

Protected only by his prayers

He walked unharmed amongst wolves and bears

He fasted often and ate raw veg

Mixed with herbs and garlic
Mixed with herbs and garlic that grew wild in the hedge
That grew wild in the hedge

He was the greatest of masochists

He drove sharp nails through his feet and wrists

A collar of metal studs he wore

And an iron breastplate
And an iron breastplate that made his nipples sore
That made his nipples sore

He locked himself in a cage so small

And had it hung on a handy wall

From Christmas day until Eastertide

People came to see it
People came to see it  with Theodore inside
With Theodore inside

When he got old he planned to retire.

The emperor thought that he should go higher

So Theodore to his utmost shock

Was elected bishop
Was elected bishop and went to tend his flock
And went to tend his flock

He found the peasants were savage hordes

Who were exploited by grasping lords

He helped them fight for a fairer rent,

Which upset the landlords,
Which upset the landlords, and packing he was sent
And packing he was sent

So as a hermit his life did end

And thanks to God Theodore did send

He did not care for the landlords’ scorn

He died poor and humble
He died poor and humble the way that he was born
The way that he was born

He died unkempt, with a long white beard

And though we think he was rather weird,

In sympathy with the mad and poor

We will raise our glasses
We will raise our glasses to salute Saint Theodore
Salute Saint Theodore!

WALPURGA 
Tune: By all the saints who from their labours rest
Of all the saints of whom we’ve ever heard

Who stand in heaven list’ning to God’s word

We know which one we think the most absurd

It’s Saint Walpurga, yes it’s Saint Walpurga

She did not do a single saintly thing

No miracles, no dragon-slaughtering

She was just born the daughter of a king

Princess Walpurga, Princess Walpurga

Niece of a bishop in the Church of Rome

Brought up with sainted brothers in her home

She must have had a holy chromosome

Sister Walpurga, Sister Walpurga

To Wittenburg in Germany she went

To turn around a badly-run convent

Thus started her career in management

Mother Walpurga, Mother Walpurga

The bishop said, my God can this be true?

She’s managed more than any man could do

She’d better run the monastery too

Father Walpurga, Father Walpurga

When she had shuffled off this mortal coil

And she was laid to rest beneath the soil

Her grave produced this wondrous healing oil

Blessed Walpurga! Blessed Walpurga!

So working women, do your jobs with pride

Your contribution cannot be denied

And you might even be beatified

Just like Walpurga, Just like Walpurga.

Louis Marie  (Tune: I’ll tell my ma)
I’ll tell my ma when I get home

I’m going to join the Church of Rome

I’ve got a place at St-Sulpice

To study to become a priest

CHORUS: 
Louis-Marie de Montfort de Grignion

Was a saint in our opinion

But his major claim to fame

Was that he had so many names

His dad gave him a ten franc note

His ma gave him a brand new coat

But Louis was so kind and good 

He gave them away as fast as he could

He had no food, he had no bed

He starved till he was almost dead

But they revived him from his coma

To receive his priest’s diploma

As a priest he soon found work

But drove the bishop quite berserk

What he did we don’t quite know

But he was quickly told to go

He thought that his next step would be

A monumental Calvary

The bishop with an angry frown

Immediately pulled it down

Then a villain with a knife

Tried to take our Louis’ life

He quickly went, his life to save,

To be a hermit in a cave

While he was there, the clever feller

Thought he’d write a great best-seller
“How to Live as Wisdom’s Daughter”

Though some wished it had been shorter.

It won, to Louis’ great surprise,

The fifteenth century Booker prize.
“A miracle! “ the people cried

And Louis then was sanctified.

Mary Lou
Tune : Mary Mack’s mither
Marie-Louise would have married Louis-Marie

And Louis-Marie would have married Marie-Lou

But he was a priest and he couldn’t marry Marie

So he made her be a nun so she’d remain unmarried too.

Marie-Louise had a mate called Catherine Brunet

And Catherine liked Marie rather more than Marie knew

So Catherine joined Marie and declared she wouldn’t marry

To make sure that Louis-Marie didn’t touch her Marie-Lou

Louis Bolero
Tune :Lillibullero

Problems arise in every saint’s life-

Louis’ began when he was baptised.

His parents announced the name of their choice

And all the people cried with one voice:


Louis-Marie? What’s wrong with Harry?


Larry, or Barry, or Gary or Roy?


What will it do to his gender identity?


Marie’s no name to give to a boy.

As time went on, his parents were shocked

When Louis-Marie preferred to wear frocks

Then came the day he said “if you please

I’d rather be known as Marie-Louise”

Louis-Marie? What’s wrong with Harry?


Larry, or Barry, or Gary or Roy?


What will it do to his gender identity?


Marie’s no name to give to a boy.

When he grew up, he trained as a priest

This solved a few small problems at least:

He got to wear frocks, avoided a wife,

And had lots of time for his double life

He’s our hero, in his bolero


Stockings, suspenders and lingerie too


Louis-Marie dressed as Marie-Louise caused an

Ecclesiastical hullabulloo

.
Thus he was Father Louis by day

Down in the church he’d preach and he’d pray

But when the sun began to go down

Marie-Louise went out on the town


He’s our hero, in his bolero


Stockings, suspenders and lingerie too


Louis-Marie dressed as Marie-Louise caused an

Ecclesiastical hullabulloo

The bishop found out and knew he must act

So Louis-Marie was instantly sacked

He went to the church, fell down on his knees

And got up as Sister Marie-Louise


She’s our hero, in her new gear-o


Habit and wimple and rosary too


Down on her knees Sister Marie-Louise caused an


Ecclesiastical hullabulloo

The Church said that Louis had gone on retreat

Then new holy books appeared on the street

The author was Marie-Louise, we assume

With Louis-Marie as her nom-de-plume 

She’s our hero, in her new gear-o


Habit and wimple and rosary too


Down on her knees Sister Marie-Louise caused an


Ecclesiastical hullabulloo

The Daughters of Wisdom thus were begun

Formed by the first trans-sexual nun

But Marie-Louise could not claim the fame-

The Pope made the sainthood in Louis’ name

Louis-Marie? What’s wrong with Harry?


Larry, or Barry, or Gary or Roy?


What will it do to his gender identity?


Marie’s no name to give to a boy.
SAINT DUNSTAN AND THE DEVIL (Tune: Enrico)

Dunstan was a monk we’re told

Down in ancient Glastonbury

Dunstan was a monk we’re told

Down in the abbey church

Dunstan was a monk we’re told

Who worked with silver and with gold

With his anvil steady and his hammer heavy

And his pincers always ready in his hand

He kept well in with the Saxon kings

Down in ancient Glastonbury

He kept well in with the Saxon kings

Down in the abbey church

He kept well in with the Saxon kings

He made their coronation rings

With his anvil steady and his hammer heavy

And his pincers always ready in his hand

The devil saw him doing well

Down in ancient Glastonbury

The devil saw him doing well

Down in the abbey church

The devil saw him doing well

And said “I want him down in hell”

With his anvil steady and his hammer heavy

And his pincers always ready in his hand

A lovely maid to Dunstan went

Down in ancient Glastonbury

A lovely maid to Dunstan went

Down in the abbey church

A lovely maid to Dunstan went

To tempt him to sin was her intent

With his anvil steady and his hammer heavy

And his pincers always ready in his hand

But Dunstan noticed as she walked

Down in ancient Glastonbury

But Dunstan noticed as she walked

Down in the abbey church

But Dunstan noticed as she walked

Cloven hooves and a tail that forked

With his anvil steady and his hammer heavy

And his pincers always ready in his hand

 Dunstan his strongest pincers chose

Down in ancient Glastonbury

Dunstan his strongest pincers chose

Down in the abbey church

Dunstan his strongest pincers chose

And clamped them hard on Satan’s nose

With his anvil steady and his hammer heavy

And his pincers always ready in his hand

They fought and struggled through the night

Down in ancient Glastonbury

They fought and struggled through the night

Down in the abbey church

They fought and struggled through the night

But Dunstan held the devil tight

With his anvil steady and his hammer heavy

And his pincers always ready in his hand

The devil cried “All right, you win”

Down in ancient Glastonbury

The devil cried “All right, you win”

Down in the abbey church

The devil cried “All right, you win”

And vowed to leave him safe from sin

With his anvil steady and his hammer heavy

And his pincers always ready in his hand

So that’s how Dunstan did no wrong

Down in ancient Glastonbury

So that’s how Dunstan did no wrong

Down in the abbey church

So that’s how Dunstan did no wrong

And got immortalised in song

With his anvil steady and his hammer heavy

And his pincers always ready in his hand

Saint Theresa
(Tune- bread of heaven)

You have asked if you can join us, morris dancing round the town

We have read your application and we’ll have to turn you down
Saint Theresa Saint Theresa Saint Theresa of Lisieux
First of all you’re very boring - we don’t think you’d be much fun

It appears your only interest is in being made a nun

Secondly you are obsessive, your mind runs on just one track

Constantly inventing illness, you’re a hypochondriac

Third, you think that you are marvellous- but what marvels did you do?

