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[ took a boat
Alittle green and frilly thing, dear
I saw an island
O hat Id never seen before

D here were crabs in the vines
Weaving cloaks from the veils of the coelogyne
@ hrough the canopy mist
Came the glimpse of a ghost that could not exist
On that island

I swam ashore
And suddenly °I was surrounded
By friendly fins
O hat bore me up onto the sand

D here were birds on the beach
And the sounds that “I heard were as human speech
CIn the distance “I saw
Stony spires rising up from the forest floor
On that island

I see it now, I see that !l must befong here
How many years, how long have I been away

I took a path
Alittle grey and winding thing, dear
I saw a cit

O hat ‘I think “I'd seen before

@ here were apes at the gate
And their coats were a[Fraﬁged and out of date
As they ushered me through
All the flowers around me turned dusty blue
On my island

Sung by Bid
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(Come down to the harbour
In your rubber a(pvon, Marge
O here is a whale the size of
Winchester Cathedral on the barge

When we cut the spouter wide
Old McGhee, we found inside
"Close it up again,”, he cried
"I'm waiting for the tide!"

Meet me at the table
CIn your aster bonnet, Jill
O here is a pig of vast proportions
O heyll be serving with the krill

IEre the porker could be dined
3rom its snout, a frail voice pined
"Pass me down a julep, pray-
At's rather hot today!”

(Come and tend the heifer
CIn the trousers of your ilk
She has a bout of indigestion
And it's souring up the milk

When stethoscope was applied
Atetchy voice was heard inside
"] can see this is a farce-

O his place is full off grass!”
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Sung by Farif
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(Dozy Corker lies dead, dreaming of it
CIn his underwater citadel
(By his barrels, barley-bloated Corker quoted:

"I am the captain of the crew
And my boots are almost new
And 1 only drink Grand Cru”

Snoring Peggy, legs a-dangfling in his
= Guago-cgg%tedﬂnest of (ﬂab\ﬂl[on
(Dribbling down the mizzen, his white prison echoed:

"I am the captain orf all this
Whom the seaguﬂs always miss
And the fishwives [ike to kiss”

And they sing, [a, [a, [a

Sat doon, face down in the rabbit, lazing
CIn his gore and grease pavilion
By fur muffled, entrail-buttered Srat loon muttered:

"1 am the captain of the junk
And 1 s[evzrp in the top bunk
And 1 only sup on skunk”

And they sing, [a, [a, [a
Ofd Professor Puffmais, fever-frenzied
Un his aft [aboratory
Amid the desiccated, madly overstated:
"I am the captain of the ship
And the purpose of this trip
s to wipe my frothy [ip!”

And they sing, (a, [a, [a

Sung by Alice
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S rom Jazarus, there came a cake
Of seven tiers and fifty pillars, made of wood-ears
When he cut it, it exploded
Boom/

And from the hole, there crawled a lizard
Many-coloured and demented, brandy-scented
(%n a croaked voice, did it fondly croon

(Happy (B'wthday, (Clop
We wish you many more, you vile ofd dandy
(Happy( irthday, Clop
And when we get ashore, “I1l buy a brandy, ‘cos
I've just drunk yours

S rom (oldenear, there came a box
Of many {;\)’%‘s and wheels and handles, with four candles
When he cranked it, it played Mozart
Q ing!

And from a hatch, there hopped a monkey
(ery toothless, deaf, and dushz, slightly musty
Screeched thus, tunefess(y, with gummy grin

Happy PBirthday, Clo
We wish you many sorts of wild adventures
¥Happy( ivthdag, (Clop
And when we're into port, Il buy you dentures, ‘cos
CI've just nicked yours

Srom (Caesar ‘Wheezer came a stew
Of seven smells and three aromas, and one fetor
When he stirred it, it emitted
Gloop!