Being civil to your elders can be done by heathens too

Fourth, you’re soppy, wet and feeble. Sorry, but we have to say

We don’t want a Little Flower, we don’t like your Little Way

But we know you’re very stubborn and you will not give up hope

We expect to be instructed to accept you by the Pope

We’ll be excommunicated, there will be a dreadful fuss

But we think it will be worth it not to have you dance with us.

Wasn’t that miraculous?

(Tune - hurrah for the life of a country boy)

She was born round eighteen seventy, youngest of 3 sisters

She got ill but she didn’t die- wasn’t that miraculous?

Think of her when the sun she rises, early in the morning

Think of her when the birds are singing merrily along the Leyland

And hoorah for the life of the Little Flower travelling on her Little way
How she longed to join a nunnery but she was a bit too young

She met the pope and he said she could - wasn’t that miraculous?

The other nuns were old and crotchety, they got on her nerves a bit

But she tried to be polite - wasn’t that miraculous?

She prayed for a hardened criminal, hoping that he would repent

At the scaffold he kissed a cross - wasn’t that miraculous?

She produced a lot of literature, telling of her Little Way

It was very popular - wasn’t that miraculous?

She was dead at only twenty-four, having done no more than this

She was swiftly made a saint - wasn’t that miraculous?

Drink to her when the sun she rises, early in the morning

Drink to her when the birds are singing merrily along the Leyland

And Drink to the life of the Little Flower travelling on her Little way

The Ballad of Gwyn and Glad.  

Tune: Blow away the Morning Dew
1.There was a bearded warrior

 Who from Glamorgan came

He was one of King Arthur’s knights 

And Gwynthloo was his name

Oh sing me of a spotted ox

A magical cheese

Old men getting off their rocks

What miracles are these!

2.Gwyn fell in love with Gladys 

But when her father said

He wouldn’t let him marry her,

 He kidnapped her instead
3.He was a lawless warlord 

Who terrorised the land

He liked to rape and steal and pillage 

With his pirate band

4.Twas bovine intervention 

That made him see the light

A spotted ox led him to God - 

As well indeed it might

5. He built a shrine and said farewell

 To his band of marauders

And Glad suggested “now we’re old,

 Let’s take up holy orders”
6. So they became a monk and nun, 

And bought some matching habits,

But weren’t so good at chastity, 

And carried on like rabbits

7. Their son, Saint Cadoc, noticed 

His father and his mother

Appeared to have no way of keeping 

Their hands off each other

8. He told them if they could not 

Control their earthly passion

Then he must stop them being seen 

Behaving in this fashion

9. He sent them to the shrine and

He told Gwyn that he must

Bathe daily in the icy spring  

To subjugate his lust

10. So every day Gwyn bathed there,

 To control his ardour

But running naked back to bed 

Just seemed to make things harder

11. Glad thought it was a miracle, 

Because it must be said,

There aren’t that many men of ninety 

Still so good in bed.

12. Is this why he was sanctified?

Is this why he became

The patron saint of pirates ?

Is this why they changed his name?

13 They changed his name to Woolas 

Long after he was dead

They built a church where he had found

The ox with spotted head

14  Much later on King Harold 

Came in that direction

He broke into St Woolas’ church

 To plunder the collection

15  And there he saw a great big cheese

A-sitting on the altar

He stabbed it and he made it bleed

Which should have made him falter

16. But he went on to Hastings

Where he paid the cost

His eye, his life, his crown, his country

For a cheese were lost

17. So raise a cheer for Woolas, with

His cheese and spotted cow

If it wasn’t for his actions we’d 

Be Anglo-Saxons now

Optional final verse for those with particularly poor taste (with rhyme donated by Mary C:)
18. So all frustrated women, when

Your partner just can’t shag yer
Say a prayer to Woolas

It works better than Viagra.

The Silver Ring Thing

Tune: The game of All Fours

Frideswide was always a natural leader

She was the daughter of some minor king

She got her friends and made them sign up to

A club, and she called it the Silver Ring Thing

All these young maidens were terribly holy

They read the Bible, and hymns they would sing,

They vowed that they would always stay virgins

To prove they belonged to the Silver Ring Thing

Up stepped young Aelfgar, a hot blooded Saxon,

Lusty and bearded and dripping with bling.

When he saw Frideswide, he asked to wed her

To make her forget all this Silver Ring Thing

Frideswide had doubts about Aelfgar’s advances

She said “Oh no, to my virtue I’ll cling.

Randy young men are not enough reason

To make me abandon the Silver Ring Thing.”

Aelfgar however had friends in low places

So he asked Satan to help mount a sting

Satan used every kind of temptation

To make Frideswide give up the Silver Ring Thing

Frideswide was more than a match for the devil

She showed her crucifix, she kissed her ring.

Satan retreated, roundly defeated 

By Frideswide’s defence of the Silver Ring Thing 

Frideswide could see things were going to get tricky.

She fled her home like a bird on the wing.

She found a cave, and soon she established

An underground branch of the Silver Ring Thing

.

Aelgar got dangerous when he was thwarted

And he decided an army he’d bring

They would find Frideswide, rape her and kill her

And all of the girls in the Silver Ring Thing

As he approached, Fridewide prayed to St Catherine

Aelfgar went blind and his eyes they did sting.

His men ran off, and left him defenceless

With Frideswide and all of the Silver Ring Thing.

Frideswide showed saintly forgiveness to Aelfgar

She struck the ground, and up welled a bright spring.

She bathed his eyes, his sight was restored

And he gazed in remorse at the Silver Ring Thing.

Frideswide was thus left in peace, and she founded

A holy order, incorporating

All of the doctrines that she liked best,

Which included the rules of the Silver Ring Thing.

Sometimes she liked to go out and kiss lepers

This seemed to help them in their suffering.

It was the nearest she got to sex-

That’s the downside of forming the Silver Ring Thing.

When Frideswide died and ascended to glory

The bells of heaven rang ting-a-ling-ling.

Now she’s in clover, presiding over

The heavenly branch of the Silver Ring Thing.

Saint Hilda of Whitby 
(Tune: Scarborough Fair)

Are you going to Whitby this year?
Where the snakes are turned into stones
Remember one who used to live here
Whitby has a saint of its own

Tell her to build me an abbey so grand
Where the snakes are turned into stones
With the sweat of her brow and the toil of her hand
Whitby has a saint of its own
Tell her to bury some old Saxon kings
Where the snakes are turned into stones
And the gulls that fly past will all dip their wings
Whitby has a saint of its own
Tell her to dig a well in the field
Where the snakes are turned into stones
And the sick and the lame will come to be healed
Whitby has a saint of its own
Tell her to bless all the folk dancers’ feet
Where the snakes are turned into stones
And they’ll come every year to dance in the street
Whitby has a saint of its own
Hilda the builder
Tune: Serpentina

Have you ever met a saint who was as practical as Hilda?

She was really an extraordinary builder

And she had a range of skills which frankly quite bewilder

Us, Like turning serpents into stones

When in Whitby, take a moment please

Take some time to recognise Saint Hilda

Sing her praises, get down on your knees

For she’s the only saint for us

Saint Hilda the brilliant
Tune: The Ash Grove

Way back in six fourteen there was a young couple

And he was a Saxon and she was a Celt

And when he was poisoned by his loving uncle

Alone with their baby, how sad his wife felt

But she had a vision, a light of such brilliance

That covered the land like a bright golden flame

For Hilda was born to bring knowledge and wisdom

So raise up your glasses and praise Hilda’s name

When Hilda was sent to be brought up in exile

In Suffolk she found there was not much to do

And so when her uncle, King Edwin, decided 

To baptise his family, then Hilda went too

For she had a vision…

Saint Aiden met Hilda and saw her potential

And asked her to manage his new monastery

But Hilda felt this was no match for her talents

She fancied a challenge and so she ran three

For she had a vision…

She taught a poor cowherd to write songs in English

The priests and the bishops all said it was wrong

To give him ideas that exceeded his station

And use holy scripture in popular songs

But she had a vision…

Then Hilda grew old and she died of a fever

That night a young nun saw the roof disappear

And then she saw Hilda ascending to heaven 

Which made the young nun feel exceedingly queer

But she had a vision, a light of such brilliance

That covered the land like a bright golden flame

For Hilda was born to bring knowledge and wisdom

So raise up your glasses and praise Hilda’s name
The tale of Saint Honoré and Mal’s career change 

(Tune: Bobby Shafto)
Long ago in France they say

There lived a man called Honoré

A pious priest, who one fine day

Was asked to be a bishop

He said “I’m not good enough”

God said “I’m afraid that’s tough, 

Can’t you see this oily stuff?

That’s because you’re worth it.”

The maid had barely made a start

On rolling out a blackberry tart

When Honoré came to impart

The news of his promotion

“No” she cried “This cannot be!

If it’s true I want to see

This peel turn into a tree

Or I won’t believe it”

Then her peel gave one great bound 

And sunk itself into the ground

It put down roots and all around

Grew blossom, leaves and blackberries

It grew for a thousand years

Pilgrims came from far and near

Hoping wonders would appear

Though nothing did but blackberries

One day in the family chateau

He baked a delicious gateau

Said the maid: “You’ll be a fatto

If you choose to eat it”

He said “no, I’ll stay quite thin

By replacing wine with gin.

Think indulgences, not sin:

Have your cake and eat it.”

That’s how Slimming World was founded

All the people were astounded

As their shape became less rounded

All through healthy eating

Later he gave Mal his name

And rules for eating without shame

That’s how Marilyn became

A Slimming World consultant

Next he took to excavation

Found some relics for the nation

This was met with jubilation

They’d been lost for ages

His own relics got dragged out

Centuries later, in a drought

They carted his old bones about

Until it started raining.

High above the cirro-stratus

With the other saints and martyrs

You will find our  Honoratus,

Baking cakes in heaven.

Raise a cheer for Honoré

He’s the hero of the day

He’s the one who found a way

To have your cake and eat it.

Guthlac (Tune: Bread of Heaven)

Guthlac was an Anglo Saxon and he was a teenage thug

He was just the sort of hoodie that you wouldn’t want to hug
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Guthlac had a gang of heavies who went drinking every night

Raping, pillaging and looting, always looking for a fight
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens

Guthlac faced a lengthy ASBO, which upset the Queen and King

Who thought they’d be sent to classes to improve their parenting
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
When he came before the court, the magistrate said he would give

Guthlac one more chance by trying a youth crime initiative
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
So to deal with his behaviour, off went this young Saxon lord

Camping in the wild to earn his Duke of Edinburgh award.
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Guthlac chose to pitch his tent on quite a boggy fenland isle

This upset the Ancient Britons who had lived there all the while
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Blue with woad, they soon attacked him, and no violence they spared,

Guthlac thought that they were demons and was very very scared
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Luckily for him, next morning Saint Bartholemew was sent

Down from heaven to reform him and to teach him to repent
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Finding he was plagued by devils, Bart gave him a handy tip.

He said: “I would recommend you scourge them with this little whip”
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens

Guthlac whipped the Ancient Britons, then he whipped them once again

After that he whipped himself because he found he liked the pain
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens

To indulge his masochism Guthlac took to wearing skins. 

He adored the itch, but said that it was penance for his sins
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
And to add to his discomfort, Guthlac very seldom fed,

Drinking only muddy water, eating only barley bread
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens

Wild birds liked to come and sit upon his shoulders and his head

They found this kept him immobile while they ate up all his bread
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Every day the birds would steal his letters, and his gloves and keys

But our Guthlac made them bring them back and hang them in the trees
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Beccel was obsessed by Guthlac, and he hired a little boat

He stalked Guthlac to his island, hoping he could cut his throat
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Guthlac said “You want to kill me, but I beg you not to try.

Though it’s true I like to suffer, I’m not ready yet to die”
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens

He got scurvy and marsh fever, or it could have been bird flu.

Contrary to expectations, Guthlac kept on pulling through.
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Loads of pilgrims came to see him, all amazed he hadn’t died.

Guthlac healed their illnesses, and told their fortunes on the side
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
He told Ethelbald  he’d had a vision of him being crowned 

Ethelbald said “if that’s true, I’ll  build an abbey on this ground.
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Later, when he was crowned monarch, just the way  Guthlac had said,

Ethelbald built Crowland Abbey, even though the saint was dead.
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Even though Guthlac had died, somehow his body didn’t rot,

So his death did not affect the Fenland tourist trade a lot.
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
So our Guthlac got a Sainthood, that’s a Saxon MBE,

Recognising what he’d done for fenland’s tourist industry
Come and view our new attraction, see the hermit of the fens
Saint Nicholas (Tune: Oh dear, what can the matter be?)

Chorus:  Oh Dear, this is ridiculous

We must pray to St Nicholas

This man’s trying to pickle us

All in a barrel of brine

We’re three little boys who are good and obedient

We met a butcher who said “How expedient –

I’d like to make you the starring ingredient

In my award-winning pies”

Chorus

He told us the price of fresh meat just increases

And he’s had to cook all his nephews and nieces

And now he’s caught us and he’s chopped us in pieces

We’re packed in this barrel of brine

Chorus

The weather was cold and the hail it was stinging

When Nicholas put down the gifts he was bringing

And said to the butcher “Who’s this I hear singing

From inside that barrel of brine?”

Chorus

The butcher was scared and he started to tremble

As Nicholas sternly sat down to assemble

The bodily parts, which began to resemble

Three boys in a barrel of brine

Chorus

And this was the evidence – fully empirical –

That the good saint had performed a great miracle

Those boys came singing, in tones sweet and lyrical,

Out of the barrel of brine:

FINAL CHORUS:

That man wanted to pickle us

He was frankly ridiculous

Let’s give thanks to Saint Nicholas

He’s rescued us from the brine!

SECTION 2

Weddings and anniversaries
· Penny and Colin

· Tim and Mary

· Steve and Gill

· Barney and Sue

TIM AND MARY’S WEDDING (Tune : Mairie’s wedding)
CHORUS:
Step we gaily, on we go

Heel for heel and toe for toe

Dancing every dance we know

For Tim and Mary’s wedding

CHORUS

Mary thought it would enhance

Her wedding, if we came to dance,

And we all jumped at the chance

To be at Mary’s wedding

CHORUS

In her purple, green and white

Mary’s such a pretty sight

Especially when she gets it right

When we go out dancing

CHORUS

Mary is so trim and neat

That it gives us quite a treat

To laugh at her enormous feet

When we go out dancing

CHORUS

What a husband Tim will make

He can pipe and he can bake

And he can look after Jake

When Mary goes out dancing

CHORUS

Mary’s been our friend for years

We’ve had some laughs, we’ve shed some tears

So raise your glasses and say “Cheers!”

To Tim and Mary’s wedding

Steve and Gill (Tune: Haste to the wedding)
We’re Black Annis, we’ve come down from Leicester

We’ve known Gill Derby for many a year

So we’ve come down to dance at her wedding

To wish her good fortune and bring her good cheer

The bells in the steeple are calling the people

From village and forest and over the hill

To haste, haste, haste to the wedding

To haste to the wedding of Steve and Gill
Happy Days

Tune: Rolling Home
We’ve known Penny and Colin

For many a long year

And on this glad occasion

We’re happy to be here

So come and fill your glasses

And loud your voices raise

To wish them happy days, to wish them

Happy days

Happy days, we wish them
Happy Days, we wish them

Happy, happy, 

We wish them happy days.

When Colin first suggested

This dancing to his wife

We’re sure he didn’t realise 

He’d be stuck with us for life

Or that we’d lead her into

Such wild and raucous ways

But we’ve had happy days, yes we’ve had

Happy days

Their children came to join them

When they were in their prime

And Penny gave up dancing

To give them quality time

She came back in a fortnight

In an exhausted daze

But through the years those kids have given them

Happy days

When Penny plays her whistle

It sounds both clear and shrill

She stands on tiptoe to exaggerate

Each run and trill

We love the Belfast Hornpipe

Whenever Penny plays

It sings to us of dancing and of

Happy days

And when we dress for a party

A ceilidh or a dance

Then Penny puts a nice frock on

Her figure to enhance

We’re all extremely jealous of

The cleavage she displays

We’d like to wish the shameless hussy

Happy Days

You didn’t want a gift, but

You can’t escape a song

For we’re so fond of both of you 

And we’ve known you for so long

We would have liked to shower you

With tributes and bouquets

But we just bring our love, and wish you

Happy Days
The thirty year whirlwind romance

Tune : Fakenham Fair

When we met Sue we only knew 

That she wanted to join us to dance

We didn’t think her on the brink

Of a thirty year whirlwind romance

So take a ride on the merry go round

Give the wheel of fortune a chance

Let fate decree what’s meant to be

In a thirty year whirlwind romance
They fell in love when they were young

But they thought it was only a phase

And they both needed to grow up

So they both went their separate ways

So take a ride on the merry go round 

Where the horses gallop and prance

What goes around, comes round again

In a thirty year whirlwind romance
The growing up took quite some time

But they managed to do it at last

They realised that the one they wanted

Was somebody far in their past

So take a ride on the merry go round

Give the wheel of fortune a chance

Let fate decree what’s meant to be

In a thirty year whirlwind romance
They met up after thirty years

What a fortunate circumstance

Determined to make up lost time

They embarked on a whirlwind romance

So take a ride on the merry go round 

Where the horses gallop and prance

What goes around, comes round again

In a thirty year whirlwind romance
Now Barney’s got a lot of bikes

And a property somewhere in France

But he’ll endow Sue with his goods

In their thirty year whirlwind romance

So take a ride on the merry go round

Give the wheel of fortune a chance

Let fate decree what’s meant to be

In a thirty year whirlwind romance

And Sue has got a haunted house

And some miniscule organic pants

They’ll have a lot of fun with those 

In their thirty year whirlwind romance

So take a ride on the merry go round 

Where the horses gallop and prance

What goes around, comes round again

In a thirty year whirlwind romance
Let’s wish them luck on their merry go round

And may each the other entrance

For many more than thirty years

Here’s to them and their whirlwind romance.
Mal’s Birthday song
[sung to the tune of ‘The Gallant Hussar’ – “Rough Music” Eliza Carthy]

If you’ve spent an evening with Mal, you

Will know she knows how to have fun.

And she’s always brought added value

To everything that we have done.

Mal Ricketts makes everything better

And we know that we always shall

Be so happy that we ever met her
Where would we be without Mal?