And in a bubble, rode a gupp
ong of hair and vather peevish, like all sea-fish
(Bouncing smartly, did it wetly toot

Happy PBirthday, Clop
We wish you many yet, you weird ofd hooray Sung by Bid
Happy PBirthday, Clop
And when, to [and, we get, Il buy a toupee, ‘cos
I'm wearing yours




Yust another drink at lhe{oumain
M walk around the village hall, maybe
isten to the noise }fthz market
I gjo and see the judge’s stall, [ater
He bought a horse, he bought a horse
He doesn't know how to ride
ust another drink at the fountain
Ml walk around the village hall

All Easter
O his has been a very long day
All Easter
CIn the night, Il fly back home, fly back home

CJust a (ittle kip on the gravestone
I ﬁz around the tower spire, after
ook at all the webs on the an?efs
Ml go and light the vicar's fire, later
(Iglz's ot a book, he's gota book
He daoesn't know how to read
Yust a little snooze on the gravestone
X fly around the tower spire

All Easter
O his has been a very long day
All Easter
CIn the night, Il fly back home, fly back home

ust another [eap in the flowers
CI1 sit and watch the river J’[ow, sometime
Smelling all the scents in the garden
S\1§ go am? see the witch's house, mmzbz
She made a broom, she made a broom
She doesn't know how to fly
SJust another [eap in the flowers
XA sit and watch the river flow

All Easter
O his has been a very long day
All Easter
CIn the nigﬁt, (s ﬁy back home, j’f\z back home




+Bind @‘@Ews&nﬁ Wodls

On the, on the sailor's stall
@ here’s a hand in a green bottle
PBut don't ask him, he won't sell
AUt's his mother's, she's been trying
o buy it back for years
But hell only sell the ears

And my feet walk up and down

On the trestle of the tart
O here's a wig, moth-eaten, tangled
(But don't ask her, she won't part
Ct's her sister's, dead but speaking
@ hrough a local witch
"Pon't sell me wig, you bitch”

And my feet walk up and down

U've got a bag of (Roman coins
Some with (Nero, some with Julius
(But they want my rusty Ithelgrub

At's very busy here today

On the table of the judge
@ here’s a melon with a chimney
But don't ask him, he won't budge
At's his uncle's, strangely shrunken
“n a Spring deluge
On a fishing trip to <]gvuges

And my feet walk up and down

(I've seen a book of [ithographs
Some of uther, some of Salome
(But dm searching for an (Cthelgrub
CUt's very dusty here today

Sung by Alice
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Quminous creatures, soft and unbound
Swirling around
(Under the trembling water, I see
0 hey ook so happy
Id [ike to be that happy too
4 am so happy here with you

(Beautiful streamers, shifty of shape
aggedy capes
(Brushing my fingers with jelly and (ace
CIna wet embrace
Ad like to be a jelly too
I'm just a jelly here with you

“When the moon’s high above
O here’s a song that a mad sailor
Sings to his [ove
Of the white bubble [ights in the water

(I)u[salinﬂ[ights and delicate hues
Glimmering goo
And, under, a JTash of asilvery school
0 hey look so peaceful
Ad like to be that flashy too
4 am so peaceful here with you

When the moon's high above
O here’s a song that a mad sailor
Sings to his [ove
Of the white bubble [ights in the water

(lobular strangers, ancient of cell
udicrous bell
(Bobbing, flotilla-like, into the night
And out of my sight
A wonder wholl be singing soon
By the lights of the [ittle jelly moons

Sung by Bid



@‘u’aia

My love's a burning ship at dusk
Crackling red
(His voice, a tolling bell of gold

We slide through icy waters
Silent
We've come to frightening all your
Sons and daughters

My heart's a flame inside a ring of jet

My love's a sullen peacock’s eyes
Sﬁimmeri? green
(His flight, an eddy in a stream

We [eap down cobbled alleys
Catlike
We've come from battling many

Taden galleys
My heart's a flame inside a ring of jet

My love's a serpent in the foam
Qwisting in play

His hair, the black waves, curling white

We swim up sleeping timbers
Softly
We've come to creeping in all your
Poors and windows