Black Annis Diwali procession

Had music that used to get drowned.

Mal’s sax gave us brand new expression

And now we’ve a whole stronger sound.

Chorus

You may think that hitching’s a doddle

But our children didn’t know how
‘Til Mal acted as their role model

They’ll take lifts from anyone now.

Chorus

Our hangovers used to be chronic

From hours of drinking red wine.

Since Mal introduced gin and tonic
Next morning we feel almost fine.

Chorus

We used to think our conversations

Were humourless, boring and flat.

But Mal’s seafood impersonations

Soon put an end to all that.

Chorus

Sleeping in clothes didn’t harm us

But Mal said it wasn’t good form.

Now we party in our pyjamas

And go to bed well dressed and warm.

Chorus

Getting new members defied us

Black Annis recruitment was poor.

Mal’s family planning supplied us

Her grandchild and daughter-in-law.

Chorus

There’s something special about her

Something that sets her apart.

We couldn’t manage without her

She’ll always stay in our hearts.

SECTION 3

HAMMERSMITH
· Ian Deddick

· Nick and the rat

· The boil robber

· The Icon of Potts

· New Nick (First Time Out)

IAN DEDDICK

Tune: Swedish polka
Have you ever met a man who plays the box like Ian Deddick?

He can even cure that morning-after headache

It’s amazing he is not a doctor or a medic-

He makes us feel like dancing all day.

When he plays we want to sing and dance
Specially when he’s playing Serpentina

We’d do anything to get the chance

To dance when Ian Deddick plays

Oh in any situation he will do what he is able

Even underneath the Hastings kitchen table

Though when Jan sat on his face it made him quite unstable

His music didn’t suffer at all.

There are times when his behaviour’s led to some malicious rumours

Lying on the floor looking up Stroud Ladies’ bloomers

But we took it as a sign of Ian’s sense of humour

Cos we’ve all seen his green frog shorts

Oh the Smiths may well pretend that they are all so energetic

They can only do it cos of Ian Deddick

If he didn’t play for them then they’d be quite pathetic

He puts the spring into their step

He could play the Birdie Dance or he could play Waltzing Matilda

We would even love him playing Bob the Builder

But we don’t know how he will explain this song to Hilda………..
(Whistle….)
NICK AND THE RAT

Tune:  Matty Groves
A hangover, a hangover, and the worst one of the year

Nick Waldon rose and he felt like death after a night on the beer.
“I’ll have to find an aspirin and then I’ll take a nap,

But first to ease my aching guts I’ll go and have a crap”

But as he sat there on the bog, examining his toes,

Around his private parts he felt some whiskers and a nose
“A rat! A rat!” Nick Waldon cried, and leaped into the air

The people who lived ten doors down could hear his screams from there

But when he felt a bit more calm he knew what he must do

He went and got a bottle of bleach and poured it down the loo

He flushed and flushed a thousand times but it was all in vain

For when he tiptoed back to look the rat was there again

Nick slammed the toilet lid down and secured it with a brick
“I’ll call the Council rat control and get them out here quick”
“Come out, come out, you’ve got to come out, oh please come now,” Nick cried

For when I lift my toilet seat I see a rat inside

“I can’t come out, I won’t come out, I shan’t come now my friend

For I only work a five-day week and this is the weekend.

I’m afraid that Monday is the earliest I can come

But never mind, it could’ve been worse, he could have bit your bum”

Nick now had constipation; he just didn’t want to go.

It’s just as well, cos Monday came and the rat man didn’t show.

He came at last on Tuesday and he quickly shut the door

The deed was done the very next thing and Ratty was no more.

“Thank God for that” Nick Waldon cried “I don’t know what to say.

There’s just one thing I’d like to know: where were you yesterday?”
“I’m sorry” said the rat man “that I didn’t get to you

I thought I had a mouse job on but that was a rat job too”

The moral of this story is uncomfortably plain:

Be quick when you go, for you never know just what lies down your drain.

The Boil Robber
(tune: The Star of the County Down)
When Hammersmith were dancing out one hot day in July

Long tall Peter was sunbathing and I smiled as I passed him by

He looked so sweet as he lay asleep and I could have let him be

But I’d spied a blackhead upon his back and I’d marked it out for me

From the biggest boil to the smallest spot
Every pimple and every zit

Every one I spy I will squeeze it dry

I’m the boil-robber of the Smiths

I looked at the head; it was swollen and red. I could tell it was ready to burst.

So I got on my knees and I gave it a squeeze, while Peter yelled and cursed.

A long white thing like a piece of string slid out of Peter’s spot

And I stood and bowed to the cheering crowd- as a boil-robber I’m shit-hot.

We’ve had men on the team whose backs did seem like the surface of the moon.

Their backs all craters, like alligators - I dealt with them quite soon.

There was one poor soul who kept out the cold with a wet-suit instead of a vest.

He was covered in sores but I cleansed his pores - as a boil robber I’m the best.

The spots that you get where you’re covered in sweat, like your armpits or your pubes

May sting and hurt when the contents squirt like toothpaste out of a tube

Oh it’s not much fun, but it’s got to be done: you’ll be glad when the scars have healed

So don’t attack me for liking acne – I’m expert in my field.

If you’ve got a zit and I can’t get at it, well there’ll be hell to pay

And I’ve been known, if you squeeze your own, to sulk for the rest of the day

You can scream and shout, but I’ll get it out, you can run but you can’t hide

You can make a fuss, but I’ll get your pus – I’m the boil-robber of the side.

The Icon of Potts  (No Tune)
Who or why or which or what?





Is the Gordon of Potts?

Is he tall or dark or short or fair?

Does he stand on the stage all covered in hair 
or what?





The Gordon of Potts!

Is he young or oldish, wise or a mug?

Does he drink his whisky or ale from a jug

or by shots?





The Gordon of Potts!

Does he sing or whistle, jabber or shout?

When he’s calling a ceilidh does he gyrate about
or pivotte?





The Gordon of Potts!

Is he bothered by what’s going on in our thoughts?

as he leaps on the stage in his very tight shorts 
or culottes?





The Gordon of Potts!

If he’s calling a dance that’s traditional or new

Does his band play by ear or do they take their cue
from black dots?





For the Gordon of Potts!

Does he wear a beret or a black leather hat?

When he poses around does he lounge like a cat
or just squat?






The Gordon of Potts!

Does he hog all the limelight during the dances

Does he even believe that his presence enhances
the spots!





Gordon Potts!

Does he like a French dance after eating his quiche?

Be it bouree, the valse, mazurka, schottishe

or gavotte?





The Gordon of Potts!

Does he know that we know he’s not much of a gourmet

He prefers cheap meat pies to Sole à la Mornay
sans shallots!





The Gordon of Potts!

And when he’s out dancing with Hammersmith Morris

Does he really jump high with his capers and furries 
 or not?





The Gordon of Potts!

Does he wear on his chest a green man tattoo?

That turns colour when sweaty to very dark blue
like a blot!





On the Gordon of Potts!

And at night when he’s tired and wants to turn in

Do Black Annis turn up with their olives and gin
and kumquats?





For the Gordon of Potts!

Does he join in the party with all of the folks?

Does he like to tell stories or corny old jokes

Tommyrot!





From the Gordon of Potts!

Has he any bad habits with spots that need picking

Or does he disgust us by snoring or flicking

his snot!





 Gordon  Potts!

Does he play the mandola, or whistle or fife?

Has he ever played bagpipes to spice up his life?
Great Scot





It’s the Gordon of Potts!

When he chases the girls is he just a poser

Did he make up a waltz just to tie up his Rosa

in knots?





The Gordon of Potts!

And if Cecil Sharp ever came to his home

Would he write up his life in a weighty tome

or a jot!





The Icon of  Potts!
New Nick : First Time Out

(Tune - My Young Man)

I’ve had fifteen pints of beer

Started at breakfast and they just appear

When will you drink them? In a jiff

Cos I want to dance with Hammersmith

Hammersmith, Hammersmith

First time out with Hammersmith
I’ve got a spiffy new top hat

Bought it on E-Bay thirty quid flat

When will you wear it? Always if

I am dancing out with Hammersmith

Hammersmith, Hammersmith

First time out with Hammersmith
They made me wait an age to get

My socks, my bells and my rosettes

Why do they bother? It’s a myth

That it’s hard to dance with Hammersmith

Hammersmith, Hammersmith

First time out with Hammersmith

(A first time production by Sandy Gibbons - Chippenham, May 2008)

SECTION 4

SEX and RELATIONSHIPS

· Paddling my own canoe

· The nutting girl

· The thermal vest

· The liberated woman

· Stand like a Man

· The Shameless Hussy

Paddling my own canoe 
Tune: Farewell sweet lovely Nancy
1.Farewell you rotten bastard

Ten thousand times adieu
For you’ve decided to leave me

In search of someone new
The secrets of my life, you fool

Are the things that you never knew,
So now you have gone, I will just carry on

And I’ll paddle my own canoe
2.The nights are so much shorter 

Now I am not with you
The bed is so much larger

The sheets are fresher too
And if I get too lonely

I know just what to do
I’ll reach for oil and candle

And paddle my own canoe
3.My ardour was first awakened

In nineteen seventy two
I fell for a boy in corduroy

Tank top and platform shoe
But I soon got frustrated at

The little he could do
With my innards a-churn, I had to learn

To paddle my own canoe
4.My boyfriend was Australian

He was hung like a didgeridoo
I met him in the outback

In the arms of a kangaroo
But now he has gone walkabout
 I know just what he’ll do
He’ll be in some Australian’s bush

So I’ll paddle my own canoe.