My heart's a flame inside a ring of jet

Sung by Farif
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Raven, don't sleep at the willow all day
(Pozing aloud [ike a fallow field
Show us your rubies and emeralds, pray
- would if “I could, but my [ips are sealed

Shiny little pearl, pretty [ittle pearl, whiter than a goose
At's just a drop from an oyster shell
Atiny drop from a deeper well
My necklace is without, my necklace is without

Raven, don't dawdle in alleys a-night
Qurking abroad like a privateer
Orighten us rather with sweet chrysolite
- answer you true, but  cannot hear

Shiny [ittle coin, [ittle silver coin, spinning in the air
See how it turns [ike a butterfly
t only lasts but a day, and dies
Oy pockets are without, my pockets are without

Raven, don't stray in the mist of an eve
Harmony frowns on a wanderer
(Pon't drop the keys that }c)u keep up your sleeve
-dd stray if !l could, but “I cannot stir

Shinvy little ke}. (ittle copper key, turn it in the lock
h, wonder, how they would sing to me
A song of home and tranquillity
My boxes are without, my boxes are without

Raven, don't prm‘z in the chapel alone
Murmuring lies to an e ﬁg}
(Come and be shriven, with maundy atone

- sing if 4 could, but an elegy Sung by Slorence

(Pirty little tongue, (ittle quiet tongue, trip it in the mouth
(Unload your burdens and trespasses
(Enshrine your booty in benefice
My altar is without, my altar is without
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O here's a temple carving somewhere in the greasy green
Of a coronation scene
Hidden under insect-ridden vines
O he faces of these nobles has an artless hand erased
(By gibbons’ heads, replaced
Perverting with accursed design

PBut recognise his trousers, and they'wz even carved the stain on
And the ﬁgure in the ﬁackﬂvound', wearing what [ooks [ike a turban
And I remember
ord rishgarlic went out on a cold ()ecember morning
With the door flung open wide
And his sur[y batman, (]%:mesh, B‘Z his side

Srurther up the river, there's a village in a marsh
Aud the people, short and harsh
O heir platter, mostly mint and grubs
O he men's eyes, fvamzd’ in monocles, from [ocal timber wvought
Akind 0{ Eoff. their sport

Played with human femur clubs

And the women keep his footsteps, in dried mud upon an altar
And they feed their young ones porridge when their faith begins to falter
And I remember
ord Srishgarlic went out on a cold (ecember morning
With the door flung open wide
And his surfy batman, <]€~}nesh, by his side

I met a bitter shaman on a dirty (ittle knoll
Stticking pins into a doll
Who, seein me.jumpzd up and said
"(Babah, mu-mu, (sarfic/
Babah, fishy-fishy foo!"
With thm,J;is uc{'z tu\zv{ed blue
He clasped his chest, undfeﬂ down, dead

At my feet, the ghastly idol [ay, its mien malefic
Orout-bones were the [imbs, the head was garlicocephalic
And I remember
ord Frishgarfic went out on a cold (December morning
With the door flung open wide
Aud his surly batman, <]{inesh, by his side
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Cﬁmbing up the narrow steps, I came before
O he kraken-carved infernal door
QObsidian and cold

"Oh, fleeting efflorescence
RL hatfi[ﬂowsgw% the wind
4 have come to [eave my blood
And fill my heart with dust-
(Wﬁ%._;'hou art open to me!f"

e door opened...

Standing in a vaulted chapel, charnel-black
My rasping breathing echoing back
% he mocking choir of worms

"Oh, shallow iridescence
O hat dies with the sun
I have come to see my kin
And fill their eyes withyfight—
Why, thou art solace to me!"

O he fires [it...

CrossinE the mosaic floor, I came unto
O he empty altar, faded blue
Stained in peccant rites

"Oh, passing sam:tuaryFl
O hat fades with the fles|
I have come to raise my fold
And fill their souls with dread-
Why, thou art wishfu[‘{fw me!”
O he altar moved...

Sung by Bid
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