5.I’ve travelled the whole world over

From Turkey to darkest Peru
Climbed mountains in Venezuela,

Rode a camel in Timbuktu
Ballooned across Namibia, 

Where I spotted a gnu
And in every land, I’ve used my right hand

To paddle my own canoe
6.It was lonely flying solo 

When I first won my wings.
With my joystick in my cockpit 

I'd think of other things.
My dream to join the Mile High Club

I thought of as I flew.
With a cheesy smile I'd go half a mile

As I paddled my own canoe.

7.I’ve always been adventurous

Since I first fell from grace
From the back of a mini clubman

To the ferns of Cannock Chase
And on the floor of our front room
When the insurance man was due
But his sudden knock gave you such a shock,
I had to paddle my own canoe
8.Oh, I’ve had a bold sea captain

And 3 of his best mates too
I’ve had the owl and the pussycat

And all of the QE2
Oh I’ve had three men in a boat

And the Cox of the Cambridge crew
But when all’s said and done, I’ve had far more fun

When I’ve paddled my own canoe
9.The single-handed yachtswoman

She sails the ocean blue
She must be pretty handy

Cos she ain’t got any crew
If I could sail with just one hand

I know what I would do
With the other one, I’d be having fun

As I paddled my own canoe
10.I hate physical exercise 
It really is obscene 
All that sweaty exertion 
Just to keep the body lean 
But there is one exception 
For which I'll claim my due 
I've reached Olympic Standard 
At paddling my own canoe.
11.Pilates is the thing to do

When you are all alone
It’ll tighten all your girlie bits

Even though it makes you moan
Your pelvic thrust will be improved

You’ll know just what to do
If a man can’t come up with the goods
You can paddle your own canoe
12.Now some of us have been married

For twenty years or more
And the only thing that’s been laid in our house

Is a laminated floor
We’ve been to Focus, Do It All, 

Homebase and B&Q
But for D.I.Y in the bedroom 

I paddle my own canoe
13.Your caresses no longer excite me

It’s been years since we said, “I do”

When you come too soon, I forget to swoon

Or to fake an orgasmic “ooh”
I often get my headaches now

And it’s not because of the booze
But when you’re at work, then I go berserk

As I paddle my own canoe
14.If you think I’m with another man

When you are far away
You can ring me on my mobile phone

Any time of the night or day
And if it was in photo mode

You could see just what I do
I’m in bed with my phone on vibration 

As I paddle my own canoe
15.While walking in the springtime

I heard my first cuckoo.
I saw a courting couple

And watched them bill and coo.
The rustling grass as I walked past

Could be another two.
But it was a courting single 

Who paddled her own canoe.

16. Oh, I have often wondered

What exactly do lesbians do?
I engaged in some hands on research

With a woman I met in Crewe,
She showed me how to take a ride

On a bicycle made for two
But when she rang my bell then I had to tell
Her to paddle her own canoe

17. I’ve been with many morris men

And danced with one or two

I hear “Sweet Lovely Nancy”

With a sense of deja vue

Then Redbournestoke invite me to

Find out what they can do

But I’d rather dance than have ants in my pants

So I’ll paddle my own canoe

20. I met a morris dancer

With britches and with bells

He said “my dear would you like a beer?”

I said “I might as well”

His baldricks they were  neat and trim

His stick was straight and true

But his capers didn’t last

And his slows were too fast

So I paddled my own canoe
The Nutting Girl
It’s of a fit young farmer

Though he was shy and slow

And one fine day at harvest time

A-nutting he did go

And it’s of a fair young maiden
Just in her eighteenth year
And she was thinking seriously

Of planning her career
CHORUS:

She longed to be a surg-e-on

She’d dream’t it all her life

For she was always very quick

And clever with a knife

With a snip snip here 

And a chop chop there 

And a whack to his fol-dol-day

And what few nuts that young man had

She stole them clean away

The farmer saw some hazelnuts

He gathered them in haste
He put them in a little bag
And hung it round his waist

The maiden was quite peckish, and so

When this caught her eye

She thought, “I’ll have that young man’s nuts

Or know the reason why”
She went up to the farmer and 
She said “hello my dear,

I wonder could you see your way

To furth’ring my career?

Now I’ll lie down upon the ground

And you must do the same

At doctors and at nurses

We’ll play a little game.
The farmer looked her up and down

And thought “I could do worse”

He said “I’ll play the patient then

And you can play the nurse”
She puts her arm around his waist
And quick his purse string cuts

She slips her hand into his bag

And makes off with his nuts

The farmer was outraged by this

And in a voice so high
He called her a castrating bitch
Which she did not deny.

So listen all you young men

Don’t let yourselves be tricked

If you play games with maids with knives

Your nuts may well get nicked.
The Thermal Vest 

Tune: Cuckoo’s Nest

One morning in December I was feeling very cold
I came across a young man and said to him so bold
“Oh excuse me but I must admire the way in which you’re dressed

You look so warm I’m sure you have a thermal vest”

Oh some like a man who never gives them any rest
And some like a man who has hairs upon his chest

But the man with something extra is the man I like the best

For covering his belly is his thermal vest

“Well really” said he “I am surprised you show no shame

For I’ll tell you plainly I know your little game
For me mother’s often warned me to beware young women, lest

They try to clap their hands upon me thermal vest”

“Me darling” says I “You are afraid of me, I see

But I can assure you your honour’s safe with me

So don’t be apprehensive, and do not be distressed

I do not want your body, just your thermal vest”

Well he was most reluctant to let me have my way

I think he must have been afraid of what his mum might say

But by pleading and persuading I tried and did my best

And at last he let me wear his lovely thermal vest

So we kept each other warm through all the winter frost and snow

But when the summer came it was time for him to go

But still I sometimes think of him when I lay down to rest

Especially when I’m wearing his thermal vest
The liberated woman 

Tune: Wild Rover
I’ve been liberated since I was a girl

And the tales I could tell, they would make your hair curl

One bloke that I met, he was such a big prat

That I told him “not likely” and thought that was that

When I say no, I mean no

No nay never, no way
And I don’t like your manner

So please go away

He said, “Hello darling, it’s your lucky day”

And he just took no notice of what I did say

I told him my interests were elsewhere inclined

But he said, “Come on, darling, your boyfriend won’t mind”

“I know that you want it, it shows in your eyes

And a woman like you needs a man of my size”

I stepped back in horror and stared in his face

For the third time quite clearly I stated my case

He said, “You’re just frigid, you need a good screw

I can think of a few things that I’d like to do”

I’d been calm until then, but this was the last straw

So I slapped him and said as I made for the door:
 When I say no, I mean no

No nay never, no way
And I don’t like your manner

SO BUGGER OFF

STAND LIKE A MAN (Tune: Stand By Your Man)

Sometimes it’s hard to be a woman

Especially when you’re dressed up like a man

One day I had a

Very full bladder

Desperate to go and use the can

But the attendant wouldn’t let me

And from the Ladies’ I was banned

Her word was final:

Use the urinal

For after all, you’re just a man.

Stand like a man
You know that you can make it

Though you may have to fake it

Stare straight ahead and shake it

Stand like a man

No need to be self-conscious

Though you have nothing in your hand

Stand like a man!

Sometimes I wonder why I bother

I chat up all the women, cos I can

But I’m put in this position

Where I have these inhibitions

About being propositioned by a man.

Oh yes it’s hard to be a woman

Especially when you’re dressed up like a man

But I have found one blessing

To all this damn cross-dressing:

It keeps the punters guessing what I am.

I’d really like to do more female bonding

Go out with the girlies  here and there

But I haven’t much in common

With your ordinary woman

I can’t knit, and I don’t use Tupperware

I once went to a friend’s Ann Summers party

But I could tell the others found me weird

I had to admit it

There wasn’t much that fitted

And you can’t wear crotchless knickers with a beard.

The Shameless Hussy

(Tune: the Lincolnshire poacher)

There was a bold adventurer came over here from Cork

He met a pretty maiden and he asked her for a walk
“it’d be a night to remember if I had a walk with you”

And the shameless hussy answered him “I don’t mind if I do”

There was a bold adventurer came over here from France

He met a pretty maiden and he asked her for a dance
“it ‘d be a night to remember if I had a dance with you”

And the shameless hussy answered him “I don’t mind if I do”
There was a bold adventurer came over here from Diss

He met a pretty maiden and he asked her for a kiss
“it ‘d be a night to remember if I had a kiss with you”

And the shameless hussy answered him “I don’t mind if I do”
There was a bold adventurer came over here from  Leigh

He met a pretty maid and put his hand upon her knee
“it’ d be a night to remember just to sit like this with you”

And the shameless hussy answered him “I don’t mind if I do”
There was a bold adventurer came over here from Bligh

He met a pretty maid and put his hand upon her thigh
“it ‘d be a night to remember just to sit like this with you”

And the shameless hussy answered him “I don’t mind if I do”
There was a bold adventurer came here from Budapest

He met a pretty maid and put his hand upon her breast
“it ‘d be a night to remember just to sit like this with you”

And the shameless hussy answered him “I don’t mind if I do”
There was a bold adventurer came over here from Crewe

He met a pretty maiden and he asked her for a screw
“it ‘d be a night to remember just to spend the night with you”

And the shameless hussy answered “you can paddle your own canoe”
SECTION 5

Social commentary (of a sort)

· Women drivers

· The Glass ceiling

· Washing day

· The Wholefood song

· The licensing bill

Women drivers

Tune: Oom-pa-pa

Have you ever noticed, a woman in the driving seat

Doesn’t have to do much to get all the blame?

All she has to do is stall, all the men around her call:
“Bloody women drivers, they’re all the same”

Women drivers, that’s how it goes
Dangerous lunatics, everyone knows

How did we get this name, do you suppose?

When men are the ones to blame?

Have you met the road hogs in outside lanes of motorways?

Speeding down behind you they flash and they hoot-

Arriving out of nowhere they sit there on your bumper

And if you put your brakes on they’d land in your boot

And what about the jokers who beckon you to overtake

Wait until you try to, then step on the gas?

If you persist in trying, they’ll force you off the road,

Cos they’d rather cause a pile up than let women pass

But when your car won’t start, they all cluster round like vultures

They’d be completely happy to stand there all day

They ask if you’ve got petrol, they fold their arms and shake their heads-

If you want some action, you call the AA

 The Glass Ceiling
 Tune : The Mermaid

One Friday morn when I went in to work

I looked around me and then

I saw that women made up nine tenths of the staff

While nine tenths of the managers were men, were men, were men

While nine tenths of the managers were men

For the tide of time may turn

And the winds of change may blow

But there’s still that glass ceiling keeping all the men aloft 

While the women do the grafting down below, below, below,
While the women do the grafting down below
So when I thought about what I had seen

It seemed quite wasteful to me

And I thought it so unfair that I designed a questionnaire

To find out what their reasoning might be, might be, might be…

Well first I asked the chairman of the board

And a pompous git was he

He said “ladies die of boredom when admitted to the boardroom

And besides, they didn’t go to school with me, with me, with me…

So then up spoke the chief executive
“It is a dreadful pity

That more women don’t apply, and when they do the grade’s not high

For we’re keen on equal opportunity, nity, nity…

So then I asked the head of personnel

And a grey-haired bore was he

He said, “females would be fine but they get pregnant all the time

We can’t afford to sponsor their maternity, nity, nity…

And then up spoke the junior head of sales

And a smart young lad was he

He said, “Girlies make a fuss and they don’t think like one of us

I think typing’s really more their cup of tea, cup of tea…

And last I asked the little office boy

And a pimply youth was he

He said, “I’ve never heard of fellas working for a bird

I can tell you that it wouldn’t wash with me, with me, with me”…

So then I thought about what I had heard

There’s no future here for me

So I got a friend or two, and with no more ado

We set up in a rival company, company…

For the tide of time will turn
And the winds of change will blow

And we’ll smash that glass ceiling keeping all the men aloft
For we’re tired of doing the grafting down below
WASHING DAY  
Tune: Nae Luck About the House

In the corner of the kitchen there’s a little white machine

It’s meant to make life easier and get the washing clean

But really, if the truth be told, it doesn’t always work

It shrinks my clothes and eats my socks; it’s driving me berserk

And it’s thump, thud, crash, bang
Kick and curse away

There’s nothing makes me lose my rag
Quite like a washing day
I went to get my washing out and had a nasty shock

For there among my Morris whites I found a scarlet sock

So then I’m standing there with bleach for hours at the sink

Until my lovely Morris shirt’s a fetching shade of pink

I thought I’d try these enzymes and I put in lots and lots

It did wonders for my understains but brought me out in spots

So I went ecological, I thought that couldn’t hurt

It’s true my skin did not react, but neither did the dirt

I’ve got contact dermatitis and my hands are red and rough

My clothes are all unwearable, I think I’ve had enough

I’ve thought it through, I think I’ve found the best solution yet

I’m trading in the damn machine, I’ll use the launderette.

The Wholefood Song (Tune: The farmer’s toast)

Come, poor folk and wealthy, who wish to be healthy

Attend unto us and be chastened

For you may think you’re neat cos you do not eat meat

But that’s no grounds for feeling complacent

You won’t have arrived till you’ve somehow contrived

To eat your nut cutlets al fresco

And have pure soya spread on your own home baked bread

And never go shopping at Tesco

Sing Fol de rol diddle, sing fol de rol dee

And never go shopping at Tesco
Oh we don’t like free trade, and the veg are all sprayed

So we are all quite self sufficient

We can have a hot shower thanks to solar power

It’s clean though it isn’t efficient

Our clothes are home spun and we have such great fun

Playing strange tuneless songs on recorder

We eat bran and brown rice, and it may not taste nice

But our bowels are in fine working order

When we go to the pub, we don’t go for the grub

But real ales by the score if they’ve got ‘em

Though we’ll only drink that if it’s cloudy and flat

With hops floating round at the bottom

We watch mine host strut with his hands on his gut

And discourse on original gravity

And when the pint’s done, we continue the fun

Swapping jokes in the damp outside lavatory

We travel by bike because we don’t like

To add to pollution and traffic

Our food’s additive free and we drink herbal tea

And our medicines are homeopathic

We feed our children ourselves till they’re three, six or twelve

As we think it’s disruptive to wean ‘em

And if they are good and behave as they should

For a treat we’ll go camping at Greenham

Well you wouldn’t be wrong if you thought that this song

Was all lies and exaggeration

For we hang round in bars, we own houses and cars

And some of us even eat bacon

We smoke forty a day though we know that they say

We all will die riddled with cancers

But however we act, people still think we’re cracked

Because we are all morris dancers
The Licensing Bill 

Tune: Early One Morning
Early one morning I heard a policeman warning

Some Morris men performing in the chilly Mayday mist
“I’ve a suspicion you need permission-

If you have no license I must ask you to desist”

Later that evening he went into a public house

Some people in the folk club there were singing songs and rounds
“I’ve a suspicion you need permission-

You must get a license; it will cost five hundred pounds”

But there in the public bar, a range of singles from the charts

Are blaring from the juke box and the plasma screen TV.

I’ve a suspicion they don’t need permission-

If it’s not live music it does not require a fee.

Meanwhile in Parliament the erstwhile People’s Government

Is driving through a Bill that means catastrophe for Folk

I’ve a suspicion they’re murdering tradition there, 

But they will not listen, their democracy’s a joke.

SECTION 6:

THINGS NICE GIRLS
 DON’T TALK ABOUT

· Motherhood

· Placentas

· Pelvic floor

· Fancy Pants and Big Knickers

Motherhood   Tune: Sweet Lass of Richmond Hill

I’ve heard of joys of motherhood

The pleasures and delights

I never thought I’d spend my time

Destroying parasites

Of lotions, creams and fine-toothed combs

I’ve surely had my fill
But when I dare to check their hair
The nits are in there still

The nits are in there still….

Oh we’ve had scabies, we’ve had fleas
And last week we had worms

And we’ve had ninety nine per cent

Of common household germs

They’re scratching from their athlete’s feet

Up to their lousy heads

And if they’ve not got bed bugs,

It’s because I’ve burned their beds

Because I’ve burned their beds…

Placenta  Tune: Bread and Roses

One day as I was driving, and I had some way to go
To while away the hours I turned on the radio

And there was Jenny Murray, the Woman’s Hour presenter

Who told me of a pate made entirely of placenta

I understand placenta is an acquired taste

But though it’s good to know that they do not go to waste,

The butchers will be flummoxed when their customers all enter

And ask them for some bacon and a quarter of placenta

Oh you can feed a family and still use only one

But there are implications if this catches on

I fear for restaurant critics as they eat their grilled polenta

For they must all be worried that the next course is placenta

As they go eating, eating, through the menus of their days

One thousand tasty morsels, one thousand canapés

Are flushed with all the radiance of a sudden bright magenta

And they wonder what they’re eating and they hope it’s not placenta

But there are compensations – you won’t get BSE

And anyone can grow one – though it takes a pregnancy

And antenatal midwives (the pregnant woman’s mentor)

Will tell her she needs iron – and you get that from placenta

Next time you’re entertaining, try placenta a l’orange

And afterwards for pudding, placenta with blancmange

You can decorate your table with flowers at the center

But save the place of honour for a platter of placenta

The pelvic floor    Tune: When Daylight Shines
Whenever you go to the lavatory

Remember this simple law

That stopping and staring each time you wee

Will strengthen your pelvic floor

Yes stopping and starting each time you wee

Certainly ensures

That dancing, or sneezing violently

Won’t mean you wetting your drawers

And if you’re having sex, girls,

Remember my advice

Those little pelvic muscles

Can make it twice as nice

So do your exercises

You’ll thank me in the end

Because those pelvic muscles

They are a woman’s best friend 

FANCY PANTS (Tune: Baby Face)
Fancy pants

Oh won’t you let us see your fancy pants?

There is no need to make a song and dance

Take a chance

Just be quick as we can’t wait to see your frilly knickers

Don’t be shy

We are not after you for passion or romance

No need to make a fuss

Your body’s safe with us

We just want to see your fancy pants.

BIG KNICKERS (Tune: Big Spender)
As soon as she walked through the door

I could tell she was a girl with elastic

In her big knickers

Good looking, so refined

Wouldn’t you like to know what’s going on in my mind?

Now let me come straight to the point

I don’t drop my pants for every guy I see

Hey Big Knickers

Spend a little time on me.

Section 7
Black Annis

· Steph, pick up tha bellpad

· Born to be Wild-Grant

· Oh Black Annis, can I dance with you?

· Purple Green and White

· Feisty Bitches

· Swifty short-legged dancer

· The technical officer

· The jig in the bag

· Black Annis (by the Esps)

Steph, pick up tha Bellpad (no tune)
It happened at Hastings before the mass stand:

Black Annis all lined up to dance,

Sue Swift was inspecting their kit and their bells

An’t ribbons right way on’t arm bands.

Well everyone checked ‘em and put ‘em on right,

(all except the one dressed as a man!)

And one other dancer who hid out of sight 

And was gazing at seagulls and sand

As Sue walked on past she were turning around

And they happened to bump one another,

And knocking the bellpad right out of her hand

Steph looked down at Sue and said ‘bother!’

‘Pick it oop’ said Sue Swift, all smiling and calm

But Steph with a shake of her head

Said, ‘Seeing as you knocked it out of me hand

P’raps tha’ll pick me bells up instead!’

‘Steph, Steph pick up yer bellpad’

Sue insisted, as we were on next.

Steph said, ‘You knocked it down and that’s where it stays

unless you pick it up’ –my, Sue were vexed!

The look on Sues face very soon caught the eye

of Lynn Goodall, who, checking the sets, 

said ‘Hurry up Steph, you’re needed to dance,

don’t be long now, you’re making Sue fret’

‘Steph, Steph, pick up yer bellpad ‘

Lynn rallied, ‘Then set two’s complete’

Steph said, ‘Sue knocked it down and she’ll pick it up 

Or it stays where it is at me feet!’

Kirsty came up to Steph, said ‘Do you want a chip?

Are you going to the pub when we’re done?’
‘By the way’, Penny pointed, ‘Your bellpad ‘s fell off

Do you want me to help put it on?’

‘Steph, Steph put on yer bellpad’

Jan Grant put her arm round Steph’s waist
‘Before the dance starts, lets go for a beer

But you’ll put on your bells just in case’

It caused quite a stir when Judy o’erheard

And the look that she gave was ice cool.

She quickly surmised just what had occurred
‘Come on Steph, we’ve enough with one fool!’

‘Steph, Steph, pick up yer bellpad’

Said Judy, for dry wit renowned.

Steph said ‘it were Sues fault, so she’ll pick it oop, 

or it stays where it is on the ground!’

The sound of her words very soon reached the ears

Of Sandy, who noticed the throng

And thought this would mean her greatest of fears:

Being in the first dance and going wrong!

‘Steph, Steph put on yer bellpad

Or else it’ll have to be me

Who goes in the dance.’ Steph said –‘I’ts Sue’s choice

It was her knocked it off don’t you see?’

The same thing occurred when Sharon and Mal

Both tried to get Steph to see sense

And when Mad Jack’s Morris had finished their dance

Well, all of Black Annis were tense.

Then up strode the fool on her new hobby horse

With her young sidekick Sam and dog Jester.

She looked at the bellpad and then down at Steph

And she talks to her – just like a sister!

‘Stephanie, (nen), pick up yer bellpad’

Big Jan said as brash as can be
‘I know that you’re stubborn, but don’t make a fuss

You’re just like our dad: Stanley G’

‘Alright Jan, said Stephanie, I’ll do it now.

Tell Sue that I mean’t no offence!’

So she put on her bells and Black Annis walked on
“Foot up”- let the dancing commence!

The point of this tale is simple and plain,

Like leading a horse to drink water,

-if you’re wantin’ ‘owt done, just use the right name

when askin’ this Yorksherman’s daughter!

Born to be Wild-Grant

(Steppenwolf)
Pinched him for the wedding,

She’s gonna do it her way.

But he’s having none of it,

He’s gonna try and have his say!

We all came to see it happen,

Thirteen bridesmaids filled the place.

Back at Watson’s drinking Pimms

Put a smile on their face!

Like a true pagan child,

She was born, born to be Wild……(Grant)

He was Wild……
….. wild to be Grant!

There’s no such thing as can’t

When you’re married to a Grant.

Born to be Wild (hyphen)  Grant!

OH BLACK ANNIS PLEASE MAY I DANCE WITH YOU?

Tune: Oh Soldier, soldier, won’t you marry me?
Oh Black Annis, please may I dance with you

With my baldrick and bodhran?

Oh no young man you cannot dance with us

Till you play the melodian

So off he went, spent his money like confetti

And soon he returned with a Dino Buffetti..

with a Dino Buffetti.

Oh Black Annis, please may I dance with you

Now my playing’s pretty fair

Oh no young man you cannot dance with us

For you have unwanted hair

We’re proud to display our own hairy shins

But your beard has to go, for we don’t like hairy chins..

we don’t like hairy chins.

Oh Black Annis, please may I dance with you

For my chin is smooth and clean

Oh no young man you cannot dance with us

Till you wear the socks of green

Now Leicester is known for its fine hosiery

He returned and displayed two green calves for us to see

green calves for us to see

Oh Black Annis, please may I dance with you

For I know you’ll dance tonight

Oh no young man you cannot dance with us

For your britches they are white

Now purple cloth is impossible to buy

So he boiled up his kit with Windsor purple dye

with Windsor purple dye

Oh Black Annis, please may I dance with you

I can learn the Humberstone Gate

Oh no young man you cannot dance with us

Till you learn to turn up late

So he sat up all night, drinking wine by the crate

Dressed three kids, packed a lunch, and sure enough was late

and sure enough was late

Oh Black Annis, please may I dance with you

For I’m sure I can dance slow

Oh no think twice, there’s a final sacrifice

For your baldrick has to go.

By the look on his face, he would fail, we were sure

But soon he returned and his baldrick was no more

his baldrick was no more

Oh Black Annis, please may I dance with you

For I’ve done the best I can

I’ve done each task exactly as you asked

And I am a ruined man

I practiced my box, starting with Shepherd’s Hey

All my neighbours complained, I appear in court today

I went with my friends to go dancing one night

But they laughed at my kit and said “Ring sides dance in white”

The signs of my manhood have gone, as I feared,

For you made me cut off both my baldrick and my beard

I tried as you taught to turn up extra late

Lost my job, and my girlfriend ran off with my best mate

Oh, Black Annis, please may I dance with you

For I’ve done the best I can

Oh no you prat, you cannot dance with us

Because you are a man.

Purple Green and White    Tune: And I just can’t wait to pick up my cards
Well joined this side a year ago 
‘cos I thought it looked like fun

Thought morris dancing was a laugh 

and the women here right on

And I just can’t wait to put on me kit
 The purple green and white

So we don’t forget the suffragettes
 and the fight for women’s rights

So I learned to dance for what it’s worth

Though at first I was quite slow
 But soon I learned the shepherds hey
 and out dancing I did go

We danced that day at the May day fair
 amongst people I knew well

Trade Unionists and those who
 wear their views on their lapel

Next weekend on a morris ale 

Black Annis women went

The Morris men they laughed and joked 

and made remarks so pertinent

It’s not traditional they said

But never mind my pretty dear
 We’ll watch your bums just for a laugh
 And invite you back next year

So we wrote a play for the Blackheath ale 
 As we need to have our say
 Black Annis and her witches tale
 set in the present day

Black Annis was a Leicester witch

As history recalls

Every women daring to speak out 

Is always up against the wall

We like to dance and sing and shout 

And enjoy our pints of beer
 With equal rights enjoy ourselves 

Amongst everybody here

So now you know why we are here 

Every one a woman whose

Not for the men, it’s for the beer
 It’s a women’s right to booze!

Feisty Bitches . Tune: Rambling Sailor
We’re not quiet or polite - our heroines are witches

We won’t follow social rules – we’ll never gather riches

But we have a lot of friends, and we have a lot of fun,

And we’re not beholden to anyone

We may get old, but we’ll never settle down

For we’re a load of feisty bitches

We won’t dance in pretty frocks – we like our purple britches

We’ve no romantic views of men, for we’ve seen all the hitches

We’ve been from Scarborough to St Ives

And we’ve never met a man who could make us change our lives

We may be women, but we’re pretty rotten wives

For we’re a load of feisty bitches

And if you ever camp too near  to where Black Annis pitches

You will find before too long your ear with music twitches

When we’ve finished one song, we know lots more,

And we’ll keep you awake till half past four

We may be a pain but we’ll never be a bore

For we’re a load of feisty bitches.

The Swifty Short Legged Dancer

Tune: The Blackleg Miner


Stephanie Goodacre  27/4/04
It’s on a Thursday, half past eight,

A bunch of women turn up late,

In baggy T. shirts, stand and wait,

For Sue to start the dancing!

Sometimes Steph and sometimes Sue,

Will play the music three times through,

With Mal on sax, Penny whistles too,

But Sue’s our main musician!

We practice dancing for a while,

With Sue to teach us our own style,

Foot Up! And don’t forget to smile

We all know Mrs. Postons!

Sue perseveres throughout the night,

To try to get the dancing right!

She keeps on teaching us despite

The fact that we’re not listening!

But when we have to dance on stage

At festivals and local fetes,

Then Sue’s determination pays

And we all pay attention!

In ’89 Black Annis schemed:

To dance amongst the best of teams,

And to this end, Sue had the means

To help improve our dancing!

So now we always dance with pride

Amongst the most rumbustious sides,

Big Willy means that Sue can’t hide

(as if she’d ever try to!)

When Sue first joined B. A. she let

The Anstey men sing Allouette!

With Sue on’t table, we all bet 

She wouldn’t last the season!

But Sues been with us many a year

She’s danced and played for fun and beer

So raise your tankard, give a cheer

And Good luck for the future!

So we’ll keep dancing just like Sue

Whilst she’s out working in E.U.

Will Brussels rule on Morris too?

For Swifty Short Legged Dancer!
The technical officer (Tune : Maid of the Mill)
One day long ago we had a big fright

Jan phoned in great trepidation 
“The technical Office’s coming tonight-

A spy from the Federation”.
“Is this an inspection” we asked, going pale

And got in a terrible fluster
“If we don’t rehearse for this practice, we’ll fail- 

Our dancing will never pass muster”

We practiced our leapfrogs, perfected our jumps

We drilled every Black Annis member 

Though we were aware we were all idle lumps 

This would be a night to remember.

Then in came this woman who didn’t look fierce

But uttered a few quiet curses

For she’d spotted at once that she’d found some sows’ ears

She had to turn into silk purses!

And so Sue decided to take us in hand

And so we decided to let her

But she found it difficult to understand 

Why we got worse and not better

And though you may think we are ungrateful sods 

The reason for our applause is

Sue Swift - she’s a fighter: against all the odds

She never gives up on lost causes.
The jig in the bag
 (Tune: Wild Rover)
Sue Swift’s taught us dancing for many a year

She’s tried to improve us, with no joy we fear

To raise our performance, she’ll threaten and nag

But we’ll never aspire to her jig in a bag

Chorus:    And she’s off to Belgium
               She’ll be throwing a flag
               But it won’t be as good as
               Her jig in a bag.

We tried to do Ascot and Headington too

But those wretched cross-back steps were too hard to do

And Oddington, frankly, was just such a drag

It was never as good as her jig in a bag.

Chorus:    And she’s off to Belgium
               She’ll be throwing a flag
               But it won’t be as good as
               Her jig in a bag.

She introduced us to ‘la crème de la crème’

She tried to inspire us to emulate them

She made us watch teams from Dead Horse to Red Stag

But they just can’t compare with her jig in a bag.

Chorus: 

Our dancing is fine – we don’t need to compete

And then if we do, well we know how to cheat

But we know we’re in no position to brag

For we’ll never live up to her jig in a bag. 

Chorus:    

Black Annis - the Esps song

Tune : Hopping Down in Kent)

Come listen to my story

I’m warning you it’s long

New Esperance have written

A new Black Annis song

With my Tea I O Tea I O, Tea I E I O
Black Annis Women’s Morris

They are a lovely crowd

Especially down in Hastings

Although they are quite loud
With my Tea I O Tea I O, Tea I E I O
When they do the Morris

They all know how to dance

With jumps and furry capers

And giant purple pants
With my Tea I O Tea I O, Tea I E I O
All Saints’ Hilton, Hastings

We’ve all been there a lot

Singing until 3 am

We almost lost the plot
With my Tea I O Tea I O, Tea I E I O
When Jan starts spitting olives

You’d better duck your head

Crisps and wine fly round the room

And Bradley’s left for dead
With my Tea I O Tea I O, Tea I E I O
Then on Monday morning

Just at eight o’clock

We hear Black Annis calling
“Get up you lazy lot”
With my Tea I O Tea I O, Tea I E I O
When they are in processions

You’d best get out the way

Or they will write a song about you

Least that’s what they say
With my Tea I O Tea I O, Tea I E I O
And if you do not like our song

You’d better shut your mouth

New Esperance are Londoners

We’re not soft in the South
With my Tea I O Tea I O, Tea I E I O
So now my story’s over

And all of it is true

Black Annis will sing of how

That rat got down the loo
With my Tea I O Tea I O, Tea I E I O
.

Section 8

Leicestershire

Leicestershire dirty weekend

The National Forest

Leicestershire dirty weekend

There’s a song I’ve heard sung by a couple of young women, 

Jo and Fi Fraser by name

Of a Yorkshire affair, when a young couple there

Went to various places of fame

Well my boyfriend and I thought we’d give it a try

Though we didn’t have much time to spend

We decided to roam round our Leicestershire home

For a Leicestershire dirty weekend

We thought Willoughby Waterlees was certainly sure to please

But he didn’t like it much here

He said he’d rather go to Ashby Parva

And round by the back lanes to Leire

We were half way to Narborough when he said “Market Harborough

Is somewhere that I’ve got a friend

Why don’t we go and see if he’ll give us some tea”

What a start to our dirty weekend.

Well we went to his mates and we left about eight

And I hoped the romance would start then

But he sat quite glumly as we drove through Gumley

And said not a word till Great Glen

He continued to goad me till we got to Oadby

It was driving me right round the bend

So I slept in the car while he sulked in the bar

That first night of our dirty weekend

Well we got up at dawn and we set off for Quorn

But soon we were fighting once more

We kept up the quarrel as we drove through Mountsorrel

And turned off to Barrow on Soar

But as we reached the quarry, he said he was sorry

And asked if he could make amends

We made up with a kiss and decided that this

Was the start of our dirty weekend

So we climbed Beacon Hill for a bit of a thrill

Had a snog in a pile of dead leaves

He bought me a bunch of red roses, and lunch

In a restaurant in Woodhouse Eaves

We were sharing a joke as we drove through Copt Oak

When he suddenly said “Don’t pretend,

For it’s easy to see you’re not happy with me

Or this farce of a dirty weekend”

I said “Beg your pardon?” as we by-passed Bardon

And turned of to go to Field Head

He sat silent till Anstey, then said “Look, I fancy

You madly - forget what I said”

As we headed for Ratby, I asked “How can that be?

I simply do not comprehend”

And I was still scolding as we got to Stoke Golding

He’d ruined our dirty weekend

I called him a meanie outside Suttton Cheney

Said “get out and just let me drive”

He knew he was beaten as I made for Nuneaton 

And  said as we crossed the A5
“If you want some romance, you’ve got just one more chance

So you listen up closely, me duck

Let’s abandon this Leicestershire dirty weekend 

And we’ll go for a Warwickshire walk.”

The National Forest

Tune: The Forester (Among the leaves so green-o)
Many million years ago

As archaeologists can show

In these parts there used to grow

A pre-historic forest

Animals and birds roamed free

Every kind of flower and tree

Further than the eye can see

Grew in the wild green forest

Martinshaw, Charnwood, Jackson’s Bank, Bardon Hill

Needwood, Grange Wood, Breedon on the Hill

Among the leaves so green-o

Let’s get out of town, and we’ll all go down,

Dancing, singing, laughing all the way

To the National Forest
Then the early people came

Bringing fire, bringing flame

Sowing crops and hunting game

They cleared the wild green forest

As there dawned the age of steam

They needed coal for their machines

And here they found a rich black seam

Formed by the ancient forest

Swadlincote, Moira, Shackerton, Donnisthorpe,,

Coalville, Ibstock,  Ashby de la Zouch

Among the leaves so green-o

Let’s get out of town, and we’ll all go down,

Dancing, singing, laughing all the way

To the National Forest
Coal fields scarred the forest glen

But brought paid work for honest men

Till they closed the mines, and then

Despair fell on the forest

Where abandoned mine shafts stood

We’re righting wrongs and making good

From Jackson’s Bank to Martin’s Wood

We’re claiming back the forest

Ravenscote, Whitwick, Overseal, Netherseal

Heather,Measham, Ashby de la Zouch

Among the leaves so green-o

Let’s get out of town, and we’ll all go down,

Dancing, singing, laughing all the way

To the National Forest

The forest holds so much to do

Canals, museums, castles too

Our traditions, old and new

Have helped to shape the forest

There’s much for tourists to enjoy

And businesses that can employ

The means to build, and not destroy

The spirit of the forest

Melbourne Hall, Shardlow, Beehive Farm, Swannington

Snibston, Conkers, Donnington le Heath

Among the leaves so green-o

Let’s get out of town, and we’ll all go down,

Dancing, singing, laughing all the way

To the National Forest

For walkers there is wealth untold

The summer’s jewels, the autumn’s gold

Oh what riches we behold

When we explore the forest

Our story ends where it began

And nature lives in peace with man

The people of three counties can

In truth call this their forest

Cuckoo’s Gap, Smith’s Wood, Scaddows Oak, Rosliston,

Smiths Wood, Bagworth, Coton in the Elms ,

Among the leaves so green-o

Let’s get out of town, and we’ll all go down,

Dancing, singing, laughing all the way

To the National Forest

